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INTRODUCTION

THis book is a faithful and resolutely candid account from the
inside—and what is more important, from the top—of a vital
phase of recent American history. The history is secret, and
might well have remained so but for the extraordinary poise
and courage of this man, Ben Gitlow, and his ultimate recovery
of clear vision and unmixed devotion to his ideals. A thou-
sand congressional investigations could not expose the facts
exposed in this book. A thousand research experts, convinced
of them, could not make them convincing. The work of the
Communist Party in the United States has involved a ‘series of
fanatical crimes, not only against American law or American
“ism,” but against the party’s own principles and ideals—
against the working class. Nothing less than a confession by
one of those guilty of leadership in these crimes of insane
zealotry could adequately reveal them.

In every case where the author describes an event or situation
with which I had personal contact—and that means a good many
both here and in Moscow—his statement of the facts, in so far as
that can be separated from political or personal feelings toward
them, is unassailable. In a number of cases he lays bare the
essentials more objectively than I could. His book is true history.
Every judicious person from the inside to the remote fringes of
the Communist movement, whether he says so or not, will know
that it is. Personally I failed to detect on any vital issue the
dominance of any motive other than that of unmitigated truth-
telling.

Of course Ben Gitlow’s judgments of men and their motives
are his own, and they must be. Human motives are rarely single,
and I am not sure the author has always borne in mind that his
opponents, like him, were moved in their factional maneuvers,
and their dirty trickery in general, by super-zealotry as well as
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by the mere thirst of power. To this I must add, however, that
his depiction of persons in the movement who happen to have
been more or less intimately known to me, is often startlingly
perspicacious. I could endorse a surprisingly large number of
his characterizations. They will be read by thoughtful people in
touch with the movement, even when not with endorsement,
nevertheless with a sharp sense of their honesty and acuteness.

Thanks to his native gift, and guiding principle, of truthful-
ness, Gitlow has written an historical and political work of vital
importance, and one which will probably never be replaced. No
one studying American reflections of the Russian revolution—
as such reflections of the French revolution are still elaborately
studied—will ever be able to ignore this book.

MAx EASTMAN.

August 8, 1939
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PRELUDE
A REBEL IS BORN

IN the spring of 1891 two young Russian Jewish men rented
for ten dollars a month the ground floor and basement of a
two-story frame dwelling in Elizabethport, New Jersey, a vil-
lage near the southern shores of Newark Bay and on the eastern
outskirts of Elizabeth. The thin fellow with the shocks of wavy
black hair was my father; the other, short, stocky and blond,
my father’s boyhood friend, Morris Rippenbein. Several days
later (I was told it was a Saturday morning) a strange group of
foreigners was the object of curiosity to the Americanized Scotch,
Irish, English and German settlers as it came to occupy the prem-
ises. Rippenbein and his young wife, who had recently arrived
from Russia, together with my father, mother and older brother,
Sam, two years old, made up the tired hungry group. A can of
salmon was the only meal that day for the grown-ups. Sam was
given a roll and butter which my mother had brought with her
from New York. The rent and the rooms were divided equally
between the two families. My parents occupied the one large
room on the ground floor, Rippenbein and his wife the two
smaller rooms. The two basement rooms were shared together,
although not in the fall and winter, when they were too damp
and cold to be occupied. The place was infested with rats and
had no improvements. There was an outhouse in the yard, water
was drawn from a well, kerosene lamps furnished the light. My
mother liked the place because it was in the country. The air
was exhilarating, the bright rays of the sun danced through the
windows, and two tall trees majestically stood guard in the
front yard. Compared to the dirty tenements of Hester Street
with their dark rooms and the noise, crowds, dirt and foul odors
of the East Side, the Elizabethport place was paradise indeed.
But times were bad and work scarce. My parents found it diffi-
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cult to pay their five dollars rent each month. My fatheI: worked
only part time. The family income had to be replenished .by
my mother working at home. The shirt factory from which
she obtained her work was far away. To reach the place my
mother had to take a street car and then walk an interminably
long road with a large clumsy heavy bundle of shirts. One
miserable fall day dark with rain my mother lost her way.
Besides the bundle of shirts, she was heavy with child. She
arrived at the factory when it was dusk, drenched to the skin.
The forelady saw her condition; when paying her off, she Te-
fused to give her any more work until “the thing was Over.
My mother begged for the work, said she needed it ba(?.ly,
explained that her condition did not interfere with her doing
it. But her pleading was of no avail. Mother returned home
tired, despondent and despairing of the future. To mak-e matters
worse, the Rippenbeins moved away, leaving my destitute par-
ents with the full burden of the rent. Worrying, her mind
constantly on the new life that was about to be born, mother
helped my father to find tenants for the rooms left vacant by
the Rippenbeins: these went to an elderly woman and her
daughter. Into this world of tyrannical petty worries I was born
about an hour after noon of Tuesday, December twenty-second,
1891.

I%Io physician officiated at my delivery. I was pulled in.to the
oneroom world of my family by a German midwife in her
middle forties, who received six dollars in cash of the recently-
collected sublet money for her services. My father came home
from the factory at two o’clock in the afternoor.l. He did the
shopping and house work until late in the evening. When he
went to bed he soon fell fast asleep, exhausted from the day’s
work and the excitement of the event. My mother fell asleep
later. About midnight I awoke and kept crying incessantly.
Weak as she was, scarcely twelve hours after delivery, instead
of awakening my tired father, mother got up to look at me
herself. My face was covered with soot. The kerosene lamp was
ablaze. A terrible tragedy was impending. But my mother did
not become panicky. She picked me up in her arms and awak-
ened the elderly lady who shared the rooms with us. The latter
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awakened my father, then carried Sam, who had slept soundly
through it all, out of the house. After my father had put the
fire out and tidied up the room, my mother returned. Physically
strong and firm in character, mother sent my father right back
to bed, because he had to be up early in the morning to go to
work, herself emptied the ashes from the cold stove, made a new
fire, put a large kettle of water on, bathed my brother and me
and put us to bed, washed all the linen accumulated as a result
of the confinement, hung the clothes up to dry, and only then
retired for the night. The very next day, the day after the con-
finement, my mother was out of bed, attending to her domestic
duties as if nothing had happened. In the one large room that
was our home nothing remained to remind one that a day
before a baby was born.

Five weeks later, during a big snowstorm, the family moved
back to New York, for my father, although not directly involved
in a fight between some workers and the boss of the factory in
which he was employed, as a class-conscious worker, sided with
his fellow employees and lost his job. At five weeks I was the son
of a despairing unemployed tramping the sidewalks of New
York in quest of work.

As 1 look back in retrospect upon my boyhood days I find
that lasting impressions have been made upon me by the social
life in my parents’ home, the constant coming and going of
friends, the Socialist activities that emanated from our house,
the discussions and the stories that the immigrants told about
their personal and political experiences in Tsarist Russia. Grow-
ing up largely in the Socialist movement, stories about under-
ground Russia fascinated me. I would listen intently to the
adventures of the Russian revolutionary leaders, of their experi-
ences with the police, the days and years spent in prisons and
their exile to the wastes of Siberia. I would grow indignant
hearing how the Tsar mistreated the people. I thrilled at the
stories of the underground movement, of the conspiring activi-
ties, how deeds of violence against the Tsarist oppressors were
planned. I marvelled when they explained how they trans-
mitted messages in code by a system of telegraphic knocks upon
the wall. I learned also how they crudely wrote out by hand
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the pamphlets and proclamations that were then distributed
secretly by passing them in an endless chain from one person
to another. The stories of personal experiences when raids were
made by the secret police upon revolutionists’ homes held me
spellbound. I anticipated every incident that would be related.
I also listened to discussions, very idealistic in their essence, in
which the participants showed how Socialism would transform
the world, and to arguments over methods of how Socialism
was to be achieved. But don’t for one moment imagine that my
parents and their circle of radical immigrants lived with their
past in Russia and the other countries from which they came.
Far from it. They were eagerly interested in the world in which
they lived. I was only a little tot when I heard the stories about
the Molly Maguires, the Homestead Steel Workers Strike, the
heroism of the Anarchist martyrs. They took a keen interest in
the economic development of the United States, discussing
organization of the trusts and their significance from all angles,
as well as eagerly following the political issues before the
country.

I was about four years old when the family moved to Cherry
Street near the East River. On the north side of the street lived
the Jewish immigrant families; on the south side, the Irish. A
block below the tenement in which we lived were warehouses,
factories and a large livery stable. The river was close by. The
busy docks, the barges lying lazily tied up to the wharves, the
puffing toilers of the river—the tugs, the ferries and other river
craft of all description—the many children, the excitement, the
noise and the congestion of the East Side stirred my youthful
imagination and left a lasting impression upon me. During
the Spanish-American war we lived in Brooklyn. I was then
about six, an ardent American patriot who hated the Spaniards
for their mistreatment of Cuba. The radical circle that came to
our house was interested and excited over the war with Spain.
They were unanimous in their support of the United States.
The Hearst papers, which they read and believed, influenced
them tremendously.

In New York City I learned more about the Socialist move-
ment. I attended mass meetings, listened to street corner orators,
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read Socialist newspapers and argued Socialism with the boys at
school. The most impressive meeting I attended during that
period was the one at which I first heard Mother Jones, the
intrepid leader of the miners, and Ben Hanford, the Socialist
agitator. It took place in Bohemian Hall on Seventy-Sixth
Street. I sat in the balcony. A noisy, enthusiastic crowd of men
and women was present. A small band played the “Marseillaise,”
the cornet shrieking defiance (it seemed to me) of the whole
capitalist world. I was all eyes and ears, determined to see
and hear everything. Until then Mother Jones had been a mythi-
cal figure to me. I had heard many stories about her heroism
and devotion to the miners’ cause. Now I was to see her in
person. When the chairman introduced her I was nervous with
anticipation. A tall, strong-featured elderly woman took the
platform amid the outburst of applause, her voice was clear,
powerful. It rang out in condemnation of the injustice meted
out to the miners. When she finished, the band played, and the
very ceiling seemed to vibrate as the crowd rose to its feet and
cheered. Ben Hanford followed her. He was tall, good-looking
and impressed me very much. His voice, deep, gently resonant,
was most appealing, as in simple language he delivered the
Socialist message. I was sure that his promise of a better world
under Socialism would come true. I left the meeting, convinced
that in the end Socialism would be victorious.

. My daily life really began after working hours. The most
important single factor was Frederick C. Howe’s forum at
Cooper Union, which in those days exerted considerable influ-
ence upon the lives of the thinking youth of the city, especially
those politically and socially minded. A motley crowd came to
listen and learn. Many came to ask questions by which to justify
their political philosophy. The Socialists were most active in
this respect. I attended these lectures often. I listened. I studied
the crowds there. Attending the Cooper Union forum was like
attending a living university. It was vibrant with the life of the
times. Nor did my evening end with the closing of the hall,
for crowds gathered outside it, and groups of intensely serious
people discussed Philosophy, Religion, Politics, Socialism,
Anarchism, Astronomy, Economics—there was no limit to the



8 I CONFESS

range of inquiry. The Socialists, who were very numerous then,
would cleverly turn every topic under discussion into one on
Socialism. At times a group would gather around some itinerant
worker who would tell about the wonders of other parts of the
country and of the world.

There, exchanging experiences and views, were tramps,
hoboes, cranks, workers, students and professional people, all
representing numerous nationalities. There I would be found, a
tall lad for my age, listening and absorbing what was being
said. I went from group to group. I found that men in rags
could be profoundly philosophic and far from ignorant. I
learned from the lips of men themselves how they lived, how
they felt about life. When I reached home and went to bed, I
would turn over in my mind the things that left an impression
upon me. I would try to fathom the problems confronting man-
kind. In my mind would be the faces of those whom I had seen
and heard, men unnamed, of unrecorded fame, who had kindled
in me a spark of affection and admiration for them, men who
had given me a feeling for the world as it was and as it might
be. It was at that time, in 1gog, that I joined the Socialist Party
and became active in the radical labor movement.

PART 1

FROM REVOLUTIONARY IDEALISM TO
POWER POLITICS



CHAPTER I
FROM SOCIALISM TO COMMUNISM

In March, 1919, when it seemed as if the German Kaiser and
his allics were winning the war in Europe and America seemed
secure in its peace after re-electing the President who had kept
it out of war, Nicholas II, Emperor of All the Russias, abdicated
the throne on which the Romanov dynasty had sat for over
three centuries. This news struck the world like a thunderbolt.
But it was a welcome surprise. It augured the clearing of the
war-clouded sky. It betokened glad tidings to Socialists through-
out the world, who gathered all over the face of the earth to
discuss the implications of this historic event to the sacred
cause of Socialism—the liberation of the working class.

‘The small club rooms of the Socialist Branch in New York
to which I belonged were crowded with happy men and women,
whose smiling faces and expressions of ecstasy showed with what
intense emotion they welcomed the news. To those among them
who had played their parts in the 1905 Revolution and, after
its defeat, stumbled through the dark days of reaction that fol-
lowed, it was an occasion of great rejoicing, for at last they were
celebrating the defeat of the autocracy and the victory of the
Russian people over the Tsar. One such old comrade turned to
me and said, “At last it has happened! The mighty Tsar is no
morel Who could have foretold in 1gos, when the Tsar seemed
almighty and invincible, that he would be overthrown in so
short a time! The great Russian people have proven that they
are mightier than any despot. My people are free! It is hard to
helieve.”

To many of us the Russian Revolution was that break in the
war for which we had been hoping and waiting. We saw in it
the beginning of a world-wide revolutionary wave of resentment
against the sordid capitalistic orgy of carnage—popular resent-

II
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ment that would end the war by driving from power those who
were responsible for it. Eventually the world would rise out of
its shambles like the fabled phenix, resplendent in the beauty
and youthful vigor of Socialism. Surely, no one could now
regard that hope as utopian. Yesterday it seemed as if civiliza-
tion was to be doomed to the boom of cannon and eternal
destruction. Now the most backward people on earth were be-
ginning to assert themselves. Russia showed the way. Others
would follow. Peace and a new freedom seemed on the very
threshold of this war-ridden world.

The Russian Revolution revived our faith in Socialism and
in the ultimate success of our movement. That was why Social-
ists everywhere followed its development with intense interest.
When the Bolshevik uprising took place in November we in
New York were perplexed, because we had never heard about
Bolshevism before. But the Bolsheviks’ denunciation of the war,
their demand for peace, and uncompromising declarations in
favor of Socialism struck in us a responsive chord. Then we
understood: the bolsheviks were the revolutionary Socialists,
the true votaries of orthodox Marxism. The Bolshevik Revolu-
tion, many of us felt, was the Socialist phase of the epoch-making
events which the Russian masses were enacting. We were now
witnessing in Russia a social upheaval of world-wide magnitude
in which the overthrow of the Tsar’s government was only an
incident.

The ending of the World War in 1918, followed by the revolu-
tionary developments in Europe, seemed to indicate that the
end of capitalism was at hand, as the red banners were being
unfurled in one country after another. It was a sign that the
Russian Revolution was spreading. Socialism was becoming a
fighting revolutionary force. We accepted the Bolshevik Revo-
lution as our revolution, the Bolshevik leaders as our leaders.
We worshiped Lenin and Trotsky as the heroes of the Revolu-
tion. Their influence upon us was tremendous.

We did not stop to weigh and examine the program and
philosophy of Bolshevism. Why should we? Bolshevism had
shattered capitalism in Russia and was calling upon the revolu-
tionary Socialists to overthrow it in their own countries. "Theirs
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was the militant call to action for which we had been waiting.
The Revolution was on the march. We could not lose time. We
had to march with it.

The Socialist movement of the United States was caught in
this whirlwind of revolutionary enthusiasm. The Socialist Party
was at its mercy like a tiny boat caught in a storm at sea, for the
party which had hailed the Bolshevik Revolution was in turn
subjected to Bolshevik attacks, was given blow after blow from
which it never recovered. The Bolsheviks split it. They called
upon those of us who heeded their call to sever our ties with the
“opportunists” and “social patriots” who stood pat in the way of
the Revolution. The Socialist Party, which I joined in 1gog,
when I was eighteen years old, became by 1919 the battleground
of an internecine war between its Right and Left Wings. Erst-
while comrades turned into ruthless enemies. The party whose
guiding principle was democracy fell a prey to Lenin’s philos-
ophy, based upon the repudiation of democracy, and the Social-
ist movement was split with ease. Inspired by Bolshevism, the
Left Wing did not hesitate to use all means, fair or foul, to
wreck the Socialist Party. When Lenin called for the extermina-
tion of the “yellow” Socialists, we understood that the first
prerequisite for the building of the Communist Party was that
its foundation should rest upon the wreckage of the Socialist
Party.

In 1919, when I helped to wreck the Socialist Party, I had in
back of me ten active years of devoted service to the movement.
Joining the Socialist Party had seemed to me the proper and
necessary thing to do. My father and mother were Socialists.
Our home in the lower East Side of New York City was a gather-
ing place for radical Russian immigrants. As a boy I was thrilled
by their stories of adventure in the fight against Tsarism and
lascinated by their descriptions of the utopian paradise Social-
ism would establish. I believed that Socialism would create a
new society, free from exploitation, a republic of liberty and
justice for all.

The Harlem Branch which I joined had its headquarters in
a stuffy basement at 104th Street and Lexington Avenue. The
Branch had about sixty members, all foreign born. They looked
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at me with amazement when they heard that I was born in the
United States, because 1 was the first American-born member to
join their branch. The Socialist Party at the time was a large
and growing organization. Its fifty thousand members were scat-
tered all over the country. In the last presidential elections it
had polled over eight hundred thousand votes. Most of its mem-
bers were foreign-born and belonged to the foreign-language
federations. The native American elements were just beginning
to join in larger numbers than heretofore. The organization
was very democratic. Every action, every decision of the party
was thoroughly discussed by the mass of its members. Suppres-
sion of opinion was unknown. Though the professionals and
intellectuals exerted great influence over the party, its mem-
bership was nevertheless distinctly working-class in composition.

A few months later, as it was natural for a Socialist to do, I
joined the union of my trade, the Retail Clerks Union of New
York, which was attempting to organize the department store
workers. I soon became a member of its executive board, and at
the first general election was elected its president. The union
employed one paid organizer, all the elected officials serving
without pay. The union was helped by a group of women who
were active in the woman’s suffrage movement and in the
Women’s Trade Union League. Among them was the liberal
Elizabeth Dutcher, who threw her whole soul into the work;
Mrs. James P. Warbasse; Mrs. O. H. P. Belmont, who gave us
the use of the suffrage headquarters she maintained on 41st
Street; Mrs. J. Sargent Cram; and the vivacious Inez Millhol-
land, who was very popular with the girl members of our union.

My first fight in the Socialist Party was over the Negro ques-
tion. One of the Negro members of the Party, a cigar maker,
had refused to go out on strike when his shop was called out by
the Cigar Makers International Union. The Socialist Party of
Local New York condemned him for his action and suspended
him from the party. He defended himself on the ground that the
union discriminated against Negroes by refusing to accept them
into the union. I fought against his suspension on the grounds
that the action of the union in discriminating against Negroes
was deserving of severe censure and that the Negro worker had
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registered such censure in the way he believed would be most
effective. Some of the old party members attacked my viewpoint
and threatened to expel me from the party for defending scab-
bing. I fought them tooth and nail and upbraided them for their
failure to fight against all forms of race discrimination.

The Socialist Party was never a party of one mind, never
“monolithic,” as the Bolsheviks would want their party to be.
It was rather the battleground for sharp differences of opinion,
for contending viewpoints. The most important clashes were
over the question of industrial unionism and the advocacy of
violence. With the rise of the I. W. W. this controversy divided
the party into virtually two warring camps. Hillquit represented
one camp, Haywood, the other. Haywood favored industrial
unionism, reinforced by the tactics of sabotage and violence,
which Hillquit opposed. Haywood wanted to split and smash
the American Federation of Labor, in order to build the
I. W. W. as the one big union, which Hillquit opposed. At the
1912 convention Hillquit put through an amendment to the
constitution calling for the expulsion of all those members of
the party who advocated crime, sabotage and violence as means
of working class action. The matter went to a referendum of the
party membership.

At first 1 favored Haywood’s position, but as the discussion
proceeded I broke with Haywood, because I opposed his con-
tempt for political action and did not favor his proposal for
smashing the American Federation of Labor. I voted in favor of
Hillquit’s amendment, even though I did not believe in his
blanket condemnation of violence. I believed that there were
occasions during trade union and political struggles when the
use of violence was necessary. However, I was of the opinion that
the public advocacy of violence as proposed by Haywood could
only end in making the trade unions and the Socialist party a
prey to agents provocateurs and persecution by the government.
Hillquit’s amendment, known as Article 2, Section 6, won. Its
victory inflicted deep wounds on the Party. Many thousands of
the young and most brilliant members of the party voluntarily
left its ranks. Many of Haywood’s supporters accepted the de-
fcat and remained in the Party. These later formed the Left
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Wing opposition, out of which the Communist Party was sub-
sequently organized.

The following year an economic crisis hit the country. It was
a year of breadlines, unemployment and discontent. Hungry
workers paraded the streets demanding food. The jobless in-
vaded the churches for lodgings. Demands were made upon the
government that something be done to relieve the plight of the
unemployed. An unemployed movement sprang up, the spear-
head of which were the members of the I. W. W. and the Anar-
chists, with the Socialist Party playing a minor and very unim-
portant rdle. Yet I was drawn into it. My first meeting with the
leaders of the movement took place at the home of Joseph
O’Brien in Greenwich Village, New York City’s Bohemia.
O’Brien and his wife, Mary Heaton Vorse, were ardent sup-
porters of the I. W. W. Most of us squatted on the floor during
the deliberations. Here I met Elizabeth Gurley Flynn, the fiery-
tongued orator and organizer of the I. W. W. She sharply criti-
cized the Anarchists, and particularly Emma Goldman, for dis-
regarding I. W. W. decisions and for pursuing an independent
policy. Later Big Bill Haywood dropped in. He gave a glowing
account of the heroic struggles of the I. W. W. and heartened
his listeners by promising that, as soon as the unemployed
movement in New York developed, an order would be issued
for the foot-loose I. W. W, members to converge on New York,
to help in the fight of the jobless. In the dim light of the room,
his massive hulk, his voice ringing with emotion and tenderness,
and his one eye, from which flashed in turn both hate and love,
Haywood appeared as a powerful dreamer of intrepid spirit
who was ready to risk all in the attainment of his goal.

After Haywood had concluded, we decided to hold a meeting
on Rutgers Square in defiance of police orders. I was to be the
first speaker, because I was not a member of the I. W. W., was a
native of New York and was president of a trade union. Before
departing for Rutgers Square we were informed that Lincoln
Steffens, heading a group of prominent liberals, would be pres-
ent to back up our right to speak, and when we arrived there
Lincoln Steffens and his group were already on hand. As the
chairman was about to introduce me, the I. W. W. unemployed

FROM SOCIALISM TO COMMUNISM 17

leader leaped upon the platform and proceeded to speak, disre-
garding the decision that had been made that I was to be the
first speaker. He was the most surprised man in the world when
the police did not interfere, spoiling his attempt to become a
martyr. Later, when the unemployed movement became the
target of bitter opposition, I saw him battered by policemen’s
clubs, during an unemployed demonstration on Union Square,
until he fell unconscious in a pool of his own blood.

