PREFACE.

Aparchist, has been for some thirty years
almost a household word in the United States. I doubt if any
woman was more widely known, and I should feel very certain that
ater number of ardent friends and bitter
foes. A speaker whom crowds, composed of all classe habitually
flocked to hear; a lecturer who toured the country inces antly,
terature at which the mentally alive and
spiritnally discontented grasped instinetively; editor for years of
Mother Earth, a magazine devoted exclusively to Anarchism; involved
repeatedly, and often despite herself, in serious Labour troubles;
periodically swooped down on by the authorities, sentenced heavily,
and finally deported—such a personality was bound to attract atten-
tion, to be loved and hated, applauded to the skies and exe ted as
the incarnation of all that is most base and vile.

In reality, Emma Goldman, as I have known her for
very human; strong in her opinions, hot in her
lessly active, almost incredibly tenacious, an admirable fighter when
forced to fight, but far too experienced and astute to court disturb-
ance. Her life has been a stormy one, and it could not have been
otherwise; for, at bottom, she is bitterly opposed to violence in
every form. Like all Anarchists, her one ideal is peaceful co-opera-
tion; but that ideal cannot be fitted peacefully into the present
social structure. We are born into a society saturated with the
spirit of coercion, based on invasiveness, and blind to the existence
of Life’s natural, inalienable, and individual rights. To all that we
Anarchists are unchangeably opposed. We reject, with moral and
intellectual scorn, every philosophy, every system, every scheme
that tramples on the rights of individual li What peace, then,
can there be for us?
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No eulogy do I wish to write, for I think eulogies are alwi
false, pander to human weakness, and are contemptible. Moreover,
I myselt have differed too often with Emma Goldman to entitle me
to place her on a pedestal. Nevertheless, this I say. She has made
o our movement, and to the cause of the disinherited throughout
the world, coniributions of great and lasting wo: She has been
very bold, facing Life’s problems bravely, examining them ardently
and from many comprehensive standpoints, and sticking loyally to
her conclusions. That is everything. ¢ This above all: to thine




own self be true, and it must follow, as the night the day, thou
canst not then be false to any man.”

Emma Goldman is distinetly an orator, but she is also an
excellent business woman, She knows how to set things going on
a big scale, and she has the persistent energy needed to keep d_:em
going. Personally T think much of that. I am always coiasmous
of the gap that separates those who merely long to do and [b.cse
who do. I have much appreciation of that indefinable something
which enables us to say confidently of any one, You cannot down
him.” There is no downing Emma Goldman. Doubtless the United
States authorities imagined, when they deported her to Russia on
account of her opposition to conseription, that her career was ended.
As it is, hundreds of thousands of Americans have been reading
daily what she thinks about the Russian Revolution.

T wish T could transplant into the movement here in England
some of the qualities I have tried to outline. If Emma Goldman
herself could be transplanted to these shores, T should welcome her
joyously; for any life that is still vigorous and still hol s firmly to a
high-set aim should always find a welcome. With things as Fh}ey
are, I can only attempt in these few lines to introduce to the British
public one of her many writings.

War. C. OWEN.
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The Crushing of the Russian
Revolution.

Reprinted from the < World” (New York).

INTRODUCTION.
Stockholm, March 1st, 1922.

During my two years in Russia articles repeatedly appeared
in the American Press purporting to be interviews with me. Some
have had it that 1 had reformed, that I no longer believed in
revolution. and that T had come to see the necessity of govern-
ment. One paper even had a sensational story about an American
flag in my room, to which, it claimed, I had crected a shrine.
In short, that I had become a regular Sunday school teacher,
doing penance for my sins against the American Government.

All that is, of course, sheer nonsense. I was never more
convinced of the truth of my ideas, never in my life had greater
proof of the logic and justice of Anarchism. But I did not give
interviews to anyone for the very simple reason that it took me
more than a year to get my bearings in the tragic situation of
Russia. I considered then, and still consider, that the Russian
problem is entirely too complex to speak lightly of it. That js
precisely why I find most of the books written by people who
had been in Russia a few weeks, or even months, so superficial.

So long as I myself was groping in the dark I would not
express a definite opinion for publication. But even if I could
have spoken authoritatively, I still would not have spoken to
newspaper men. I found it necessary to observe silence so long
as the combined imperialist forces were at the throat of Russia.
Moreover, thirty years’ experience with newspaper men has not
convinced me heir veracity, though, of course, there may be
exceptions.

Now, however, the time for silence has passed. I therefore
mean to tell my story. I am not unmindful of the difficulties
confronting me. I know I shall be misappropriated by the reac-
tionaries, the enemies of the Russian Revolution, as well as
excommunicated by its so-called friends, who persist in confusing
the governing party of Russia with the Revolution. It is, there-
fore, necessary that I state my position clearly toward both.

Four years ago the United States Government made a felon
of me, robbed me of home and hearth, and in the dead of night
forced me out of the country. All that because I dared raise my
voice against the World War. I had then called attention to
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