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Korte bibliografie van Alexander Berkman
Alexander Berkman (In het Russisch: Александр Беркман), geboren als Ovsej
Ossipovitsj Berkman (Russisch: Овсей Осипович Беркман), (Vilnius, 21
november 1870 – Nice (Frankrijk), 28 juni 1936) was een in Rusland geboren
activist. Hij emigreerde in 1887 naar de Verenigde Staten. Daar werd hij actief
in de anarchistische beweging. Hier ontmoette hij Emma Goldman (1869-1940),
met wie hij zijn leven lang bevriend bleef.
Wanneer Alexander Berkman op 6 juli 1892 hoort dat een aantal stakers in de
staalindustrie door toedoen van de Pinkerton ‘detectives’ (een particulier
beveiligingsbedrijf) de dood heeft gevonden, besluit hij tot een wraakactie. Hij
zoekt dan op 22 juli 1892 het hoofd op van de Carnegie Steel Company, H.C.
Frick. In diens kantoor vuurt hij enkele revolverkogels op hem af. Deze
verwonden Frick slechts. Berkman wordt voor zijn daad tot 22 jaar
gevangenisstraf veroordeeld, waarvan hij er uiteindelijk veertien uitzit. Van hier
uit schreef hij zijn werk “Prison Memoirs of an Anarchist.” Hij heeft veel meer
geschreven dan dit boek.
Wegens antimilitaristische propaganda komt hij later nogmaals voor twee jaar in
de gevangenis (1917-1919). Na zijn ontslag daaruit wordt hij, onder meer samen
met Emma Goldman, naar Rusland gedeporteerd. Na aldaar twee jaren te
hebben verbleven, verlaten zij in 1921 opnieuw hun geboorteland, omdat in hun
ogen de bolsjewistische reactie de revolutie heeft gesmoord.
Als balling buiten Rusland schrijft Alexander Berkman onder meer het boek
ABC van het anarchisme. Berooid, ziek, in het zuiden van Frankrijk levend als
een politieke vluchteling, beneemt hij zich in 1936 het leven.

In English:
Alexander Berkman was born in Vilnius, Vilna Governorate, Russian Empire,
Russian Federation November 21, 1870. He died July 28, 1936
Alexander Berkman) was an Anarchist known for his political activism and
writings. He was a leading member of the Anarchist Movement in the early 20th
century, with a message for us all today. His teaching has not grown old, but are
very actual.
As we already know, Alexander Berkman was born in Vilna in the Russian
Empire (present-day Vilnius, Lithuania) and emigrated to the United States in
1888. He lived in New York City, where he became involved in the Anarchist
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Movement. He was the lover and lifelong friend of Anarchist Emma Goldman, a
renowned woman. In 1892, Alexander Berkman made an unsuccessful attempt
to assassinate businessman Henry Clay Frick as an act of propaganda of the
deed, for which he served 14 years in prison. His experience in prison was the
basis for his first book, “Prison Memoirs of an Anarchist”.
© April 2014 – Philippe L. De Coster, B.Th., D.D.

It is the system, rather than individuals, that is the source of
pollution and degradation. My prison-house environment is but
another manifestation of the Midas-hand, whose cursed touch
turns everything to the brutal service of Mannon. (Alexander
Berkman)
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Het is het systeem, maar niet de individuen, dat aan de bron staat
van verontreiniging en degradatie. Mijn gevangenis-huis
omgeving is slechts een andere manifestatie van de Midas hand,
wiens vloek draait allemaal rond de brutale dienst van Mannon
(het geld). (Alexander Berkman)

One of the many publications from the Public Domain
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The main Penitentiary Location of Alexander Berkman
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Prison Memoirs of an Anarchist
by
Alexander Berkman

Part One
The Call of the Homestead
I
Clearly every detail of that day is engraved on my mind. It is the sixth of July,
1892. We are quietly sitting in the back of our little flat-Fedya and I-when
suddenly the Girl enters. Her naturally quick, energetic step sounds more than
usually resolute. As I turn to her, I am struck by the peculiar gleam in her eyes
and the heightened colour.
"Have you read it?" she cries, waving the half-open newspaper.
"What is it?"
"Homestead. Strikers shot. Pinkertons have killed women and children."
She speaks in a quick, jerky manner. Her words ring like the cry of a wounded
animal, the melodious voice tinged with the harshness of bitterness-the
bitterness of helpless agony.
I take the paper from her hands. In growing excitement I read the vivid account
of the tremendous struggle, the Homestead strike, or, more correctly, the
lockout. The report details the conspiracy on the part of the Carnegie Company
to crush the Amalgamated Association of Iron and Steel Workers; the selection,
for the purpose, of Henry Clay Frick, whose attitude toward labor is implacably
hostile; his secret military preparations while designedly prolonging the peace
negotiations with the Amalgamated; the fortification of the Homestead
steelworks; the erection of a high board fence, capped by barbed wire and
provided with loopholes for sharpshooters; the hiring of an army of Pinkerton
thugs; the attempt to smuggle them, in the dead of night, into Homestead; and,
finally, the terrible carnage.
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I pass the paper to Fedya. The Girl glances at me. We sit in silence, each busy
with his own thoughts. Only now and then we exchange a word, a searching,
significant look.

II
It is hot and stuffy in the train. The air is oppressive with tobacco smoke; the
boisterous talk of the men playing cards near by annoys me. I turn to the
window. The gust of perfumed air, laden with the rich aroma of fresh-mown
hay, is soothingly invigorating. Green woods and yellow fields circle in the
distance, whirl nearer, close, then rush by, giving place to other circling fields
and woods. The country looks young and alluring in the early morning sunshine.
But my thoughts are busy with Homestead.
The great battle has been fought. Never before, in all its history, has American
labor won such a signal victory. By force of arms the workers of Homestead
have compelled three hundred Pinkerton invaders to surrender, to surrender
most humbly, ignominiously. What humiliating defeat for the powers that be!
Does not the Pinkerton janizary represent organized authority, forever crushing
the toiler in the interest of the ex ploiters? Well may the enemies of the People
be terrified at the unexpected awakening. But the People, the workers of
America, have joyously acclaimed the rebellious manhood of Homestead. The
steel-workers were not the aggressors. Resignedly they had toiled and suffered.
out of their flesh and bone grew the great steel industry; on their blood fattened
the powerful Carnegie Company. Yet patiently they had waited for the promised
greater share of the wealth they were creating. Like a bolt from a clear sky came
the blow: wages were to be reduced! Peremptorily the steel magnates refused to
continue the sliding scale previously agreed upon as a guarantee of peace. The
Carnegie firm challenged the Amalgamated Association by the submission of
conditions which it knew the workers could not accept. Foreseeing refusal, it
flaunted warlike preparations to crush the union under the iron heel. Perfidious
Carnegie shrank from the task, having recently proclaimed the gospel of good
will and harmony. "I would lay it down as a maxim," he had declared, "that
there is no excuse for a strike or a lockout until arbitration of differences has
been offered by one party and refused by the other. The right of the workingmen
to combine and to form trades-unions is no less sacred than the right of the
manufacturer to enter into association and conference with his fellows, and it
must sooner or later be conceded. Manufacturers should meet their men more
than half-way."
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With smooth words the great philanthropist had persuaded the workers to
endorse the high tariff. Every product of his mills protected, Andrew Carnegie
secured a reduction in the duty on steel billets, in return for his generous
contribution to the Republican campaign fund. In complete control of the billet
market, the Carnegie firm engineered a depression of prices, as a seeming
consequence of a lower duty. But the market price of billets was the sole
standard of wages in the Homestead mills. The wages of the workers must be
reduced! The offer of the Amalgamated Association to arbitrate the new scale
met with contemptuous refusal: there was nothing to arbitrate; the men must
submit unconditionally; the union was to be exterminated. And Carnegie
selected Henry C. Frick, the bloody Frick of the coke regions, to carry the
program into execution.
Must the oppressed forever submit? The manhood of Homestead rebelled: the
millmen scorned the despotic ultimatum. Then Frick's hand fell. The war was
on! Indignation swept the country. Throughout the land the tyrannical attitude of
the Carnegie Company was bitterly denounced, the ruthless brutality of Frick
universally execrated.
I could no longer remain indifferent. The moment was urgent. The toilers of
Homestead had defied the oppressor. They were awakening. But as yet the steelworkers were only blindly rebellious. The vision of Anarchism alone could
imbue discontent with conscious revolutionary purpose; it alone could lend
wings to the aspirations of labor. The dissemination of our ideas among the
proletariat of Homestead would illumine the great struggle, help to clarify the
issues, and point the way to complete ultimate emancipation.
My days were feverish with anxiety. The stirring call, "Labour, Awaken!" would
fire the hearts of the disinherited, and inspire them to noble deeds. It would carry
to the oppressed the message of the New Day, and prepare them for the
approaching Social Revolution. Homestead might prove the first blush of the
glorious Dawn. How I chafed at the obstacles my project encountered!
Unexpected difficulties impeded every step. The efforts to get the leaflet
translated into popular English proved unavailing. It would endanger me to
distribute such a fiery appeal, my friend remonstrated. Impatiently I waived
aside his objections. As if personal considerations could for an instant be
weighed in the scale of the great Cause! But in vain I argued and pleaded. And
all the while precious moments were being wasted, and new obstacles barred the
way. I rushed frantically from printer to compositor, begging, imploring. None
dared print the appeal. And time was fleeting. Suddenly flashed the news of the
Pinkerton carnage. The world stood aghast.
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The time for speech was past. Throughout the land the toilers echoed the
defiance of the men of Homestead. The steelworkers had rallied bravely to the
defense; the murderous Pinkertons were driven from the city. But loudly called
the blood of Mammon's victims on the banks of the Monongahela. Loudly it
calls. It is the People calling. Ah, the People! The grand, mysterious, yet so near
and real, People....
In my mind I see myself back in the little Russian college town, amid the circle
of Petersburg students, home for their vacation, surrounded by the halo of that
vague and wonderful something we called "Nihilist." The rushing train,
Homestead, the five years passed in America, all turn into a mist, hazy with the
distance of unreality, of centuries; and again I sit among superior beings,
reverently listening to the impassioned discussion of dimly understood high
themes, with the oft- recurring refrain of "Bazarov, Hegel, Liberty,
Chernishevsky, v narod. " To the People! To the beautiful, simple People, so
noble in spite of centuries of brutalizing suffering! Like a clarion call the note
rings in my ears, amidst the din of contending views and obscure phraseology.
The People! My Greek mythology moods have often pictured HIM to me as the
mighty Atlas, supporting on his shoulders the weight of the world, his back bent,
his face the mirror of unutterable misery, in his eye the look of hopeless anguish,
the dumb, pitiful appeal for help. Ah, to help this helplessly suffering giant, to
lighten his burden! The way is obscure, the means uncertain, but in the heated
student debate the note rings clear: To the People, become one of them, share
their joys and sorrows, and thus you will teach them. Yes, that is the solution!
But what is that red-headed Misha from Odessa saying? "It is all good and well
about going to the People, but the energetic men of the deed, the Rakhmetovs,
blaze the path of popular revolution by individual acts of revolt against-"
"Ticket, please!" A heavy hand is on my shoulder. With an effort I realize the
situation. The card-players are exchanging angry words. With a deft movement
the conductor unhooks the board, and calmly walks away with it under his arm.
A roar of laughter greets the players. Twitted by the other passengers, they soon
subside, and presently the car grows quiet.
I have difficulty in keeping myself from falling back into reverie. I must form a
definite plan of action. My purpose is quite clear to me. A tremendous struggle
is taking place at Homestead: the People are manifesting the right spirit in
resisting tyranny and invasion. My heart exults. This is, at last, what I have
always hoped for from the American workingman: once aroused, he will brook
no interference; he will fight all obstacles, and conquer even more than his
original demands. It is the spirit of the heroic past reincarnated in the steelworkers of Homestead, Pennsylvania. What supreme joy to aid in this work!
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That is my natural mission. I feel the strength of a great undertaking. No shadow
of doubt crosses my mind. The People-the toilers of the world, the producerscomprise, to me, the universe. They alone count. The rest are parasites, who
have no right to exist. But to the People belongs the earth-by right, if not in fact.
To make it so in fact, all means are justifiable; nay, advisable, even to the point
of taking life. The question of moral right in such matters often agitated the
revolutionary circles I used to frequent. I had always taken the extreme view.
The more radical the treatment, I held, the quicker the cure. Society is a patient;
sick constitutionally and functionally. Surgical treatment is often imperative.
The removal of a tyrant is not merely justifiable; it is the highest duty of every
true revolutionist. Human life is, indeed, sacred and inviolate. But the killing of
a tyrant, of an enemy of the People, is in no way to be considered as the taking
of a life. A revolutionist would rather perish a thousand times than be guilty of
what is ordinarily called murder. In truth, murder and Attentat' are to me
opposite terms. To remove a tyrant is an act of liberation, the giving of life and
opportunity to an oppressed people. True, the Cause often calls upon the
revolutionist to commit an unpleasant act; but it is the test of a true revolutionistnay, more, his pride-to sacrifice all merely human feeling at the call of the
People's Cause. if the latter demand his life, so much the better.
Could anything be nobler than to die for a grand, a sublime Cause? Why, the
very life of a true revolutionist has no other purpose, no significance whatever,
save to sacrifice it on the altar of the beloved People And what could be higher
in life than to be a true revolutionist? It is to be a man, a complete MAN. A
being who has neither personal interests nor desires above the necessities of the
Cause; one who has emancipated himself from being merely human, and has
risen above that, even to the height of conviction which excludes all doubt, all
regret; in short, one who in the very inmost of his soul feels himself
revolutionist first, human afterwards.
Such a revolutionist I feel myself to be. Indeed, far more so than even the
extreme radicals of my own circle. My mind reverts to a characteristic incident
in connection with the poet Edelstadt. It was in New York, about the year 1890.
Edelstadt, one of the tenderest of souls, was beloved by every one in our circle,
the Pioneers of Liberty, the first Jewish Anarchist organization on American
soil. One evening the closer personal friends of Edelstadt met to consider plans
for aiding the sick poet. It was decided to send our comrade to Denver, some
one suggesting that money be drawn for the purpose from the revolutionary
treasury. I objected. Though a dear, personal friend of Edelstadt, and his former
roommate, I could not allow-I argued-that funds belonging to the movement be
devoted to private purposes, however good and even necessary those might be.
The strong disapproval of my sentiments I met with this challenge: "Do you
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mean to help Edelstadt, the poet and man, or Edelstadt the revolutionist? Do you
consider him a true, active revolutionist? His poetry is beautiful, indeed, and
may indirectly even prove of some propagandistic value. Aid our friend with
your private funds, if you will; but no money from the movement can be given,
except for direct revolutionary activity."
"Do you mean that the poet is less to you than the revolutionist?" I was asked by
Tikhon, a young medical student, whom we playfully dubbed "Lingg," because
of his rather successful affectation of the celebrated revolutionist's physical
appearance.
"I am revolutionist first, man afterwards," I replied, with conviction.
"You are either a knave or a hero," he retorted.
"Lingg" was quite right. He could not know me. To his bourgeois mind, for all
his imitation of the Chicago martyr, my words must have sounded knavish.
Well, some day he may know which I am, knave or revolutionist. I do not think
in the term "hero," for though the type of revolutionist I feel myself to be might
popularly be so called, the word has no significance for me. It merely means a
revolutionist who does his duty. There is no heroism in that: it is neither more
nor less than a revolutionist should do. Rakhmetov did more, too much. In spite
of my great admiration for Chernishevsky, who had so strongly influenced the
Russian youth of my time, I can not suppress the touch of resentment I feel
because the author of "What's To Be Done?" represented his arch-revolutionist
Rakhmetov as going through a system of unspeakable, selfinflicted torture to
prepare himself for future exigencies. It was a sign of weakness. Does a real
revolutionist need to prepare himself, to steel his nerves and harden his body? I
feel it almost a personal insult, this suggestion of the revolutionist's mere human
clay.