The months preceding the World War were full of adventure
for radicals. The strikes in Rockefeller’s mines in Colorado
aroused us to a pitch of feverish excitement. In protest against
the burning of the miners’ tent colony at Ludlow resulting in
the death of men, women and children, we paraded together
with Upton Sinclair, displaying mourning bands on our sleeves,
in front of the Rockefeller offices at 26 Broadway. The Social-
ists, Anarchists, Liberals and members of the I. W. W. jointly
participated in a mighty protest movement against the outrage.
Then followed the hearings in New York of the United States
Committee on Industrial Relations, packed to the doors with
radicals, who came to hear their own people testify and to enjoy
the gruelling cross-examination to which the capitalists were
subjected by Frank P. Walsh, the committee’s chairman, and by
the labor members on the committee.

Then came the second half of 1914. The outbreak of the
World War shook the American Socialist Party to its very
foundations. We all believed that our brother parties in Europe
would prevent the war. We were heartsick when we learned
that the Socialist parties of the warring countries flagrantly
violated their pledges that workers would never shoot each
other. Instead they were actually supporting the capitalist gov-
crnments of their respective countries at war. The Socialist
Party of the United States, however, maintained throughout
an attitude opposed to the war, although many of its members
took sides, some supporting the Allies, others the Entente. I
was steadfast in my opposition to the war as a capitalist shambles
for imperialist profits. In this I was not unlike the majority of
my party, whose prestige was enhanced during the war years,
notwithstanding fluctuations in membership from 118,000 in
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1912 to 93,500 in 1914, down to 79,000 in 1915 and up to 83,000
in 1916, when in the presidential elections of thath year on an
anti-war and peace platform, the Party, for the first time without
Debs as its candidate and fighting against Woodrow Wilson’s
popularity as the man who had kept the .cour}try out of war,
polled over half a million votes. The war situation was the acid
test of our Socialism. The American Socialist Party passed
through that test far more creditably than its fraternal parties
in the major countries of Europe.

When the United States Government declared war in April,
1917, five months after Wilson had pledged the country to
peace, the American people were profoundly shocked. The
Socialist Party, in convention assembled, answered the declara-
tion of war with its famous St. Louis Resolution in opposition
to the war. We thus demonstrated the utter unreliability of
liberal-democratic pacifism. We denounced those Socialists who
came out in support of the war as traitors to the Party and
to the proletariat. Socialist Party members everywhere plunged
into the anti-war campaign, notwithstanding that the Party
as such did not lead and direct it. Although we recruited com-
paratively few members, the periphery of our sympathizers
extended considerably, for we became the anti-war party that
had remained true to its pledge. Our influence was best ex-
pressed through numerous peace organizations which immedi-
ately grew to large proportions. The peace movement was spon-
taneous, clearly indicating that the people of the United States
were opposed to American participation in the war and were
determined to preserve democracy at home during its duration.

I plunged into the anti-war campaign. I joined the P?ople’s
Council, a peace movement which attracted radicals and liberals
of every shade of opinion. Almost every night I spoke against
the war before tremendous crowds. It seemed that people every-
where were seeking the answer to the one question: “What can
be done to prevent the country’s actual participation in the
war?” The anti-war groups were totally unprepared for the
situation and could give no satisfactory answer. The govern-
ment, on the other hand, pursued a very cautious policy. The
peace groups were allowed to blow off steam with little interfer-
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ence. Government pressure was applied slowly. 1 believe, from
my experience in the anti-war campaign, that decisive in the
situation was the outstanding fact that the people, though
anxious for peace, were not ready for any violent or revolu-
tionary changes to attain it. The leaders of the anti-war move-
ment, though they all loudly shouted against the war, were
not ready to back up their defiance with action.

One meeting in particular bears out this point. The govern-
ment had decided upon conscription. The next day was registra-
tion day. The Anarchists called a meeting in Hunt’s Point
Palace in the Bronx. The hall was packed to the doors. The
stairs leading to the hall were lined with government agents and
police. The square outside was a mass of seething humanity
upon which the police played powerful searchlights. Tense
excitement prevailed. The noise from the crowd outside reached
those lucky enough to get in. Alexander Berkman and Emma
Goldman were the principal speakers. But neither speaker was
able to arouse the crowd, which listened intently to every word
they uttered, to the necessary pitch of enthusiasm. The crowd
was distinctly disappointed. Why the disappointment? Because
hoth Emma Goldman and Alexander Berkman had failed to
give the audience an answer to the question which was upper-
most in its mind. The people wanted to know what they were
to do tomorrow, the day of registration for conscription.
The speakers proposed no concrete action. They merely told
their listeners to follow their own conscience.

The war had become a grim reality. The Socialist Party
cntered the political campaign of 1917, expecting to capitalize
heavily on the country’s anti-war sentiment. I was nominated
for the Assembly in the Third Assembly District of the Bronx.
My campaign was directed chiefly against the war. I was threat-
cned with arrest many times. The campaign was successful. I
was elected to the Assembly by a good majority. For the first
and only time in its career the Socialist Party elected ten
Assemblymen and five members of the Board of Aldermen, poll-
ing a record vote in New York City. We ten Socialist Assembly-
men took our office very seriously. We were no mere politicians;
we were crusaders—and the Assembly was a bigger and better
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rostrum. We attended all the sessions, even when most of the
other members were absent. For example, my Democratic neigh-
bor must have been sworn in when I was, on the first day, but I
never saw him until two or three days before the closing of the
term.

Our caucus leader was Abraham Shiplacoff. We always met
in the modest apartment house, where we established our head-
quarters and in which several of our colleagues lived. We
worked out a legislative program of reforms, drew up the bills
accordingly and introduced them for passage. But the work of
the Socialist delegation was of a negative character, its bills
completely ignored. Our work was therefore mainly confined to
voting against obnoxious bills and criticizing them. We were
tolerated but not liked. Our way of thinking, our attitude on
public matters, our ideas of what the concern of the govern-
ment should be were out of harmony with the ideas and atti-
tudes of the Republican and Democratic legislators, from whom
it was most difficult to get any attention on matters of interest
to the workers and the poor city dwellers generally. The great-
est weakness of our legislative activity consisted in the fact that
we sought to enact into law our whole Socialist platform of
reforms, instead of concentrating on one or two important
political measures. Our second weakness consisted in the fact
that we were completely ignorant of the needs of the rural
population and were practically unconcerned with its lot, and
at that time the farmers of New York State, through their vari-
ous organizations, exerted considerable influence upon the
legislature.

When the legislature adjourned I began to take stock of the
Socialist movement, for the war shook to the very foundations
my faith in the movement. I had become firmly convinced that
the socialist parties of the warring countries were betraying the
interests of the working class, in supporting the war. The Bol-
shevik Revolution further convinced me that the prevailing
position of modern Socialism—that Socialism could be attained
peacefully and through a gradual accumulation of reforms—
was wrong. I looked upon the reformist Socialists with con-
tempt. I deduced from the war that brutal force and violence
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were the final arbitrators, and concluded that Socialism would
come as the result of revolution in which the masses would use
force and violence in overthrowing their oppressors. My break
with pre-war Socialism followed. I became a revolutionary
Socialist and forthwith joined the ranks of the Left Wing. I
pledged myself to work for the transformation of the Socialist
Party into a revolutionary Socialist organization. This was in
the Spring of 1918. A year later I was expelled from the party.
After my expulsion, I was drafted by the Left Wing to carry
on the work of its organization.

The Bolshevik Revolution gave the Left Wing Socialists the
program they were looking for. The wrecking of the Socialist
Party became its first step in winning the Socialists for a program
of revolution. The splitting of the Socialist movement followed
quickly. It was much easier to destroy than to build. I engaged
in the crime of wrecking the Socialist movement. My actions
were motivated by the highest ideals and by the belief that I
was thereby hastening the victory of Socialism. It was not diffi-
cult to wreck the American Socialist Party, because its compo-
sition was mostly non-American, and the Bolshevik Revolution
exerted a profound influence upon its foreign-born member-
ship. In 1918, prior to the split, the American Socialist Party
had over 70,000 members in its foreign-language-speaking fed-
erations. These federations dominated, because not only did
they control the bulk of the party membership, but also because
they had large cultural, economic and financial resources. But
the foreign-born members were not all confined to the foreign
language federations. Approximately half of the membership of
the so-called “American” or English-speaking branches were
likewise foreign-born. It is not an exaggeration to state that in
1918 the bulk of the membership of the American Socialist
Party was made up of the foreign-born. About the year 1912,
it was evident that the Socialist Party was beginning to take
root in the United States. Had this process not been curtailed
by the outbreak of the World War and especially by the split up
after the Bolshevik Revolution, there is no doubt in my mind
that the American Socialist Party would have become an impor-
tant political party, its activities greatly influencing American
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life. The party certainly withstood the blows of the war quite
well. Unfortunately, it could not help succumbing to the gen-
eral demoralizing influences and reactionary trends set loose by
the war; with its overwhelming foreign-born membership, it
could not withstand the impact of the Bolshevik Revolution,
for the triumph of Bolshevism electrified the foreign-born, and
through them the Dybbuk of Bolshevism took hold of the party.
Romantics among the native-born succumbed to it along with
the comrades whose roots were abroad. For the overwhelming
majority of the party—the romantic native-born as well as the
others—Bolshevism meant the people’s protest against the war
and victory for revolutionary Socialism. The party, without at
once realizing it, was celebrating not only a decisive turning
point in international Socialism but in American Socialism
as well.

The first news of the Tsar’s overthrow was received with
great rejoicing. It stimulated above all those elements in the
party that comprised the Slavic and Jewish federations, because
most of their members hailed from Tsarist Russia. These fed-
erations were: The Russian Federation, the Jewish Federation,
the Ukrainian Federation, the Lithuanian Federation, the Es-
thonian Federation, the Polish Federation, the Lettish Federa-
tion and such allied Slavic federations as the Bulgarian and
the Yugo-Slav. The Slavic language federations began to grow
very rapidly. Those who had immigrated from Tsarist Russia
began to look forward to the time when they would return to
their native land, and as many as could left for Russia imme-
diately. Among the latter were several staff members of the
Novy Mir, Russian Socialist paper published in New York, such
as, Leon Trotsky, Nicholas Bukharin, Volodarsky, who played
stellar roles in the Bolshevik Revolution, and lesser luminaries,
like Boris Reinstein, for many years active in the Socialist Labor
Party, and Bill Shatoff of the I. W. W, as well as scores of other
assorted radicals.

Notwithstanding the presence of Russian Bolsheviks on our
shores, the Socialist Party membership knew very little about
Bolshevism prior to 1917, many of us hearing about it that year
for the first time. For example, the Socialist Propaganda League,
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which later became extremely pro-Bolshevik, ignored Lenin
when he wrote them in 1915, and apparently threw his letter
into the waste basket. Only after Lenin’s death, when a thor-
ough search was made of Lenin’s personal papers, was a draft
of the first part of the letter found. After the downfall of the
moderate Socialist Kerensky, a large section of the party became
definitely pro-Bolshevik, all of us of that persuasion believing
that Bolshevism was synonymous with the principles of revolu-
tionary socialism and orthodox Marxism. A new defiant spirit
arose which drew its inspiration directly from Bolshevik Russia.
This new spirit clashed with the spirit that dominated the
Socialist movement before the war. It needed only a signal from
Bolshevik Russia to arouse those imbued with the new spirit
to war upon the old. The Russian Bolsheviks wasted no time
in giving us the signal. They gave the order that the Socialist
“traitors” must be destroyed. We set up the hue and cry against
all Socialists who refused to accept Bolshevism, and the civil
war in the American Socialist Party was on in earnest.

Of all those who returned from Russia in the early days of
the Bolshevik Revolution, John Reed made the greatest im-
pression. Wherever he spoke he was greeted by wildly enthusi-
astic audiences. I was determined that the people of the Bronx
should hear from John Reed the truth about Russia. The old
time Socialists of the Bronx organization opposed my proposal
for a John Reed meeting. They were afraid that the authorities
might break up the meeting and arrest the speakers. But I suc-
ceeded in overcoming their opposition, and the meeting was
decided upon. In agreeing to speak, John Reed wrote me as
follows:

I shall be glad to accept. I hope that it will be a grand demon-
stration, and that you do not spoil the opportunity by introducing
on the platform men who are likely to moderate their protest,
or attempt to apologize for the government of the United States
in its intervention in Russia.

T'he meeting took place in Hunt’s Point Palace on September
13, 1918. The place was packed to the doors. Thousands were

turned away. That was the largest demonstration for Bolshevik
Russia so far held in the United States.
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I spoke at that meeting before Reed. When I finished, he
shook my hand and said he was very glad to make my acquain-
tance, because for the first time since he had returned to the
United States had he heard a truly proletarian speech. That
was how we met. I saw that he was nervous, very pleased with
the large turn out and bubbling over with enthusiasm. I liked
him at once because he was so typically American in his reckless
abandon. Besides, his smile was captivating. When he arose to
speak, the crowd greeted him wildly, standing, waving red
bunting, applauding, cheering to the echo. Reed did not know
what to do. He pleaded with them to stop, but they cheered
more loudly and demonstratively than before. He turned to us
on the platform for advice. But we could not help him. When
he finally did get to speak, he spoke simply, with conviction
and emotion. Although he was no orator, his earnestness and
his fighting mood were truly impressive. At times he fairly
leaped off the platform as he spoke. Now and again he dropped
a few Russian words, which unfailingly drew loud applause
and vociferous cheers from the crowd. His words seemed to
carry a genuine message from the land of revolution and a chal-
lenge to the whole capitalist world. His descriptions of Red
Russia and its people were vivid and indicated that the Russian
people in their fight for freedom and a new world had made a
~ deep impression upon him. What was most striking to me was
the great impatience that was apparent in his talk. He spoke
rapidly, as if in a very great hurry. It seemed that John Reed
felt that the revolution was near in America and time must not
be lost in preparing for it. John Reed’s whole demeanor showed
that he was certain of it and was eager to play his part in the
momentous events that were to take place.

After this meeting John Reed was arrested and later indicted
by the federal authorities. But Reed was not the only pilgrim
who had seen the red star over the new Bethlehem. Many others
followed, returning from the wondrous land of Bolshevism with
words that set us all aflame. Bolshevism began to sweep the
membership of the Socialist Party like a prairie fire. The sober
leaders of the Socialist Party, grouped around Morris Hillquit,
became very apprehensive of the new current, but they did not
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dare openly to obstruct its course. They sensed in it the flood
that would engulf them. At the beginning they refrained from
attacking Bolshevism, and the press which they controlled
carried glowing accounts of events in Red Russia. But this calm
before the storm did not last very long. The Bolshevik revolu-
tion had given the Left Wing what it had lacked—a program
around which to organize. The Left Wing was quick to take
advantage of this, by claiming for itself the Bolshevik leadership
of America. Its organization grew rapidly. New York City be-
came the hotbed of American Bolshevism. The New York Left
Wingers propagandized the country. The fight between the
Lefts and the Rights in the Socialist Party soon took on national
proportions. The Socialist Party was divided into warring
camps. The Lefts looked upon the Rights as Mensheviks and
counter-revolutionists. Peace between the two factions was out
of the question.

The Russian Federation of the Socialist Party became the
idol of the Left Wing. We looked upon its membership as the
true Bolshevik kernel in the party, little realizing that the
Russian Federation members who allocated to themselves the
glory of the Bolshevik Revolution had little or nothing to do
with it. Many Socialists believed that only the Russians under-
stood Bolshevism and were fitted to speak on its behalf. Had
they investigated the Russian Federation, they would have dis-
covered that the majority of its large membership had joined
after the success of the Bolshevik Revolution, that most of them
were actually ignorant of what Socialism or Bolshevism really
stood for. The leaders of the Russian Federation did nothing
to dispel these misconceptions. They wallowed in the esteem
accorded them. Not only did they let the American Socialists
know that when it came to Bolshevism they knew all about it,
but they went further and insisted that they alone should be
recognized as the leaders of the Left Wing.

The first important step taken in consolidating our organi-
zation in the Socialist Party was taken at the Convention of the
Left Wing Section of the Socialist Party, Local Greater New
York, held February 16, 1919 in Odd Fellows Hall on St. Mark’s
Place. The small hall was filled to capacity. Great enthusiasm
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reigned. All the outstanding figures of the Left Wing were
present, including Rose Pastor Stokes, John Reed, Jim Larkin,
as well as the leaders of the Russian, Lettish, Lithuanian and
other Slavic Federations. Louis C. Fraina, an expert in copying
the ideas of the Bolshevik leaders and attaching his name to
them, prepared the program for the convention under the title,
Manifesto and Program of the Left Wing Section of the Socialist
Party of Local Greater New York. It had nothing to do with
American conditions. It might just as well have been written by
the Man in the Moon. It urged upon the American people “the
organization of Workmen’s Councils, as the instruments for the
seizure of power and the basis for the proletarian dictatorship,
which is to replace the overthrown government; workmen’s
control of industry, to be exercised by industrial unions or
soviets; repudiation of all national debts, with provisions to
safeguard small investors; expropriation of the banks; expro-
priation of the railways and the large (trust) organizations of
capital; the socialization of foreign trade.” What we proposed
that the American people should do in 1918 was precisely what
the Bolsheviks did after they seized power in Russia. The pro-
gram was drawn up as if a revolution was around the corner
in the United States and would be similar in all its aspects to
the revolution in Russia. This Manifesto and Program proved
that we had lost all sense of reality and that we either ignored
American conditions as unimportant or were totally ignorant
of them. To transform the Socialist Party into a Bolshevik
party, we proposed the elimination of the reform planks in its
platform, the building of revolutionary industrial unions, the
repudiation of the Second (The Socialist) International and
the election of delegates to an International Conference to be
held in Moscow, called by the Communist Party of Russia. Only
lunatics or hopeless romantics could even consider such a pro-
gram. We, however, discussed it in all seriousness. We argued
with passion over every clause, for we sincerely believed we
were preparing a guide for the coming revolution in the
United States.

Very much seen and heard at the convention was Nicholas
Hourwich, son of Professor Isaac Hourwich, famous economist
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and authority on immigration. He was the theoretical and ideo-
logical leader of the Russian Federation. Probably because his
father had been friendly with Lenin in his youth, he actually
believed that he was the outstanding exponent of Bolshevism in
America. His egotism knew no bounds. When he spoke, his
small reddish beard bristled with excitement and he was oblivi-
ous of everything else around him. He spoke with great speed,
his words jumbled in an incoherent cataract. Behind his thick
lenses his eyes flared with nervous tension. Short of stature and
impressed with his own importance, he was a ludicrous-looking
individual dressed in black, pockets crammed full of papers
and documents, a bundle of newspapers and magazines always
under his arm. When, finally, we bundled him off to Russia, to
escape arrest, shipping him off as a coal stoker on a vessel
Russia bound, he looked upon his departure from the United
States as a temporary interlude. But the Communist Interna-
tional willed otherwise. He never returned.

At the first Left Wing convention there was plenty of talk.
Everybody talked. If talk could make revolution, the Left Wing
would have won in the United States. Yet despite all the debates
and wranglings, an organization was actually established and a
city committee of fifteen elected to carry on its work. This com-
mittee consisted of the following: Nicholas I. Hourwich, Fanny
Horowitz, Jay Lovestone, James Larkin, Harry Hilzik, Edward
I. Lindgren, Milton Goodman, John Reed, Joseph Brodsky,
Dr. Julius Hammer, Jeanette D. Pear], Carl Brodsky, Mrs. L.
Ravitch, Bertram D. Wolfe and myself. An executive committee
was also elected to carry out the daily activities of the organi-
zation, composed of the following: Nicholas I. Hourwich,
George Lehman, James Larkin, L. Himmelfarb, George C.
Vaughn, Benjamin Corsor, Edward I. Lindgren, Maximilian
Cohen and me. With the exception of Larkin, Lindgren, and
myself, the rest of the members of the executive committee were
entirely unknown in the Socialist Party and had never before
acted in a leading capacity in the movement. The West Side
Branch of the Socialist Party, known as the Irish Branch, situ-
ated at 43 West 29th Street, became our headquarters. A small
room there was turned over to the Left Wing. Here we estab-
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lished also the business and editorial offices of our official paper,
The New York Communist, publication of which was started
in April, 1919. John Reed was its editor. These headquarters
became the center of feverish Left Wing activity.

Soon after the Left Wing organization was established, Lud-
wig C. A. K. Martens, who was appointed the official representa-
tive of the Soviet Government in January, 1919, announced the
opening of his bureau at 110 West 4oth Street. Martens was a
quiet, mild-tempered man. He did not look like a Russian.
Fair of complexion, with blond hair and mustache, he looked
more like a middle class German business man than what went
for the accepted description of a Bolshevik. He was indeed of
German descent and an engineer by profession. He was a mem-
ber of the Russian Federation and belonged to the faction that
did not like Hourwich. He was at a loss as to how to conduct
the affairs of his bureau and ended by following two distinct
courses. One course sought to placate American business men
by attempting to convince them that it would be profitable for
them to do business with Russia. The other course was to coop-
erate very closely with the Left Wing in carrying on Soviet
Government Communist propaganda. I conferred with him
often on Left Wing matters and received from him from time
to time financial help for our organization and its press. Martens
was not a strong man. He leaned very heavily on his advisors—
namely, Santeri Nuorteva, a Finnish Communist, his secretary;
Dr. Hammer, whose generous financial assistance made the es-
tablishment of the “Embassy” possible; and Gregory Weinstein,
one of the editors of Novy Mir. Weinstein was an able writer,
well versed in the movement, a good lecturer and speaker and
in addition a fairly capable politician.

The appointment of Martens and the opening of his “Em-
bassy” led to one of the sharpest controversies in the Left Wing.
The leaders of the Russian Federation, who were very jealous
of Martens’ appointment—which was especially true of Hour-
wich, who had personally written to Lenin asking for the ap-
pointment—tried to gain control of Martens’ “Embassy.” They
demanded that Martens and his “Embassy” submit to the super-
vision and control of a committee set up for that purpose by
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the Russian Federation. When Martens refused, they sought to
get the Left Wing officially to endorse their proposal. Nicholas
Hourwich became the leader of the fight against Martens. Mar-
tens’ official supporters in the Left Wing were Dr. Hammer
and Gregory Weinstein. The American elements in the Left
Wing did not support Hourwich. The one notable exception
was Louis C. Fraina, who catered to the leaders of the Russian
Federation. He wanted powerful support behind him in the
Left Wing whenever it was necessary. Larkin, Reed and I fought
the Russian Federation’s attempt to boss Martens. However,
there was more to the fight than just that. It was the first sign
that some of the American elements in the Left Wing resented
the domination of the Russian Federation leaders.