No, the thorough revolutionist needs no such self-doubting preparations. For I
know I do not need them. The feeling is quite impersonal, strange as it may
seem. My own individuality is entirely in the background; aye, I am not
conscious of any personality in matters pertaining to the Cause. I am simply a
revolutionist, a terrorist by conviction, an instrument for furthering the cause of
humanity; in short, a Rakhmetov. Indeed, I shall assume that name upon my
arrival in Pittsburgh.
The piercing shrieks of the locomotive awake me with a start. My first thought
is of my wallet, containing important addresses of Allegheny comrades, which I
was trying to memorize when I must have fallen asleep. The wallet is gone! For
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a moment I am overwhelmed with terror. What if it is lost? Suddenly my foot
touches something soft. I pick it up, feeling tremendously relieved to find all the
contents safe: the precious addresses, a small newspaper lithograph of Frick, and
a dollar bill. My joy at recovering the wallet is not a whit dampened by the
meagerness of my funds. The dollar will do to get a room in a hotel for the first
night, and in the morning I'll look up Nold or Bauer. They will find a place for
me to stay a day or two. "I won't remain there long," 1 think, with an inward
smile.
We are nearing Washington, D.C. The train is to make a sixhour stop there. I
curse the stupidity of the delay: something may be happening in Pittsburgh or
Homestead. Besides, no time is to be lost in striking a telling blow, while public
sentiment is aroused at the atrocities of the Carnegie Company, the brutality of
Frick.
Yet my irritation is strangely dispelled by the beautiful picture that greets my
eye as I step from the train. The sun has risen, a large ball of deep red, pouring a
flood of gold upon the Capitol. The cupola rears its proud head majestically
above the pile of stone and marble. Like a living thing the light palpitates,
trembling with passion to kiss the uppermost peak, striking it with blinding
brilliancy, and then spreading in a broadening embrace down the shoulders of
the towering giant. The amber waves entwine its flanks with soft caresses, and
then rush on, to right and left, wider and lower, flashing upon the stately trees,
dallying amid leaves and branches, finally unfolding themselves over the broad
avenue, and ever growing more golden and generous as they scatter. And
cupola-headed giant, stately trees, and broad avenue quiver with new-born
ecstasy, all nature heaves the contented sigh of bliss, and nestles closer to the
golden giver of life.
At this moment I realize, as perhaps never before, the great joy, the surpassing
gladness, of being. But in a trice the picture changes. Before my eyes rises the
Monongahela river, carrying barges filled with armed men. And I hear a shot. A
boy falls to the gangplank. The blood gushes from the center of his forehead.
The hole plowed by the bullet yawns black on the crimson face. Cries and
wailing ring in my ears. I see men running toward the river, and women
kneeling by the side of the dead.
The horrible vision revives in my mind a similar incident, lived through in
imagination before. It was the sight of an executed Nihilist. The Nihilists! How
much of their precious blood has been shed, how many thousands of them line
the road of Russia's suffering! Inexpressibly near and soul-kin I feel to those
men and women, the adored, mysterious ones of my youth, who had left wealthy
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homes and high station to "go to the People," to become one with them, though
despised by all whom they held dear, persecuted and ridiculed even by the
benighted objects of their great sacrifice.
Clearly there flashes out upon my memory my first impression of Nihilist
Russia. I had just passed my second year's gymnasium examinations.
Overflowing with blissful excitement, I rushed into the house to tell mother the
joyful news. How happy it will make her! Next week will be my twelfth
birthday, but mother need give me no present. I have one for her, instead.
"Mamma, mammal" I called, when suddenly I caught her voice, raised in anger.
Something has happened, I thought; mother never speaks so loudly. Something
very peculiar, I felt, noticing the door leading from the broad hallway to the
diningroom closed, contrary to custom. In perturbation I hesitated at the door.
"Shame on you, Nathan," I heard my mother's voice, "to condemn your own
brother because he is a Nihilist. You are no better than"-her voice fell to a
whisper, but my straining ear distinctly caught the dread word, uttered with
hatred and fear-"a palatch."
I was struck with terror. Mother's tone, my rich uncle Nathan's unwonted
presence at our house, the fearful word palatch- something awful must have
happened. I tiptoed out of the hallway, and ran to my room. Trembling with fear,
I threw myself on the bed. What has the palatch done? I moaned. "Your
brother," she had said to uncle. Her own youngest brother, my favorite uncle
Maxim. Oh, what has happened to him? My excited imagination conjured up
horrible visions. There stood the powerful figure of the giant palatch, all in
black, his right arm bare to the shoulder, in his hand the uplifted ax. I could see
the glimmer of the sharp steel as it began to descend, slowly, so torturingly
slowly, while my heart ceased beating and my feverish eyes followed,
bewitched, the glowing black coals in the palatch's head. Suddenly the two fiery
eyes fused into a large ball of flaming red; the figure of the fearful one-eyed
cyclop grew taller and stretched higher and higher, and everywhere was the
giant-on all sides of me was he-then a sudden flash of steel, and in his monster
hand I saw raised a head, cut close to the neck, its eyes incessantly blinking, the
dark-red blood gushing from mouth and ears and throat. Something looked
ghastly familiar about that head with the broad white forehead and expressive
mouth, so sweet and sad. "Oh, Maxim, Maxim!" I cried, terrorstricken: the next
moment a flood of passionate hatred of the palatch seized me, and I rushed, head
bent, toward the one-eyed monster. Nearer and nearer I came,-another quick
rush, and then the violent impact of my body struck him in the very center, and
he fell, forward and heavy, right upon me, and I felt his fearful weight crushing
my arms, my chest, my head....
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"Sasha! Sashenka! What is the matter, golubchik?" I recognize the sweet, tender
voice of my mother, sounding far away and strange, then coming closer and
growing more soothing. I open my eyes. Mother is kneeling by the bed, her
beautiful black eyes bathed in tears. Passionately she showers kisses upon my
face and hands, entreating: "Golubchik, what is it?"
"Mamma, what happened to Uncle Maxim?" I ask, breathlessly watching
her face.
Her sudden change of expression chills my heart with fear. She turns ghostly
white, large drops of perspiration stand on her forehead, and her eyes grow large
and round with terror. "Mamma!" I cry, throwing my arms around her. Her lips
move, and I feel her warm breath on my cheek; but, without uttering a word, she
bursts into vehement weeping.
"Who-told-you? You-know?" she whispers between sobs.
The pall of death seems to have descended upon our home. The house is
oppressively silent. Everybody walks about in slippers, and the piano is kept
locked. Only monosyllables, in undertone, are exchanged at the dinner-table.
Mother's seat remains vacant. She is very ill, the nurse informs us; no one is to
see her.
The situation bewilders me. I keep wondering what has happened to Maxim.
Was my vision of the palatch a presentiment, or the echo of an accomplished
tragedy? Vaguely I feel guilty of mother's illness. The shock of my question
may be responsible for her condition, Yet there must be more to it, I try to
persuade my troubled spirit. One afternoon, finding my eldest brother Maxim,
named after mother's favorite brother, in a very cheerful mood, I call him aside
and ask, in a boldly assumed confidential manner: "Maximushka, tell me, what
is a Nihilist?"
"Go to the devil, molokossoss you!" he cries, angrily. With a show of
violence, quite inexplicable to me, Maxim throws his paper on the floor,
jumps from his seat, upsetting the chair, and leaves the room.
The fate of Uncle Maxim remains a mystery, the question of Nihilism unsolved.
I am absorbed in my studies. Yet a deep interest, curiosity about the mysterious
and forbidden, slumbers in my consciousness, when quite unexpectedly it is
roused into keen activity by a school incident. I am fifteen now, in the fourth
grade of the classic gymnasium at Kovno. By direction of the Ministry of
Education, compulsory religious instruction is being introduced in the State
schools. Special classes have been opened at the gymnasium for the religious
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instruction of Jewish pupils. The parents of the latter resent the innovation;
almost every Jewish child receives religious training at home or in cheidar. But
the school authorities have ordered the gymnasiasts of Jewish faith to attend
classes in religion.
The roll-call at the first session finds me missing. Summoned before the
Director for an explanation, I state that I failed to attend because I have a private
Jewish tutor at home, and,-anyway, I do not believe in religion. The prim
Director looks inexpressibly shocked.
"Young man," he addresses me in the artificial guttural voice he affects on
solemn occasions. "Young man, when, permit me to ask, did you reach so
profound a conclusion?"
His manner disconcerts me; but the sarcasm of his words and the offensive tone
rouse my resentment. Impulsively, defiantly, I discover my cherished secret.
"Since I wrote the essay, 'There Is No God,"' I reply, with secret exultation. But
the next instant I realize the recklessness of my confession. I have a fleeting
sense of coming trouble, at school and at home. Yet somehow I feel I have acted
like a man. Uncle Maxim, the Nihilist, would act so in my position. I know his
reputation for uncompromising candor, and love him for his bold, frank ways.
"Oh, that is interesting," I hear, as in a dream, the unpleasant guttural voice of
the Director. "When did you write it?"
"Three years ago."
"How old were you then?"
"Twelve."
"Have you the essay?"
"Yes.,,
"Where?"
"At home."
"Bring it to me to-morrow. Without fail, remember."
His voice grows stern. The words fall upon my cars with the harsh metallic
sound of my sister's piano that memorable evening of our musicale when, in a
spirit of mischief, I hid a piece of gas pipe in the instrument tuned for the
occasion.
"To-morrow, then. You are dismissed."
The Educational Board, in conclave assembled, reads the essay. My disquisition
is unanimously condemned. Exemplary punishment is to be visited upon me for
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"precocious godlessness, dangerous tendencies, and insubordination.), am
publicly reprimanded, and reduced to the third class. The peculiar sentence robs
me of a year, and forces me to associate with the "children" my senior class
looks down upon with undisguised contempt. I feel disgraced, humiliated.
Thus vision chases vision, memory succeeds memory, while the interminable
hours creep towards the afternoon, and the station clock drones like an endless
old woman.
III
Over at last. "All aboard!"
On and on rushes the engine, every moment bringing me nearer to my
destination. The conductor drawling out the stations, the noisy going and
coming produce almost no conscious impression on my senses. Seeing and
hearing every detail of my surroundings, I am nevertheless oblivious to them.
Faster than the train rushes my fancy, as if reviewing a panorama of vivid
scenes, apparently without organic connection with each other, yet somehow
intimately associated in my thoughts of the past. But how different is the
present! I am speeding toward Pittsburgh, the very heart of the industrial
struggle of America. America! I dwell wonderingly on the unuttered sound.
Why in America? And again unfold pictures of old scenes.
I am walking in the garden of our well-appointed country place, in a fashionable
suburb of St. Petersburg, where the family generally spends the summer months.
As I pass the veranda, Dr. Semeonov, the celebrated physician of the resort,
steps out of the house and beckons to me.
"Alexander Ossipovitch," he addresses me in his courtly manner, "your mother
is very ill. Are you alone with her?"
"We have servants, and two nurses are in attendance," I reply.
"To be sure, to be sure," the shadow of a smile hovers about the corners of
his delicately chiselled lips. I mean of the family."
"Oh, yes! I am alone here with my mother."
"Your mother is rather restless to-day, Alexander Ossipovitch. Could you sit
up with her to-night?"
"Certainly, certainly," I quickly assent, wondering at the peculiar request.
Mother has been improving, the nurses have assured me. My presence at her
bedside may prove irksome to her. Our relations have been strained since the
day when, in a fit of anger, she slapped Rose, our new chambermaid, whereupon
I resented mother's right to inflict physical punishment on the servants., can see
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her now, erect and haughty, facing me across the dinner-table, her eyes ablaze
with indignation.
"You forget you are speaking to your mother, Al-ex-an-der"; she pronounces the
name in four distinct syllables, as is her habit when angry with me.
"You have no right to strike the girl," I retort, defiantly.
"You forget yourself. My treatment of the menial is no concern of yours."
I cannot suppress the sharp reply that springs to my lips: "The low servant girl is
as good as you."
I see mother's long, slender fingers grasp the heavy ladle, and the next instant a
sharp pain pierces my left hand. Our eyes meet. Her arm remains motionless, her
gaze directed to the spreading blood stain on the white table-cloth. The ladle
falls from her hand. She closes her eyes, and her body sinks limply to the chair.
Anger and humiliation extinguish my momentary impulse to rush to her
assistance. Without uttering a word, I pick up the heavy saltcellar, and fling it
violently against the French mirror. At the crash of the glass my mother opens
her eyes in amazement. I rise and leave the house.
My heart beats fast as I enter mother's sick-room. I fear she may resent my
intrusion: the shadow of the past stands between us. But she is lying quietly on
the bed, and has apparently not noticed my entrance. I sit down at the bedside. A
long time passes in silence. Mother seems to be asleep. It is growing dark in the
room, and I settle down to pass the night in the chair. Suddenly I hear "Sasha!"
called in a weak, faint voice. I bend over her. "Drink of water." As I hold the
glass to her lips, she slightly turns away her head, saying very low, "Ice water,
please." I start to leave the room. "Sasha! " I hear behind me, and, quickly
tiptoeing to the bed, I bring my face closely, very closely to hers, to catch the
faint words: "Help me turn to the wall." Tenderly I wrap my arms around the
weak, emaciated body, and an overpowering longing seizes me to touch her
hand with my lips and on my knees beg her forgiveness. I feel so near to her, my
heart is overflowing with compassion and love. But I dare not kiss her-we have
become estranged. Affectionately I hold her in my arms for just the shadow of a
second, dreading lest she suspect the storm of emotion raging within me.
Caressingly I turn her to the wall, and, as I slowly withdraw, I feel as if some
mysterious, yet definite, something has at the very instant left her body.
In a few minutes I return with a glass of ice water. I hold it to her lips, but she
seems oblivious of my presence. "She cannot have gone to sleep so quickly," I
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wonder. "Mother!" I call, softly. No reply. "Little mother! Mamotchka!" She
does not appear to hear me. "Dearest, golubchick!" I cry, in a paroxysm of
sudden fear, pressing my hot lips upon her face. Then I become conscious of an
arm upon my shoulder, and hear the measured voice of the doctor: "My boy, you
must bear up. She is at rest."
IV
"Wake up, young feller! Whatcher sighin' for?" Bewildered I turn around to
meet the coarse, yet not unkindly, face of a swarthy laborer in the seat back of
me.
"Oh, nothing; just dreaming," I reply. Not wishing to encourage conversation, I
pretend to become absorbed in my book.
How strange is the sudden sound of English! Almost as suddenly had I been
transplanted to American soil. Six months passed after my mother's death.
Threatened by the educational authorities with a "wolf's passport" on account of
my "dangerous tendencies"-which would close every professional avenue to me,
in spite of my otherwise very satisfactory standing-the situation aggravated by a
violent quarrel with my guardian, Uncle Nathan, I decided to go to America.
There, beyond the ocean, was the land of noble achievement, a glorious free
country, where men walked erect in the full stature of manhood,-the very
realization of my youthful dreams.
And now I am in America, the blessed land. The disillusionment, the
disappointments, the vain struggles! ... The kaleidoscope of my brain unfolds
them all before my view. Now I see myself on a bench in Union Square Park,
huddled close to Fedya and Mikhail, my roommates. The night wind sweeps
across the cheerless park, chilling us to the bone. I feel hungry and tired, fagged
out by the day's fruitless search for work. My heart sinks within me as I glance
at my friends. "Nothing," each had morosely reported at our nightly meeting,
after the day's weary tramp. Fedya groans in uneasy sleep, his hand groping
about his knees. I pick up the newspaper that had fallen under the seat, spread it
over his legs, and tuck the ends underneath. But a sudden blast tears the paper
away, and whirls it off into the darkness. As I press Fedya's hat down on his
head, I am struck by his ghastly look. How these few weeks have changed the
plump, rosy-cheeked youth! Poor fellow, no one wants his labor. How his
mother would suffer if she knew that her carefully reared boy passes the nights
in the ... What is that pain I feel? Some one is bending over me, looming
unnaturally large in the darkness. Half-dazed I see an arm swing to and fro, with
short, semicircular backward strokes, and with every movement I feel a sharp
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sting, as of a lash. Oh, it's in my soles! Bewildered I spring to my feet. A rough
hand grabs me by the throat, and I face a policeman.
"Are you thieves?" he bellows.