The meetings on the Martens controversy were decidedly
violent in character. Nick Hourwich, spectacles perched on his
thin pointed nose, red with rage, his eyes flashing scorn, spoke
heatedly in his thick Russian accent. “You are Mensheviks,
Socialist traitors and counter-revolutionists,” he shouted at all
who dared to oppose him. His followers listened to him as 1f
he were a demi-god. They sat taut in their seats, eyeing their
opponents with piercing glances of hate. In fighting Hourwich,
arguments were useless. Yet I argued for hours. John Reed did
likewise, till he almost collapsed from exhaustion and exaspera-
tion. The meetings never ended before three or four in the
morning. When a vote went against the Russian Federation,
Hourwich would stand up, fuming with anger, call us counter-
revolutionary bastards, after which he would proceed to walk
out of the meeting in protest followed by all his supporters,
who snarled and cursed at us. But when he discovered that his
bolting did not have any effect, he would return at the head of
his cohorts, declaring that he returned to do his Bolshevik duty
by watching the proceedings in order to prevent us from com-
mitting more treachery against the movement. The declaration
made, the Martens fight would start all over again. During one
of these hectic nights I remember Nick Hourwich’s consterna-
tion when Harry Winitsky interrupted him and called him an
American cadet. Hourwich knew that in Russia the Cadets rep-
resented a political party made up of the bourgeoisie, the party



30 I CONFESS

of Constitutional Democrats, outlawed by the Bolsheviks as
White Guards and counter-revolutionists. He fairly screamed:
“How dare you call me a Cadet? Don’t you know that a Cadet
is a counter-revolutionist? I am a Bolshevik, not a Cadet.”

“But, Comrade Hourwich,” interjected Winitsky with sweet
reasonableness, “I said you were an American cadet, not a Rus-
sian one.”

Hourwich was flabbergasted. “What is it you call an Amer-
ican cadet?” he demanded.

“Oh,” replied Winitsky, “Don’t you know? Why, an Amer-
ican cadet is a pimp.”

In spite of all the dissensions within the Left Wing, the or-
ganization grew to such an extent that the Right Wing leaders
of the Socialist Party became alarmed. They soon realized that
if they did not take drastic steps at once, the Left Wing would
take over the party. Hillquit gave the signal for action against
the Left Wing in his famous declaration of “Clear the Decks”
published in the New York Call on May 21, 1919, on the eve
of the meeting of the New York State Executive Committee of
the Socialist Party. The meeting took place in Albany. I was
present as a member of the State Committee from the Bronx
organization. The block of Left Wing State Committee men,
all of whom had been elected to the Committee before the Left
Wing organization was formed, was on hand. A bitter fight took
place over Hillquit's proposals for the reorganization of the
party and the expulsion of the Left Wingers. Hillquit, who had
control of the State committee, forced his proposals through,
though he did not have the support of the majority of the party
membership. One of the Left Wing Bloc, Harry Waton, rose
and, pointing his finger at Hillquit, shouted: “You are Right
Wing enemies of the revolution! Go ahead with your dirty
work! Expel us from the party! We will soon meet you in bloody
battles on the barricades!”

Following that meeting, all members of the Left Wing were
expelled from the Socialist Party and summarily removed from
all leading positions and committees. The fight between the
Lefts and the Rights by this time had spread to the entire coun-
try. A referendum of the Socialist Party membership had just
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been completed on the election of a new National Executive
Committee and a delegate to the International Socialist Con-
gress. When the results were announced they showed that the
Left Wing slate had swept the elections and that Hillquit for the
first time was beaten as a delegate to the international congress
by Kate Richards O’Hare, who had been endorsed by the Left
Wing. The Left Wing endorsed her because she had been con-
victed and sent to prison for opposition to the war. She was,
however, not a supporter of the Left Wing. The old National
Executive Committee took the unprecedented action of voiding
the elections. They went even further. They suspended all the
federations which supported the Left Wing and expelled the
whole Michigan State organization. By this time the split in the
Socialist Party was an accomplished fact and the breach between
the two factions could no longer be bridged. The Left Wing
immediately took steps to consolidate its forces on a national
scale by calling a National Conference to be held in New York
City on June 21, 1919.

But before the conference took place other troubles were to
beset the Left Wing and the radical labor movement. A reaction
against all Reds set in. Returned soldiers were organized into
groups whose function it was to attack radical headquarters and
newspapers. The Socialist Call was viciously attacked by such a
group. When a report reached the Left Wing headquarters that
a similar group was coming to attack it, preparations were im-
mediately made to meet the attack. Comrades were hastily
gathered together and armed with long iron pipes. Buckets of
hot boiling water were kept in readiness. The stairway leading
to the first floor was lined with armed men ready to fight to the
last man for our headquarters. James Larkin was in charge of
the defense forces. I eagerly awaited the attack, as did all those
inside. But it never came. At the same time the Lusk Com-
mittee, appointed by the New York State Legislature to investi-
gate seditious activities, became active in breaking into Socialist
and Left Wing headquarters, destroying property and stealing
cash and records. The Left Wing definitely had its hands full.
Some supporters were frightened away from the organization by
the terror and persecution of those days. but their numbers
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were few. We managed to keep our forces intact. Qur spirit was
far from broken by these early attacks. In fact, it was spurred
on to greater enthusiasm and sacrifice.

The Left Wing Conference was held the very day the Lusk
Committee broke into our headquarters on West Twenty-ninth
Street between Broadway and Sixth Avenue in New York. This
forced the conference into semi-secrecy and made it necessary
to move from one hall to another during the sessions, in order
to avoid detection. About a hundred delegates were present,
representing every important Socialist center in the country.
Among them was Charles E. Ruthenberg, secretary of the Cleve-
land local of the Socialist Party. It was the first time we in New
York had seen him. His fame as a Left Wing leader had reached
us long before he did. From Ohio also came Alfred Wagen-
knecht, State Secretary of the Socialist Party there, who later
was to become the financial wizard in raising funds for Com-
munist purposes. From Kansas came Louis E. Katterfeld, a
Kansas farmer, prominent in Socialist Party national office
affairs, who later became the leader of the underground Com-
munist Party. William Bross Lloyd, Chicago Socialist million-
aire, was present, as was his private secretary, Isaac E. Ferguson,
who became the first secretary of the National Left Wing or-
ganization at the close of the conference. Also, James P. Cannon,
a member of the I. W. W. and editor of a Socialist paper in
Kansas City, Missouri. New York sent a large delegation, which
included Jim Larkin, John Reed, Rose Pastor Stokes, Jay Love-
stone, myself and many others. The Russian Federation and
the group of Slavic language federations were all represented
by delegates, among whom Nick Hourwich and Alexander I.
Stoklitzky were the most vociferous. Present also was a delega-
tion headed by Dennis E. Batt, representing the Michigan State
Socialist Party, which had just been expelled from the Na-
tional party.

That the ultimate aim of the Left Wing in the Socialist Party
was to capture the Socialist Party and change it into a Com-
munist Party cannot be denied. The Left Wing Conference was
called in order to organize the Left Wing forces on a national
scale in preparation for the national convention of the Socialist
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Party. But there were many in the Left Wing who, for one
reason or another, were impatient and wanted to have the Com-
munist Party organized forthwith. The question of the imme-
diate formation of the Communist Party became the most hotly
debated question before the Left Wing National Conference
rather than the question of what steps to take to organize the
forces within the Socialist Party, for which the conference had
been called.

How did this come about? In New York one of the prominent
leaders of the New York Left Wing was Harry Waton, who
conducted a Marxian study group. His chief lieutenant was
Morris Zucker. At the City Convention of the New York Left
Wing on the eve of the opening of the National Conference,
Harry Waton and Morris Zucker argued for the passage of a
motion calling upon the National Left Wing Conference to
organize immediately the Communist Party of the United
States. He argued that the Socialist Party could not be re-
formed or captured by the Left Wing, that to work in that
direction was a waste of time, the historical moment demanding
the immediate formation of a Communist Party. He carried the
City Convention by storm. “Why wait?” the membership cried.
“Let us have the real thing, the Communist Party, right away.”
‘The question therefore could not be kept out of the National
Left Wing Conference. Not only was Harry Waton present as a
delegate supported by a delegation from the City Convention,
but, what was even more important, the Russian Federation and
the group of Slavic Federations also favored this step.

Opposed to the immediate organization of the Communist
Party was the overwhelming majority of the Americans of the
Left Wing, though a few of the American leaders were begin-
ning to compromise on the question because they wished to
gain the support of the Russian and Slavic Federations. Out-
standing in this respect was Louis C. Fraina, whose whole de-
meanor gave to many the impression that he considered himself
the Lenin of America. The others were Jay Lovestone, Bertram
D. Wolfe, Charles E. Ruthenberg and Isaac E. Ferguson. Had
the Federation leaders not been afraid of a break at the con-
ference on this question, they would have forced the proposition



34 I CONFESS

through. John Reed, Jim Larkin, L. E. Katterfeld, Wagen-
knecht, myself and a large enough number of out-of-town dele-
gates fought against the proposal and insisted that only after
the National Convention of the Socialist Party had refused to
recognize the will of the majority of its members in favor of
the Left Wing should the Left Wing split the Socialist Party
and organize a Communist party. The National Left Wing
Conlerence did not dare, in the face of the stubborn opposition
that developed, to vote in favor of the immediate formation of
a Communist Party. When the proposition was defeated, Harry
Waton called the delegates “betrayers” and bolted the confer-
ence. Then we passed a resolution calling for the mobilization
of the membership to capture the Socialist Party Convention
for the Left Wing. The leaders of the Russian Federation, their
supporters in the Left Wing and the Michigan Delegation had
no intention of carrying out this resolution, and after the Con-
ference adjourned they at once began to organize the split in
the Socialist Party by calling for the immediate organization of
a Communist Party.

The following nine were elected to the National Council:
Louis C. Fraina, Boston; Charles E. Ruthenberg, Cleveland;
Isaac E. Ferguson, Chicago; John J. Ballam, Boston; James
Larkin, New York; Eadmonn MacAlpine, New York; Benjamin
Gitlow, New York; Maximilian Cohen, New York, and Ber-
tram D. Wolfe, New York. It should be noted that not a single
leader of the language federations was included among those
elected to the National Council. The federation delegates were
in a majority and could easily have dominated the committee.
Their omission was not accidental. Nor was it due to the fact
that the Russian Federation leaders and the leaders of the other
language federations had come to the conclusion that the native
elements must take over the leadership of the movement. There
was no danger of any such altruism or adherence to principle
on their part. It should also be noted that in spite of the fact
that the Michigan delegation was a large one and represented
one of the largest state organizations, not a single representative
from Michigan was included in the National Council. The ex-
planation is that the Russian Federation and the group of
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Slavic Federations around it made a deal with the Michigan
delegation to go ahead immediately with the organization of a
Communist Party. Though they voted for the decisions of the
National Conference to carry on a fight in the Socialist Party,
they had a tacit understanding among themselves to sabotage
the National Council and the decisions of the conference. That
was why they had declined to accept membership on the Na-
tional Left Wing Council. '

Immediately after the conference, the National Council of
the Left Wing established offices in the same building that
housed the headquarters of the New York Left Wing. Isaac E.
Ferguson became the secretary. The Revolutionary Age, pub-
lished in Boston by the Lettish club, was turned over to the
National Council of the Left Wing. I was appointed business
manager of the paper. The first issue published by the National
Council in New York appeared on July 5, 1919.

Then began the era of double dealing, lying, disregard of
decisions, breaking of promises, and horsetrading for peer(‘)r}al
gain and position, which has characterized the internal politics
of the Communist movement to the present day. It seemed as
if the newly-born Bolshevik leaders in the United States had
very little to learn from the ward heelers of Tammany Hall.
That was the only American thing about them. No sooner was
the conference over than evidence began piling up about the
duplicity of the Language Federation leaders. They refus_efl to
support the National Council. They openly carr}ed on a vicious
campaign against it. They withdrew all financial support and
withheld the membership dues to which the Council was en-
titled. The Russian Federation went further. They ordered
large bundles of The Revolutionary Age, which they destroyed
and then refused to pay for. When the Council issued a call for
funds it was sabotaged. The leaders of the Language Federa-
tions backed up this campaign against the Council by making
deals with individual leaders of the National Council as to
their future positions and jobs in the Communist Party that
they were going ahead to organize. .

In the early part of July, the Russian and Slavic Federation
leaders issued a call, together with the expelled Michigan State
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Socialist Party, for a convention to be held in Chicago on Sc:p-
tember 1, 1919, for the purpose of organizing the Corn.mu.nlst
Party. This call was signed by four members of thci Mlch1g2fn
organization and S. Kopnagel of the Lettish Federation, I. Stil-
son of the Lithuanian Federation and Alexander Stoklitzky,
National Secretary of the Russian Federation. The Federatiop
leaders who signed the call looked upon the Michigan organi-
zation as a non-Communist group, because they laid too much
stress on educational activities and attached little importance
to the trade unions. Besides, there were too many native Amer-
icans in the Michigan organization. They made the deal with
them, however, in order to force certain Left Wing leaders into
line. When the deal with these Left Wing leaders was finally
consummated, it was with the understanding that the Michigan
crowd was to be eliminated.

The split of the Socialist Party was carried through by the
Russian Federation with great rapidity. There was a reason for
their haste. They hoped to organize a Communist party in the
United States which they would control and by that fact to
become the directors of Soviet policy in the United States and,
what is more important, secure control of Soviet appointments
for themselves as representatives for the various Soviet agencies
to be established in the United States. They actually believed
that the Soviet Government would appoint only those people
who would be recommended by the Communist Party once it
was organized and recognized by the Soviet Government.

On July 27, three weeks after the first issue of The Revo.lu-
tionary Age appeared in New York, the Russian Federation
leaders called a conference in New York, composed of repre-
sentatives of the National Council and the Central Executive
Committee of the Lettish, Lithuanian, Esthonian, Ukrainian,
Polish and Russian Federations. The representatives of the
National Left Wing Council were Ferguson and myself. It is
necessary to keep in mind that the central committees of the
above-mentioned federations formed a so-called revolutionary
council which was dominated by the leaders of the Russian
Federation. This council considered itself the only genuine
Bolshevik and trustworthy revolutionary body in the United
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States. Needless to say, this council had met in caucus before
Ferguson and I arrived. It had made all the decisions in ad-
vance and from these they had decided to yield not one iota.
At that time the Russian leaders claimed that a good Bolshevik
was one who would not compromise on the smallest point and
would fight for that point to the bitter end.

These federations represented over ninety percent of the Left
Wing of the Socialist Party. And they were growing daily be-
cause the foreign-born workers were joining them in droves.
For example, it was a common practice for Alexander Stoklitzky,
the National Secretary of the Russian Federation, when ad-
dressing meetings of Russian workers, to hold up a membership
card in the Russian Federation and declare that the card was
the equivalent of a passport to Russia; that if any worker
wanted to go back to his native country he could only do so by
joining the Russian Federation and getting a membership card,
the only passport Bolshevik Russia would honor. The members
of the Russian Federation, who were anxious to go back to
Russia, backed up their leaders, because they did not want to
jeopardize their chances and incur the disfavor of their leaders
who acted as if they were representative of the new Russian
government.

This Council not only dominated the Left Wing, it dictated
its policies, and sought to exercise complete control over its
leaders. It steadfastly maintained that the American comrades
could not be trusted because they did not understand Russian
Bolshevism. Their reasoning was based on the premise that only
those who were born in the territory that formerly comprised
the Russian Empire had the attributes that went to make Bol-
sheviks. When Ferguson and I entered the room we found the
other Council members already seated solemnly around a long
oblong table. Their demeanor was stern and serious. They were
the revolutionary council and were acting their part. I tried to
convince them that the only position to follow was the one
adopted by the National Conference. I argued in vain. They
sat glued to their seats, waiting with obvious boredom for me to
linish. To them it seemed the height of impudence for a mere
ignorant American to appeal to them against their dogmatic
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self-assured wisdom. When I finished speaking, they began to
converse among themselves in Russian, not even bothe.rmg to
give us a translation. Everyone who spoke knew English and
could speak it and on previous occasions they hac‘l done so.
But now it was different. After they finished their Russian
conversation, they informed us that they rejected tk}e proposals
of the National Council. They insisted that the Natlonél Coun-
cil endorse their proposals for organizing a Commur}1§t Par.ty
right away. They demanded that we should not Part1c1pate in
the Emergency Convention called by the Soc1a¥1st Party. We
were then forthwith dismissed from the meeting like two school-
boys who had just received a spanking. Isaac Ferguson- was very
much distressed. He felt that the National C(}uun(:l_l should
capitulate to the Russian Federation. I pleaded with him to the
contrary. His reply to me was, “After all,'comrade,. wh'enever
it comes to a question of revolutionary tactics, I f.eel inclined to
follow the Russian comrades. Have they not lived and been
brought up in a country where the I'CVOlutIO*l:l has been suc-
cessful?” Today the same intellectual cowardice and' lack of
independence finds its counterpart in the subservience of
present-day Communist leaders to Stalin. _ .
John Reed was in Chicago at the time, attend{ng the sessions
of the newly-elected National Executive Corfmflttee of the So-
cialist Party, which the Right Wing of the Socialist Party .refus'ed
to recognize. When Reed returned I held a conference with hll’.l'l
and Jim Larkin, at which we decided to ﬁght. .tooth and nail
against the Russian Federation and for the decisions of th(? Na-
tional Left Wing Conference. On that very day th.e Natlon.al
Council decided to capitulate to the Russian Federatlor_l, Lar‘kln
and I being the only members to vote against capitulation.
Reed publicly supported our position, though l.1e was not a
member of the National Council. Those who capitulated were
Fraina, Ruthenberg, Ferguson, Ballam, Dr. Cohen and Wol.fe.
We immediately took the fight to the New Y01.rk membc:rshlp.
The Kings County Socialist Party, the largest single section in
the New York Left Wing, decided to participate in the Socialist
Party Convention; so did Local Queens. We were outvoted by
the Manhattan membership, though we carried a number of
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the branches. In The Bronx we lost the decision by one vote, due
to the tactics of Jay Lovestone, who kept disturbing the meeting
and interfering with the vote to such an extent that a number
of members left the hall in disgust. John Reed, MacAlpine and
I resigned from the staff of The Revolutionary Age, because of
our opposition to the policy of the National Left Wing Council.
On August 15 we launched a paper called The Voice of Labor.
John Reed was the editor and I the business manager. This
paper made phenomenal headway. In a very short time it at-
tracted a paid circulation of over 25,000 copies.

About three days before the memorable September 1, 1919,
Jim Larkin, John Reed and I discussed the question of going
to the Socialist Party convention to represent the New York
Left Wing. Money was needed. Among the three of us we had
fifty cents. How to get more? We decided to call a meeting of
our supporters immediately, hold elections for delegates to the
convention and then and there try to raise the necessary funds.
‘The next day the meeting was held. The three of us were elected
delegates and the money was raised to send us to Chicago. I left
with Reed for Chicago immediately. John Reed was as jubilant
as a college boy going to a football game. It was my first trip to
Chicago. I was to see a stretch of the country I had not yet seen.
John Reed and I little guessed what the immediate future
would hold in store for us. We discussed plans of what we would
do. We did not expect to capture the Socialist Party. The split
in our own ranks made that impossible. But we were agreed that
as a result of our participating at the Socialist Party convention
we would get the support of the radical element in the Socialist
Party to build a genuine American Communist Party, for which
we believed there was a great need. Both Reed and I in our
discussions on the train had come to the conclusion that with
the Russian Federation and the other Language Federations
dominating the movement, no movement that was worthwhile
could be founded. The American Communist Party, we de-
cided, had to be an American party led by Americans, in the
same way that the Bolshevik Party was a Russian party led by
Russians.

A little over a month before, the Left Wing had formulated
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a program at its National Conference. All the Left Wing leaders
who were soon to launch the Communist movement wWere pres-
ent and helped to formulate it. This program, as we have seen,
gives an insight into the minds of the Communists in 1919, and
what they stood for. The National Left Wing program was an
elaboration of the program of the New York Left Wing. It was,
however, more specific on three important points: first, in its
definite break with the official Socialist movement and non-
Communist working-class political organizations, as for example
a Labor Party; second, in definitely opposing the American
Federation of Labor and calling for the splitting of that organi-
zation; third, by its disavowal of democracy. The program, in
its entirety, was nothing more or less than a declaration of war
against democratic government, the Socialist Party and the
trade union movement. On the Labor Party and the Socialist
Party it stated:

A Labor Party is not the instrument for the emancipation of
the working class; its policy would in general be what is now the
official policy of the Socialist Party—reforming capitalism on the
basis of the bourgeois parliamentary stage . . . There can be no
compromise either with Laborism or the dominant moderate
socialism.

From this language it is clear that the Left Wing was preparing
for a war to the bitter end against all non-Communist working-
class political organizations. On the American Federation of
Labor the program went on to say:

Our task is to encourage the militant mass movements in the
A. F. of L. to split the old unions, to break the power of unions
which are corrupted by imperialism and betray the militant pro-
letariat.

The existing trade unions were considered instruments of
American imperialism which must be split and destroyed. On
democracy the program clearly declared:

In form a democracy, the bourgeois parliamentary state is in
fact an autocracy, the dictatorship of capital over the proletariat.
. . . The proletarian revolution disrupts bourgeois democracy . . .
which must be destroyed.
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On my way to Chicago I certainly could not foresee that Bol-
shevism, seeking a monopoly of the labor movement by the
destruction and annihilation of all non-Communist working-
class organizations and advocacy of proletarian dictatorship, by
the destruction of existing progressive forces of civilization and
its opposition to democratic principles, was preparing the way
for reaction in the form of Fascism. I was convinced that Bol-
shevism was a system of revolutionary theory and practice which
would enable the working class to overthrow Capitalism and
institute Socialism. I was going to Chicago to build a Bolshevik
party for the United States. I foresaw that many difficulties
would have to be overcome, but entertained no doubts as to
the ultimate success of the cause to which I had devoted my
life. John Reed, I am sure, entertained very optimistic views
as to the future success of the Communist venture in the United
States. I listened to him talk about his plans for the future, of
his trip to Russia after the Chicago conventions. He sensed then
that Moscow was destined to play a very important part in the
development of the Communist movement. That Moscow
would set itself up as the undisputed boss of the movement he
did not and could not at that time foresee. We arrived in
Chicago in the morning and rented a room at the Atlantic
Iotel. Here we stayed until the convention was over.

Chicago was the journey’s end for the Left Wing of the
Socialist Party. It also marked the end of the period which owed
its inspiration to the war and to the early phases of the Bol-
shevik Revolution. The movement attracted many of the best
ind most militant elements of the Socialist Party. These, how-
ever, were not attracted by a consideration of the needs of the
country and of the American working class. Because of the ap-
parent success of the Bolshevik revolution, its championship
of Socialism, and its open declarations against war, they accepted
its principles even though in so doing they abandoned positions
they had steadfastly maintained as to the democratic founda-
tions upon which Socialism must rest. Attracted also were many
youthlful elements who became inspired with the romance of
the Russian revolution, but who had little or no idea of what
Socialism or Bolshevism really was. The base of the movement
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was provided by the membership of the Russian Federation anfl
the other Slavic federations, the majority of whom were moti-
vated by nationalist emotion rather than Socialist convicti(?n.
To these must be added a considerable group of adventurist,
unprincipled job-seeking individuals, mostly confined to .the
leadership, who expected the revolution to spread rapidly
throughout the world and hoped thereby to bask in its glory.
Besides, many of them realized that there were many advantages
to be gained by breaking with the Socialist movement apd
tying up with a new movement that would be connected with
the ruling class of such a mighty country as Soviet Russia.
Among all those I met at the time in the Left Wing move-
ment I cherish most my association with John Reed and Jim
Larkin. With John Reed I worked closely on The Revolu-
tionary Age, The Voice of Labor and The New York Com-
munist. We were independent rebellious spirits at that time.
The Communist International and the Moscow leaders had not
yet put us into party strait-jackets. We mixed the seriousness
of our work with adventure and play. An idea struck us to
publish a fake Socialist. It was done. An exact replica of the
Socialist was printed. The articles were written by John Reed
and Eadmonn MacAlpine. The bundle was deposited at the
Rand School Book Store. When the Right Wing Socialists
bought it and began to read the contents, they fumed and pro-
tested at their own editorial board, only to discover the hoax
later by recognizing a slight difference in the type used. For
that exploit we were charged with forgery by the Right Wing.
We, however, enjoyed a good laugh at the seriousness with
which they took the incident. Then there was the attempt to
liberate Eugene V. Debs from Moundsville prison by force.
Jim Larkin organized all the preliminaries. In on the scheme
were Jim Larkin, members of the Irish Republican forces, who
were to carry out the plan, John Reed, Louis C. Fraina and L.
On the day the plan for Debs’ liberation was to be carried out,
and without Debs’ knowledge, the authorities transferred him
from Moundsville, West Virginia, prison to Atlanta, Georgia.
John Reed and I also worked on a bold but fantastic plan
to break the blockade of Soviet Russia with an American mer-
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chant ship loaded with food. John had succeeded in interesting
a captain who was ready to run his ship, flying the American
flag, through the blockade established by the British and French
naval authorities. The United States had not joined the block-
ade. Martens agreed to defray the expenses of equipping the
ship with a cargo of foodstuffs. He was afraid to take the respon-
sibility of hiring the captain and the ship specifically for that
purpose. We therefore tried to raise the money through private
sources. We did not succeed, because those with money who
professed to be friends of Soviet Russia either refused or were
afraid to underwrite the expedition. Because of the nature of
the proposed exploit the funds could not be raised publicly.
The cause then was uppermost in our minds. Other things
mattered not. John Reed often wandered about penniless. I
received just enough money for the barest necessities. Regular
wages were out of the question. But we worked all hours of the
day and night. No time was taken off for careful planning;
indeed, there was no time for serious thinking, let alone con-
structive planning. We were in a fight right now against the
Socialist Party which was a preliminary to the revolutionary
struggles which were to follow. We failed to give serious atten-
tion to the fact that on the eve of the Chicago conventions the
country was going through a hysterical Red scare. The Attorney
General’s office under the supervision of A. Mitchell Palmer
was exploiting the Red scare for all it was worth. The Seattle
General Strike and the Winnipeg General Strike and the many
“outlaw” strikes that broke out in defiance of government edicts
and the express orders of the labor leaders increased the hysteria
against the Reds. Attacks upon our meetings and headquarters
by men dressed in the uniforms of the returned soldiers, aided
by government agents and police, were common occurrences.
Fvery device for stirring up anti-Red sentiment was employed.
Plots were unearthed, bombs discovered, and some even ex-
ploded. The anti-Red hysteria was fanned into a high pitch of
lrenzy by reactionary politicians who hoped thereby to gain
political advancement, by all the open shop and anti-labor
interests of the country, by a large section of the press and by
Jabor spy agencies, who now saw a splendid chance to sell their
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stock-in-trade to the industrial interests. Certain wealthy indi-
viduals were also persuaded by these spy agencies that their
persons and possessions were in immediate danger of a Bol-
shevik revolution.

Lumped together as Reds were all factions of the Socialist
Party, the I. W. W., the Anarchists, liberals and trade unionists.
This atmosphere permeated the city of Chicago on the eve of
the three conventions which marked the split of the Socialist
Party and the organization of the Communist movement. If we
who had participated at the three conventions had been awake
to the situation confronting the labor movement, we would
have come to Chicago with only one purpose in mind—to unite
our forces in order that we might more effectively fight the
wave of reaction which was sweeping the country. But there
was not one among us who gave the question of unity a thought.
We drifted with the prevailing tide. To us the internal war in
the Socialist Party was of the utmost importance. It alone mat-
tered, for we believed that its outcome would to a very large
extent determine the course of the social revolution in the
United States.

The Socialist Party convention took place at Machinists Hall,
118 South Ashland Boulevard, on the second floor of the main
auditorium. The Left Wing Convention, which culminated in
the organization of the Communist Labor Party, took place on
the first floor of the same building, in the room which the
Left Wing delegates had hired for caucus purposes. The Rus-
sian Federation’s Communist Party convention was held at
“Smolny,” named after the headquarters of the Bolshevik Gov-
ernment in Petrograd, the Chicago Smolny being the headquar-
ters of the Russian Federation. Max Eastman characterized this
convention as the Slavic-American Communist Convention.

As soon as our bags were deposited, Reed and I went to Ma-
chinists Hall, to meet the other Left Wing delegates, and to
organize our forces for the Socialist Party Convention. We
arrived at the hall bright and early. Comrades Katterfeld and
Wagenknecht had made all arrangements for registering the
Left Wing delegates and for holding caucus meetings. The So-
cialist Party convention was to open that morning. The arrange-
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ments committee was meeting during the morning at the Na-
tional Headquarters of the Socialist Party. We had dispatched
a number of comrades there to find out what were the plans of
the Right Wing Old Guard for the convention. We soon found
out that delegates had to register at the National Headquarters,
where only those who were not contested would be allowed to
sit in the convention as accredited delegates. Each delegate who
was approved by the arrangements committee received a white
card of admission. As soon as we found this out, we called to-
gether a hurried caucus of our delegates. Only a few were pres-
ent. It was clear to us that by this arrangement the Old Guard
was determined to exclude a sufficient number of our delegates
to maintain a majority for itself. The “Democratic Socialists,”
as they liked to call themselves, in an emergency which threat-
ened their control of the Party, quickly found ways to overthrow
democratic procedure. We decided that they should not succeed
in excluding the Left Wing delegates. The strategy we worked
out was that as many Left Wing delegates as it was possible to
summon together should immediately enter the convention hall
and take their seats. These delegates were to be prepared, when
the convention was called to order, to participate in all the
preliminaries of organizing the convention—namely, in the elec-
tion of a temporary chairman and the election of a credentials
committee to determine who were the delegates entitled to vote.

But the Old Guard had much more convention experience
than we had. Their convention forces were manipulated by
Julius Gerber, the secretary of the New York County organi-
zation of the Socialist Party. A man with years of experience in
party organization and conventions, Gerber was alive to all
moves and left nothing to chance. No sooner had we entered the
hall than Gerber came rushing in, ordering all to leave. I was
in the rear of the hall when John Reed and Gerber engaged in
a tussle. It did not last long. The arrangements committee had
scen to it that police were on hand, and with their aid all of us
were cleared out of the hall and the doors locked. Reed imme-
diately drew up a protest regarding the use of the police, which
the executive board of the Die and Tool Makers Lodge No. 113
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signed and presented the next day to the Socialist Party Con-
vention. This protest stated in part:

We call upon you to take steps to remove the police or make
such arrangements as will satisfy us that you are not responsible
for the presence of the police. . . . We are not asking this to put
hardships on you, but for the best interests of the Socialist Party
and the labor movement in general.

The Socialist movement as well as the trade union movement
looked upon the police with disfavor, for it was an unwritten
law to exclude police from the internal affairs of the Socialist
Party and the trade unions also. In resorting to the police, the
Old Guard showed how desperate was its position. Without
police assistance they would have had to submit to the organi-
zation of the convention by the Left Wing, which would have
been in a majority, or else bolt their own convention. How
strong the Left Wing delegation was, is indicated by the vote
for chairman of the convention. Seymour Stedman, a lawyer
from Chicago, received 88 votes, and Joseph Coldwell of Rhode
Island, a Left Wing delegate, received g7 votes, these repre-
senting the number of Left Wing delegates who had received
white cards and were allowed to take their seats. At the Left
Wing caucuses there were present about 100 delegates from
2g states, most of them representing English-speaking sections
of the Socialist Party and a good cross section of the country.
When the Socialist Party Convention voted down a motion of
its Left Wing delegates that action on the contested delegates
be taken up as the first order of business, the Left Wing dele-
gates bolted the Convention. Though the Emergency Conven-
tion of the Socialist Party opened on Saturday morning, August
goth, the Convention of the excluded Left Wing delegates
which founded the Communist Labor Party did not officially
open until September 1st, after the excluded California Delega-
tion had submitted a statement to the Socialist Convention
which we drew up, and which ended as follows:

That unless the convention takes the above action [action on
- contested delegates] before transacting other business, the dele-
gates [rom California, representing the overwhelming sentiment
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of their constituents, do join with the delegates refused seats and
the comrades of the expelled and suspended federations and states,
in the immediate formation of a real revolutionary Socialist Party
in the United States,—the Communist Party of America; and we
urge all comrades having the good of the working class of the
United States and the world at heart to at once leave this reac-
tionary convention and repair to the floor below to help us or-
ganize the proletariat of America for the final victory over cap-
italism.

The few remaining Left Wing delegates at the Socialist
Party Convention bolted after the reading of this alternate
statement. Downstairs they were met by a cheering, excited
crowd of the Left Wing Section of the Socialist Party. The con-
vention was called to order. Delegates and visitors rose spon-
taneously. Our singing of the International fairly shook the
building and ended with thunderous applause for Revolu-
tionary Socialism and Communism.

John Reed and I made up a steering committee of two during
our stay in Chicago. We worked out every detail of strategy
together. In our tactics we consulted during the lunch periods
with Max Eastman, who was reporting the conventions for the
Liberator. At these meal time conferences there was often pres-
cnt, besides Eastman, Henry M. Tichenor, who owned and
cdited a Socialist paper called The Melting Pot. We dined to-
gether at a Chinese restaurant on West Madison Street. Eastman
usually gave us good advice, some of which we accepted. He
was not so sure that the course we had mapped out would suit
America. In the main he was in sympathy with what we were
doing, but critical. Reed was all enthusiasm. He seemed to be
driven by an impatience and a desire for action rather than
calm deliberation. But he knew his shortcomings, the fact that
he was new in the political movement, and he readily sought
advice and accepted it.

Our meetings at the Chinese restaurant were not confined to
the politics of the convention. Reed liked to reminisce about
his rich experiences and adventures. He never tired of telling
about his experiences as a war correspondent in Germany and
how he used to embarrass the representatives of the general
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staff and the foreign office. However, when Reed spoke about
the I. W. W. his eyes would sparkle with delight, his words ex-
pressing a deep sympathy and love for the organization. The
I. W. W. was part of the fiber that made up John Reed. He
knew it and had been in it in its days of fighting activity and
romance. The I. W. W. strikes thrilled him. The free speech
fights, and the heroic struggles of the Wobblies in the bull pens,
were reminiscent of the bold, pioneer spirit of the West, and
John Reed was of the West. This movement of roving workers,
traveling up and down the country in carefree abandon, mili-
tant and anarchistic in their defiance of authority and exploita-
tion, struck a responsive chord in John Reed. Besides the
L W. W. was a movement of action and song, the songs that
always stirred within his poetic breast. Max Fastman on these
occasions was usually restrained, his humor subdued and philo-
sophical. Tichenor, when he was present, was the life of the
party. Reed used to lean over the table, the better to hear this
man of the Middle West, in appearance like Clarence Darrow,
tell his ribald stories. He used to roar with glee at their simple,
sturdy humor.

The convention of the Russian Federation Communists
opened up at the “Smolny” on September 1. No sooner was
Fraina elected chairman of the convention than the factional
struggle broke loose. There were three factions represented:
The Russian Federation, which, together with the other Slavic
federations, controlled the largest bloc of votes; the Michigan
delegation, which disagreed with the Russian Federation on
what a Communist Party should be, but united with it in
splitting away from the Socialist Party; and the English-speaking
delegation, which had violated the decisions of the National
Left Wing Conference in order to go along with the Russian
Federation in organizing the Communist Party. The convention
was therefore conducted on the basis of negotiations among
the caucuses representing these factions. The delegates tried to
create the impression that they alone represented the true and
genuine Communist forces of the country. They soon de-
nounced the other conventions in Chicago in typical Com-
munist style, classifying the Emergency Convention of the
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Socialist Party as Right Wing, the Communist Labor Party
Convention as the expression of American Centrism, and their
own as the real Left, the true Bolshevik convention. In the
unity negotiations with the Communist Labor Party, they gave
ample expression of their self-glorification as the saints of Gom-
munism. They claimed that they represented the only conscious
Communist elements. The proposal of the Communist Labor
Party to unite the two conventions in order that only one Com-
munist party should emerge from Chicago they rejected by a
vote of 75 to g1.

The Ruthenberg minority, by splitting the National Left
Wing under pressure from the Russian Federation, was largely
responsible for the chaos which prevailed in Chicago. The
Russian Federation would never have issued the call for the
organization of a Communist Party in defiance of the English-
speaking membership, if the Ruthenberg group had not gone
along. For all their disdain for the Americans, they realized
¢hat without an English-speaking wing they could not organize
a Communist party in the United States. True, they united with
the Michigan delegation to force a split in the Left Wing. But
they neither trusted the Michigan comrades nor considered
them Communists. At the Chicago Convention the Russian
lederation began to tighten its hold on the Ruthenberg faction.
Against the obstinate wall of Russian Federation delegates,
little could be done. Ruthenberg therefore sought the admission
of the Communist Labor Party Convention delegates on the
basis of equality. With them added, a better showing could be
made against the Russian Federation majority. However, the
(question of unity was not looked upon as a question of prin-
ciple but as a political question involving merely the jockeying
lor power at the convention.

When defeated upon this question, the Ruthenberg faction
staged a sit down strike. All its members who held convention
positions and membership on committees resigned. Ferguson,
reporting the convention in the Communist, the official organ
of the Communist Party, of September 24 characterized the
act as follows: “The minority ‘strike on the job’ had its quick
ffcct.” But this “effect” did not bring about the unity of the
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Communist forces. It had the effect of forcing the Russian Fed-
eration to come to an understanding with the Ruthenberg fac-
tion. And in the deal that was made, unity with the Communist
Labor Party was forgotten.

That the Ruthenberg faction never took unity of the Com-
munist forces seriously is further brought out in the first num-
ber of the official organ of the Communist Party, edited by
Fraina and Ferguson, both members of this faction at the con-
vention, which declared editorially:

That there are communist elements in the Communist Labor
Party is a fact, and particularly the comrades of the Pacific Coast.
But it is equally a fact that these comrades have the opportunity
of affiliating with the Communist Party. They are now being
misled by the Lore-Katterfeld-Wagenknecht Centrists and by the
Reed-Carney emotionalists.

What was not reported, however, was the fact that the Russian
Federation was prepared to admit John Reed the “‘emotionalist”
to their convention, but under no circumstances was I to be ad-
mitted. I was to be driven completely out of the movement,
because of my opposition to Russian domination. This final
proposal was submitted to Reed personally by Ruthenberg.
He had hoped by informing Reed of this fact to cause a break
between us and bring about the downfall of the Communist
Labor Party Convention. Reed immediately took up the matter
with me, never for one moment leaving any doubt that he
scorned the offer and detested its motives. I think that Ferguson,
officially reporting the Convention for the Party in its official

press, characterized it more properly than he intended, in
saying:

For one thing the fact that the Federation delegates were largely
Slavic emphasized the close union between the organization of
the Communist Party here and the parent organization which
came into being at Moscow in March of this year—the Communist
International. It was the Russian expression of Marxism which
prcdominated this convention, the Marxism of Lenin, and the
party traditions of the Bolsheviki.

FROM SOCIALISM TO COMMUNISM 51

The Communist Party organized in “‘Smolny Institute,” Chi-
cago, was dominated by foreign-born workers and owed its
organization entirely to Russian Bolshevik inspiration. The
Communist Party I helped to organize at the same time, though
its delegates represented the American elements in the Left
Wing of the Socialist Party, also owed its organization to the
same inspiration. The difference between the Communist Party
and the Communist Labor Party was evident in the desire of
the Communist Labor Party to apply what it believed to be
Bolshevism to American conditions. The Communist Party, on
the other hand, was oblivious of America. Its heart was in
Russia and its head full of Bolshevik abstractions.

The closing days of the Communist Labor Party Convention
took place at one of the I. W. W. headquarters on Throop
Street. Before every session Reed and 1 discussed questions of
policy. Reed, more than I, understood that we would face a
fight in Moscow on the question of recognition by the Com-
munist International. He realized that he would have to gain
recognition of the Communist Labor Party by overcoming the
opposition of the Communist Party. Because of the fight for
recognition that would have to be fought out in Moscow, we
were very careful to hew close to what we believed to be Bol-
shevism. This brought about a clash between us and the
American delegates from the Middle West and other states,
who although opposing the policies of the Right Wing of the
Socialist Party, were not yet fully prepared to accept what we
presented to them as Revolutionary Socialism and Bolshevism.
At the same time, we had to counteract the charge that we
were a centrist organization. This brought us into conflict with
a small group of Eastern delegates, who refused to accept the
theories of Bolshevism in their entirety, like Louis B. Boudin
and Ludwig Lore, who had maintained an independent position
in the Left Wing controversy. These elements were branded as
centrists, because they preferred to take a position to the left of
Social-Democracy, yet hesitated in accepting the extreme posi-
lions of Bolshevism. The Russian Bolsheviks directed their fire
at this time against the centrists, insisting that their influence
had to be destroyed first, if the world revolution was to be suc-
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cessful. To be called a centrist was the most damning charge
that could be hurled against a Communist.

Our task was therefore twofold: We had to induce the con-
vention to adopt our Bolshevik program and in addition defeat
the so-called centrists, notably Lore and Boudin. We succeeded
by the sheer weight of argument and oratory in overcoming the
opposition of the Western delegates to the program. But Boudin
was obstinate. He had the reputation of being one of the fore-
most Marxian scholars in the Socialist movement. He argued
that the program was un-Marxian, that it was in total disagree-
ment with the Communist Manifesto of Marx and Engels. He
had delivered a terrific attack just before adjournment for
lunch. John Reed was very much worried. As we went to the
Chinese restaurant to eat, he turned to me and said: “Ben, we
must do something to kill the effect of Boudin’s speech. He
made a deep impression. I don’t know what to say in answer
to him.”

“Don’t worry,” I said, “‘I have the Communist Manifesto with
me, and I have just the quotation you need to show up Boudin.”
We sat down at the table and I showed him the quotation. His
eyes sparkled with glee. He could not wait for the time when
he was going to spring his surprise. As soon as the convention
reopened John Reed asked for the floor. He launched a sharp
attack upon Boudin, and ended by flashing his copy of the Com-
munist Manifesto and read from it to prove that Boudin did not
know what he was talking about. Boudin shouted back, all ex-
cited, “Let me see that copy.” Reed handed it to him. He read
it, hesitated, and then exclaimed that it was a poor and false
translation from the original German.* I followed up the attack.
In reporting the incident, Max Eastman stated:

Therefore, it was a practical, as well as theoretical, triumph for
the majority when Ben Gitlow, walking up to the front of the
hall like a great sombre mountain unloosed the crackling thunder
of his eloquence to the effect that Boudin had deliberately em-
ployed his knowledge of Marx to destroy and dilute the scientific

* The English translation of the Communist Manifesto had been approved by
Engels.
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integrity of this platform, and Boudin, crying “It’s a damn lie,”
got up and fled like a leaf out of the storm.

When Boudin grabbed his portfolio under his arm, took up
his cane and fled from the hall I was relieved and John Reed
chuckled with glee. We had demonstrated how to deal effec-
tively with centrists. But our troubles were not yet over. Lud-
wig Lore was elected to the National Executive Committee.
This came as a distinct surprise. John Reed became panicky. 1
also realized the gravity of our situation. The Slavic federations’
Communist Party would seize upon the election of Lore as con-
vincing proof that the Communist Labor Party was a party of
Centrism. Something had to be done. I was a good parliamen-
tarian. Comrade Wagenknecht was chairman of the session.
When he announced the complete results of the balloting, he
asked if there were any objections or reasons why the vote
should not stand. I directed Reed to object and state his reasons.
Meanwhile, I rushed to the back of the platform, got hold of
Wagenknecht and Katterfeld, and explained to them why the
clection of Lore would be bad for us. A motion to reconsider
the elections was carried. I spoke on the kind of an executive
we needed and explained why Lore should not be elected. On
the second balloting Lore was defeated and our Bolshevik skirts
were clean. I did not run for the executive and neither did
Reed. I knew that if I had accepted, the Communist Party
would have charged that I split the Communist forces because
I wanted to be elected to the National Executive Committee. I
preferred not to give them that opportunity. Instead, I ran for
the Labor Committee and received the highest vote. John Reed,
as had been planned, ran for International delegate and was
clected.

When Reed and I came to Chicago together, we were deter-
mined not to capitulate to the Russian Federation. We were
out to build an American Communist Party, a party that would
make the Revolution in the United States as the Bolsheviks had
made it in Russia. I had put my whole being into the work of
organizing such a party. Throughout the convention I labored
with that one object in mind. I was very serious in my purpose
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and fostered no personal ambitions. The leadership which came
to me I accepted, fully conscious of its responsibilities. I was
twenty-six years old at the time. What spurred me on were not
the cold abstractions of theories, nor political ambitions. Injus-
tice, human suffering, the callous exploitation of workers, the
brutality of our system and the useless extermination of human
life were the basic motivating causes of my rupture with capi-
talism. I treasured human values above all other considerations.
It was for safeguarding these human values that I had become
first a Socialist, then a Communist.

Reporting the Chicago conventions, Max Eastman wrote in
part: “The most powerful figure in the militant group—and the
best speaker, I should say, in all three conventions—was Ben
Gitlow.” But Max Fastman evidently had not seen in Chicago
a stranger who left a lasting impression on me, a certain min-
ister, his garb old and threadbare, who came to one of our
caucus meetings and whose name I never learned. He was very
much disturbed over what was going on. He accosted me—why,
I don’t know—and in all seriousness said, “What is taking place
here will not end well for the labor movement. It means strife,
internal conflict, frightful suffering; eventually, war and devas-
tation.” The manner in which he said it struck home. Here
was a Socialist who was wrought up over what was happening
to the Socialist movement. He spoke in a low voice, with no
venom. There was a note of sadness in his tone, as if some great
personal tragedy was in store for him. Through all these years
I have not forgotten his words. The sincerity with which he
said them impressed me. The marks of poverty were clearly ex-
pressed on his haggard face. He looked at me and at all the
world with a calm, saddened stare. Perhaps I thought for a mo-
ment that he might be right. A comrade passed by and jeeringly
asked me what the “skypilot” had to say. I just shrugged my
shoulders. Yet in more than one way, his words have come true.