Mikhail replies, sleepily: "We Russians. Want work."
"Git out o' here! Off with you!"
Quickly, silently, we walk away, Fedya and I in front, Mikhail limping behind
us. The dimly lighted streets are deserted, save for a hurrying figure here and
there, closely wrapped, flitting mysteriously around the corner. Columns of dust
rise from the gray pavements, are caught up by the wind, rushed to some
distance, then carried in a spiral upwards, to be followed by another wave of
choking dust. From somewhere a tantalizing odor reaches my nostrils. "The
bakery on Second Street," Fedya remarks. Unconsciously our steps quicken.
Shoulders raised, heads bent, and shivering, we keep on to the lower Bowery.
Mikhail is steadily falling behind. "Dammit, I feel bad," he says, catching up
with us, as we step into an open hallway. A thorough inspection of our pockets
reveals the possession of twelve cents, all around. Mikhail is to go to bed, we
decide, handing him a dime. The cigarettes purchased for the remaining two
cents are divided equally, each taking a few puffs of the "fourth" in the box.
Fedya and I sleep on the steps of the city hall.
"Pitt-s-burgh! Pitt-s-burgh!"
The harsh cry of the conductor startles me with the violence of a shock.
Impatient as I am of the long journey, the realization that I have reached my
destination comes unexpectedly, overwhelming me with the dread of
unpreparedness. In a flurry I gather up my things, but, noticing that the other
passengers keep their places, I precipitately resume my seat, fearful lest my
agitation be noticed. To hide my confusion, I turn to the open window. Thick
clouds of smoke overcast the sky, shrouding the morning with somber gray. The
air is heavy with soot and cinders; the smell is nauseating. In the distance, giant
furnaces vomit pillars of fire, the lurid flashes accentuating a line of frame
structures, dilapidated and miserable. They are the homes of the workers who
have created the industrial glory of Pittsburgh, reared its millionaires, its
Carnegies and Fricks.
The sight fills me with hatred of the perverse social justice that turns the needs
of mankind into an Inferno of brutalizing toil. it robs man of his soul, drives the
sunshine from his life, degrades him lower than the beasts, and between the
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millstones of divine bliss and hellish torture grinds flesh and blood into iron and
steel, transmutes human lives into gold, gold, countless gold.
The great, noble People! But is it really great and noble to be slaves and remain
content? No, no! They are awakening, awakening!
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Chapter 2
The Seat of War
Contentedly peaceful the Monongahela stretches before me, its waters lazily
rippling in the sunlight, and softly crooning to the murmur of the woods on the
hazy shore. But the opposite bank presents a picture of sharp contrast. Near the
edge of the river rises a high board fence, topped with barbed wire, the
menacing aspect heightened by warlike watch-towers and ramparts. The sinister
wall looks down on me with a thousand hollow eyes, whose evident murderous
purpose fully justifies the name of "Fort Frick." Groups of ex cited people crowd
the open spaces between the river and the fort, filling the air with the confusion
of many voices. Men car rying Winchesters are hurrying by, their faces grimy,
eyes bold yet anxious. From the mill-yard gape the black mouths of can non,
dismantled breastworks bar the passages, and the ground is strewn with burning
cinders, empty shells, oil barrels, bro ken furnace stacks, and piles of steel and
iron. The place looks the aftermath of a sanguinary conflict,-the symbol of our
in dustrial life, of the ruthless struggle in which the stronger, the sturdy man of
labor, is always the victim, because he acts weakly. But the charred hulks of the
Pinkerton barges at the landing-place, and the blood-bespattered gangplank, bear
mute witness that for once the battle went to the really strong, to the victim who
dared.
A group of workingmen approaches me. Big, stalwart men, the power of
conscious strength in their step and bearing. Each of them carries a weapon:
some Winchesters, others shotguns. In the hand of one I notice the gleaming
barrel of a navy revolver.
"Who are you?" the man with the revolver sternly asks me.
"A friend, a visitor."
"Can you show credentials or a union card?"
Presently, satisfied as to my trustworthiness, they allow me to proceed.
In one of the mill-yards I come upon a dense crowd of men and women of
various types: the short, broad-faced Slav, elbowing his tall American fellowstriker; the swarthy Italian, heavy-moustached, gesticulating and talking rapidly
to a cluster of excited countrymen. The people are surging about a raised
platform, on which stands a large, heavy man.
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I press forward. "Listen, gentlemen, listen!" I hear the speaker's voice.
"Just a few words, gentlemen! You all know who I am, don't you?"
"Yes, yes, Sheriff!" several men cry. "Go on!"
"Yes," continues the speaker, "you all know who I am. Your Sheriff, the
Sheriff of Allegheny County, of the great Commonwealth of
Pennsylvania."
"Go ahead!" some one yells, impatiently.
"If you don't interrupt me, gentlemen, I'll go ahead."
"S-s-sh! Order!"
The speaker advances to the edge of the platform. "Men of Homestead! It is my
sworn duty, as Sheriff, to preserve the peace. Your city is in a state of
lawlessness. I have asked the Governor to send the militia and I hope-"
"No! No!" many voices protest. "To hell with you!" The tumult drowns
the words of the Sheriff. Shaking his clenched fist, his foot stamping the
platform, he shouts at the crowd, but his voice is lost amid the general
uproar.
"O'Donnell! O'Donnell!" comes from several sides, the cry swelling into a
tremendous chorus, "O'Donnell!"
I see the popular leader of the strike nimbly ascend the platform. The assembly
becomes hushed.
"Brothers," O'Donnell begins in a flowing, ingratiating manner, "we have
won a great, noble victory over the Company. We have driven the
Pinkerton invaders out of our city-"
"Damn the murderers!"
"Silence! Order!"
"You have won a big victory," O'Donnell continues, "a great, significant
victory, such as was never before known in the history of labor's struggle
for better conditions."
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Vociferous cheering interrupts the speaker. "But," he continues, "you must show
the world that you desire to maintain peace and order along with your rights.
The Pinkertons were invaders. We defended our homes and drove them out;
rightly so. But you are law-abiding citizens. You respect the law and the
authority of the State. Public opinion will uphold you in your struggle if you act
right. Now is the time, friends!" He raises his voice in waxing enthusiasm, "Now
is the time! Welcome the soldiers. They are not sent by that man Frick. They are
the people's militia. They are our friends. Let us welcome them as friends!"
Applause, mixed with cries of impatient disapproval, greets the exhortation.
Arms are raised in angry argument, and the crowd sways back and forth,
breaking into several excited groups. Presently a tall, dark man appears on the
platform. His stentorian voice gradually draws the assembly closer to the front.
Slowly the tumult subsides.
"Don't you believe it, men!" The speaker shakes his finger at the audience,
as if to emphasize his warning. "Don't you believe that the soldiers are
coming as friends. Soft words these, Mr. O'Donnell. They'll cost us dear.
Remember what I say, brothers. The soldiers are no friends of ours. I
know what I am talking about. They are coming here because that damned
murderer Frick wants them."
"Hear! Hear!"
"Yes!" the tall man continues, his voice quivering with emotion, "I can
tell you just how it is. The scoundrel of a Sheriff there asked the Governor
for troops, and that damned Frick paid the Sheriff to do it, I say!"
"No! Yes! No!" the clamour is renewed, but I can hear the speaker's voice
rising above the din: "Yes, bribed him. You all know this cowardly
Sheriff. Don't you let the soldiers come, I tell you. First they'll come; then
the blacklegs. You want 'em?
"No! No!" roars the crowd.
"Well, if you don't want the damned scabs, keep out the soldiers, you
understand? if you don't, they'll drive you out from the homes you have
paid for with your blood. You and your wives and children they'll drive
out, and out you will go from these"-the speaker points in the direction of
the mills"that's what they'll do, if you don't look out. We have sweated
and bled in these mills, our brothers have been killed and maimed there,
we have made the damned Company rich, and now they send the soldiers
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here to shoot us down like the Pinkerton thugs have tried to. And you
want to welcome the murderers, do you? Keep them out, I tell you!"
Amid shouts and yells the speaker leaves the platform.
"McLuckie! 'Honest' McLuckie!" a voice is heard on the fringe of the
crowd, and as one man the assembly takes up the cry, "'Honest'
McLuckie! "
I am eager to see the popular Burgess of Homestead, himself a poorly paid
employee of the Carnegie Company. A large boned, good-natured-looking
workingman elbows his way to the front, the men readily making way for him
with nods and pleasant smiles.
"I haven't prepared any speech," the Burgess begins haltingly, "but I want
to say, I don't see how you are going to fight the soldiers. There is a good
deal of truth in what the brother before me said; but if you stop to think on
it, he forgot to tell you just one little thing. The how? How is he going to
do it, to keep the soldiers out? That's what I'd like to know. I'm afraid it's
bad to let them in. The blacklegs might be hiding in the rear. But then
again, it's bad not to let the soldiers in. You can't stand up against 'em:
they are not Pinkertons. And we can't fight the Government of
Pennsylvania. Perhaps the Governor won't send the militia. But if he does,
I reckon the best way for us will be to make friends with them. Guess it's
the only thing we can do. That's all I have to say."
The assembly breaks up, dejected, dispirited.
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Chapter 3
The Spirit of Pittsburgh
I
LIKE A GIGANTIC hive the twin cities jut out on the banks of the Ohio,
heavily breathing the spirit of feverish activity, and permeating the atmosphere
with the rage of life. Ceaselessly flow the streams of human ants, meeting and
diverging, their paths crossing and recrossing, leaving in their trail a thousand
winding passages, mounds of structure, peaked and domed. Their huge shadows
overcast the yellow thread of gleaming river that curves and twists its painful
way, now hugging the shore, now hiding in affright, and again timidly stretching
its arms toward the wrathful monsters that belch fire and smoke into the midst of
the giant hive. And over the whole is spread the gloom of thick fog, oppressive
and dispiriting-the symbol of our existence, with all its darkness and cold.
This is Pittsburgh, the heart of American industrialism, whose spirit molds the
life of the great Nation. The spirit of Pittsburgh, the Iron City! Cold as steel,
hard as iron, its products. These are the keynote of the great Republic,
dominating all other chords, sacrificing harmony to noise, beauty to bulk. Its
torch of liberty is a furnace fire, consuming, destroying, devastating: a countrywide furnace, in which the bones and marrow of the producers, their limbs and
bodies, their health and blood, are cast into Bessemer steel, rolled into armor
plate, and converted into engines of murder to be consecrated to Mammon by
his high priests, the Carnegies, the Fricks.
The spirit of the Iron City characterizes the negotiations carried on between the
Carnegie Company and the Homestead men. Henry Clay Frick, in absolute
control of the firm, incarnates the spirit of the furnace, is the living emblem of
his trade. The olive branch held out by the workers after their victory over the
Pinkertons has been refused, The ultimatum issued by Frick is the last word of
Caesar: the union of the steel-workers is to be crushed, completely and
absolutely, even at the cost of shedding the blood of the last man in Homestead;
the Company will deal only with individual workers, who must accept the terms
offered, without question or discussion; he, Frick, will operate the mills with
non-union labor, even if it should require the combined military power of the
State and the Union to carry the plan into execution. Millmen disobeying the
order to return to work under the new schedule of reduced wages are to be
discharged forthwith, and evicted from the Company houses.
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II
In an obscure alley, in the town of Homestead, there stands a one-story frame
house, looking old and forlorn. It is occupied by the widow Johnson and her four
small children. Six months ago, the breaking of a crane buried her husband
under two hundred tons of metal. When the body was carried into the house, the
distracted woman refused to recognize in the mangled remains her big, strong
"Jack." For weeks the neighborhood resounded with her frenzied cry, "My
husband! Where's my husband?" But the loving care of kind-hearted neighbors
has now somewhat restored the poor woman's reason. Accompanied by her four
little orphans, she recently gained admittance to Mr. Frick. On her knees she
implored him not to drive her out of her home. Her poor husband was dead, she
pleaded; she could not pay off the mortgage; the children were too young to
work; she herself was hardly able to walk. Frick was very kind, she thought; he
had promised to see what could be done. She would not listen to the neighbors
urging her to sue the Company for damages. "The crane was rotten," her
husband's friends informed her; "the government inspector had condemned it."
But Mr. Frick was kind, and surely he knew best about the crane. Did he not say
it was her poor husband's own carelessness?
She feels very thankful to good Mr. Frick for extending the mortgage. She had
lived in such mortal dread lest her own little home, where dear John had been
such a kind husband to her, be taken away, and her children driven into the
street. She must never forget to ask the Lord's blessing upon the good Mr. Frick.
Every day she repeats to her neighbours the story of her visit to the great man;
how kindly he received her, how simply he talked with her. "Just like us folks,"
the widow says.
She is now telling the wonderful story to neighbour Mary, the hunchback, who,
with undiminished interest, hears the recital for the twentieth time. It reflects
such importance to know some one that had come in intimate contact with the
Iron King; why, into his very presence! and even talked to the great magnate!
"Dear Mr. Frick," says I," the widow is narrating, "'dear Mr. Frick/ I says,
'look at my poor little angels-"'
A knock on the door interrupts her. "Must be one-eyed Kate," the widow
observes. "Come in! Come in!" she calls out, cheerfully. "Poor Kate!" she
remarks with a sigh. "Her man's got the consumption. Won't last long, I fear."
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A tall, rough-looking man stands in the doorway. Behind him appear two others.
Frightened, the widow rises from the chair. One of the children begins to cry,
and runs to hide behind his mother.
"Beg pard'n, ma'am," the tall man says. "Have no fear. We are Deputy
Sheriffs. Read this." He produces an official looking paper. "Ordered to
dispossess you. Very sorry, ma'am, but get ready. Quick, got a dozen
more of-"
There is a piercing scream. The Deputy Sheriff catches the limp body of the
widow in his arms.
III
East End, the fashionable residence quarter of Pittsburgh, lies basking in the
afternoon sun. The broad avenue looks cool and inviting: the stately trees touch
their shadows across the carriage road, gently nodding their heads in mutual
approval. A steady procession of equipages fills the avenue, the richly
caparisoned horses and uniformed flunkies lending color and life to the scene. A
cavalcade is passing me. The laughter of the ladies sounds joyous and care-free.
Their happiness irritates me. I am thinking of Homestead. In mind I see the
somber fence the fortifications and cannon; the piteous figure of the widow rises
before me, the little children weeping, and again I hear the anguished cry of a
broken heart, a shattered brain....
And here all is joy and laughter. The gentlemen seem pleased; the ladies are
happy. Why should they concern themselves with misery and want? The
common folk are fit only to be their slaves, to feed and clothe them, build these
beautiful palaces, and be content with the charitable crust. "Take what I give
you," Frick commands. Why, here is his house! A luxurious place, with large
garden, barns, and stable. That stable there,-it is more cheerful and habitable
than the widow's home. Ah, life could be made livable, beautiful! Why should it
not be? Why so much misery and strife? Sunshine, flowers, beautiful things are
all around me. That is life! joy and peace.... No! There can be no peace with
such as Frick and these parasites in carriages riding on our backs, and sucking
the blood of the workers. Fricks, vampires, all of them-I almost shout aloud-they
are all one class. All in a cabal against my class, the toilers, the producers. An
impersonal conspiracy, perhaps; but a conspiracy nevertheless. And the fine
ladies on horseback smile and laugh. What is the misery of the People to them?
Probably they are laughing at me. Laugh! Laugh! You despise me. I am of the
People, but you belong to the Fricks. Well, it may soon be our turn to laugh....
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Returning to Pittsburgh in the evening, I learn that the conferences between the
Carnegie Company and the Advisory Committee of the strikers have terminated
in the final refusal of Frick to consider the demands of the millmen The last
hope is gone! The master is determined to crush his rebellious slaves.
4
The Attentat
THE DOORS OF Frick's private office, to the left of the reception-room, swings
open as the colored attendant emerges, and I catch a flitting glimpse of a blackbearded, well-knit figure at a table in the back of the room.
"Mistah Frick is engaged. He can't see you now, sah," the negro says,
handing back my card.
I take the pasteboard, return it to my case, and walk slowly out of the receptionroom. But quickly retracing my steps, I pass through the gate separating the
clerks from the visitors, and brushing the astounded attendant aside, I step into
the office on the left, and find myself facing Frick.
For an instant the sunlight, streaming through the windows, dazzles me. I
discern two men at the further end of the long table.
"Fr-," I begin. The look of terror on his face strikes me speechless. It is the dread
of the conscious presence of death. "He understands," it flashes through my
mind. With a quick motion I draw the revolver. As I raise the weapon, I see
Frick clutch with both hands the arm of the chair, and attempt to rise. I aim at
his head. "Perhaps he wears armor," I reflect. With a look of horror he quickly
averts his face, as I pull the trigger. There is a flash, and the high-ceilinged room
reverberates as with the booming of cannon. I hear a sharp, piercing cry, and see
Frick on his knees, his head against the arm of the chair. I feel calm and
possessed, intent upon every movement of the man. He is lying head and
shoulders under the large armchair, without sound or motion. "Dead?" I wonder.
I must make sure. About twenty-five feet separate us. I take a few steps toward
him, when suddenly the other man, whose presence I had quite forgotten, leaps
upon me. I struggle to loosen his hold. He looks slender and small. I would not
hurt him: I have no business with him. Suddenly I hear the cry, "Murder! Help!"
My heart stands still as I realize that it is Frick shouting. "Alive?" I wonder. I
hurl the stranger aside and fire at the crawling figure of Frick. The man struck
my hand,-I have missed! He grapples with me, and we wrestle across the room. I
try to throw him, but spying an opening between his arm and body, I thrust the
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revolver against his side and aim at Frick, cowering behind the chair. I pull the
trigger. There is a click-but no explosion! By the throat I catch the stranger, still
clinging to me, when suddenly something heavy strikes me on the back of the
head. Sharp pains shoot through my eyes. I sink to the floor, vaguely conscious
of the weapon slipping from my hands.
"Where is the hammer? Hit him, carpenter!" Confused voices ring in my cars.
Painfully I strive to rise. The weight of many bodies is pressing on me. Now-it's
Frick's voice! Not dead? ... I crawl in the direction of the sound, dragging the
struggling men with me. I must get the dagger from my pocket-I have it!
Repeatedly I strike with it at the legs of the man near the window. I hear Frick
cry out in pain-there is much shouting and stamping-my arms are pulled and
twisted, and I am lifted bodily from the floor.

Chapter 5
The Third Degree
I
The clanking of the keys grows fainter and fainter; the sound of footsteps dies
away. The officers are gone. It is a relief to be alone. Their insolent looks and
stupid questions, insinuations and threats,-how disgusting and tiresome it all is!
A sense of complete indifference possesses me. I stretch myself out on the
wooden bench, running along the wall of the cell, and at once fall asleep.
I awake feeling tired and chilly. All is quiet and dark around me. Is it night? My
hand gropes blindly, hesitantly. Something wet and clammy touches my cheek.
In sudden affright I draw back. The cell is damp and musty; the foul air
nauseates me. Slowly my foot feels the floor, drawing my body forward, all my
senses on the alert. I clutch the bars. The feel of iron is reassuring. Pressed close
to the door, my mouth in the narrow opening, I draw quick, short breaths. I am
hot, perspiring. My throat is dry to cracking; I cannot swallow. "Water! I want
water!" The voice frightens me. Was it I that spoke? The sound rolls up; it rises
from gallery to gallery, and strikes the opposite corner under the roof; now it
crawls underneath, knocks in the distant hollows, and abruptly ceases.
"Holloa, there! Whatcher in for?"
The voice seems to issue at once from all sides of the corridor. But the sound
relieves me. Now the air feels better; it is not so difficult to breathe. I begin to
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distinguish the outline of a row of cells opposite mine. There are dark forms at
the doors. The men within look like beasts restlessly pacing their cages.
"Whatcher in for?" It comes from somewhere alongside. "Can't talk, eh
'Sorderly, guess."
What am I in for? Oh, yes! It's Frick. Well, I shall not stay here long, anyhow.
They will soon take me out-they will lean me against a wall-a slimy wall like
this, perhaps. They will bandage my eyes, and the soldiers there.... No: they are
going to hang me. Well, I shall be glad when they take me out of here. I am so
dry. I'm suffocating....
... The upright irons of the barred door grow faint, and melt into a single line; it
adjusts itself crosswise between the upper and side sills. It resembles a scaffold,
and there is a man sinking the beam into the ground. He leans it carefully against
the wall, and picks up a spade. Now he stands with one foot in the hole. It is the
carpenter! He hit me on the head. From behind, too, the coward. If he only knew
what he had done. He is one of the People: we must go to them, enlighten them.
I wish he'd look up. He doesn't know his real friends. He looks like a Russian
peasant, with his broad back. What hairy arms he has! If he would only look
up.... Now he sinks the beam into the ground; he is stamping down the earth. I
will catch his eye as he turns around. Ah, he didn't look! He has his eyes always
on the ground. Just like the music. Now he is taking a few steps backward,
critically examining his work. He seems pleased. How peculiar the cross-piece
looks. The horizontal beam seems too long; out of proportion. I hope it won't
break. I remember the feeling I had when my brother once showed me the
picture of a man dangling from the branch of a tree. Underneath was inscribed,
The Execution of Stenka Razin. "Didn't the branch break?" I asked. "No, Sasha,"
mother replied, "Stenka-well, he weighed nothing"; and I wondered at the
peculiar look she exchanged with Maxim. But mother smiled sadly at me, and
wouldn't explain. Then she turned to my brother: "Maxim, you must not bring
Sashenka such pictures. He is too young." "Not too young, mamotchka, to learn
that Stenka was a great man." "What! You young fool," father bristled with
anger, "he was a murderer, a common rioter." But mother and Maxim bravely
defended Stenka, and I was deeply incensed at father, who despotically
terminated the discussion. "Not another word, now! I won't hear any more of
that peasant criminal." The peculiar divergence of opinion perplexed me.
Anybody could tell the difference between a murderer and a worthy man. Why
couldn't they agree? He must have been a good man, I finally decided. Mother
wouldn't cry over a hanged murderer: I saw her stealthily wipe her eyes as she
looked at that picture. Yes, Stenka Razin was surely a noble man. I cried myself
to sleep over the unspeakable injustice, wondering how I could ever forgive
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"them" the killing of the good Stenka, and why the weak-looking branch did not
break with his weight. Why didn't it break? ... The scaffold they will prepare for
me might break with my weight. They'll hang me like Stenka, and perhaps a
little boy will some day see the picture-and they will call me murderer-and only
a few will know the truth-and the picture will show me hanging from ... No, they
shall not hang me!
My hand steals to the lapel of my coat, and a deep sense of gratification comes
over me, as I feel the nitroglycerine cartridge secure in the lining. I smile at the
imaginary carpenter. Useless preparations! I have, myself, prepared for the
event. No, they won't hang me, My hand caresses the long, narrow tube. Go
ahead! Make your gallows. Why, the man is putting on his coat. Is he done
already? Now he is turning around. He is looking straight at me, Why, it's Frick!
Alive? ...
My brain is on fire. I press my head against the bars, and groan heavily. Alive?
Have I failed? Failed? ...
II
Heavy footsteps approach nearer; the clanking of the keys grows more distinct. I
must compose myself. Those mocking, unfriendly eyes shall not witness my
agony. They could allay this terrible uncertainty, but I must seem indifferent.
Would I "take lunch with the Chief"? I decline, requesting a glass of water.
Certainly; but the Chief wishes to see me first. Flanked on each side by a
policeman, I pass through winding corridors, and finally ascend to the private
office of the Chief. My mind is busy with thoughts of escape, as I carefully note
the surroundings. I am in a large, well-furnished room, the heavily curtained
windows built unusually high above the floor. A brass railing separates me from
the roll-top desk, at which a middleaged man, of distinct Irish type, is engaged
with some papers.
"Good morning," he greets me, pleasantly. "Have a seat," pointing to a chair
inside the Tailing. "I understand you asked for some water?" "Yes."
"Just a few questions first. Nothing important. Your pedigree, you know. Mere
matter of form. Answer frankly, and you shall have everything you want. "
His manner is courteous, almost ingratiating.
"Now tell me, Mr. Berkman, what is your name? Your real name, I mean."
"That's my real name."
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"You don't mean you gave your real name on the card you sent in to Mr. Frick?"
"I gave my real name."
"And you are an agent of a New York employment firm?"
"No."
"That was on your card."
"I wrote it to gain access to Frick."
"And you gave the name 'Alexander Berkman' to gain access?"
"No. I gave my real name. Whatever might happen, I did not want anyone
else to be blamed."
"Are you a Homestead striker?"
"No."
"Why did you attack Mr. Frick?"
"He is an enemy of the People."
"You got a personal grievance against him?"
"No. I consider him an enemy of the People."
"Where do you come from?"
"From the station cell."
"Come, now, you may speak frankly, Mr. Berkman. I am your friend. I am
going to give you a nice, comfortable cell. The other-"
"Worse than a Russian prison," I interrupt, angrily.
"How long did you serve there?"
"Where?"
"In the prison in Russia."
"I was never before inside a cell."
"Come, now, Mr. Berkman, tell the truth."
He motions to the officer behind my chair. The window curtains are drawn
aside, exposing me to the full glare of the sunlight. My gaze wanders to the
clock on the wall. The hour- hand points to V. The calendar on the desk reads,
July—23—Saturday. Only three hours since my arrest? It seemed so long in the
cell...
"You can be quite frank with me," the inquisitor is saying. "I know a good deal
more about you than you think. We've got your friend Rak-metov."
With difficulty I suppress a smile at the stupidity of the intended trap. In the
register of the hotel where I passed the first night in Pittsburgh, I signed
"Rakhmetov," the name of the hero in Chernishevsky's famous novel.
"Yes, we've got your friend, and we know all about you."
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"Then why do you ask me?"
"Don't you try to be smart now. Answer my questions, d'ye hear?"
His manner has suddenly changed. His tone is threatening.
"Now answer me. Where do you live?"
"Give me some water. I am too dry to talk."
"Certainly, certainly," he replies, coaxingly. "You shall have a drink. Do
you prefer whiskey or beer?"
"I never drink whiskey, and beer very seldom. I want water."
"Well, you'll get it as soon as we get through. Don't let us waste time,
then. Who are your friends?"
"Give me a drink."
"The quicker we get through, the sooner you'll get a drink. I am having a
nice cell fixed up for you, too. I want to be your friend, Mr. Berkman.
Treat me right, and I'll take care of you. Now, tell me, where did you stop
in Pittsburgh?
"I have nothing to tell you."
"Answer me, or I'll-"
His face is purple with rage. With clenched fist he leaps from his seat; but,
suddenly controlling himself, he says, with a reassuring smile:
"Now be sensible, Mr. Berkman. You seem to be an intelligent man. Why
don't you talk sensibly?"
"What do you want to know?"
"Who went with you to Mr. Frick's office?"
Impatient of the comedy, I rise with the words:
"I came to Pittsburgh alone. I stopped at the Merchants' Hotel, opposite
the B. and 0. depot. I signed the name Rakhmetov in the register there. It's
34

a fictitious name. My real name is Alexander Berkman. I went to Frick's
office alone. I had no helpers. That's all I have to tell you."
"Very good, very good. Take your seat, Mr. Berkman. We're not in any
hurry. Take your seat. You may as well stay here as in the cell; it's
pleasanter. But I am going to have another cell fixed up for you. just tell
me, where do you stay in New York?"
"I have told you all there is to tell."
"Now, don't be stubborn. Who are your friends?"
"I won't say another word."
"Damn you, you'll think better of it. Officers, take him back. Same cell."
Every morning and evening, during three days, the scene is repeated by new
inquisitors. They coax and threaten, they smile and rage in turn. I remain
indifferent. But water is refused me, my thirst aggravated by the salty food they
have given me. It consumes me, it tortures and burns my vitals through the
sleepless nights passed on the hard wooden bench. The foul air of the cell is
stifling. The silence of the grave torments me; my soul is in an agony of
uncertainty.
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Chapter 6
The Jail
I
The days ring with noisy clamor. There is constant going and coming. The
clatter of levers, the slamming of iron doors, continually reverberates through
the corridors. The dull thud of a footfall in the cell above hammers on my head
with maddening regularity. In my ears is the yelling and shouting of coarse
voices.
"Cell num-ber ee-e-lev-ven! To court! Right a-way!"
A prisoner hurriedly passes my door. His step is nervous, in his look expectant
fear.
"Hurry, there! To court!"
"Good luck, Jimmie."
The man flushes and averts his face, as he passes a group of visitors clustered
about an overseer.
"Who is that, Officer?" One of the ladies advances, lorgnette in hand, and stares
boldly at the prisoner. Suddenly she shrinks back. A man is being led past by the
guards. His face is bleeding from a deep gash, his head swathed in bandages.
The officers thrust him violently into a cell. He falls heavily against the bed.
"Oh, don't! For Jesus' sake, don't!" The shutting of the heavy door drowns
his cries.
The visitors crowd about the cell.
"What did he do? He can't come out now, Officer?"
"No, ma'am. He's safe."
The lady's laugh rings clear and silvery. She steps closer to the bars, eagerly
peering into the darkness. A smile of exciting security plays about her mouth.
"What has he done, Officer?"
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"Stole some clothes, ma'am."
Disdainful disappointment is on the lady's face. "Where is that man who-er-we
read in the papers yesterday? You know- the newspaper artist who killed-er-that
girl in such a brutal manner."
"Oh, Jack Tarlin. Murderers' Row, this way, ladies."
II
The sun is slowly nearing the blue patch of sky, visible from my cell in the
western wing of the jail. I stand close to the bars to catch the cheering rays. They
glide across my face with tender, soft caress, and I feel something melt within
me. Closer I press to the door. I long for the precious embrace to surround me,
to envelop me, to pour its soft balm into my aching soul. The last rays are fading
away, and something out of my heart is departing with them.... But the
lengthening shadows on the gray flagstones spread quiet. Gradually the clamor
ceases, the sounds die out. I hear the creaking of rusty hinges, there is the click
of a lock, and all is hushed and dark.
The silence grows gloomy, oppressive. It fills me with mysterious awe. It lives.
It pulsates with slow, measured breathing, as of some monster. It rises and falls;
approaches, recedes. It is Misery asleep. Now it presses heavily against my door.
I hear its quickened breathing. Oh, it is the guard! Is it the death watch? His
outline is lost in the semi-darkness, but I see the whites of his eyes. They stare at
me, they watch and follow me. I feel their gaze upon me, as I nervously pace the
floor. Unconsciously my step quickens, but I cannot escape that glint of steel. It
grimaces and mocks me. It dances before me: it is here and there, all around me.
Now it flits up and down; it doubles, trebles. The fearful eyes stare at me from a
hundred depressions in the wall. On every side they surround me, and bar my
way.
I bury my head in the pillow. My sleep is restless and broken. Ever the
terrible gaze is upon me, watching, watching, the white eyeballs turning with my
every movement.
III
The line of prisoners files by my cell. They walk in twos, conversing in subdued
tones. It is a motley crowd from the ends of the world. The native of the western
part of the State, the "Pennsylvania Dutchman," of stolid mien, passes slowly, in
silence. The son of southern Italy, stocky and black-eyed, alert suspicion on his
face, walks with quick, nervous step. The tall, slender Spaniard, swarthy and of
classic feature, looks about him with suppressed disdain. Each, in passing, casts
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a furtive glance into my cell. The last in the line is a young negro, walking
alone. He nods and smiles broadly at me, exposing teeth of dazzling whiteness.
The guard brings up the rear. He pauses at my door, his sharp eye measuring me
severely, critically.
"You may fall in."
The cell is unlocked, and I join the line. The negro is at my side. He loses no
time in engaging me in conversation. He is very glad, he assures me, that they
have at last permitted me to "fall in." It was a shame to deprive me of exercise
for four days. Now they will "call de night-dog off. Must been a feared suicide,"
he explains.