Before the Russian Revolution the Left Wing of the Socialist
Party was pro-I. W. W. in its sentiment. The Left Wing felt
that the I. W. W. put into practice the tactics of revolutionary
Socialism. It was therefore no wonder that the Chicago conven-
tions were greatly influenced by the I. W. W. At the same time
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what was going on in Chicago also had an effect upon the
I. W. W. When the Communist Labor Party Convention was
transferred to the I. W. W. hall, the Wobblies gathered at the
rear of the hall and closely followed what went on. Many of
them realized the new movement was going to play an impor-
tant part in the growth of the I. W. W. A number of the
I. W. W. members said that the Communist movement was
dynamite for the I. W. W, that it would end in wrecking their
movement. A number of them were obviously impressed and
took the position that the Communist movement was adding
that understanding of government and politics that was lacking
in the . W. W,

John Reed and I took the first opportunity we had, during a
lull in the convention, to visit William D. Haywood at the gen-
eral headquarters of the I. W. W. on West Madison Street.
Haywood, in his shirt sleeves, was seated at his desk. He was
very glad to see us. Reed he knew well, but he met me for the
first time. He was now an old man in appearance, and when he
looked with his one eye through his spectacles it was difficult
to realize that here was a man whose whole life from boyhood
on was a struggle against adversity on behalf of Labor. He
spoke in a low musical voice. The conventions that went on in
Chicago interested him very little. The I. W. W. was upper-
most in his mind, and most important was the job of organizing
a defense for the I. W. W. boys in prison. Haywood had just
been released from jail on bail pending an appeal on his case.
He had been convicted in August, 1918, together with gg other
members of the I. W. W, charged with interfering with the
progress of the war. The war was over now, but the conviction
still stood. He went into detail, telling what he was doing to
organize the defense forces and raise the necessary funds for
legal and other purposes. I could see from the way he spoke
that he was deeply affected by the fate of his fellow-workers.
Haywood impressed me very much by the simplicity of his
character. His sensitive feelings revealed a big man with a big
heart. There was, however, a little note of pessimism in his
voice. He was somewhat discouraged at the losses the I. W. W.
had sustained. He was a little troubled about his future, inti-
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mating that if he returned to prison he would end his days
there. He asked us to help in the defense of the I. W. W. pris-
oners, because only through a display of working-class solidarity
could their release be obtained.

When asked about his opinion of the Russian Revolution, he
replied, “Yes, it seems they have done a good job in Russia.”
We asked him to acquaint himself with what was going on in
Chicago and with the Communist movement. He said he had
been busy working on the defense, but certainly would look
into the matter at the first opportunity. I saw him again one
evening at the I. W. W. headquarters in front of Jackson Park.
Here a large frame house with a veranda had been con-
verted into an I. W. W. hall. The place was full of Wobblies,
many of whom were dressed in overalls. They gathered in
groups on the porch, arguing among themselves. In one corner
Haywood was reclining on a rocker. Grouped around him were
a score of Wobblies. He did not look at all like the robust fight-
ing miner that he was when I first saw him in New York. With
his spectacles and the bald spot bordered by fringes of light
blond hair here and there turning gray, he looked more like a
genial retired locomotive engineer from the Middle West. The
Wobblies looked up to him like a father. In fact, his demeanor
towards them was like that of a grandfather to his loving grand-
children. I greeted him. It was the last time I greeted him in
America. When next I saw him he was an exile in Moscow.

The conventions finished, the following remained the result
of their deliberations: the Socialist Party, which it had taken
many years to build, was decimated, while the Communist
movement was started with three splits at its birth—namely, the
Communist Party, dominated by the Russian Federation; the
Communist Labor Party, consisting of the English-speaking
representatives of the Left Wing of the Socialist Party; and the
Michigan State Socialist Party, which soon became the Prole-
tarian Party of America. Our Communist message fell upon
deaf ears, as far as the American people were concerned. But
our failure to impress the American people did not prevent our
penetration of the labor movement. The Chicago experience
did not only represent a split in the Socialist Party, it repre-
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sented much more than that: it registered the official date when
we started the civil war in the labor movement. This war has
become more general with the growth of the Communist move-
ment, wider and more violent in its scope. It has divided the
working class, raised havoc among the liberals and sown dis-
sension in all ranks. )
Before the Chicago Conventions the Left Wing had approxi-
mately sixty thousand members. Most of them were f(_)re1gn-
born, belonging to the foreign-language-speaking federations of
the Socialist Party. About a tenth—roughly, six thousand mem-
bers—were either American-born or belonged to the English-
speaking branches. Of these, many were psychologif:ally }mﬁt
for a revolutionary movement that sought to constitute itself
the government of the United States. After the Chlca_go Con-
ventions both Communist parties were even more foreign-born
in their complexion than the Left Wing had been. The splits
in Chicago scattered the sixty thousand Left Winge.rs. Only a
fraction of this number joined the new Communist parties.
The return home from Chicago was that of armies with few
laurels to show, tired and exhausted, straggling from the field
of combat, their ranks greatly decimated. The Socialist Party,
which boasted over a hundred thousand members before the
split, was left with somewhat over twenty-five thousand. The
Communist Labor Party and the Communist Party together
had slightly less than that. ' '
But what stands out as a result of the Chicago experience 1s
the Russian character of the movement. The determination of
the Russian Federation to control the movement out of Rus-
sian nationalist considerations certainly characterized its early
phases. When better contact was established with Soviet Russia
and the Communist International, the Russian heritage was
not cast off, the Party did not become more American, but
instead more Russian. The Russians still rule, although the
dominance of the Russian Federation has been done away with
and their leaders have been replaced by American leaders. For
the Russians now rule from Moscow. Their decisions and orders
must be obeyed. The American Communist Party is only a tool
in their hands, its leaders their puppets, who must dance to
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every tune they play. John Reed and I had fought against the
domination of the Russian Federation, little realizing that what
we were fighting against was only a danger signal of what was
yet in store for us.

On our way back to New York I took the opportunrity of
the long train ride to relax from the strain and excitement of
the Chicago days. I had some forebodings of the future. I told
John Reed that we were not going to have an easy time of it,
Fhat the rank and file would not be pleased by the turn of events
in Chicago. Many of them in Chicago had expressed themselves
to me. They were dissatisfied. They blamed the personal am-
bitions of the leaders for the split in the movement. But Reed
was not troubled by what I had to say. I ended by saying, “The
die has been cast. We will have to fight the thing through.”
Reed, however, was jubilant. He often remarked, “Ben, we
have a Communist Party and I think a good Bolshevik program
for America. Moscow will have to sit up and take notice of us.”
He now spoke as the International Delegate of the Communist
Labor Party of the United States. He repeatedly kept harping
on the fact that he must go to Moscow without delay to present
the Party’s credentials to the Bolsheviks and to affiliate it with
the Communist International. My mind was on what we must
do to build the party in the United States, John Reed’s on how
to get recognition for it from Moscow.

CHAPTER 1I
THE RED RAIDS OF 1919

Tue Communist Labor Party first established its mnational
headquarters in Cleveland, but soon afterwards moved to New
York, where its headquarters were established at 108 East 12th
Street, in a house rented for us by Dr. Julius Hammer, who not
only paid the rent but later bought the house and turned it over
to our party. Here we also established the headquarters of the
Labor Committee, which I headed; the business and editorial
offices of The Voice of Labor, which was the organ of the Labor
Committee, edited by John Reed and managed by myself; and
the New York City headquarters of the party. Before the
office was actually established, John Reed, as had been decided,
left for Moscow. The necessary money was raised by Max Fast-
man, the necessary sailor’s papers secured through the efforts of
Jim Larkin, for Reed was leaving for Europe as a stoker. One
night, dressed in his work clothes, Reed hurriedly came in and
said good-bye. It was his last farewell, for I was never to see
him again.

The Communist Labor Party had its hands full in getting
started. All kinds of difficulties were in the way. The fac-
tional fight with the Communist Party not only took up a great
deal of time but also drove many members away from us. The
reaction in the country was becoming more pronounced. On
October 16th, the secretary, organizers and editors were ar-
rested and charged with violating the anti-syndicalist laws.
This happened at an organization meeting in Cleveland. From
all over the country we received reports of the hostility of the
federal and local authorities. The press kept up an incessant
barrage against us. Many of our meetings were either broken up
or prohibited. Our activities, and especially the activities of
our rival, the Communist Party, helped to add oil to the flames
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and gave the reaction every reason to proceed against us. We
openly called for the violent overthrow of the United States
Government. We isolated ourselves by attacking the A. F. of L.
as an agent of the capitalist government and calling upon the
workers to build new unions that would not be afraid to use
their economic power for revolutionary purposes. When strikes
took place we called upon the workers to turn them into
revolutionary channels, the Communist Party actually calling
upon them, as it did in the strike of the Brooklyn street car
men, to overthrow the government and establish soviets. We
existed in a state of semi-legality, always expecting to be at-
tacked and arrested.

On November 7th most of the meetings we organized for the
celebration of the anniversary of the Bolshevik Revolution were
prohibited by the police, who saw to it that the halls we had
hired remained darkened and closed. Most of us however did
not realize how far both the local and national government was
prepared to go. We knew that the Lusk Committee was busy
investigating us, but we did not expect that the investigations
would soon lead to arrests and indictments. We were therefore
caught by surprise when the famous Lusk Committee raids
came. On the night of November 8th, I was addressing a meet-
ing of the Lettish Club in upper Manhattan in celebration of
the Russian Revolution. In the middle of my speech about
fifty police, detectives and operatives swooped down upon us
in the name of the Lusk Committee. All the men present were
lined up against the wall and searched for membership cards.
I had some confidential papers in my possession which involved
Ludwig Martens, the official Soviet representative to the
United States. I slipped them out of my pocket and dropped
them behind the radiator in front of which I was standing.
When the examination was over about twenty-five of us were
huddled into a patrol wagon and taken to police headquarters.
But we were not a dejected crowd. We were in the best of spirits.
We were, after all, revolutionists, ready to sacrifice all for the
revolution, so that a mere arrest and a ride in a patrol wagon
was a trifling incident.
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The police headquarters was alive with excitement. Police-
men and detectives were running to and fro. We were taken
to a large room, which to me looked like an auditorium capa-
ble of seating a thousand persons. Many comrades from all parts
of the city were already there. Nobody knew what it was all
about. New batches of comrades were being brought in con-
tinually. Soon after I arrived Jim Larkin was brought in. He
was given a seat next to me. On the platform in front of the
room was seated Archibald Stevenson, the counsel for the Lusk
Committee and actually its head, and a number of men and
women who acted as interrogators and interpreters. Most of
those examined were released. When I appeared before them
I had only time to tell them my name. I was immediately
placed in the custody of two detectives who proceeded to take
me to the rear of the hall. My insistence on knowing why I
was being detained was left unanswered. The same thing hap-
pened to Jim Larkin. I knew that I was being held for some-
thing serious—how serious, I did not know. Out of the thou-
sands brought to police headquarters, the Lusk Committee
detained about thirty persons. About three o’clock Sunday
morning we were locked up in the cells in the basement. I was
tired and hungry. So were all of us. But that did not dampen
our spirits. Jim Larkin and I were put in one cell, a narrow
contraption of steel and cement about four feet wide and
seven feet long. A cot made of latticed iron strips was suspended
with iron chains from the wall. The cot was very narrow. No
mattress, sheets, blankets, pillows or bedding of any kind were
supplied. At the head of the cot facing the cell door was a por-
celain toilet bowl. Jim Larkin and I were to spend all of Sunday
and a part of Monday together in that cell. We had large over-
coats which we used for bedding. But when we lay down the
thick iron lattice work penetrated through, making it impos-
sible to sleep. Every bone in our bodies ached. Jim Larkin tried
it, I tried it, time and time again. It was no use. Once when I
got off the cot I laughed for all I was worth, for there was big
Jim Larkin, of Dublin, Ireland, over six feet tall, seated on the
toilet bowl, fast asleep. But we Reds were not a sad lot. We
yelled through the bars to one another, called the authorities
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and our keepers all kinds of names and sang revolutionary songs
all through the night.

There was method in the treatment we received. We were
arrested on Saturday night, so that no legal steps Fould be taken
before Monday for our release. In the meantime Stevenson
could create sentiment against us through the reports he gave
the press of his citywide raids upon th(? Reds. Thro.ugh .th.ese
raids he sought so to dramatize the situation that public opigl(l))n
would be against us and the judges before whor.n'we wou < e
arraigned should be properly impressed. In‘addltlon, spending
as we did almost two days cooped up in a 11ttl.e cell, unable to
wash, shave or even comb our hair, did not improve our rjlp-
pearance when we were brought into court. We emerged W}th
dirty shirts, our clothes creased and.disheveled, lf)okmg élke
desperate criminals who could be guilty of any crime. B.e or;
arraignment and in violation of the law, we were ﬁngerprmtf:;)
and “mugged,” and those horrific photographs were later pub-
lished in the official report of the Lusk Committee. After we
had been kept waiting an eternity in the court room of Chief
Magistrate McAdoo, our attorney, Walter' Nelles, 1nformf:d .us
that the reason for the delay was Arch1bz}ld Ste.vensons in-
ability to make up his mind as to the crime V\flth ‘_zvh.lch to charge
Larkin and me. He finally decided to make it criminal a.narchy,
under the statute that was passed by the .New Yor.lc Legislature
against the Anarchists during the hysteria following the assas-
sination of President McKinley. '

When arraigned before the judge on this charge, we plegded
not guilty. Bail was immediately set at $2 5,000.00 each. A friend
of mine, a Socialist in the real estate business, offered free and
clear real estate for much more than double the amount set,
to secure the bail. A hurried consultal.tion t::)ok place bet?veen
the prosecuting attorney and the magistrate’s court, Archibald
Stevenson and Judge McAdoo, and a ruling was handed down
that the bail must be in cash or Liberty Bonds. The moment
bail was set at the exorbitant figure of $25,000.00 I knew that
I faced a serious charge. I looked upon the case as a challenge
to the newly organized Communist .Labor Party. As much as I
desired freedom and as little as I enjoyed the prospect of many
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years in prison, I nevertheless realized that, from the Party
standpoint, the greatest publicity possible must be made out
of the case, my own liberty and personal comfort being second-
ary. Gash bail not being on hand, Jim Larkin and I were hand-
cuffed together. I bade farewell to my friends and parents, who
were in the court room. Larkin and I laughed at Archibald
Stevenson, who expected us to collapse when the bail was re-
fused. Put in the custody of a couple of detectives of Geegan’s
Bomb Squad, we were escorted to the Tombs. Larkin and I were
lodged in one cell on the main floor.

“Well, Jim,” I said, “How do you like our new hotel?”

"It has all the improvements. If the service is all right, I sup-
pose it will be satisfactory,” he replied in his haughty Irish
manner.

‘The cell was fairly large. An upper and a lower cot extended
from the wall. Each of us was provided with a thin mattress, two
cheap shoddy blankets and a pillow. A porcelain toilet bowl
with no separate seat and a small wash basin with running
water completed the equipment. The smell of disinfectant and
bed bug exterminator pervaded the whole place. Above us
stretched four tiers of cells. In all, it was a dirty, foul-smelling
place infested with vermin and bedbugs. Prisoners came and
went, some out on bail, others to face trial, and some to Sing
Sing; the vermin and the bedbugs stayed on, and with them
the sickening aura of their alleged exterminators, which by no
means enhanced the palatability of the utterly abominable food.
The mush and the hash were awful to look at, let alone eat.
I never saw a prisoner touch the stuff. Many threw it down on
the floor in demonstrative disgust. Most of the prisoners bought
their own food from the commissary, a privately run concession
which did a thriving business. The prices were controlled and
therefore reasonable, though the food was not of the best
quality. I must add that, on the whole, I found the keepers con-
siderate. But during the few days Larkin and I stayed in the
Tombs our attorneys succeeded in having our bail reduced to
ten thousand dollars each, in either cash or Liberty Bonds.
Dr. Julius Hammer supplied the Liberty Bonds, and one fin
morning we breathed free air again.
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The period I was out on bail awa.iting trial was marked by
continual blows against the Communist movement. 'The attacks
of the United States Attorney General’s office and the deporta-
tion activities of the United States Labor Depa.rtment took on
the character of a nation-wide crusadt? against the Reds.
Besides, all the leaders of the Commur.ust Party and of the
Communist Labor Party had been indicted on state charges
either in New York, Ohio or Illinois. Mo.st. of thfem had beeig
apprehended and were out on bail awaiting trial. To l;o
meetings of the executive committee, we had to fnove‘from I_Jda((.'le
to place to cover up our trail, in o.rder to avoid belpg ra; eh.
I remember particularly one meeting of the executive ot the
Communist Labor Party, held in the.ofﬁces of th? New Yor_ke(;
Volkszeitung, the oldest German §0c1allst Paper in t'he Urfnt}el
States, at 15 Spruce Street. Lu.dw1g Lore was the editor o ; g
paper and present at the meeting. A_ worker on .the staf'f ruls e
in with a long tape from the news ticker, §hout1ng excited };/\z;t
Ludwig Lore, “Comrade Lore, it’s very important news. We
must not miss it. We must feature it.” He startF:d reading from
the ticker, “Nationwide raids started Fhis evening by Attorney
General Palmer against the Communists throughout the coun-
try. . . .” As he read, citing one city after another.—Patterson,
New York, Pittsburgh, Chicago, Boston.—the National erad-
quarters of the Communist Labor Party in NeW York, varl.ous
city headquarters, clubs, newspapers, and the like, we realized
for the first time the nationwide scope and thoroughness of the
raids. It was uncanny to think that only a few minutes before

1 had left our national headquarters on Twelfth StTe.et an-d that
now it was already in the hands of federal authorities with all

s gone.

Ou;\fr:?r:l(infdiately decided to postpone the meeting, of the
executive committee, to take place lat.er at an attorney’s home
in Brooklyn. Each one present was assigned to go out on a toulti
of inspection, to see what had taken p%ace and to gather a

available information. I went to the National Headquarters on
Twelfth Street. A large van stood in front of the place. Into
it federal agents were loading papers, re(:(?rds, files, books and
literature taken from our headquarters. Then I went from one
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place to another. All our local headquarters showed the physical
effects of the raids. Besides, all were still under strict guard by
federal agents. These raids, followed by deportation proceed-
ings, were evidently conducted by the federal government for
that express purpose, because all caught in a place who could
not prove citizenship were turned over to the immigration au-
thorities. Ellis Island in New York was jammed with thousands
of our foreign-born members. Defense machinery had to be
hurriedly set up, to handle the task of locating those arrested,
securing a hearing for them and procuring their release on bail.

Attorneys Charles Recht, Isaac Shorr and Walter Nelles im-

mediately came to our assistance in handling the legal matters
involved. Money to pay for defense had to be raised, bail se-
cured, public opinion aroused against the deportation activities
and order created in the organization out of the chaos resulting
from the raids. Money came pouring into the defense channels
immediately, bail to a very large extent was raised by the fran-
tic relatives of those being held. However, no sooner did we
overcome the effects of one raid than another one started with
equally devastating effects.

These raids were very costly to the movement. They struck
at its very heart and terrorized its foreign-born membership.
Thousands of members dropped out. The organization was very
badly crippled. A simple necessity as vital to any organization as
conducting correspondence with its members and local sub-
divisions became impossible for the time being. Organizers had
to be sent out to reestablish contacts, and when they returned
the reports were very disheartening, because most of the former
contacts had been lost completely and the new ones established
to replace them were only a fraction of the old. For all practical
purposes the movement in the smaller towns and cities was al-
most completely wiped out. The Communist Labor Party and
the Communist Party suffered alike in this respect. A few
months after the Chicago conventions both parties together had
only from eight to ten thousand members. In fact, so badly was
the movement disorganized that it was impossible to check up
on its membership in order to determine its actual number.

The movement went into a state of semi-illegality. The under-
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ound character of the movement consisted at t.he time in
holding all meetings strictly secret and in breaking up our
large branches into small units of from ten to fifteen members.
When the movement shortly afterwards went complete.ly under-
ground, the units consisted of a maximum membership of ten.
Meetings took place in private homes and were carefully
guarded. All the members and officials of the party assumed
fictitious names. We believed that in going underground we
were giving evidence of the revolutionary charaFter of our
movement, for we reasoned that before the Russian Revolu-
tion the Bolshevik Party too was an undergroun-d party. We
ascribed the attacks of the government to the capitalist fea? of
the revolution we Communists would soon lead—a revolution,
which like the Russian Revolution, would dislodge the preseEnt
government and put the Communists into power. Many W.lth
whom I spoke said in effect, “It is now possible to kr}ow which
Communists can be depended upon when the revolution comes,
because all the cowards have now left the party.” They were
sure that in the underground party we would learn, as the
Bolsheviks did, how to engage in conspiratorial and revolu-
tionary activities. _

The few members we retained welcomed the change into an
illegal party. The conspiratorial atmospl}ere surroundmg .the
underground movement was so romantic as to be enticing.
One joined a small group, the leader of which was appointed,
not elected. Meetings were held in different places under- a
veil of secrecy, with always the possibility of a sudden 1.“a1d.
One lost his real name and adopted a party name. Sometimes
we adopted more than one name. For example, 'I went under
two names, Tom Paine and John Pierce. Many times the legal
and the illegal, as we called the underground names, became
confused. At an underground meeting we sometimes called a
comrade by his right name; whereupon, he would protest most
violently. Very often at public meetings, where the real name
should have been used, the illegal one was used instead,.much
to the chagrin of those who knew the person under his real
name. Needless to say, the members of the foreign-language
federations got a real thrill out of underground party life, as
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they hid in their secret meeting places and romanced about their
fantastic plans. Divorced from the politics of the country, having
little or nothing to do with the problems of the workers, they
could plot and counter-plot, in comparative safety. Through
their benevolent and cultural organization they were able to
reestablish a good part of their membership in the underground,
so that while the English-speaking membership was greatly
reduced, the numerical superiority of the foreign-speaking
membership was very much higher than before. The result was
that the underground Communist movement was less American
and more than ever dependent for its finances on the foreign-
language federations. Shortly, however, the influx-of money
from the Communist International of Moscow lessened this
financial dependency.

From the day I was released on bail to the time I was indicted
by the Grand Jury there was always excitement and trouble.
The Lusk Committee and the federal government never ceased
their attacks. Martens was hailed before the Lusk Committee
and subjected to a gruelling examination as to his credentials
and finances. The Lusk Committee followed up the raids in
New York City by raids in cities upstate. The indictment was
handed down in November, 1919. I was again brought into
court, pleaded not guilty and continued on bail until my trial
took place in the Extraordinary Criminal Trial Term of the
Supreme Court presided over by Justice Bartow S. Weeks.
"The District Attorney decided that my case should come up first.
Others indicted on the same charge were James Larkin, Charles
E. Ruthenberg, Isaac E. Ferguson and Harry Winitzky, secre-
tary of the New York Local of the Communist Party. We were
indicted, except Winitzky, for publishing the left-wing Mani-
festo in the July 5, 1919 issue of The Revolutionary Age. We
had neglected to build up a defense movement around the
cases and now it became necessary to proceed with all haste.
‘The securing of a good trial lawyer who knew how to defend
the labor viewpoint became imperative. Our executive com-
mittee decided to secure the services of Clarence Darrow, the
famous Chicago lawyer who in 1907 had ably defended William
D. Haywood and many other labor cases. Comrade Daniel
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Curley was immediately dispatched to Chicago to induce
Darrow to take charge of the case. Curley succeeded in this
mission, a retainer was telegraphed to Chicago and Darrow
became my attorney.

Curley was one of my closest companions in the movement.
I first made his acquaintance at the Left Wing headquarters on
2gth Street. He took care of the headquarters and did odd
jobs. When I had charge of The Revolutionary Age, Curley
helped to mail the paper. He had a ready wit and could tell
stories rich in humor and imagination. He was of Irish Cana-
dian stock, having been born in Canada at a trading post of the
Hudson Bay Company of which his father was in charge. He
was a mixture of Irish stubbornness and frontier individualism.
Rebellious in spirit, he was subservient to no one and was
usually at odds with everyone except me. If I wanted any thing
done I had just to ask him and it was forthwith attended to.
He enjoyed arguments, was well informed and a good talker,
and in a dispute his tongue was sharp, his sarcasm cut to the
bone. Once he debated Larkin on the question of trade union-
ism. Larkin, who towered over him in stature, spoke in a loud
voice and was no respector of personalities. It seemed as if
Larkin would just crush him with his size, domineering man-
ner and loud voice. But Curley just smiled. A devilish glint lit
up his eyes as he took the platform. Curley began to unravel a
story, full of superlative descriptions of how Jim Larkin, the
Irish labor leader, sipped tea on an English lawn with an
English Countess:

“And shall I put one or two lumps of sugar in your tea, Mr.
Larkin?” asked the Countess. And what do you think this Irish
labor leader just off the docks of Dublin replied? “Two, if it
please, your ladyship.”

He went through all the mannerisms. The audience roared with
laughter. Jim Larkin listened in amazement, then lost his tem-
per. He challenged Curley to a fight and called him all kinds
of ugly names. Larkin completely forgot about the debate.
Curley, however, did not. When the debate was over, I asked
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Curley, “How about that story—was it true, what you said about
the Countess and Jim?”

“Oh, that, why, it never took place! I just made it up to get
Jim Larkin’s goat.”

In the days of the Left Wing a spirit of comradeship prevailed
which one cannot find in the radical movement today. Our
Left Wing headquarters were always open. All felt themselves
on an equal plane. The most modest rank and file comrade did
not hesitate to discuss questions with the leaders or to join
with them in fun and jokes. One of Reed’s pastimes on 2gth
Street was to call a certain comrade over for the purpose of
discussing a question of Marxism with him, just because he
liked to watch the solemn expression on his face when he dis-
cussed Marx. On these occasions Reed would purposely take
the most ridiculous position on Marx, in order to arouse the
ire of the comrade over his ignorance. A crowd would soon
gather and the argument, once started, would wax furious for
hours. Every now and then Reed, with a very serious mien,
would interrupt, “But, comrade, Karl Marx never said that.
Did you not read in volume three on page 600 that Marx said
the direct opposite?” “That is impossible,” the exasperated
comrade would protest excitedly, “I'll bring volume three with
me next time to prove you are wrong and don’t remember what
you read.”

I was too busy to worry about my case. I did not see Darrow
until the eve of the trial. He was not enthusiastic about the case.
“Oh, I know you are innocent, but they have the country
steamed up. Everybody is against the Reds.” He seemed not a
little frightened when I told him I intended to stand by every
Communist principle and to defend my position regardless of
the consequences. I was indicted on two counts for publishing
in The Revolutionary Age and the Left Wing Manifesto and
Program, and for printing in the same paper an article by
Nikolai Bukharin entitled, ‘““The Communist Program.” These,
the indictment charged, advocated the overthrow of the United
States government by force, violence and illegal means. When
Darrow realized that I was determined to defend the views of
both the Manifesto and the Bukharin article he insisted that
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there was no use in my taking the stand. I agreed to his proposal,
provided that he would allow me to address the jury on my own
behalf in my own way. He agreed, saying, “Well, I suppose a
revolutionist must have his say in court even if it kills him.”

The trial opened in an atmosphere of hysteria. The court
room was filled with detectives. Everyone who came to witness
the proceedings was carefully scrutinized. From the very start
Judge Weeks showed his prejudice. The prosecutor, Assistant
District Attorney Rorke, took advantage of every opportunity to
create a hostile attitude. The selection of the jury was a long
and tedious affair in which the judge bent over backwards to
please the prosecution and was obdurate as far as the defense
was concerned. We had very little to pick from, because the
special jury panel selected from what was known as the “silk
stocking district,” was made up of individuals, who, being ultra
conservative, obviously could be depended upon to bring in the
verdict against the Reds, as desired by the prosecutor.

During the trial, the prosecutor tried to bring in all kinds of
extraneous matters for the purpose of blackening my character.
But these attempts were so crude that even Judge Weeks could
not allow them, and upheld Darrow’s objections. One, for
instance, was to try to introduce checks and money orders
received by me as manager of The Revolutionary Age, in an
effort to prove that I was pocketing the money and making
plenty out of the revoluﬁonary business. He knew very well
that The Revolutionary Age had no bank account and that it
was heavily in debt. Furthermore, he also knew that its editors
and I as its manager seldom got paid and that, when we did, it
was a mere pittance, usually about ten dollars every other week.

I followed the trial closely. From the very start I was of the
opinion that the verdict would be against me. However, I could
not help but be angry at the Judge. Weeks appeared to me
everything but impartial. His interpretation of the law, his
narrow definitions of what constituted legal means in effecting
a change of government, left the jury no other recourse but to
convict. Time and time again he stressed the fact that the only
legal way of bringing about a change is through the ballot box
and that a]l other methods were illegal. To demonstrate on
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behalf of political objectives through mass demonstrations or
by means of. the strike in his opinion constituted a criminal act.

In summing up the case, the prosecutor made an appeal to
.the prejudices of the jury, to their hundred percent American-
1sm and coupled it with a personal attack upon me which
pfctured me as the worst blackguard in America. I did not mind
hls.speech, because I expected it and realized that he did not
bell.eve the half of it. I knew that he expected to make political
ca}pltal for himself out of the case and through it perhaps elevate
himself to the office of District Attorney of New York.

Thfi speech of Darrow I discussed with him before he deliv-
fered it. I knew it was to be one of his flowery appeals to the
jury, seeking, through arousing their sympathy and feelings for
rlghteousnt?ss, to get them into a mood favorable for an acquittal.
[‘Ipon my insistence his speech also included a defense of the
right ?f revolution and an attack upon the hysteria which was
sweeping the country. On the question of revolution he said:

For a man to 'be afraid of revolution in America, would be to
.be ashamed of his own mother. Nothing else. Revolution? There
1s not a drop of honest blood in a single man that does not look

back to some revolution for which he would thank his God that
those who revolted won.

Later on he said—and emphatically, too—

It is utterly idle to talk about the abolition of a government by
voters. It cannot be done.

In attacking the red hysteria, he said,

If Lincoln would have been here today, Mr. Palmer, the At-
torney-General of the United States, would send his night riders

to 1invade his office and the privacy of his home and send him to
jail.

It was clear that evasion was not the tactic which I adopted. I
was determined to fight out the issue squarely, insisting upon

my right to advocate the communist program for revolution in
the United States. ‘
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When I rose to address the jury, I was nervous. It was a new
experience. I had addressed hundreds of meetings of all kinds.
An audience never frightened me. But here in court it was
different. I could feel that the room was surcharged with hos-
tility. I felt that the jury would somehow be impatient and
would not quite understand what I would say to them. I had
not written my speech, but I had it well mapped out in my
mind. I did not expect what followed. From my knowledge of
other labor cases it had never happened before. The Judge
continuously interrupted me and objected to what I had to
say. Whenever my attorney rose to my defense he overruled
him. It was obvious that the judge wanted to break up my talk,
disconnect my thoughts and finally spoil whatever effect a con-
tinuous well-thought-out speech would have upon the jury. I
criticized capitalism, attacked the war, defended the Russian
revolution and what I believed to be its system of democracy
in industry. I ended my speech with this defiant note:

Well, gentlemen of the jury, I think that when you read the
manifesto of the Left Wing Section of the Socialist Party, you will
understand what the fundamental principles involved in the mani-
festo are. I want you to realize that I believe in those principles,
that I will support them and that I am not going to evade the
issue. My whole life has been dedicated to the movement of which
I am a member. No jails will change my opinion in this respect.
I ask no clemency. I realize that as an individual I have a perfect
right to my opinions, that I would be false to myself if I tried to
evade that which I supported. Regardless of what your verdict
may be, I maintain that the principles of the Left Wing Mani-
festo and Program on the whole are correct, that capitalism is in
a state of collapse, that capitalism has brought untold misery and
hardships to the working man, that thousands of men in this
democratic republic are in jails today on account of their views,
suffering tortures and abuse, and nothing . . .

Here the judge again interrupted, stating

Again the defendant must cease from making statements. ‘There
is no evidence before the court that anyone is in jail or suffering
torturcs and abuse. Proceed.
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All T ask of you gentlemen of the jury is to consider the lan-
guage of the manifesto, to realize that the manifesto stands for
a new order in society, a new form of government, that the Com-
munists believe in a new form of society and necessarily in a new
form of government and will bend all their efforts in that direc-
tion.

When the Judge closed the case by giving his instructions to
the jury it was with great effort that I could control myself.
As he spoke I felt that I was like a fly caught in a spider’s web.
Every word was calculated to impress the jury adversely.
When he finished I turned to Charles Recht, who was assisting
Darrow, and said, “It is all over now. The jury can do nothing
else than bring in a verdict of guilty.” The jury filed out. I felt
relieved that the trial was over. The nervous strain of that
day in court made my temples throb. I knew that in a very short
time the course of my life would change. Darrow did not even
wait to hear the verdict. He knew what to expect. The jury
deliberated about three quarters of an hour and returned with
the expected verdict of guilty.

Weeks sentenced me to the maximum—five to ten years in
Sing Sing at hard labor. When my attorney sought clemency, the
judge interrupted Recht and said, “I am sure that what you are
saying does not meet with the approval of your client and that
if he were asked he would make no such plea for clemency.”
He was right, for T directed Recht not to proceed further.
Then the judge thanked the jury in a speech in which he took
notice of the fact that I had not accumulated private property
by saying,

A young man, twenty-eight years of age, of intelligence, a strik-
ing example of the educational system of this country, able-bodied,
of full intellect, confesses he owns no property. Employed at
forty-one dollars a week the last time he was employed and never
accumulated any property!

Evidently Judge Weeks judged a man’s worth only by the
property he accumulated and held in scorn those who were
propertyless.
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The sentence given, 1 was seized by two officers, taken imme-
diately to the Tombs and lodged in a cell on the main tier.
The realization that I was no longer a free man struck home.
Recent events went through my head in a kaleidoscopic whirl.
I took very little notice of the many doors that were opened
and shut behind me, the steps up and down, the short walk
across the Bridge of Sighs from the criminal court building to
the Tombs. When I was locked up in my cell I was in a daze.
I sat down on the cot. I was certain I would spend the entire ten
years in prison, for I knew that the hysteria against the Reds was
in full force and I did not expect it to abate very soon. I kept
thinking to myself: ten years in prison will be a long time—I
am twenty-eight years old; when I come out, I shall be thirty-
cight. Who knows what will happen during that period?

I rose and paced up and down like a wild beast in a cage.
The walls of my cell seemed to move about me in confusing
circles. The strain of the day was taxing my mental and nervous
system to its capacity. Again I heard the district attorney shout
his abuse, again I heard the Judge’s harsh interruptions. Before
me I saw his undersized figure, his prominent hooked nose; he
looked like a vulture ready to pounce upon me and destroy me.
What a little fellow he was—and how great his hate of me! My
temples throbbed fitfully. This will never do, I said to myself.
I am not the only one who has ever gone to prison. Many have
gone, some for a very much longer time and some never to see
the outside again. If they were able to do so, why can’t I? I have
made my fight. What is there to be ashamed of? Nothing! Then
came a period of calm.

Although I felt keenly the separation from my many friends
and the family I loved, I began to feel at home in my sur-
roundings. The din of the Tombs seemed somehow familiar.
Let the future bring what it would, I was determined to face
it. I breathed a sigh of relief, threw myself on the cot and soon
was fast asleep. Undisturbed sleep is man’s greatest boon and
perhaps the only time when he is really at peace with himself.
When I awoke next morning the past was history. My new life
as a prisoner began.

CHAPTER III

AMERICA’S FIRST COMMUNIST PRISONER IN
SING SING

Tue Tombs became my home, its prisoners my companions.
Those who have never been imprisoned cannot realize how
closely prison draws together individuals from different walks
of life, of different views, of entirely divergent psychological
make-ups. The least common denominator of all the members
of a prison community, the one factor that draws them together,
is, of course, their imprisonment: all are captives, all enemies
of the law. I was surprised how many of the prisoners were glad
to make my acquaintance. They expressed indignation over my
verdict. What in the hell was the country coming to when
men such as I were being sent to prison! The respect with
which they treated me pleased me because of its genuineness.
In their many and varied ways they all sensed that I was in
prison because I was fighting injustice. As one short fellow who
came to my cell put it, “Pal, I'm glad to make your acquaint-
ance. It’s pretty rotten with the law when they begin to put a
fellow like you in the pen. But I am with you. I am against the
law, too.”

During my stay in the Tombs I met all kinds of men: pick-
pockets, murderers, robbers, burglars, forgers, bigamists. All
kinds of criminals entered and left the Tombs. Some were old;
others, mere boys. Some, shrewd, mentally alert; others, unde-
veloped and below normal. One nervous fellow, a forger, was
a cocaine addict. When he did not have the drug he was miser-
able. His despondency ended the moment he received his
packet. Regardless of the strict rules against the use of drugs
and their smuggling into the Tombs, the drug addicts succeeded
in obtaining their supply regularly. I was never able to find out
how they obtained it.

75
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For exercise we were permitted to walk around the cell block
an hour at a time, three times a day. We kept up a dizzy pac?,
getting nowhere, like squirrels turning the wheels .of th'elr
cages. Only once were we let out in the yard. How exhilarating
was the air! The blue sky overhead had never before looked so
strange and so beautiful! But the yard was so small! It was sur-
rounded by buildings on three sides, and on the fourth by a
high stone wall. I soon got tired of the dizzy pace in th-e endless
circle. All I could see was the gray wall and the red brick of the
buildings. -

Prison accustoms its inmates to limited spaces. If any ordinary
person were told to walk up and down in a four by seven fO(?t
room for an hour or two at a time, he would soon rebel; and, if
forced to do so, might even go crazy. Yet prisoners pace for hours
up and down their narrow cells for relaxation. How do they
do it? Go to the zoo and watch the animals in their cages. You'll
get the idea.

A monstrosity in the Tombs was the visiting room, where
relatives and friends were permitted to talk to the prisoners
for fifteen minutes. It was long and narrow, with two parallel
rows of wire cages made of a thick, close iron mesh. Each cage
was as wide as a narrow telephone booth. In one row of cages
the prisoners sat; in the opposite row, about two feet apart, SZ.lt
the visitors,—all yelling and screaming at the top of thel'r
voices to their own dear ones, because in no other way was it
possible to carry on a conversation. ’

The most horrible sight I ever witnessed in all my prison
experiences was that of a young boy going stark mad. He was
involved in some shooting affray. Picture to yourself a boy of
about eighteen, shrieking in a high-pitched voice hysterica.l
with terror, “Take him away! Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot!” His
lean frame stretches upwards, so that he appears much taller
than he actually is. Every muscle of his body twitches in con-
vulsive fear. His eyes, glassy and large, bulge out of his head as
they stare in sheer fright. Froth comes from his mo.uth. His
boyish face, getting redder and redder, is contorted in agony
and fear, his head moving from side to side in jerky spasms, as
if to throw off an attack. His screams, ebbing into moans, are
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frightful to hear. When he is taken from his cell, two keepers
must hold him with all their strength. He keeps wriggling in
their grasp, frothing at the mouth, and his eyes stare, horror-
stricken. With much effort the keepers force him down into a
chair. He stretches himself upward, lets out an inhuman yell
and shrieks, “Oh, the pistol! Take it away! Don’t shoot me!
Don’t shoot me!” A sedative is administered, the shrieking and
yelling dies down, the awful moaning continues. The ambu-
lance from Bellevue comes. He is taken away.

I stayed in the Tombs longer than I was supposed to, because
Sing Sing was quarantined, due to an influenza epidemic among
its prisoners. The day I was informed that I would be trans-
ferred to “‘the Big House up the river,” as Sing Sing was called,
one of the prisoners came to my cell and said, “Well, pal, I am
glad to see you leave this dump. Sing Sing is a fine place, a coun-
try home on the Hudson. You'll get lots of fresh air, good food,
a nice clean cell, every one with running hot and cold water, a
hospital bed to sleep on with a fine mattress, white sheets, pillow
cases and warm blankets.” I didn’t expect all that, but I was
sure that it would be a great relief to get away from the foul air
and dirty surroundings of the Tombs. I did not know, but some-
how felt that conditions in Sing Sing would be better. I had my
sentence of five to ten years to do and I felt that the sooner I
began doing it the better.

The next morning a number of prisoners were herded to-
gether by the keepers, handcuffed in pairs and marched to the
prison yard. There we were placed in the custody of two
deputy sheriffs, who put us into the sheriff’'s wagon which was
already waiting for us. It was exceedingly cold that morning.
New York was having a very severe winter. But I welcomed the
cold air. I felt as if I had been liberated. The sky overhead was
free, majestic, limitless. The prison gate opened for the sheriff’s
wagon with its human cargo. I enjoyed the ride. The city now
looked strange to me, as though I had been away from it for
many years. I was fascinated by all I saw. My fellow-prisoners
enjoyed themselves by cursing every policeman we passed on
our way. The deputy sheriffs were very considerate with me.
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The stout fellow excused himself for putting “the cuffs” on me,
as he called the handcuffs. “We had to do it,” he sald “We were
given the strictest orders to that effect.” I did n<‘)‘t mind.

During the ride my fellow-prisoners asked :“Say, Bud, how
much time you got?”

“Five to ten,” 1 answered, laughing. _

“Oh, that's sleeping time. You can do that sleeping on one
side.” _

When I found out what long stretches they were bfelng sent
up for, the shortest being ten years, I began‘ to appreciate their
humor. Many of them had sentences of life 1m‘prls\onme_nt. The
only first-timer besides myself was a young Irish-American lad
of about eighteen, who had received ten to twenty years for
robbery. The others had been to prison befgre.

Our destination was Grand Central Station, where we were
to board a train for Ossining. At the station the crowds gaped‘ at
us, as if we were dangerous beasts. One mother pulled her Cl}lld
close to her and clasped it tightly in her arms for protection.
I was amused at the way people looked at us. Once on the train,
the deputy sheriffs held a secret conversation, then unlocked
my handcuffs and let me sit as if I were a free man.

On the way they spoke to me freely. They could not under-
stand why I should be going to prison. The'y f}fankly d.eclared
that my case was a flagrant miscarriage of justice. I discussed
local politics with them, mostly about Tamman.y Hall and the
city administration. The stout deputy complained about the

new Tammany Hall. “Before,” he said, “everybody had a

chance to get a job if he was regular. Now onl.y the Catholic
Micks are getting the jobs.” The deputy sherlffs_ treated the
prisoners like human beings, giving us cigars and cigarettes and
on the train providing us with coffee and sandwiches. 'They
spoke to us in a friendly manner, as if we were all olfl friends.
We looked like a sociable crowd enjoying a pleasure trip.

The train ride was soon over. From Ossining we walked
slowly up the long hill to Sing Sing Prison, From the distance
I saw the gray oblong structure that was to be my home. E.very
moment of that walk on that cold winter’s day was precious.
A beautiful scene unfolded. The bleak prison on top of the hill.
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The Hudson River, frozen from shore to shore, a silver ribbon,
glistening under the melancholy colors of the departing sun.
In the distance rose the Palisades, like the massive walls of an
ancient feudal castle. Beyond the prison, hills, with ghostlike
trees, their bare branches like outstretched arms tapered by
fingers thinned to the bone. Everywhere snow covered the
ground. I felt no fear in approaching the place. I confess, it ap-
pealed to me. I began to wonder what was in store for me.
Perfectly calm, I took a fatalistic attitude and was prepared for
anything that was to follow.

We entered the warden’s office—a quiet, warm, business-like
office. We were registered. The convict clerks, as they put down
our history, eyed us shrewdly and intimated that things would
not be so bad, after all. Registration over, each one was given
a card. We were taken to the big gate at the southwest corner
of the prison adjacent to the old death house. The keeper in
charge of us shouted to the guard on the wall who controlled
the gate, “Eight on the count.” The two deputy sheriffs were
on hand to see that we were safely delivered. The massive door
swung open. We passed through, eight state prisoners, eight
felons. The door closed behind us.

Many may wonder what are the feelings one experiences the
first time he enters prison. I can only speak for myself. I felt as
if I had just finished a period of my life, one that was already
buried in the past. I regretted having lost my liberty, but I was
not sad or dejected. I felt a little uncertain of the future and a
little nervous, not because I was in prison, but because I did not
know what were to be my immediate new experiences and how
I would adjust myself to them. The old-timers seemed happy
enough. They had been here before. They brought packages
with them, knowing what a man needed here and what was
allowed.

The keeper mustered us up in a double line. “Forward
march,” he shouted. He marched us up to the state shop. Here
we were again registered in an office at the head of the stairs.
We were told to undress completely. Each one was then given a
coarse towel and a small chunk of brown soap. We were then
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ordered to go under the shower four at a time to take a bath.
The four of us washed as best we could under the one shower,
but before we were half finished we were ordered out.
Another batch of four went under the shower.

All our clothes were taken away. New underwear was thrown
at us—with our prison numbers stamped on them. Each one was
given a shirt, socks, a pair of heavy crude shoes, a gray pair of
pants and a gray jacket with metal buttons. All the clothing
supplied to us was prison made, illfitting, of rough cheap ma-
terial. It is said that clothes make the man. Truer still is the
fact that prison garb makes the prisoner. I was amazed at the
transformation. My fellow convicts no longer looked the same.
They turned to me and said, “Your own mother wouldn’t know
you now.” The convicts working in the state shop knew of me as
soon as I came in. They gave me a warm welcome. I remember
one of them turning to another and saying in Yiddish, “Nu zeh
vos zai hoben gemacht von a Mensch.” (“Now see what they
have made from a man.””) They told me not to worry, that things
would be all right. I remember the sympathetic expressions on
their faces—I have met it time and time again—a feeling on their
part that my crime consisted simply of trying to make the world
better and that a grave injustice had been done by sending me
to prison. When I look back upon my prison life, it was this
feeling on the part of my fellow-prisoners, the genuine concern
over my welfare, their expressions of gratitude and sympathy,
that I cherish above everything else.