His flow of speech is incessant; he seems not a whit disconcerted by my evident
disinclination to talk. Would I have a cigarette? May smoke in the cell. One can
buy "de weed" here, if he has "de dough"; buy anything 'cept booze. He is full of
the prison gossip. That tall man there is Jack Tinford, of Homesteadsure to
swing-threw dynamite at the Pinkertons. That little "dago" will keep Jack
company-cut his wife's throat. The "Dutchy" there is "bugs"-choked his son in
sleep. Presently my talkative companion volunteers the information that he also
is waiting for trial. Nothing worse than second degree murder, though. Can't
hang him, he laughs gleefully. "His" man didn't "croak" till after the ninth day.
He lightly waves aside my remark concerning the ninth-day superstition. He is
convinced they won't hang him. "Can't do't," he reiterates, with a happy grin.
Suddenly he changes the subject. "Wat am yo doin' heah? Only murdah cases on
dis ah gal'ry. Yuh man didn' croak!" Evidently he expects no answer,
immediately assuring me that I am "all right." "Guess dey b'lieve it am mo' safe
foah yo. But can't hang yo, can't hang yo." He grows excited over the recital of
his case. Minutely he describes the details. "Dat big niggah, guess 'e t'ot I's
afeared of 'm. He know bettah now," he chuckles. "Dis ah chile am afeared of
none ov'm. Ah ain't. 'Gwan 'way, niggah,' Ah says to 'm; 'yo bettah leab mah
gahl be.' An' dat big black niggah grab de cleaveh,— we's in d'otel kitchen, yo
see. 'Niggah, drop dat,' Ah hollos, an' he come at me. Den dis ah coon pull his
trusty li'lle brodeh," he taps his pocket significantly, "an' Ah lets de ornery
niggah hab it, Plum'in de belly, yassah, Ah does, an'he drop his cleaveh an' Ah
pulls mah knife out, two inches, 'bout, an' den Ah gives it half twist like, an'
shoves it in 'gen." He illustrates the ghastly motion. "Dat bad niggah neveh
botheb me 'gen, noh nobody else, Ah guess. But dey can't hang me, no sah, dey
can't, 'cause mah man croak two weeks later. Ah's lucky, yassah, Ah is." His
face is wreathed in a broad grin, his teeth shimmer white. Suddenly he grows
serious. "Yo am strikeh? No-o-o? Not a steel-woikeh?" with utter amazement.
"What yo wan' teh shoot Frick foah?" He does not attempt to disguise his
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impatient incredulity, as I essay an explanation. "Afeared t' tell. Yo am deep all
right, Ahlick-dat am yuh name? But yo am right, yassah, yo am right, Doan' tell
nobody. Dey's mos'ly crooks, dat dey am, an' dey need watchin' sho'. Yo jes'
membuh dat."
There is a peculiar movement in the marching line. I notice a prisoner leave his
place. He casts an anxious glance around, and disappears in the niche of the cell
door. The line continues on its march, and, as I near the man's hiding place, I
hear him whisper, "Fall back, Aleck." Surprised at being addressed in such
familiar manner, I slow down my pace. The man is at my side,
"Say, Berk, you don't want to be seen walking with that 'dinge.",
The sound of my shortened name grates harshly on my ear. I feel the impulse to
resent the mutilation. The man's manner suggests a lack Of respect, offensive to
my dignity as a revolutionist.
"Why?" I ask, turning to look at him.
He is short and stocky. The thin lips and pointed chin of the elongated face
suggest the fox. He meets my gaze with a sharp look from above his smokedglass spectacles. His voice is husky, his tone unpleasantly confidential. It is bad
for a white man to be seen with a "nigger," he informs me. It will make feeling
against me. He himself is a Pittsburgh man for the last twenty years, but he was
"born and raised" in the South, in Atlanta. They have no use for "niggers" down
there, he assures me. They must be taught to keep their place, and they are no
good, anyway. I had better take his advice, for he is friendly disposed toward
me. I must be very careful of appearances before the trial. My inexperience is
quite evident, but he "knows the ropes." I must not give "them" an opportunity
to say anything against me. My behaviour in jail will weigh with the judge in
determining my sentence. He himself expects to "get off easy." He knows some
of the judges. Mostly good men. He ought to know: helped to elect one of them;
voted three times for him at the last election. He closes the left eye, and
playfully pokes me with his elbow. He hopes he'll "get before that judge." He
will, if he is lucky, he assures me. He had always had pretty good luck. Last
time he got off with three years, though he nearly killed "his" man. But it was in
self-defense. Have I got a chew of tobacco about me? Don't use the weed? Well,
it'll be easier in the "pen." What's the pen? Why, don't I know? The penitentiary,
of course. I should have no fear. Frick ain't going to die. But what did I want to
kill the man for? I ain't no Pittsburgh man, that he could see plain. What did I
want to "nose in" for? Help the strikers? I must be crazy to talk that way. Why, it
was none of my "cheese." Didn't I come from New York? Yes? Well, then, how
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could the strike concern me? I must have some personal grudge against Frick.
Ever had dealings with him? No? Sure? Then it's plain "bughouse," no use
talking. But it's different with his case. It was his partner in business. He knew
the skunk meant to cheat him out of money, and they quarreled. Did I notice the
dark glasses he wears? Well, his eyes are bad. He only meant to scare the man.
But, damn him, he croaked. Curse such luck. His third offense, too. Do I think
the judge will have pity on him? Why, he is almost blind. How did he manage to
"get his man"? Why, just an accidental shot. He didn't mean to
The gong intones its deep, full bass.
"All in!”
The line breaks. There is a simultaneous clatter of many doors, and I am in the
cell again.
IV
Within, on the narrow stool, I find a tin pan filled with a dark-brown mixture. It
is the noon meal, but the "dinner" does not look inviting: the pan is old and
rusty; the smell of the soup excites suspicion. The greasy surface, dotted here
and there with specks of vegetable, resembles a pool of stagnant water covered
with green slime. The first taste nauseates me, and I decide to "dine" on the
remnants of my breakfast-a piece of bread.
I pace the floor in agitation over the conversation with my fellow-prisoners.
Why can't they understand the motives that prompted my act? Their manner of
pitying condescension is aggravating. My attempted explanation they evidently
considered a waste of effort. Not a striker myself, I could and should have had
no interest in the struggle,-the opinion seemed final with both the negro and the
white man. In the purpose of the act they refused to see any significance,nothing beyond the mere physical effect. It would have been a good thing if
Frick had died, because "he was bad." But it is "lucky" for me that he didn't die,
they thought, for now "they" can't hang me. My remark that the probable
consequences to myself are not to be weighed in the scale against the welfare of
the People, they had met with a smile of derision, suggestive of doubt as to my
sanity. It is, of course, consoling to reflect that neither of those men can properly
be said to represent the People. The negro is a very inferior type of laborer; and
the other-he is a bourgeois I "in business." He is not worth while. Besides, he
confessed that it is his third offense. He is a common criminal, not an honest
producer. But that tall man-the Homestead steel- worker whom the negro
pointed out to me-oh, he will understand: he is of the real People. My heart
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wells up in admiration of the man, as I think of his participation in the
memorable struggle of Homestead. He fought the Pinkertons, the myrmidons of
Capital. Perhaps he helped to dynamite the barges and drive those Hessians out
of town. He is tall and broad-shouldered, his face strong and determined, his
body manly and powerful. He is of the true spirit; the embodiment of the great,
noble People: the giant of labor grown to his full stature, conscious of his
strength. Fearless, strong, and proud, he will conquer all obstacles; he will break
his chains and liberate mankind.
V
Next morning, during exercise hour, I watch with beating heart for an
opportunity to converse with the Homestead steelworker. I shall explain to him
the motives and purpose of my attempt on Frick. He will understand me; he will
himself enlighten his fellow-strikers. It is very important they should
comprehend my act quite clearly, and he is the very man to do this great service
to humanity. He is the rebel-worker; his heroism during the struggle bears
witness. I hope the People will not allow the enemy to hang him. He defended
the rights of the Homestead workers, the cause of the whole working class. No,
the People will never allow such a sacrifice. How well he carries himself! Erect,
head high, the look of conscious dignity and strength
"Cell num-b-ber fi-i-ve!"
The prisoner with the smoked glasses leaves the line, and advances in response
to the guard's call. Quickly I pass along the gallery, and fall into the vacant
place, alongside of the steel-worker.
"A happy chance," I address him. I should like to speak to you about
something important. You are one of the Homestead strikers, are you
not?"
"Jack Tinford," he introduces himself. "What's your name?"
He is visibly startled by my answer. "The man who shot Frick?" he asks.
An expression of deep anxiety crosses his face. His eye wanders to the gate.
Through the wire network I observe visitors approaching from the Warden's
office.
"They'd better not see us together," he says, impatiently. "Fall in back of me.
Then we'll talk."
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Pained at his manner, yet not fully realizing its significance, I slowly fall back.
His tall, broad figure completely hides me from view. He speaks to me in
monosyllables, unwillingly. At the mention of Homestead he grows more
communicative, talking in an undertone, as if conversing with his neighbor, the
Sicilian, who does not understand a syllable of English. I strain my ear to catch
his words. The steel-workers merely defended themselves against armed
invaders, I hear him say. They are not on strike: they've been locked out by
Frick, because he wants to non-unionize the works. That's why he broke the
contract with the Amalgamated, and hired the damned Pinkertons two months
before, when all was peace. They shot many workers from the barges before the
millmen "got after them." They deserved roasting alive for their unprovoked
murders. Well, the men "fixed them all right." Some were killed, others
committed suicide on the burning barges, and the rest were forced to surrender
like whipped curs. A grand victory all right, if that coward of a sheriff hadn't got
the Governor to send the militia to Homestead. But it was a victory, you bet, for
the boys to get the best of three hundred armed Pinkertons. He himself, though,
had nothing to do with the fight. He was sick at the time. They're trying to get
the Pinkertons to swear his life away. One of the hounds has already made an
affidavit that he saw him, Jack Tinford, throw dynamite at the barges, before the
Pinkertons landed. But never mind, he is not afraid. No Pittsburgh jury will
believe those lying murderers. He was in his sweetheart's house, sick abed. The
girl and her mother will prove an alibi for him. And the Advisory Committee of
the Amalgamated, too. They know he wasn't on the shore. They'll swear to it in
court, anyhow.
Abruptly he ceases, a look of fear on his face. For a moment he is lost in
thought. Then he gives me a searching look, and smiles at me. As we turn the
corner of the walk, he whispers: "Too bad you didn't kill him. Some business
misunderstanding, eh?" he adds, aloud.
Could he be serious, I wonder. Does he only pretend? He faces straight ahead,
and I am unable to see his expression. I begin the careful explanation I had
prepared:
"Jack, it was for you, for your people that I-"
Impatiently, angrily he interrupts me. I'd better be careful not to talk that way in
court, he warns me. If Frick should die, I'd hang myself with such "gab." And it
would only harm the steel-workers. They don't believe in killing; they respect
the law. Of course, they had a right to defend their homes and families against
unlawful invaders. But they welcomed the militia to Homestead. They showed
their respect for authority. To be sure, Frick deserves to die. He is a murderer.
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But the mill- workers will have nothing to do with Anarchists. What did I want
to kill him for, anyhow? I did not belong to the Homestead men. It was none of
my business. I had better not say anything about it in court, or:
The gong tolls. "All in!
VI
I pass a sleepless night. The events of the day have stirred me to the very depths.
Bitterness and anger against the Homestead striker fill my heart. My hero of
yesterday, the hero of the glorious struggle of the People,-how contemptible he
has proved himself, how cravenly small! No consciousness of the great mission
of his class, no proud realization of the part he himself had acted in the noble
struggle. A cowardly, overgrown boy, terrified at to-morrow's punishment for
the prank he has played! Meanly concerned only with his own safety, and
willing to resort to lying, in order to escape responsibility.
The very thought is appalling. It is a sacrilege, an insult to the holy Cause, to the
People. To myself, too. Not that lying is to be condemned, provided it is in the
interest of the Cause. All means are justified in the war of humanity against its
enemies. Indeed, the more repugnant the means, the stronger the test of one's
nobility and devotion. All great revolutionists have proved that. There is no
more striking example in the annals of the Russian movement than that peerless
Nihilistwhat was his name? Why, how peculiar that it should escape me just
now! I knew it so well. He undermined the Winter Palace, beneath the very
dining-room of the Tsar. What debasement, what terrible indignities he had to
endure in the role of the servile, simple-minded peasant carpenter. How his
proud spirit must have suffered, for weeks and months,-all for the sake of his
great purpose. Wonderful man! To be worthy of your comradeship.... But this
Homestead worker, what a pigmy by comparison. He is absorbed in the single
thought of saving himself, the traitor. A veritable Judas, preparing to forswear
his people and their cause, willing to lie and deny his participation. How proud I
should be in his place: to have fought on the barricades, as he did! And then to
die for it,-ah, could there be a more glorious fate for a man, a real man? To serve
even as the least stone in the foundation of a free society, or as a plank in the
bridge across which the triumphant People shall finally pass into the land of
promise?
A plank in the bridge... In the most.' What a significant name! How it impressed
me the first time I heard it! No, I saw it in print, I remember quite clearly.
Mother had just died. I was dreaming of the New World, the Land of Freedom.
Eagerly I read every line of "American news." One day, in the little Kovno
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library-how distinctly it all comes back to me-I can see myself sitting there,
perusing the papers. Must get acquainted with the country. What is this?
"Anarchists hanged in Chicago." There are many names-one is "Most." "What is
an Anarchist?" I whisper to the student near by. He is from Peter,' he will know.
"S-sh! Same as Nihilists." "In free America?" I wondered.
How little I knew of America then! A free country, indeed, that hangs its noblest
men. And the misery, the exploitation, it's terrible. I must mention all this in
court, in my defence. No, not defense-some fitter word. Explanation! Yes, my
explanation. I need no defense: I don't consider myself guilty. What did the
Warden mean? Fool for a client, he said, when I told him that I would refuse
legal aid. He thinks I am a fool. Well, he's a bourgeois, he can't understand. I'll
tell him to leave me alone. He belongs to the enemy. The lawyers, too. They are
all in the capitalist camp. I need no lawyers. They couldn't explain my case. I
shall not talk to the reporters, either. They are a lying pack, those Journalistic
hounds Of capitalism. They always misrepresent us. And they know better, too.
They wrote columns Of interviews with Most when he went to prison. All lies. I
saw him off myself; he didn't say a word to them. They are our worst enemies.
The Warden said that they'll come to see me to-morrow. I'll have nothing to Say
to them. They're Sure to twist MY Words, and thus impair the effect of my act.
It is not complete without my explanation. I shall prepare it very carefully. Of
course, the jury won't understand. They, too, belong to the capitalist class. But I
must use the trial to talk to the People. To be sure, an Attentat on a Frick is in
itself splendid propaganda. It combines the value of example with terroristic
effect. But very much depends upon my explanation. It offers me a rare
opportunity for a broader agitation of our ideas. The comrades outside will also
use my act for propaganda. The People misunderstand us: they have been
prejudiced by the capitalist press. They must be enlightened; that is out glorious
task. Very difficult and Slow Work, it is true; but they will learn. Their patience
will break, and then-the good People, they have always been too kind to their
enemies. And brave, even in their suffering. Yes, very brave. Not like that
fellow, the steel-worker. He is a disgrace to Homestead, the traitor....
I pace the cell in agitation. The Judas-striker is not fit to live. Perhaps it would
be best they should hang him. His death would help to open the eyes of the
People to the real character of legal justice. Legal justice-what a travesty! They
ale mutually exclusive terms. Yes, indeed, it would be best he should be hanged.
The Pinkerton will testify against him. He saw lack throw dynamite. Very good.
Perhaps others will also swear to it. The judge will believe the Pinkertons. Yes,
they will hang him.
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The thought somewhat soothes my perturbation. At least the cause, of the People
will benefit to some extent. The man himself is not to be considered. He has
ceased to exist: his interests are exclusively personal; he can be of no further
benefit to the People. Only his death can aid the Cause. It is best for him to end
his career in the service of humanity. I hope he will act like a man on the
scaffold. The enemy should not gloat over his fear, his craven terror. They'll see
in him the spirit of the People. Of course, he is not worthy of it. But he must die
like a rebel-worker, bravely, defiantly. I must speak to him about it.