From the state shop we were marched into the mess hall.
The inmates eyed the newcomers. Many a hello and broad smile
greeted the old-timers in the line who had been there before.
But I was the center of attraction. I was pointed out continu-
ously. We were seated at a table. All we got for supper was white
prison bread, a cup of bitter black coffee without sugar, and a
couple of spoonfuls of corn starch jelly on a plate. Nothing to
grow fat on and not very satisfying. Then we were marched out
of the mess-hall down through the yard to the bucket rack,
which was situated in the rear of the yard facing the Hudson
River. The cast iron buckets with their lids off—ugly, dirty, foul-
smelling contraptions—stood in rows. We were each directed to
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take one off the rack. We took up our buckets and were marched
back to the cell block.

I was locked in a cell on the ground floor. It was in a prison
building about a hundred years old, built of massive blocks of
limestone and iron bars, painted a dismal gray. The cell block,
oblong in shape, towered in the center of the building five tiers
high. Through the narrow windows of the prison building the
light fell in parallel shafts. We were placed in cells situated in
the so-called “receiving flats”’—a section of the ground floor tier
facing the darkest section of the prison—set aside for newcomers.
Each of us was locked alone in a dark and dismal cell no more
than seven feet long and about three feet wide. An iron cot, on
which was thrown a thin mattress and a shoddy blanket, pro-

" truded from the wall. The floor of the cell was of stone. Rough

limestone boulders with their jagged surfaces made up the walls.
The ceiling was no more than seven feet from the floor. A small
electric bulb supplied scanty light. A tin cup attached to the
door of each cell was filled with water. The bucket, which I
placed underneath my cot, was my lavatory for the night.
Such bad living quarters I had not expected. It was my first
unpleasant impression—and it came as a shock. Yet I did
laugh when I recalled that in the Tombs I had been told to
expect a room with hot and cold running water and all the com-
forts of a hospital bed. The prospect of living several years in a
place like this was not a pleasant one.

My experience in prison, however, has been that always in
one’s darkest moments a ray of light just squeezes itself in.
As soon as the keeper was gone the prisoner charged with look-
ing after the receiving flats stopped in front of my door and
said “You're Gitlow aren’t you?” I replied, “Yes.” He said, “It’s
a damn shame you’re here, but it’s not as bad as it looks. These
are only the receiving flats. Tomorrow morning you will get
your regular cell. It won’t be so bad. You can fix it up and make
it comfortable. Besides, you won’t spend much of your time in
the cell anyway. And the five to ten years—you will do that in
three to nine years. That’s a small bit; it will be over before you
roll on your other side. If you want any smokes or other things,
just let me know.” Gratefully, I thanked him. Later I heard the
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back with us to our cells. When the whistle blew we were
marched into the mess-hall, where corned beef hash, consisting of
mashed potatoes and shredded corned beef, was served with cof-
fee and bread. After that we were taken to Yard Two and regis-
tered. Then came trips to the doctor for a superficial examina-
tion; to the school, to determine our mental development; to
the principal keeper’s office, where we were given to under-
stand that we were prisoners, that we had to obey the rules, that
we had no rights and that whatever considerations we did re-
ceive were precious privileges.

We were led to the Bertillon office, which had a small build-
ing of its own situated in the yard and separated from the ad-
ministration building. Here we were photographed, front, left
and right view. We were fingerprinted, each finger of each hand
separately, then both hands, including the palms in full. Our
footprints were also taken. We had to undress, and were ex-
amined all over for identification marks; all marks noted were
registered on the card. A description followed—color and tex-
ture of hair, color of eyes, shape of ears, general description.
Then the measurements began. The head was measured in
width and length, the length of nose, arms, hands, legs, and
feet. I was completely catalogued, deprived of the slightest pos-
sibility to elude identification.

"The visit to the chaplain’s office, for every new prisoner goes
through the chaplain’s hands, was both interesting and instruc-
tive. Before I went there I was warned to be on my guard, for
the chaplain was very shrewd; in his polished and suave manner
he might lead me into saying something that I would later
regret. But I was rather intrigued by the idea of talking with
him. The chaplain was Father Cashin, a Catholic. When I
entered his office he asked me courteously to sit down. His face
lit up in an inviting pleasant smile. He was well-built, a light-
complexioned man with the straight chiseled features of the
Irish. He looked at my card, studied it a while and then said,
“I see that you are Jewish.” “Yes,” I answered, “I am Jewish.
But not from a religious standpoint. As you undoubtedly know,
I am an atheist.” He smiled and continued, “I see that you are
different from the other men who come here. You probably
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have good reasons for believing as you do. But now you are in
prison and subject to the rules of the prison. My adx_nce to you
is to stay out of trouble while here. Being an 1ntelhge.nt man,
you, I am sure, will obey the rules and follow the advice I am
about to give you. There are all kinds of men here, some good
and some bad beyond redemption. Most of them are 1gnqrant,
mentally undeveloped, but some are intelligent and, in spite of
their being here, not bad. However, rememb.er you are in a
prison. And the best rule to follow in a prison is to be youl.rself,
use your own judgment, confide nothing to your fellow-prison-
ers. Don’t trust the best of them. You have heard the remark
that walls have ears. They have ears in Sing Sing. You may pass
a remark and you will never know how it got about.”

1 thanked him for his advice and told him that I came to
prison to serve my sentence, that I had no intention of rr}aking
trouble, that I intended to live up to the rules. He continued,
telling me that he had charge of the library,.tha.t the library in
Sing Sing was one of the best prison libraries in the country,
that it contained a fine collection of books. He supposed that
1 would be interested in books and assured me that in the
prison library I could find almost all the reading matter I would
want. Then with a twinkle in his eyes he went on: “But I sus-
pect that you will like to receive certain books that we do not
have in our library and that you will like to get papers as well.
I want to inform you now that I have the authority over 'all
printed matter that comes into the prison. I alone can decide
what books and papers are to be allowed in and w_hat not. But
I will not judge you by the ordinary standards. I will allow you
to get the books and papers you desire, provideq you will
promise now that you will read them yourself and will not pass
them around to the other inmates in the prison.” 1 gave him
that promise. Did I keep it? Of course not! I am sure he never
expected me to, but just put it that way in order to protect
himself if anything happened. He inquired about the law
under which I was sentenced. It was new to him. I explained.
He smiled good-naturedly, was very glad to make my acquaint-
ance and hoped we would be friends.

After we were completely examined and documented, we
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were enrolled in the Mutual Welfare League, the prisoners’ self
government organization in Sing Sing. Before the Mutual
Welfare League was instituted by Warden Thomas Mott
Osborne, an advocate of prison reform, the prison system,
known as the old system, was based on harsh discipline. The
régime which instituted the reforms, known as the new system,
consisted of a less rigid and less brutal discipline, more freedom
within the confines of the prison for the inmates, and the oppor-
tunity accorded them to supplement the discpline of the prison
authorities with regulation of the men’s conduct through their
own organization, democratically chosen and administered. The
office of the Sergeant of the Mutual Welfare League was situated
next to the P. K.’s (Principal Keeper’s) office. Lined up in the
Sergeant’s Office, we stood quietly at attention, while the Ser-
geant enrolled us in the League, gave each one a button, in-
formed us of the rules of the prison, explained how important
it was for us not to jeopardize the many privileges we now
enjoyed in consequence of the League. The speech finished, we
were marched back to Yard Two, full-fledged prisoners of one
of the most famous prisons in the world.

Yard Two was an old one-story red brick structure that had
been salvaged from a prison fire. Surrounding it were heaps of
bricks. All the new prisoners were assigned to Yard Two before
they were assigned to their regular jobs or transferred to other
prisons. Prisoners who had broken rules and were punished
were also assigned to Yard Two, as were the sick and the infirm
and the gangs who worked outside the prison walls. Yard Two
was the most colorful and interesting place in the whole prison.
It took on the appearance of a pioneer camp on some Western
frontier. I shall always remember one of its keepers, an Irish-
man, six-feet-six, well-built, in his early fifties, extremely gruft
in manner. He always shouted out his orders in a voice charged
with his dire retribution for disobedience, yet, notwithstanding
the menace of his manner and his towering height, he was really
a very gentle and kindly soul. He liked his charges and his
charges liked him. The angrier he got, the more they kidded
him. He towered above the whole motley lot of us and epitom-
ized Yard Two.
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The yard was divided into corners, coops and sections, each
the claim of a particular group of prisoners. All around the
walls were lockers of different sizes and shapes, made of old
boxes and boards. Clothes lines were stretched across the yard
on which the prisoners had hung their wash to dry—socks,
underwear, shirts. Before the center of the rear wall was a large
blow furnace, the remains of the blacksmith shop that had been
Yard Two before the fire. This furnace was a very interesting
and important institution. It was the communal cooking range.
Around this range fifteen or twenty prisoners at a time would
gather to cook their meals. Soup, macargni, chops, hash, bacon
and eggs, flapjacks, a dozen pots of coffee, all would be cooking
at the same time. And the cooks were all experts. They would
toss their flapjacks high in the air to turn them over and catch
them just right on the pan. Around this community stove the
busy cooks of all shapes and sizes argued, yelled, played pranks
and had one hell of a broiling time. Yard Two was always full
of men. Everywhere the groups could be seen arguing or wash-
ing or otherwise occupied. Jimmie Hughes had the largest place
in Yard Two. I threw in my lot with Jimmie Hughes. He was a
jovial Negro of excellent features who was greatly respected by
the prisoners and the attendants as the leader of the Negro
group, which, as I soon learned, he most certainly was.

In Sing Sing, if you had the wherewithal and the proper con-
nections, there was no need to eat in the mess hall, where, except
on special holidays, the food was far from good. Only a few
dozen prisoners took their breakfast there, about fifty percent
their noon-day meal and a mere handful gathered in the mess
hall for the supper the state served them in the evening.
Jimmie Hughes was one of those who never ate in the mess
hall. An excellent cook, he was famous for his pies. He would
come into the mess hall to collect a bucketful of the prunes
served for supper that the men would not touch, and cook them
into prune pies. These he disposed of at a quarter each, selling
as many as he baked. I took my meals with Jimmie. His assistant
was a short jet black Negro, an expert at gambling in all its
forms. As a youngster he had been picked up by a gambling
man in the South. They went the rounds of gambling houses,
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race tracks, resorts, saloons and cafes. He would laugh, telling
me how they would rope in the suckers and how crooked every
gambling game was. He was a quiet, unassuming little fellow
who would chuckle to himself every once in a while. Besides
helping Hughes at whatever Hughes put him to do, he would
wash the dishes and clean up the corner—the Hughes domain—
three times a day.

Through Hughes I made very important contacts. I soon
discovered that the most reliable underground chain in Sing
Sing was the one operated by the Negroes, consisting of Negro
convicts working at strategic places, including the warden’s
office. Through this channel I could secure desired messages or
articles from the outside or send communications to the Com-
munist organizations which the censor would not otherwise
permit or which I did not want the censor to see. It was done
quickly, confidentially and faultlessly. Every time I used the
services of the chain I paid a quarter. It was well worth it.
Through my contact with this chain I knew what was going on
in the prison, learned about orders received by the warden
affecting the prison as soon as they were received. When drafts
of Sing Sing prisoners to other prisons were contemplated, I
learned in advance the names of those on the draft. I want to
pay tribute to this Negro chain. It could be trusted implicitly.
A job turned over to it was never discovered. Letters given to
the chain to mail never reached the hands of the authorities.
It maintained the highest moral code in this respect. I used
the chain frequently. I never once had occasion to doubt in the
slightest degree that my trust in them would be violated.
Jimmie Hughes was also a help to me in many other ways.
We were on terms of warmest friendship. This helped me ma-
terially with the whole Negro population of Sing Sing. As long
as I was Jimmie Hughes’ friend I was O. K. I could be trusted,
and what was worth still more, they respected me.

I was warned by the prison authorities that a strict rule in
prison was the one against having money in one’s possession,
infraction of this rule being severely punished because one had
no need for cash in prison. Money could be deposited to my
account. With it I could buy almost any necessity either at the
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store of the Mutual Welfare League or from the stores in Ossin-

ing. The rules provided that one could spend no more than |
$6.00 a week at the League store. But this rule was never fol-

lowed. One could spend as much as desired.

I soon discovered that cash in one’s pocket was a very valuable
asset. I obtained my first cash by buying a carton of cigarettes at
the League store on money deposited to my account with the
prison authorities and selling it for cash. Rules or no rules, I
soon found out how to get money into the prison. I smuggled
it in myself through the visiting room. I had it sent in through
the Negro chain by having a letter mailed to me with money.
I soon discovered that obeying all the rules got you nowhere.
All rules were generally being broken. Indeed, very often
those who most strictly adhered to all the rules found themselves
in trouble. In all my prison experiences I always did the things
I thought it was possible for me to get away with, whether it
meant breaking the rules or not. I was never brought up before
the prison authorities for infraction of the rules. As far as they
were concerned, my conduct was unimpeachable.

I found the inmates courteous, friendly, and helpful. The
keepers were not intimate with me, but in the main treated
me humanely and courteously. Had I been a bank robber, or
labor union racketeer, I would have been given many privileges
and favors. But I was a new type of prisoner. Though classified
as an ordinary felon, they knew that I was not the type of
criminal they were accustomed to take care of. They knew that
I was sentenced for my political views. They expected me to be
honest and incorruptible—and therefore kept their distance. But
I very quickly adjusted myself to prison life. In the prison shop
I made contact with tailors, who, for a small consideration in
cash, made me a pair of prison trousers and a prison jacket to
measure. We were allowed to wear gray shirts which we could
buy at the store or have sent in from outside. Sweaters could be
worn in place of the prison jacket, provided they were in gray.
The only garment that marked one off as an inmate was the gray
trousers. These trousers, tailored, well-pressed, clean, made one
look far from the prison picture of a convict dressed in stripes.

(My prison number in Sing Sing was 70900; my cell, 243.)
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I came to Sing Sing after Major Lawes had been appointed
Warden. Many of the prisoners were afraid that under Lawes
the reforms that had been instituted by Wardens Brophy,
Osborne and Kirchwey would be abrogated and the hated old
system installed once more. But they were mistaken in their
fears. The régime at Sing Sing was a very liberal one. It had its
shortcomings, there were of course abuses but, in the main, it
was very considerate of the welfare and comfort of the men.
What were its main faults? The food was very poor and inade-
quate. It is true that most men could supplement their prison
fare by getting food at the store or by having food sent to them
by their relatives and friends. If they could procure food, they
were permitted to do their own cooking. With cash, food staples
could be bought from the prisoners who worked in the store-
house. Food supplies which the store-house received for the
inmates were peddled by the prisoners working there and, I
suspect, with the knowledge and collusion of the keeper in
charge. Sugar, milk, fine cuts of meat, canned stuffs, found their
way under coats and sold for a quarter or fifty cents or more,
depending upon what one wanted. The finest cakes and the
warden’s delicious bread was sold by the inmates who worked
in the bake-shop. The Negro cook who took care of the
keepers’ meals, and prepared the meals for the death-house,
would deliver, for a cash consideration or its equivalent, a
cooked meal from soup to dessert. The prison laundry washed
prison underwear for one free each week. But if special service
was wanted, it was possible to obtain it from the convicts who
worked in the wash-house. The laundry came back washed
spotlessly, everything pressed as neatly as by the finest laundries
outside.

The prison regulations provided that you get a shave twice a
week at the prison barber shop. The inmates were then not
allowed to have razors of any kind in their possession. A haircut
was given once a month. Without any difficulty one could, for
a stipulated amount, arrange with a barber for haircuts and
shaves as often as wanted. We could select a good barber and
get as good service as we could get outside, if not better. One
barber shop, run strictly as a private enterprise by a convict,
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was patronized by both prisoners and keepers. So crowded was
this shop that customers always had to wait in line for their
turn. One’s cell could be kept spotlessly clean by paying the
prisoner in charge of one’s tier a stipulated amount every month
for keeping it so. Even the bucket was cleaned and taken care of
for one by the convict in charge of the bucket rack, if paid for.
The bucket would even be taken from the cell and put back for
the night. Of course the prisoners who had no money, or could
not devise some way of making money, were badly off, and
greatly envied their more fortunate associates.

The prisoners in Sing Sing were always afraid of being drafted
to other prisons. Drafts took place every few months, sometimes,
if secrecy was desired, at midnight or two in the morning. The
reason for the drafts is obvious. The overwhelming majority of
men sent to Sing Sing from New York State come from the City
of New York. New York is the world’s greatest breeding spot
for criminals. The world’s richest city is the world’s most
criminal numerically. Sing Sing, being the nearest state prison
to New York City, necessarily becomes the receiving station for
the metropolis’ army of criminals. Sing Sing is not large enough
to accommodate all of them. It, therefore, becomes necessary
from time to time to send batches of them to the other prisons,
notably, Clinton Prison at Dannemora in the Adirondack
Mountains, to Auburn, the oldest prison in New York state,
and to Comstock. But the prisoners resent being transferred, for

Sing Sing is the most liberal prison in the state, and, being near

to New York City, is more accessible to relatives and friends.
Sing Sing, because it is a famous institution and is visited by
thousands of sightseers, is very careful of its reputation. This
results in a cautious application of the meting out of punish-
ment for infraction of rules. In Sing Sing a convict has more
free time, more fresh air, more diversions and entertainments
to help him spend his time than in other prisons in the state.
The régime is humane, and the contact with the outside world
fairly well maintained; both from the prisoner’s standpoint are
very important and desirable. Hence the drafting of prisoners
is responsible for many abuses. Those who have political con-
nections and those who have money can find ways and means
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of either staying at Sing Sing or being transferred back to Sing
Sing in a few months’ time.

Abuses were also rife in the assignment of prisoners to the
different jobs in the prison industries, maintenance, or adminis-
tration. Jobs varied in quality from good to definitely bad, yet
often the value of a job depended on how hard it was for an
inmate to get it. The men were not always assigned to jobs on
the basis of their fitness for the work. It was common gossip
among prisoners that political pull and paying the price de-
manded for the job had a lot to do with one’s assignment to a
desirable post. From my observations the conclusions of the
prisoners appeared to be correct, because rich men and those
with political pull always did get the good jobs, the poor and
those without pull getting the jobs that were undesirable.

I was kept in Yard Two for a long time, working
about an hour or two a day at the odd jobs to which I was as-
signed; such as, washing windows and ‘“‘manicuring” bricks.
The metropolitan press carried a story that 1 was assigned to
heavy work on a frozen coal and rock pile. But there was no
rock pile in Sing Sing. “Manicuring” bricks consisted in pick-
ing out a few bricks from the mass of bricks left by the ruins of
the fire, putting them into a wheelbarrow, and carting them
to another part of the yard, where they were piled up. When
the newspapers reported I was sweating on the rock pile, I was
either visiting the various prison departments for registration
and examination or else was sitting around in Yard Two listen-
ing to the stories or woes of my fellow convicts.

After sitting around in Yard Two for many months, I was
finally given a job in the knitting shop. The inmates considered
this shop the worst one to work in. The shop was run by
Kennedy, a disciplinarian of the old system. The men feared
and hated him. He was always finding fault with some one. One
of the keepers in charge of the men in this shop was unfit to
guard dogs, let alone men. He looked more criminal than the
men he was in charge of, and there were some really ugly fel-
lows among the hundred men there. My first job was assisting
the packer. When the cutter, who supplied the work to the
operators on the machine, finished his term and was released
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from prison I got his job. From then on my troubles began.
At first Kennedy wanted to be satisfied that I knew my work,
which he soon found out I could do very well. But when he saw
me standing around doing nothing, because whatever had to
be done was finished quickly, he started complaining that I
was not doing enough work.

I decided to teach Mr. Kennedy a lesson. I gave him a “lay-
down,” as the clothing workers would call it. Whenever he
passed through the shop I was busy working. He did not know
I was working in my own way, turning out as far as I was able
a perfect job, the kind of a job that necessarily took a great
deal of time. I took my time placing the patterns on the lay, and
figured and refigured in order to save materials. I succeeded
in shortening the lays two to three yards from the lengths speci-
fied by Mr. Kennedy. He came to investigate and found every-
thing in order. He was satisfied. In working with the electric cut-
ting machine, I cut as if I were cutting men’s suits made out of
the most expensive woolen worsteds. It was very tiring to take
my time cutting cheap flannel nightgowns for inmates of state
insane asylums, pajamas, aprons, house dresses, etc., for the
various state institutions. I hewed close to the line, made all
curves perfect, and above all, deliberately took my time about
it. Work of such quality was never before turned out in Sing
Sing. But I gained my point. The work was not coming out fast
enough for the operators on the machines, who had to sew
the cut parts up into the various garments. Mr. Kennedy fumed.
But he could not complain that I was not working, because
whenever he looked toward the cutting table he found me busy
at work. Finally, he asked me what was the matter. I told him
there was nothing wrong; that I was working as well as I knew
how, that I could not work otherwise. If he did not like the way I
worked, he could put me at other work or make a change, since
he had the power to do what he desired. He fumed and blus-
tered and sent me out of the office.

As the cutter of the knit shop I also took care of the stock
room, which was stacked with all kinds of piece goods. The
cutter before me used to dispose of a few yards of piece goods
from time to time in return for pocket money, cigarettes and
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favors. The inmates bought the materials to sew up into sheets
and pillow cases, well-fitting underwear, handkerchiefs, and the
like, which they used themselves, sold, or exchanged for other
articles. When I was placed in charge of the cutting table my
fellow prisoners came around, leaned over the table, looked
knowingly and confidentially into my eyes, passed a few hints
about the stock room and waited to see if I would bite. I knew
very well what they wanted. I laughed and said: “See here, I am
not selling anything. There is no use your trying to induce me
to. I am no screw either. I am not here to watch over you or
any of the prison property. Keep this in mind as far as I am
concerned. I see nothing and hear nothing. Whenever you see
the stock room door open, remember that. The rest is up to
you, you can do as you please.” Like old hands at a familiar
game they understood me well. Whenever the stock room door
was left open, they found the opportune time to sneak around
my back, enter the stock room and make away with a bolt or
two of goods. The market for sheets and pillow cases in particu-
lar became well supplied, and all demands on the part of
prisoners for the same was immediately met, for a consideration
of course.

In the Spring Jim Larkin arrived, and later on Harry
Winitsky.

When Harry Winitsky arrived in Sing Sing he immediately
became the talk of the prison. You must know Harry Winitsky
to appreciate the humor of it all. On his arrival in Sing Sing,
Harry weighed exactly three hundred and twenty-five pounds.
‘There were no prison clothes on hand to fit him. But they had
to give him gray pants. So the story went round that three men
in the state shop who were assigned to make the pants in a
hurry did not know whether they were making a pair of pants
or a tent. Some said they actually got lost in the cloth and were
missing on the count. Winitsky got his pants, but he did not
get a belt with them. When he emerged in the yard he carried
a bundle in one arm and held his pants up with the other. Every
once in a while he let go, and down slid his pants.

“Some baby elephant,” the prisoners said to me. “They’ll
have to blast the cell block to get him in.”
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One day Jim Larkin came to me for advice on how to mail
a letter out without having it censored by the prison authori-
ties. I informed him about the Negro chain. But when I asked
him for the letter, he refused to give it to me. Evidently he was
suspicious; either he did not trust me or the chain. Later when
he informed me what he had done I became furious. As much
as I argued with him that he had made a mistake, he refused
to admit it, his Irish obstinacy showing up to perfection. Larkin
had been foolish enough to turn over his “kite,” as such letters
are called, to the one keeper in the knit shop who was most
despised and least trusted by the prisoners. A few days later
the keeper informed him upon returning the letter that he had
opened it, read it and that its contents were of such a nature that
he was afraid to mail it.