The deep bass of the gong dispels my reverie.
VII
There is a distinct sense of freedom in the solitude of the night. The day's
atmosphere is surcharged with noisome anxiety, the hours laden with impending
terrors. But the night is soothing. For the first time I feel alone, unobserved. The
"nightdog has been called off." How refinedly brutal is this constant care lest the
hangman be robbed of his prey! A simple precaution against suicide, the
Warden told me. I felt the naive stupidity of the suggestion like the thrust of a
dagger. What a tremendous chasm in our mental attitudes! His mind cannot
grasp the impossibility of suicide before I have explained to the People the
motive and purpose of my act. Suicide? As if the mere death of Frick was my
object! The very thought is impossible, insulting. it outrages me that even a
bourgeois should so meanly misjudge the aspirations of an active revolutionist.
The insignificant reptile, Frick,-as if the mere man were worth a terroristic
effort! I aimed at the many-headed hydra whose visible representative was
Frick. The Homestead developments had given him temporary prominence,
thrown this particular hydra-head into bold relief, so to speak. That alone made
him worthy of the revolutionist's attention. Primarily, as an object lesson; it
would strike terror into the soul of his class. They are craven-hearted, their
conscience weighted with guilt,-and life is dear to them. Their strangling hold on
labor might be loosened. Only for a while, no doubt. But that much would be
gained, due to the act of the Attentater. The People could not fail to realize the
depth of a love that will give its own life for their cause. To give a young life,
full of health and vitality, to give all, without a thought of self; to give all,
voluntarily, cheerfully; nay, enthusiastically-could any one fail to understand
such a love?
But this is the first terrorist act in America. The People may fail to comprehend
it thoroughly. Yet they will know that an Anarchist committed the deed. I will
talk to them from the courtroom. And my comrades at liberty will use the
opportunity to the utmost to shed light on the questions involved. Such a deed
must draw the attention of the world. This first act of voluntary Anarchist
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sacrifice will make the workingmen think deeply. Perhaps even more so th an
the Chicago martyrdom. The latter was pre-eminently a lesson in capitalist
justice. The culmination of a plutocratic conspiracy, the tragedy of 1887 lacked
the element of voluntary Anarchist self - sacrifice in the interests of the People.
In that distinctive quality my act is initial. Perhaps it will prove the entering
wedge. The leaven of growing oppression is at work. It is for us, the Anarchists,
to educate labor to its great mission. Let the world learn of the misery of
Homestead. The sudden thunderclap gives warning that beyond the calm
horizon the storm is gathering. The lightning of social protest
"Quick, Ahlick! Plant it." Something white flutters between the bars. Hastily I
read the newspaper clipping. Glorious! Who would have expected it? A soldier
in one of the regiments stationed at Homestead called upon the line to give
"three cheers for the man who shot Frick." My soul overflows with beautiful
hopes. Such a wonderful spirit among the militia; perhaps the soldiers will
fraternize with the strikers. It is by no means an impossibility: such things have
happened before. After all, they are of the People, mostly workingmen. Their
interests are identical with those of the strikers, and surely they hate Frick, who
is universally condemned for his brutality, his arrogance. This soldier-what is
his name? lams, W. L. lams-he typifies the best feeling of the regiment. The
others probably lack his courage. They feared to respond to his cheers,
especially because of the Colonel's presence. But undoubtedly most of them feel
as lams does. It would be dangerous for the enemy to rely upon the Tenth
Pennsylvania. And in the other Homestead regiments, there must also be such
noble lamses. They will not permit their comrade to be court- martialed, as the
Colonel threatens. lams is not merely a militia man. He is a citizen, a native. He
has the right to express his opinion regarding my deed. if he had condemned it,
he would not be punished. May he not, then, voice a favorable sentiment? No,
they can't punish him. And he is surely very popular among the soldiers. How
manfully he behaved as the Colonel raged before the regiment, and demanded to
know who cheered for "the assassin of Mr. Frick," as the imbecile put it. lams
stepped out of the ranks, and boldly avowed his act. He could have remained
silent, or denied it. But he is evidently not like that cowardly steel-worker. He
even refused the Colonel's offer to apologize.
Brave boy! He is the right material for a revolutionist. Such a man has no
business to belong to the militia. He should know for what purpose it is
intended: a tool of capitalism in the enslavement of labor. After all, it will
benefit him to be court-martialed. it will enlighten him. I must follow the case.
Perhaps the negro will give me more clippings. It was very generous of him to
risk this act of friendship. The Warden has expressly interdicted the passing of
newspapers to me, though the other prisoners are permitted to buy them. He
46

discriminates against me in every possible way. A rank ignoramus: he cannot
even pronounce "Anarchist." Yesterday he said to me: "The Anachrists are no
good. What do they want, anyhow?" I replied, angrily: "First you say they are no
good, then you ask what they want." He flushed. "Got no use for them, anyway."
Such an imbecile! Not the least sense of justice- he condemns without knowing.
I believe he is aiding the detectives. Why does he insist I should plead guilty? I
have repeatedly told him that, though I do not deny the act, I am innocent. The
stupid laughed outright. "Better plead guilty, you'll get off easier. You did it, so
better plead guilty." In vain I strove to explain to him: "I don't believe in your
laws, I don't acknowledge the authority of your courts. I am innocent, morally."
The aggravating smile of condescending wisdom kept playing about his lips.
"Plead guilty. Take my advice, plead guilty."
Instinctively I sense some presence at the door. The small, cunning eyes of the
Warden peer intently through the bars. I feel him an enemy. Well, he may have
the clipping now if he wishes. But no torture shall draw from me an admission
incriminating the negro. The name Rakhmetov flits through my mind. I shall be
true to that memory.
"A gentleman in my office wishes to see you," the Warden informs me.
"Who is he?"
"A friend of yours, from Pittsburgh."
"I know no one in Pittsburgh. I don't care to see the man."
The Warden's suave insistence arouses my suspicions. Why should he be so
much interested in my seeing a Stranger? Visits are privileges, I have been told.
I decline the privilege. But the Warden insists. I refuse. Finally he Orders me out
of the cell. Two guards lead me into the hallway. They halt me at the head of a
line of a dozen men. Six are counted off, and I am assigned to the seventh place.
I notice that I am the only one in the line wearing glasses. The Warden enters
from an inner office, accompanied by three Visitors. They pass down the row,
scrutinizing each face. They return, their gaze fixed on the men. One of the
strangers makes a motion as if to put his hand on the shoulder of the man on my
left. The Warden hastily calls the visitors aside. They converse in whispers, then
walk up the line, and pass slowly back, till they are alongside of me. The tall
stranger puts his hand familiarly on my shoulder, exclaiming:
"Don't you recognize me, Mr. Berkman? I met you on Fifth Avenue, right
in front of the Telegraph building."'
"I never saw you before in my life."
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"Oh, yes! You remember I spoke to you-"
"No, you did not," I interrupt, impatiently.
"Take him back," the Warden commands.
I protest against the perfidious proceeding. "A positive identification," the
Warden asserts. The detective had seen me "in the company of two friends,
inspecting the office of Mr. Frick." Indignantly I deny the false statement,
charging him with abetting the conspiracy to involve my comrades. He grows
livid with rage, and orders me deprived of exercise that afternoon.
The Warden's role in the police plot is now apparent to me. I realize him in his
true colors. Ignorant though he is, familiarity with police methods has developed
in him a certain shrewdness: the low cunning of the fox seeking its prey. The
good-natured smile masks a depth of malice, his crude vanity glorying in the
successful abuse of his wardenship over unfortunate human beings.
This new appreciation of his character clarifies various incidents heretofore
puzzling to me. My mail is being detained at the office, I am sure. It is
impossible that my New York comrades should have neglected me so long: it is
now over a week since my arrest. As a matter of due precaution, they would not
communicate with me at once. But two or three days would be sufficient to
perfect a Deckadresse. Yet not a line has reached me from them. It is evident
that my mail is being detained.
My reflections rouse bitter hatred of the Warden. His infamy fills me with rage.
The negro's warning against the occupant of the next cell assumes a new aspect.
Undoubtedly the man is a spy; placed there by the Warden, evidently. Little
incidents, insignificant in themselves, add strong proof to justify the suspicion. It
grows to conviction as I review various circumstances concerning my neighbor.
The questions I deemed foolish, prompted by mere curiosity, I now see in the
light of the Warden's role as volunteer detective. The young negro was sent to
the dungeon for warning me against the spy in the next cell. But the latter is
never reported, notwithstanding his continual knocking and talking. Specially
privileged, evidently. And the Warden, too, is hand-in-glove with the police. I
am convinced he himself caused the writing of those letters he gave me
yesterday. They were postmarked Homestead, from a pretended striker. They
want to blow up the mills, the letter said; good bombs are needed. I should send
them the addresses of my friends who know how to make effective explosives.
What a stupid trap! One of the epistles sought to involve some of the strike
leaders in my act. In another, John Most was mentioned. Well, I am not to be
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caught with such chaff. But I must be on my guard. it is best I should decline to
accept mail. They withhold the letters of my friends, anyhow. Yes, I'll refuse all
mail.
I feel myself surrounded by enemies, open and secret. Not a single being here I
may call friend; except the negro, who, I know, wishes me well. I hope he will
give me more clippings, - perhaps there will be news of my comrades. I'll try to
"fall in" with him at exercise to-morrow.... Oh! they are handing out tracts.
Tomorrow is Sunday,-no exercise!
VIII
The Lord's day is honoured by depriving the prisoners of dinner. A scanty
allowance of bread, with a tincupful of black, unsweetened coffee, constitutes
breakfast. Supper is a repetition of the morning meal, except that the coffee
looks thinner, the tin cup more rusty. I force myself to swallow a mouthful by
shutting my eyes. It tastes like greasy dishwater, with a bitter suggestion of
burnt bread.
Exercise is also abolished on the sacred day. The atmosphere is pervaded with
the gloom of unbroken silence. In the afternoon, I hear the creaking of the inner
gate. There is much swishing of dresses: the good ladies of the tracts are being
seated. The doors on Murderers' Row are opened partly, at a fif - teen-degree
angle. The prisoners remain in their cells, with the guards stationed at the gallery
entrances.
All is silent. I can hear the beating of my heart in the oppressive quiet. A faint
shadow crosses the darksome floor; now it oscillates on the bars. I hear the
muffled fall of felt-soled steps. Silently the turnkey passes the cell, like a flitting
mystery casting its shadow, athwart a troubled soul. I catch the glint of a
revolver protruding from his pocket.
Suddenly the sweet strains of a violin resound in the corridor. Female voices
swell the melody, "Nearer my God to Thee, nearer to Thee." Slowly the volume
expands; it rises, grows more resonant in contact with the gallery floor, and
echoes in my cell, "Nearer to Thee, to Thee."
The sounds die away. A deep male voice utters, "Let us pray." Its metallic
hardness rings like a command. The guards stand with lowered heads. Their lips
mumble after the invisible speaker, "Our Father who art in Heaven, give us this
day our daily bread.... Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those that trespass
against us-"
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"Like hell you do!" some one shouts from the upper gallery. There is suppressed
giggling in the cells. Pellmell the officers rush up the stairs. The uproar
increases. "Order!" Yells and catcalls drown the Warden's voice. Doors are
violently opened and shut. The thunder of rattling iron is deafening. Suddenly all
is quiet: the guards have reached the galleries. Only hasty tiptoeing is heard.
The offender cannot be found. The gong rings the supper hour. The prisoners
stand at the doors, cup in hand, ready to receive the coffee.
"Give the s- of b- no supper! No supper!" roars the Warden.
Sabbath benediction!
The levers are pulled, and we are locked in for the night.
IX
In agitation I pace the cell. Frick didn't die! He has almost recovered. I have
positive information: the "blind" prisoner gave me the clipping during exercise.
"You're a poor shot," he teased me.
The poignancy of the disappointment pierces my heart. I feel it with the intensity
of a catastrophe. My imprisonment, the vexations of jail life, the future-all is
submerged in the flood of misery at the realization of my failure. Bitter thoughts
crowd my mind; self-accusation overwhelms me. I failed! Failed! ... It might
have been different, had I gone to Frick's residence. It was my original intention,
too. But the house in the East End was guarded. Besides, I had no time to wait:
that very morning the papers had announced Frick's intended visit to New York.
I was determined he should not escape me. I resolved to act at once. It was
mainly his cowardice that saved him-he hid under the chair! Played dead! And
now he lives, the vampire.... And Homestead? How will it affect conditions
there? If Frick had died, Carnegie would have hastened to settle with the
strikers. The shrewd Scot only made use of Frick to destroy the hated union. He
himself was absent, he could not be held accountable. The author of
"Triumphant Democracy" is sensitive to adverse criticism. With the elimination
of Frick, responsibility for Homestead conditions would rest with Carnegie. To
support his role as the friend of labour, he must needs terminate the sanguinary
struggle. Such a development of affairs would have greatly advanced the
Anarchist propaganda. However some may condemn my act, the workers could
not be blind to the actual situation, and the practical effects of Frick's death. But
his recovery....
Yet, who can tell? It may perhaps have the same results. If not, the strike was
virtually lost when the steel-workers permitted the militia to take possession of
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Homestead. It afforded the Company an opportunity to fill the mills with scabs.
But even if the strike be lost,-our propaganda is the chief consideration. The
Homestead workers are but a very small part of the American working class.
Important as this great struggle is, the cause of the whole People is supreme.
And their true cause is Anarchism. All other issues are merged in it; it alone will
solve the labour problem. No other consideration deserves attention. The
suffering of individuals, of large masses, indeed, is unavoidable under capitalist
conditions. Poverty and wretchedness must constantly increase; it is inevitable.
A revolutionist cannot be influenced by mere sentimentality. We bleed for the
People, we suffer for them, but we know the real source of their misery. Our
whole civilization, false to the core as it is, must be destroyed, to be born anew.
Only with the abolition of exploitation will labor gain justice. Anarchism alone
can save the world.
These reflections somewhat soothe me. My failure to accomplish the desired
result is grievously exasperating, and I feel deeply humiliated. But I shall be the
sole sufferer. Properly viewed, the merely physical result of my act cannot affect
its propagandistic value; and that is, always, the supreme consideration. The
chief purpose of my Attentat was to call attention to our social iniquities; to
arouse a vital interest in the sufferings of the People by an act of self-sacrifice;
to stimulate discussion regarding the cause and purpose of the act, and thus
bring the teachings of Anarchism be-fore the world. The Homestead situation
offered the psychological social moment. What matter the personal
consequences to Frick? the merely physical results of my Attentat? The
conditions necessary for propaganda aye there: the act is accomplished.
As to myself-my disappointment is bitter, indeed. I wanted to die for the Cause.
But now they will send me to prison they will bury me alive....
Involuntarily my hand Teaches for the lapel of my coat, when suddenly I
remember my great loss. In agony, I live through again the scene in the police
station, on the third day after my arrest.... Rough hands seize my arms, and I am
forced into a chair. My head is thrust violently backward, and I face the Chief.
He clutches me by the throat.
"Open your mouth! Damn you, open your mouth!"
Everything is whirling before me, the desk is circling the room, the bloodshot
eyes of the Chief gaze at me from the floor, his feet flung high in the air, and
everything is whirling, whirling....
"Now, Doc, quick!"
51

There is a sharp sting in my tongue, my jaws are gripped as by a vise, and my
mouth is torn open.
"What d'ye think of that, eh?"
The Chief stands before me, in his hand the dynamite cartridge.
"What's this?" he demands, with an oath.
"Candy," I reply, defiantly.
X
How full of anxiety these two weeks have been! Still no news of my comrades.
The Warden is not offering me any more mail; he evidently regards my last
refusal as final. But I am now permitted to purchase papers; they may contain
something about my friends. If I could only learn what propaganda is being
made out of my act, and what the Girl and Fedya are doing! I long to know what
is happening with them. But my interest is merely that of the revolutionist. They
are so far away,-I do not count among the living. On the outside, everything
seems to continue as usual, as if nothing had happened. Frick is quite well now;
at his desk again, the press reports. Nothing else of importance. The police seem
to have given up their hunt. How ridiculous the Chief has made himself by
kidnapping my friend Mollock, the New York baker! The impudence of the
authorities, to decoy an unsuspecting workingman across the State line, and then
arrest him as my accomplice! I suppose he is the only Anarchist the stupid Chief
could find. My negro friend informed me of the kidnapping last week. But I felt
no anxiety: I knew the "silent baker" would prove deaf and dumb. Not a word
could they draw from him. Mollock's discharge by the magistrate put the Chief
in a very ludicrous position. Now he is thirsting for revenge, and probably
seeking a victim nearer home, in Allegheny. But if the comrades preserve
silence, all will be well, for I was careful to leave no clue. I had told them that
my destination was Chicago, where I expected to secure a position. I can depend
an Bauer and Nold. But that man E., whom I found living in the same house
with Nold, impressed me as rather unreliable. I thought there was something of
the hang-dog look about him. I should certainly not trust him, and I'm afraid he
might compromise the others. Why are they friendly, I wonder. He is probably
not even a comrade. The Allegheny Anarchists should have nothing in common
with him. It is not well for us to associate with the bourgeois-minded.
My meditation is interrupted by a guard, who informs me that I am "wanted at
the office." There is a letter for me, but some postage is due on it. Would I pay?
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"A trap," it flits through my mind, as I accompany the overseer. I shall
persist in my refusal to accept decoy mail.
"More letters from Homestead?" I turn to the Warden.
He quickly suppresses a smile. "No, it is post-marked, Brooklyn, N.Y."
I glance at the envelope. The writing is apparently a woman's, but the
chirography is smaller than the Girl's. I yearn for news of her. The letter is from
Brooklyn-perhaps a Deckadresse!
"I'll take the letter, Warden."
"All right. You will open it here."
"Then I don't want it."
I start from the office, when the Warden detains me:
"Take the letter along, but within ten minutes you must return it to me.
You may go now."
I hasten to the cell. If there is anything important in the letter, I shall destroy it: I
owe the enemy no obligations. As with trembling hand I tear open the envelope,
a paper dollar flutters to the floor. I glance at the signature, but the name is
unfamiliar. Anxiously I scan the lines. An unknown sympathizer sends
greetings, in the name of humanity. "I am not an Anarchist," I read, "but I wish
you well. My sympathy, however, is with the man, not with the act. I cannot
justify your attempt. Life, human life, especially, is sacred. None has the right to
take what he cannot give."
I pass a troubled night. My mind struggles with the problem presented so
unexpectedly. Can any one understanding my motives, doubt the justification of
the Attentat? The legal aspect aside, can the morality of the act be questioned? It
is impossible to confound law with right; they are opposites. The law is
immoral: it is the conspiracy of rulers and priests against the workers, to
continue their subjection. To be lawabiding means to acquiesce, if not directly
participate, in that conspiracy. A revolutionist is the truly moral man: to him the
interests of humanity are supreme; to advance them, his sole aim in life.
Government, with its laws, is the common enemy. All weapons are justifiable in
the noble struggle of the People against this terrible curse. The Law! It is the
arch-crime of the centuries. The path of Man is soaked with the blood it has
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shed. Can this great criminal determine Right? Is a revolutionist to respect such
a travesty? It would mean the perpetuation of human slavery.
No, the revolutionist owes no duty to capitalist morality. He is the soldier of
humanity. He has consecrated his life to the People in their great struggle. It is a
bitter war. The revolutionist cannot shrink from the service it imposes upon him.
Aye, even the duty of death. Cheerfully and joyfully he would die a thousand
times to hasten the triumph of liberty. His life belongs to the People. He has no
right to live or enjoy while others suffer.
How often we had discussed this, Fedya and 1. He was somewhat inclined to
sybaritism; not quite emancipated from the tendencies of his bourgeois youth:Once in New York-I shall never forget-at the time when our circle had just
begun the publication of the first Jewish Anarchist paper in America, we came
to blows. We, the most intimate friends; yes, actually came to blows. Nobody
would have believed it. They used to call us the Twins. If I happened to appear
anywhere alone, they would inquire, anxiously, "What is the matter? Is your
chum sick? " It was so unusual; we were each other's shadow. But one day I
struck him. He had outraged my most sacred feelings: to spend twenty cents for
a meal! It was not mere extravagance; it was positively a crime, incredible in a
revolutionist. I could not forgive him for months. Even now,-two years have
passed,-yet a certain feeling of resentment still remains with me. What right had
a revolutionist to such self-indulgence? The movement needed aid; every cent
was valuable. To spend twenty cents for a single meal! He was a traitor to the
Cause. True, it was his first meal in two days, and we were economizing on rent
by sleeping in the parks. He had worked hard, too, to earn the money. But he
should have known that he had no right to his earnings while the movement
stood in such need of funds. His defence was unspeakably aggravating: he had
earned ten dollars that week-he had given seven into the paper's treasury-he
needed three dollars for his week's expenses-his shoes were torn, too. I had no
patience with such arguments. They merely proved his bourgeois predilections.
Personal comforts could not be of any consideration to a true revolutionist. It
was a question of the movement; its needs, the first issue. Every penny spent for
ourselves was so much taken from the Cause. True, the revolutionist must live.
But luxury is a crime; worse, a weakness. One could exist on five cents a day.
Twenty cents for a single meal! Incredible. It was robbery.
Poor Twin! He was deeply grieved, but he knew that I was merely just. The
revolutionist has no personal right to anything. Everything he has or earns
belongs to the Cause. Everything, even his affections. Indeed, these especially.
He must not become too much attached to anything He should guard against
strong love or passion. The People should be his only great love, his supreme
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passion. Mere human sentiment is unworthy of the real revolutionist: he lives for
humanity, and he must ever be ready to respond to its call. The soldier of
Revolution must not be lured from the field of battle by the siren song of love.
Great danger lurks in such weakness. The Russian tyrant has frequently
attempted to bait his prey with a beautiful woman. Our comrades there are
careful not to associate with any woman, except of proved revolutionary
character. Aye, her mere passive interest in the Cause is not sufficient. Love
may transform her into a Delilah to shear one's strength. Only with a woman
consecrated to active participation may the revolutionist associate. Their perfect
comradeship would prove a mutual inspiration, a source of increased strength.
Equals, thoroughly solidaric, they would the more successfully serve the Cause
of the People. Countless Russian women bear witness-Sophia Perovskaya, Vera
Figner, Zassulitch, and many other heroic martyrs, tortured in the casemates of
Schlusselburg, buried alive in the Petropavlovka. What devotion, what fortitude!
Perfect comrades they were, often stronger than the men. Brave, noble women
that fill the prisons and etapes, tramp the toilsome road....
The Siberian steppe rises before me. Its broad expanse shimmers in the sun's
rays, and blinds the eye with white brilliancy. The endless monotony agonizes
the sight, and stupefies the brain. It breathes the chill of death into the heart, and
grips the soul with the terror of madness. In vain the eye seeks relief from the
white Monster that slowly tightens his embrace, and threatens to swallow you in
his frozen depth.... There, in the distance, where the blue meets the white, a
heavy line of crimson dyes the surface. It winds along the virgin bosom, grows
redder and deeper, and ascends the mountain in a dark ribbon, twining and
wreathing its course in lengthening pain, now disappearing in the hollow, and
again rising on the height. Behold a man and a woman, hand in hand, their heads
bent, on their shoulders a heavy cross, slowly toiling the upward way, and
behind them others, men and women, young and old, all weary with the heavy
task, trudging along the dismal desert, amid death and silence, save for the
mournful clank, clank of the chains....
"Get out now. Exercise!"
As in a dream I walk along the gallery. The voice of my exercise mate sounds
dully in my ears. I do not understand what he is saying. Does he know about the
Nihilists, I wonder?
"Billy, have you ever read anything about Nihilists?"
"Sure, Berk. When I done my last bit in the dump below, a guy lent me a
book. A corker, too, it was. Let's see, what you call 'em again?"
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"Nihilists."
"Yes, sure. About some Nihirists. The book's called Aivan Strodjoff."
"What was the name?
"Somethin' like that. Aivan Strodjoff or Strogoff."
"Oh, you mean Ivan Strogov, don't you?"
"That's it. Funny names them foreigners have. A fellow needs a cast-iron jaw to
say it every day. But the story was a corker all right. About a Rooshan patriot or
something. He was hot stuff, I tell you. Overheard a plot to kill th' king by them
fellows-er-what's you call 'em?
"Nihilists?"
"Yep. Nihilist plot, you know. Well, they wants to kill his Nibs and all the
dookes, to make one of their own crowd king. See? Foxy fellows, you bet. But
Aivan was too much for 'em. He plays detective. Gets in all kinds of scrapes,
and some one burns his eyes out. But he's game. I don't remember how it all
ends, but-"
"I know the story. It's trash. It doesn't tell the truth about-" "Oh, t'hell with it!
Say, Berk, d'ye think they'll hang me? Won't the judge sympathize with a blind
man? Look at me eyes. Pretty near blind, swear to God, I am. Won't hang a
blind man, will they?"
The pitiful appeal goes to my heart, and I assure him they will not hang a blind
man. His eyes brighten, his face grows radiant with hope.
Why does he love life so, I wonder. Of what value is it without a high purpose,
uninspired by revolutionary ideals? He is small and cowardly: he lies to save his
neck. There is nothing at all wrong with his eyes. But why should I lie for his
sake?
My conscience smites me for the moment of weakness. I should not allow inane
sentimentality to influence me: it is beneath the revolutionist.
"Billy," I say with some asperity, "many innocent people have been
hanged. The Nihilists, for instance-"
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"Oh, damn 'em! What do I care about 'em! Will they hang me, that's what
I want to know."
"May be they will," I reply, irritated at the profanation of my ideal. A look
of terror spreads over his face. His eyes are fastened upon me, his lips
parted. "Yes," I continue, "perhaps they will hang you. Many innocent
men have suffered such a fate. I don't think you are innocent, either; nor
blind. You don't need those glasses; there is nothing the matter with your
eyes. Now understand, Billy, I don't want them to hang you. I don't
believe in hanging. But I must tell you the truth, and you'd better be ready
for the worst."
Gradually the look of fear fades from his face. Rage suffuses his cheeks with
spots of dark red.
"You're crazy! What's the use talkin' to you, anyhow? You are a damn
Anarchist. I'm a good Catholic, I want you to know that! I haven't always
did right, but the good father confessed me last week. I'm no damn
murderer like you, see? It was an accident. I'm pretty near blind, and this
is a Christian country, thank God! They won't hang a blind man. Don't
you ever talk to me again!"
XI
The days and weeks pass in wearying monotony, broken only by my anxiety
about the approaching trial. It is part of the designed cruelty to keep me ignorant
of the precise date. "Hold yourself ready. You may be called any time," the
Warden had said. But the shadows are lengthening, the days come and go, and
still my name has not appeared on the court calendar. Why this torture? Let me
have over with it. My mission is almost accomplished,-the explanation in court,
and then my life is done. I shall never again have an opportunity to work for the
Cause. I may therefore leave the world. I should die content, but for the partial
failure of my plans. The bitterness of disappointment is gnawing at my heart.
Yet why? The physical results of my act cannot affect its propagandistic value.
Why, then, these regrets? I should rise above them. But the gibes of officers and
prisoners wound me. "Bad shot, ain't you?" They do not dream how keen their
thoughtless thrusts. I smile and try to appear indifferent, while my heart bleeds.
Why should 1, the revolutionist, be moved by such remarks? It is weakness.
They are so far beneath me; they live in the swamp of their narrow personal
interests; they cannot understand. And yet the croaking of the frogs may reach
the eagle's aerie, and disturb the peace of the heights.
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The "trusty" passes along the gallery. He walks slowly, dusting the iron railing,
then turns to give my door a few light strokes with the cat-o'-many-tails.
Leaning against the outer wall, he stoops low, pretending to wipe the doorsill,there is a quick movement of his hand, and a little roll of white is shot between
the lower bars, falling at my feet. "A stiff," he whispers.
Indifferently I pick up the note. I know no one in the jail; it is probably some
poor fellow asking for cigarettes. Placing the roll between the pages of a
newspaper, I am surprised to find it in German. From whom can it be? I turn to
the signature. Carl Nold? It's impossible; it's a trap! No, but that handwriting,-I
could not mistake it: the small, clear chirography is undoubtedly Nold's. But
how did he smuggle in this note? I feel the blood rush to my head as my eye flits
over the penciled lines: Bauer and he are arrested; they are in the jail now,
charged with conspiracy to kill Frick; detectives swore they met them in my
company, in front of the Frick office building. They have engaged a lawyer, the
note runs on. Would I accept his services? I probably have no money, and I
shouldn't expect any from New York, because Most-what's this?-because Most
has repudiated the act
The gong tolls the exercise hour. With difficulty I walk to the gallery. I feel
feverish: my feet drag heavily, and I stumble against the railing.
"Is yo sick, Ahlick? "
It must be the negro's voice. My throat is dry; my lips refuse to move. Hazily I
see the guard approach. He walks me to the cell, and lowers the berth. "You may
lie down." The lock clicks, and I'm alone.
The line marches past, up and down, up and down. The regular footfall beats
against my brain like hammer strokes. When will they stop? My head aches
dreadfully-I am glad I don't have to walk-it was good of the negro to call the
guard-I felt so sick. What was it? Oh, the note! Where is it?
The possibility of loss dismays me. Hastily I pick the newspaper up from the
floor. With trembling hands I turn the leaves. Ah, it's here' If I had not found it, I
vaguely wonder, were the thing mere fancy?
The sight of the crumpled paper fills me with dread. Nold and Bauer here!
Perhaps-if they act discreetly-all will be well. They are innocent; they can prove
it. But Most! How can it be possible? Of course, he was displeased when I
began to associate with the autonomists. But how can that make any difference?
At such a time! What matter personal likes and dislikes to a revolutionist, to a
Most-the hero of my first years in America, the name that stirred my soul in that
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little library in Kovno-Most, the Bridge of Liberty! My teacher-the author of the
Kriegswissenschaft-the ideal revolutionist-he to denounce me, to repudiate
propaganda by deed?
It's incredible! I cannot believe it. The Girl will not fail to write to me about it.
I'll wait till I hear from her. But, then, Nold is himself a great admirer of Most;
he would not say anything derogatory, unless fully convinced that it is true. Yetit is barely conceivable. How to explain such a change in Most? To forswear his
whole past, his glorious past! He was always so proud of it, and of his extreme
revolutionism. Some tremendous motive must be back of such apostasy. It has
no parallel in Anarchist annals. But what can it be? How boldly he acted during
the Haymarket tragedy-publicly advised the use of violence to avenge the
capitalist conspiracy. He must have realized the danger of the speech for which
he was later doomed to Blackwell's Island. I remember his defiant manner on the
way to prison. How I admired his strong spirit, as I accompanied him on the last
ride! That was only a little over a year ago, and he is just out a few months.
Perhaps-is it possible? A coward? Has that prison experience influenced his
present attitude? Why, it is terrible to think of. Most-a coward? He who has
devoted his entire life to the Cause, sacrificed his seat in the Reichstag because
of uncompromising honesty, stood in the forefront all his life, faced peril and
danger,-he a coward? Yet, it is impossible that he should have suddenly altered
the views of a lifetime. What could have prompted his denunciation of my act?
Personal dislike? No, that was a matter of petty jealousy. His confidence in me,
as a revolutionist, was unbounded. Did he not issue a secret circular letter to aid
my plans concerning Russia? That was proof of absolute faith. One could not
change his opinion so suddenly. Moreover, it can have no bearing on his
repudiation of a terrorist act. I can find no explanation, unless-can it be?-fear of
personal consequences. Afraid he might be held responsible, perhaps. Such a
possibility is not excluded, surely. The enemy hates him bitterly, and would
welcome an opportunity, would even conspire, to hang him. But that is the price
one pays for his love of humanity. Every revolutionist is exposed to this danger.
Most especially; his whole career has been a duel with tyranny. But he was
never before influenced by such considerations. Is he not prepared to take the
responsibility for his terrorist propaganda, the work of his whole life? Why has
he suddenly been stricken with fear? Can it be? Can it be? ...
My soul is in the throes of agonizing doubt. Despair grips my heart, as I
hesitatingly admit to myself the probable truth. But it cannot be; Nold has made
a mistake. May be the letter is a trap; it was not written by Carl. But I know his
hand so well. It is his, his! Perhaps I'll have a letter in the morning. The Girl-she
is the only one I can trust-she'll tell me
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My head feels heavy. Wearily I lie on the bed. Perhaps tomorrow ... a letter ...
XII
"Your pards are here. Do you want to see them?" the Warden asks.
"What 'pards'?
"Your partners, Bauer and Nold."
"My comrades, you mean. I have no partners."
"Same thing. Want to see them? Their lawyers are here."
"Yes, I'll see them."
Of course, I myself need no defense. I will conduct my own case, and explain
my act. But I shall be glad to meet my comrades. I wonder how they feel about
their arrest,-perhaps they are inclined to blame me. And what is their attitude
toward my deed? If they side with Most My Senses are on the alert as the guard
accompanies me into the hall. Near the wall, seated at a small table, I behold
Nold and Bauer. Two other men are with them; their attorneys, I suppose. All
eyes scrutinize me curiously, searchingly. Nold advances toward me. His
manner is somewhat nervous, a look of intense seriousness in his heavy-browed
eyes. He grasps my hand. The pressure is warm, intimate, as if he yearns to pour
boundless confidence into my heart. For a moment a wave of thankfulness
overwhelms me: I long to embrace him. But curious eyes bore into me. I glance
at Bauer. There is a cheerful smile on the good-natured, ruddy face. The guard
pushes a chair toward the table, and leans against the railing. His presence
constrains me: he will report to the Warden everything said.
I am introduced to the lawyers. The contrast in their appearance suggests a
lifetime of legal wrangling. The younger man, evidently a recent graduate, is
quick, alert, and talkative. There is an air of anxious expectancy about him, with
a look of Semitic shrewdness in the long, narrow face. He enlarges upon the
kind consent of his distinguished colleague to take charge of my case. His
demeanour toward the elder lawyer is deeply respectful, almost reverential. The
latter looks bored, and is silent.
"Do you wish to say something, Colonel?" the young lawyer suggests.
"Nothing."
He ejects the monosyllable sharply, brusquely. His colleague looks abashed, like
a schoolboy caught in a naughty act.
"You, Mr. Berkman?" he asks. I thank them for their interest in my case. But I
need no defence, I explain, since I do not consider myself guilty. I am
exclusively concerned in making a public statement in the courtroom. If I am
60

represented by an attorney, I should be deprived of the opportunity. Yet it is
most vital to clarify to the People the purpose of my act, the circumstances
The heavy breathing opposite distracts me. I glance at the Colonel. His eyes are
closed, and from the parted lips there issues the regular respiration of sound
sleep. A look of mild dismay crosses the young lawyer's face. He rises with an
apologetic smile.
"You are tired, Colonel. It's awfully close here."
"Let us go," the Colonel replies.
Depressed I return to the cell. The old lawyer,-how little my explanation
interested him! He fell asleep! Why, it is a matter of life and death, an issue that
involves the welfare of the world! I was so happy at the opportunity to elucidate
my motives to intelligent Americans,-and he was sleeping! The young lawyer,
too, is disgusting, with his air of condescending pity toward one who "will have
a fool for a client," as he characterized my decision to conduct my own case. He
may think such a course suicidal. Perhaps it is, in regard to consequences. But
the length of the sentence is a matter of indifference to me: I'll die soon, anyway.
The only thing of importance now is my explanation. And that man fell asleep!
Perhaps he considers me a criminal. But what can I expect of a lawyer, when
even the steel-worker could not understand my act? Most himselfWith the name, I recollect the letters the guard had given me during the
interview. There are three of them; one from the Girl! At last! Why did she not
write before? They must have kept the letter in the office. Yes, the postmark is a
week old. She'll tell me about Most,-but what is the use? I'm sure of it now; I
read it plainly in Nold's eyes. It's all true. But I must see what she writes.
How every line breathes her devotion to the Cause! She is the real Russian
woman revolutionist. Her letter is full of bitterness against the attitude of Most
and his lieutenants in the German and Jewish Anarchist circles, but she writes
words of cheer and encouragement in my imprisonment. She refers to the
financial difficulties of the little commune consisting of Fedya, herself, and one
or two other comrades, and closes with the remark that, fortunately, I need no
money for legal defense or attorneys.
The staunch Girl! She and Fedya are, after all, the only true revolutionists I
know in our ranks. The others all possess some weakness. I could not rely on
them. The German comrades,-they are heavy, phlegmatic; they lack the
enthusiasm of Russia. I wonder how they ever produced a Reinsdorf. Well, he is
the exception. There is nothing to be expected rom the German movement,
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excepting perhaps the autonomists. But they are a mere handful, quite
insignificant, kept alive mainly by the Most and Peukert feud. Peukert, too, the
life of their circle, is chiefly concerned with his personal rehabilitation. Quite
natural, of course. A terrible injustice has been done him., It is remarkable that
the false accusations have not driven him into obscurity. There is great
perseverance, aye, moral courage of no mean order, in his survival in the
movement. It was that which first awakened my interest in him. Most's
explanation, full of bitter invective, suggested hostile personal feeling. What a
tremendous sensation I created at the first Jewish Anarchist Conference by
demanding that the charges against Peukert be investigated! The result entirely
failed to substantiate the accusations. But the Mostianer were not convinced,
blinded by the vituperative eloquence of Most. And now ... now, again, they will
follow, as blindly. To be sure, they will not dare take open stand against my act;
not the Jewish comrades, at least. After all, the fire of Russia still smolders in
their hearts. But Most's attitude toward me will influence them: it will dampen
their enthusiasm, and thus react on the propaganda. The burden of making
agitation through my act will fall on the Girl's shoulders. She will stand a lone
soldier in the field. She will exert her utmost efforts, I am convinced. But she
will stand alone. Fedya will also remain loyal. But what can he do? He is not a
speaker. Nor the rest of the commune circle. And Most? We had all been so
intimate.... It's his cursed jealousy, and cowardice, too. Yes, mostly cowardicehe can't be jealous of me now! He recently left prison,-it must have terrorized
him. The weakling! He will minimize the effect of my act, perhaps paralyze its
propagandistic influence altogether.... Now I stand alone -except for the Girlquite alone. It is always so. Was not "he" alone, my beloved, "unknown"
Grinevitzky, isolated, scorned by his comrades? But his bomb ... how it
thundered....
I was just a boy then. Let me see,-it was in 1881. 1 was about eleven years old.
The class was assembling after the noon recess. I had barely settled in my seat,
when the teacher called me forward. His long pointer was dancing a fanciful
figure on the gigantic map of Russia.
"What province is that?" he demanded.
"Astrakhan."
"Mention its chief products."
Products? The name Chernishevsky flitted through my mind. He was in
Astrakhan,-I heard Maxim tell mother so at dinner.
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"Nihilists," I burst out.
The boys tittered; some laughed aloud. The teacher grew purple. He struck the
pointer violently on the floor, shivering the tapering end. Suddenly there broke a
roll of thunder. One two- With a terrific crash, the window panes fell upon the
desks; the floor shook beneath our feet. The room was hushed. Deathly pale, the
teacher took a step toward the window, but hastily turned, and dashed from the
room. The pupils rushed after him. I wondered at the air of fear and suspicion on
the streets. At home every one spoke in subdued tones. Father looked at mother
severely, reproachfully, and Maxim was unusually silent, but his face seemed
radiant, an unwonted brilliancy in his eye. At night, alone with me in the
dormitory, he rushed to my bed, knelt at my side, and threw his arms around me
and kissed me, and cried, and kissed me. His wildness frightened me. "What is
it, Maximotchka?" I breathed softly. He ran up and down the room, kissing me
and murmuring, "Glorious, glorious! Victory!"
Between sobs, solemnly pledging me to secrecy, he whispered mysterious, aweinspiring words: Will of the Peopletyrant removed-Free Russia....
XIII
The nights overwhelm me with the sense of solitude. Life is so remote, so
appallingly far away-it has abandoned me in this desert of silence. The distant
puffing of fire engines, the shrieking of river sirens, accentuate my loneliness.
Yet it feels so near, this monster Life, huge, palpitating with vitality, intent upon
its wonted course. How unmindful of myself, flung into the darkness,-like a
furnace spark belched forth amid fire and smoke into the blackness of night.
The monster! Its eyes are implacable; they watch every gate of life. Every
approach they guard, lest I enter back-I and the others here. Poor unfortunates,
how irritated and nervous they are growing as their trial day draws near! There
is a hunted look in their eyes; their faces are haggard and anxious. They walk
weakly, haltingly, worn with the long days of waiting. Only "Blackie," the
young negro, remains cheerful. But I often miss the broad smile on the kindly
face. I am sure his eyes were moist when the three Italians returned from court
this morning. They had been sentenced to death. Joe, a boy of eighteen, walked
to the cell with a firm step. His brother Pasquale passed us with both hands over
his face, weeping silently. But the old man, their father-as he was crossing the
hallway, we saw him suddenly stop. For a moment he swayed, then lurched
forward, his head striking the iron railing, his body falling limp to the floor. By
the arms the guards dragged him up the stairway, his legs hitting the stone with a
dull thud, the fresh crimson spreading over his white hair, a glassy torpor in his
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eyes. Suddenly he stood upright. His head thrown back, his arms upraised, he
cried hoarsely, anguished,
"0 Santa Maria! Sio innocente, inno-"
The guard swung his club. The old man reeled and fell.
"Ready! Death-watch! " shouted the Warden.
"In-no-cente! Death-watch!" mocked the echo under the roof.
The old man haunts my days. I hear the agonized cry; its black despair chills my
marrow. Exercise hour has become insupportable. The prisoners irritate me:
each is absorbed in his own case. The deadening monotony of the jail routine
grows unbearable. The constant cruelty and brutality is harrowing. I wish it were
all over. The uncertainty of my trial day is a ceaseless torture. I have been
waiting now almost two months. My court speech is prepared. I could die now,
but they would suppress my explanation, and the People thus remain ignorant of
my aim and purpose. I owe it to the Cause-and to the true comrades-to stay on
the scene till after the trial. There is nothing more to bind me to life. With the
speech, my opportunities for propaganda will be exhausted. Death, suicide, is
the only logical, the sole possible, conclusion. Yes, that is selfevident. If I only
knew the date of my trial,-that day will be my last. The poor old Italian,-he and
his sons, they at least know when they are to die. They count each day; every
hour brings them closer to the end. They will be hanged here, in the jail yard.
Perhaps they killed under great provocation, in the heat of passion. But the
sheriff will murder them in cold blood. The law of peace and order!
I shall not be hanged-yet I feel as if I were dead. My life is done; only the last
rite remains to be performed. After thatwell, I'll find a way. When the trial is
over, they'll return me to my cell. The spoon is of tin: I shall put a sharp edge on
it-on the stone floor-very quietly, at night
"Number six, to court! Number six!"
Did the turnkey call "six"? Who is in cell six? Why, it's my cell! I feel the cold
perspiration running down my back. My heart beats violently, my hands
tremble, as I hastily pick up the newspaper. Nervously I turn the pages. There
must be some mistake: my name didn't appear yet in the court calendar column.
The list is published every Monday-why, this is Saturday's paper-yesterday we
had service-it must be Monday to-day. Oh, shame! They didn't give me the
paper today, and it's Monday-yes, it's Monday. The shadow falls across my
door. The lock clicks.
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"Hurry. To court!"

7
The Trial
The Courtroom breathes the chill of the graveyard. The stained windows cast
sickly rays into the silent chamber. In the somber light the faces look funereal,
spectral.
Anxiously I scan the room. Perhaps my friends, the Girl, have come to greet
me.... Everywhere cold eyes meet my gaze. Police and court attendants on every
side. Several newspaper men draw near. It is humiliating that through them I
must speak to the People.
"Prisoner at the bar, stand up!"
The Commonwealth of Pennsylvania-the clerk vociferates-charges me with
felonious assault on H. C. Frick, with intent to kill; felonious assault on John G.
A. Leishman; feloniously entering the offices of the Carnegie Company on three
occasions, each constituting a separate indictment; and with unlawfully carrying
concealed weapons.
"Do you plead guilty or not guilty?"
I protest against the multiplication of the charges. I do not deny the attempt on
Frick, but the accusation of having assaulted Leishman is not true. I have visited
the Carnegie offices only"Do you plead guilty or not guilty?" the judge interrupts.
"Not guilty. I want to explain-"
"Your attorneys will do that."
"I have no attorney."
"The Court will appoint one to defend you."
"I need no defense. I want to make a statement.,,
"You will be given an opportunity at the proper time.
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Impatiently I watch the proceedings. of what use are all these preliminaries? MY
conviction is a foregone conclusion. The men in the jury box there, they are to
decide my fate. As if they could understand! They measure me with cold,
unsympathetic looks. Why were the talesmen not examined in my presence?
They were already seated when I entered.
"When was the jury picked?" I demand.
"You have four challenges," the prosecutor retorts.
The names of the talesmen sound strange. But what matter who are the men to
judge me? They, too, belong to the enemy. They will do the master's bidding.
Yet I may, even for a moment, clog the wheels of the juggernaut. At random, I
select four names from the printed list, and the new jurors file into the box.
The trial proceeds. A police officer and two negro employees of Frick in turn
take the witness stand. They had seen me three times in the Frick office, they
testify. They speak falsely, but I feet indifferent to the hired witnesses. A tall
man takes the stand. I recognize the detective who so brazenly claimed to
identify me in the jail. He is followed by a physician who states that each wound
of Frick might have proved fatal. John G. A. Leishman is called. I attempted to
kill him, he testifies. "It's a lie!" I cry out, angrily, but the guards force me into
the seat. Now Frick comes forward. He seeks to avoid my eye, as I confront
him.
The prosecutor turns to me. I decline to examine the witnesses for the State.
They have spoken falsely. there is no truth in them, and I shall not participate in
the mockery.
"Call the witnesses for the defence," the judge commands.
I have no need of witnesses. I wish to proceed with my statement. The
prosecutor demands that I speak English. But I insist on reading my prepared
paper, in German. The judge rules to permit me the services of the court
interpreter.
"I address myself to the People," I begin.
"Some may wonder why I have declined a legal. defense. My reasons are
twofold. in the first place, I am an Anarchist: I do not believe in manmade law, designed to enslave and oppress humanity. Secondly, an
extraordinary phenomenon like an Attentat cannot be measured by the
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narrow standards of legality. It requires a view of the social background to
be adequately understood. A lawyer would try to defend, or palliate, my
act from the standpoint of the law. Yet the real question at issue is not a
defense of myself, but rather the explanation of the deed. It is mistaken to
believe me on trial. The actual defendant is Society-the system of
injustice, of the organized exploitation of the People."
The voice of the interpreter sounds cracked and shrill. Word for word he
translates my utterance, the sentences broken, disconnected, in his inadequate
English. The vociferous tones pierce my ears, and my heart bleeds at his
meaningless declamation.
"Translate sentences, not single words," I remonstrate.
With an impatient gesture he leaves me.
" Oh, please, go on!" I cry in dismay.
He returns hesitatingly.
"Look at my paper," I adjure him, "and translate each sentence as I read it." The
glazy eyes are turned to me, in a blank, stare. The man is blind!
"Let-us-continue," he stammers.
"We have heard enough," the judge interrupts.
"I have not read a third of my paper," I cry in consternation.
"It will do."
"I have declined the services of attorneys to get time to-"
"We allow you five more minutes."
"But I can't explain in such a short time. I have the right to be heard."
"We'll teach you differently."
I am ordered from the witness chair. Several jurymen leave their seats, but the
district attorney hurries forward, and whispers to them. They remain in the jury
box. The room is hushed as the judge rises.
"Have you anything to say why sentence should not be passed upon
you?"
"You would not let me speak," I reply. "Your justice is a farce. "
" Silence!
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In a daze, I hear the droning voice on the bench. Hurriedly the guards lead me
from the courtroom.
"The judge was easy on you," the Warden jeers. "Twenty-two years!
Pretty stiff, eh?"

Part Two
(To be continued)
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