We found out later that the letter was not opened by the
keeper to whom it was entrusted, but by the proper prison
authorities. Returning the letter to Jim was a bit of strategy:
the authorities wanted to find it on his person. Soon thereafter
Jim was called out to the visiting room to meet some one who
came to see him. He took the letter with him. It is strictly pro-
hibited to pass out letters through visitors. Jim knew the rules,
but he was ready to take a chance. What he didn’t know was
that the keeper in the visiting room had been instructed to keep
an eye on him. The moment Larkin attempted to hand the
letter to his visitor, he was caught. The letter was taken away
from him. Jim was subjected to a thorough search, in the course
of which cash was also found in his possession, and then locked
up for violation of the rules. But Jim Larkin was not punished
as other prisoners in similar circumstances would have been.
He was not thrown into the cooler, nor did he lose good be-
havior time. It was, however, very apparent that the prison
authorities were aroused over Jim Larkin’s letter. It was very
clear that their attitude toward us changed. I sensed it and so
did Harry Winitsky. Jim Larkin became exceedingly angry.
He insisted that the prison authorities had committed a great
injustice towards him, freely giving vent to his indignation.

A few weeks later, about three in the morning, I was awak-
ened out of a deep sleep by the knocking of keys on my cell

FIRST COMMUNIST PRISONER IN SING SING o3

door. I.jumped up. “Hurry up and pack,” commanded the
keeper in a gruff voice. “You are on the draft.” I generally
!mew when drafts were taking place, because I was usuall
lnforn-led in advance who was on the draft. But not this timey
for this one was what the prisoners called a “sneaky draft.” I;
was kept secret by the warden from the prisoners and the
keepers;. you knew about it only when it broke upon you. I got
dressed ina rush and packed up as quickly as possible. In about
twenty minutes the keeper came around again, opened the door
and commanded, “Follow me.” I did. I was taken down to the
wash-room, a large room with a cement floor, where the pris-
oners ta}<e their showers. The room soon filled up with prisorlfers
about sixty in all. The principal keeper was on hand lookin ,
us over. His assistant was also there. About a dozen kee ergs
stood guard. A few of the convicts from the mess hall vfr)ere
also on hand to help get the draft off. We put our prison num-
bers on the bags which contained our belongings before the
were taken from us. Jim Larkin and Harry and I grou eZlI
togfether. But not for long. The handcuffs and shackles m};de
their appearance. We were manacled, two prisoners together
hand and foot. We had to walk in step, or else we could not wallé
at all. After being shackled, we were marched into the mess
hall, where we got some hash, bread and coffee. In the dark we
were n.larched out of the prison to a little station built next to
thf{ prison, especially for such an occasion. The special car was
waiting for us. We were marched in, a grim, haggard-looking lot
(f)f desperados, desperados who had to be shackled—hand gand
oot.
Before getting into the car the men were i
They muttered curses. Some were worried ov:r ixrflh:? llz,a:in ga)d:
pened. Some were silent, but sullen and angry. I took in tlf)e
whole scene. Again a new experience! I had scarcely become
ysed to Sing Sing, when I was being shipped to Clinton Prison
in Qannemora, a place noted for its “repeaters,” hardened
criminals who had long terms to do. Among us w;s a Spanish
fel.low who later was to be my friend and co-worker at Cll)inton
Prison. He was sentenced by a judge in New York City to fifty-
two and a half years at hard labor. When he arrived in Sinyg
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Sing his long sentence was the talk of the prisoners. So it became
the joke of the place. It was as follows: “Do you know why the
judge slapped another one-half year on the sentence of 52
years?” “No, I don’t,” you answered. “Well,” came the retort,
“that was for war tax.”

On another prisoner, a thin Italian fellow, the guards kept
an eagle eye. He had been in the death-house, from which he
was released because he squealed on some of his companions.
They had paid with their lives, but he escaped the chair. The
executed men had friends in Sing Sing. Drafting him became
necessary for his personal safety. The other prisoners looked at
him with contempt. Some remarked, “I wouldn’t like to be in
that ‘Jawbony’s’ shoes. He’ll get the knife in Clinton as sure as
you are born.”

Another one in the lot was a young red-haired Irish fellow
with bumps on his head, a reddened face, pocked and scarred.
His had been a life spent in institutions and prisons. To him
prison was just another home. He was as hard as a brick and
utterly fearless. His coarse ignorance was offset by a happy and
jovial disposition. You could get along very nicely with him,
provided you were careful not to offend him. We got along
very well. “How are you, Bolsheviki?”” he would greet me. “Put
it here, old-timer,” he would say, shaking my hand.

Once on the train the mood of the prisoners changed. They
made themselves comfortable as best they could under the cir-
cumstances. I was shackled to Jim Larkin, who took the ordeal
as good-naturedly as I. Harry Winitsky happened to be an odd
one, so his hands were shackled together. He was lucky, because
on the train his handcuffs were removed by the keeper, who
made him the official water-boy of the shackled crew. He had
to answer every call for water, by filling the one tin cup which
was provided for that purpose with water and giving it to the
one who asked for it. When the train started to leave the small
platform of Sing Sing, the prisoners let out a yell, mingled with
curses and catcalls. An incessant chatter arose from the human
cargo. The keepers in charge of the car were treated to all kinds
of verbal jabs and sarcasm. In a few moments we were at Ossin-
ing, where we were attached to a regular train. When the
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whistle blew and the locomotive bell rang the prisoners shouted
and cursed again. The gray mist of early morning lifted, the
Hudson ribboned her silvery way, and we were off to Clinton
Prison. The windows were kept closed, to prevent an escape,
and every possible precaution was taken by the guards to see
that no one could get away. Shoes came off, cigarettes were lit.
The smoke, mixed with the odor of sweaty feet, made the air
stifling.

Prisoners told stories of how cons (convicts) on Clinton
drafts made their breaks for freedom, some of the breaks hap-
pening during my short stay at Sing Sing, so that I knew their
stories were true. Whenever one had to go to the toilet, he had
to take his shackled partner with him. It was really comical to
see how it was done. Nature had to have its way, regardless of
the circumstances. When we left Albany, where I had been a
member of the Legislature, the sun was shining brightly. There
was a beautiful day outside, which to me seemed separated from
the train. The car was the world of the prison; outside, a differ-
ent world. It looked strange and fantastic. I wondered if it could
be the same world I lived in a few months ago.

I enjoyed the unfolding scenery of the ride, but my fellow
prisoners enjoyed themselves most by using all the power in
their lungs every time a farmer came into view. A number of
them would cry in unison: “How goes it, Hoosier? You hold
him, Sy, while I wing ’im.” I understood their attitude, for in
their hate first came the police, then the screws of the prison,
and third the farmers and residents of the rural communities.
I believe this hatred was due to the fact that the so-called
Hoosiers despised them just as much and welcomed every
opportunity if they lived near a prison to join in the hunt for
an escaped convict. For the fifty dollars reward offered by the
state the farmers were relentless in pursuit of an escaped
convict.

Long before noon the bags, containing two ham and two
cheese sandwiches, which were given each of us in Sing Sing,
were opened and the sandwiches devoured. That and water was
all we were to get until the journey was finished, a matter of
about fifteen hours. As the train rolled on north through the
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beautiful country, the prisoners caught snatches of sleep. Many
started complaining about their feet, because as their ankles
began to swell from the shackles the pain became almost unbear-
able. Others talked about their exploits, how they were ar-
rested, of their sweethearts, mothers and friends.

On rolled the train. We were passing through valleys and
hills. The brightness of the day was lost in a sunset of riotous
colors. When we reached Plattsburg it was already dark. Our
car was switched to another track. A small locomotive, puffing
in eagerness to be away, was coupled to the car, the whistle of
the engine tooted, the bell rang, and before we realized it, we
stopped at the small station that is the heart of Dannemora. We
were glad the weary journey was over, glad, too, of the expecta-
tion that soon the shackles and the iron cuffs would be off our
hands and feet.

At the station the whole town was on hand to greet us. The
Clinton Prison keepers were there, too. All I could see in the
darkness was a small town, above which mountains loomed. It
seemed a cold and uninviting place. The keepers were an ugly
looking lot. They stood by, holding their long tapering sticks
with a heavy metal stub on the end. The sticks were new to me,
for in Sing Sing the keepers did not carry them. Their attitude
to us was harsh, their manner curt. I got the impression that
now I was in for some real prison life, because the whole atmos-
phere was one of heartless discipline and cruelty. We were
counted and recounted as we disembarked from the train.
When we were lined up in a row on the station platform we
were counted and recounted again. They were taking no
chances with the new lot of city desperados that had arrived;
they were going to make positively sure that the number of
convicts in the cargo was as specified in the papers. The crowd
in the station looked sneeringly at us, and I could detect in
their eyes a spiteful gleam which seemed to say, ‘“Now, you wise
fellows from the city, we will show you what a real prison is
like.” I hated them for it.

When the principal keeper was sure the count was right, he
gave the order to march. We did march between two rows of
keepers, silently and sullenly, up the one dusty street that was
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the town, dragging our swollen feet and shackles along, many
a curse being grit between the teeth in silence. The gate of the
prison loomed before us in the darkness. An order was given.
It swung open. I was a little chilled by the cold mountain air.
As we marched through the gate we were counted again. The
gate swung back on its hinges. We were now in the prison of
the doomed. Still they were taking no chances and counted us
once more. Next we were marched into a large room, where we
were commanded to line up in a row. The way in which the
principal keeper shouted his commands, the manner in which
the keepers responded gave you the impression that you were
in the drill room of a military academy. Here we were not only
counted, but also had to answer a roll call, after which it
appeared that they were satisfied that we were all delivered.
The order was then given to the keepers to remove handcuffs
and shackles, after which we were ordered to undress naked.
The room was flooded with light from the large glaring electric
bulbs. The screws watched every move we made as we un-
dressed. Soon there stood in their naked innocence over sixty
men of different shapes and sizes. I again noticed as I had in
Sing Sing that many of the men had their skins pricked by the
needles of hypodermic syringes, which they used in injecting
themselves with narcotics.

The examination began as soon as we were undressed. First
every bit of clothing was carefully searched, every pocket
turned inside out, the lining felt, the seams fingered in order to
discover if anything was concealed. But the search did not end
there, for the keepers looked into our eyes, up our noses, into
our ears, under our armpits, combed our hair with their fingers,
looked at our hands and at each finger, looked at our feet, be-
tween our toes, made us spread our legs apart to discover if
anything was concealed between them, and ended the search
by making us bend over, after which they spread our buttocks
apart and looked to make sure we had not concealed anything
there. Yet thorough as this search was, I knew of prisoners who
had succeeded in smuggling in dope and other contraband,
which goes to show that nothing in this world is foolproof.

When the search was over we were ordered to dress, after
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which we were immediately taken to our cells. The cells were a
trifle wider and larger than those in Sing Sing, and unlike those
in Sing Sing were very dry. The cell block also looked cleaner
and better kept. Here, as in Sing Sing, a narrow cot was ex-
tended from the wall. I threw myself on the thin mattress stuffed
with straw, covered myself with the shoddy blanket and went to
sleep. I was too tired to stay awake, for I had been up since
three in the morning. I could wait until tomorrow to find out
what was in store for me.

At Clinton Prison I went through practically all the formali-
ties that I had been through at Sing Sing. I remember the visit
to the Doctor. He was a jovial middle-aged man, whom the
prisoners rather liked and called Benny the Dope. The rumor
prevalent among the convicts was that he was a drug addict.
How true it was I do not know. One day he was found dead in
his office. Again the “wise ones” among the inmates were sure
it was the result of an overdose of morphine. He greeted me with
a smile and asked me to strip to the waist. He gave me a thump
on the chest. “Well, you are all right, my boy.” That was all
there was to his examination.

Clinton was unlike Sing Sing, for in Clinton you knew you
were in a tough place. The keepers were strict. You got very
little free time. After your day’s work you received an hour for
recreation in the yard, after which you were marched back to
your cells. The guards all carried sticks. Those on the walls
walked up and down, their rifles in their hands, ready to shoot
at a moment’s notice. No prisoners’ organization, like the
Mutual Welfare League of Sing Sing, was allowed. On Saturday
afternoons during the summer months, you spent the afternoon
in the yard, where you could watch the prison team play base-
ball with outside teams. On Sunday you either attended the
religious services or stayed in your cell all day long. In the fall
and winter months, the prisoners were confined to their cells
after working hours. Entertainments were given on rare occa-
sions. Cooking was prohibited in practically all shops. If you
wanted to cook up a pot of coffee you did it at the risk of being
caught and sent to the cooler (solitary). A prisoner was allowed
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to spend no more than six dollars every two weeks in the village
store, where the prices were extremely high. You were allowed
only two packages a year from home. Every one had to go to the
mess hall three times a day for breakfast, lunch, and supper.
You could only send out a limited number of letters a month.
Only one visit a month by relatives or friends approved by the
prison authorities was allowed to you. One had to watch one’s
step, because every infraction of a rule was severely punished.
You not only lost time but also spent a number of days in the
cooler on bread and water.

I was assigned to the prison tailor shop. Here the prison
clothes were made, and suits for the inmates of the prison for the
criminal insane, which was adjacent to Clinton Prison. Two
keepers were assigned to this shop besides the one who took
charge of production. One of the keepers was a French Cana-
dian, called Frenchy by the inmates. The other was a middle-
aged rotund Irishman, rather congenial in his ways, an Irish
Republican patriot who took pleasure in letting me read
speeches made by Robert Emmett and other Irish patriots,
which he clipped from the Irish Republican press. At first he
tried to make an operator out of me. But I was too tall, my
legs too long for the sewing machine. I was therefore trans-
ferred and put to work at the basting table. The head of pro-
duction was an old German. I despised him from the first day
I met him. He was round-shouldered, walked with his head out-
stretched, and, being nearsighted, always kept squinting at you
through his thick spectacles.

Working with me at one table was the Spaniard who had
received fifty-two and a half years. He made an excellent com-
panion. He was somewhat anarchistically inclined. I learned
much about him. He had a mother in Spain. His brother was
well off in Cuba in the custom-tailoring business. He was an
excellent tailor, having learned the profession from his brother.
He always insisted that he was not a criminal, even though he
related to me many of his exploits in entering apartments at
night for the purpose of stealing. As might be expected, he
bitterly hated the judge. It seems that he was robbing a wealthy
Texas oil man, who was stopping with his wife at one of the
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fashionable hotels in New York City. He and his partner had
succeeded in getting their pockets full of jewels while the couple
were asleep. But his partner was not satisfied. He remembered
that the lady wore a brooch studded with large diamonds when
they first saw the couple in the dining room. His partner was
certain the brooch was worth a fabulous sum.

“We must go back for the brooch,” his partner insisted.

“No,” replied the Spaniard, “it’s hard luck. Come, let’s go.”

But his partner was obstinate. He would not go. “Come on!
Let’s go get the brooch.”

“So I went, like a big fool, with him. The woman, she woke
up. When she saw us, she scream Ow ow ow so loud. I took a
pillow and threw it over her haid. But the husban’, he woke
up. He think I attack his wife. That’s the worse thing: when a
man is with his women he must act brave. So he gets up and
fights me and my partner. And all the time the woman yells
like hell. But if I was a criminal, I would take a knife and zip
right to the heart. Then there would be no noise. Wad Ido? I
peek up a shoe and bang over his head and knock him out.
The wife she must have fainted. My partner begin to run. But
it was too late. The whole hotel was awake. We were trapped
like rats. I run to the window; the police were there. Now I am
a criminal, they say, and that I wanted to kill, that I was not
satisfied to rob the big rich gentleman, that I wanted to rape his
wife, too. So the judge send me away for fifty-two and a half
years. And my partner, whose fault it all was, he comes to
prison and gets religious. You know, I work in the state shop.
I work on a keeper’s uniform. I decide to make one for myself.
My partner find out. And now I am in Clinton Prison.”

1 used to listen to him moan a Spanish folk song, in a mono-
tone, or marvel as he would go into ecstasy over a photograph
that some Cuban ballerina had sent him after he wrote her for
it. Then he would tell me about his family, his mother, his
sister, his motherless daughter, and how he loved them all. He
would end up by sighing, rolling his eyes in a tragic way, as if
he knew he would never again see them and would never again
be free. I wrote many letters for him, asking the prison superin-
tendent to transfer him back to Sing Sing, though I knew it was
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gseless. He never finished his fifty-two and a half years. He died
in Clinton Prison. “Muy amigo,” he would call me, as he
h:fmded me a cup of coffee. I supplied the coffee and sugar.
Fifty-two-and-a-half-years, in spite of his twisted logic, in spite
of the fact that he was a thief, had a genuine love and ;ympath
for humanity. !
Life was not without its humor and excitement in the tailor
shop. A- motley crew worked here, and some of them were very
ugly cr.lminals. One of my great dilemmas was the question
of getting shaved. In Clinton each shop had a barber or two
according to its size, the tailor shop, a large shop, having two’
The .barber chairs were crude, wooden, prison-made aﬁairs..
Coming up with me on the draft was a young German fellow
who said that, though he was a machinist, he would tell the
%{f:epers he was an expert barber, in order to get a barber’s
job, which was considered one of the good jobs in Clinton.
Sure enough, he succeeded, for he was assigned as second
bal"ber to the tailor shop. But he was not the barber I was
assigned to. I was assigned to the old barber, a Puerto-Rican. I
went to the Puerto-Rican for my first shave. I gave him one look
When I saw the expression in his eyes I decided it was not safe.
to shave with him. So I asked the German if he would shave me
He consented. It was an ordeal. He held me tightly by the nose-
50 thaF I could not breathe, he pulled my ear, he put his dirt);
ha.nd in my mouth. He delighted in shaving against the grain
.Shps of the razor and cuts there were plenty. But I preferreci
innocent butchery at the hands of the German barber to the
m}xrderous gleam in the eyes of the Puerto-Rican. Nor was I
mlsFaken in my fears. One day a young fellow sat down in his
chair for a shave. The Puerto-Rican put the towel around his
neck and then proceeded to cut the poor victim with his razor
The fellow got up with a scream. When the other inmates savs;
what happened they went after the Puerto-Rican. A riot started
‘The Puerto-Rican grabbed the great big cutting shears an(i
cdged himself into a corner. He glared at the attackers like a
wild beast. He looked stark mad. The riot call was sounded
In.a few minutes the keepers came running in excitedly Witl’;
pointed rifles, many of them very much frightened. Qur k:eeper,
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Frenchy, in his excitement, swinging his stick in the air,
mounted a table and stepped into a pail of water. This broke
the tension and caused everyone to laugh. The Puerto-Rican was
overcome by the keepers, as were all the other prisoners found
with missiles in their hands. The Puerto-Rican was sent to the
prison for the criminal insane. The others were sent to the
cooler.

Working as a presser at the table next to me was a young
Jewish lad of about twenty. He was always in a sullen mood. 1
thought he was crazy. Very often he would stop his work, turn
to a group of prisoners who were talking or laughing and inter-
ject, “Stop talking about me. Don’t think I don’t know. And
stop laughing at me, too. Now cut it out, if you want to know
what is good for you.” One day when no one was suspecting
anything he picked up a heavy wooden block which is used in
pressing the shoulders of coats, and with terrific force let it down
upon the head of an unsuspecting fellow prisoner. His face
became distorted, his eyes were red. The prisoner struck fell
unconscious to the floor with a large gash in his head from which
blood flowed freely. The Jewish lad was subdued, taken away
and sent to the prison for the insane.

In my company was a tall up-state Yankee. He was six feet six
inches and had the mental capacity of a child. He believed all
the wild stories we told him about New York. We finally got
him to believe that in New York City the gangsters were so
numerous that they pointed their guns at you, from out of the
windows of the large buildings, in order to take pot shots at
you. Our tall “Hoosier,” as we called him, had an enormous
appetite. He was always hungry. He ate what every one left
over. Fish cakes, meat balls and especially bread pudding found
in “Hoosier” a ready customer. He would gather it all together
as it was passed to him and at night when alone in his cell would

devour it all. No one except “Hoosier” in our company ate bread
pudding. It was a concoction made from the week’s left over
bread boiled in water and soaked in a cheap gooey vanilla
sauce, with a few raisins thrown in for seasoning. One day a
few of the prisoners went to the doctor, complained about belly
aches and received the usual dose of compound cathartic pills.
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A't supper time, in the mess hall, as they passed their bread pud-
ding to “Hoosier” they dropped in the C. C. pills. The next
morn}ng in the shop “Hoosier” in a sweat remarked “Oh gosh
I don’t know what happened to me last night. I kept sitting on’
my bucket all night till the darn thing overflowed.” From tghe
on he was known as “Bread Pudding Sy.” "
.In'Dannemora I made the acquaintance of one of the two
Finnish political prisoners, members of the Finnish I W. W
who were convicted of criminal anarchy for editing a'Fin.nish.
Syndicalist paper. He was Gus Alonen, a carpenter by trade, |
very shrewd and courageous man. He was not a Comml};nist b,uatl
an Anarcho-Syndicalist. At that time he believed in direct a(:tion
and was ready to practice it. He was sure that a well-trained
group of workers who were revolutionists were the equal if not
better than an overwhelming number of police or soldiers. He
had been active in the I. W. W. and had traveled all over. the
country worl.dng in lumber camps, on construction jobs, every-
where organizing workers into the one big union. Jim Larkz
Gus Alonen, Harry Winitsky, and I formed a quartet Thc;
keepers treated us with respect, but also with caution. '

Clinton Prison is situated in one of nature’

The Adirondack Mountains rise about it in ce();oz\;?l?ielie;%%:.
‘From my cell I could see Lake Champlain, majesticall$ at rest.
in a valley of green and gold. In the fall every leaf was tinted
In autumn colors, every bright hue mellowed with a dash of
golden brown upon which the sun cast shafts of light, while th

tall trees cast their dark shadows to create a phantasr,na orl ‘;
colors. Yet there was also the village with the ugly cot%a (lea Of
the screws, the prison with its forgotten lost men, the madi‘l%rlos .

close by with its maniacs and those who dwelt,in the strarll1 o
lands of their imagination; beyond the wall the hospital for tge
tubercular criminals who coughed and spat up blood; néarbe
the cemetery where men rested forever in their plain ’woode y
black,. painted coffins. Often I watched the scene and ’ ond r:i
how it was possible that amid such beaut b mmiser
and ugliness could exist.

With winter came the cold and snow. The prisoners pre

y so much misery
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pared for both by making mittens and mufflers, and sewing .ear
muffs onto caps. The mercury often fell below zero. The Wlnd
drove the snow into high drifts of five, six or mo.re Et‘?et in helght.
In the morning during blizzards we walked ShlVCI:ll’lg with our
buckets through a path lined by snow banks which rose high
above our heads. The Siberia of America tht? men called the
place, and it really looked it. During the winter months we
were locked up for the night, after supper, which was served at
four. The men amused themselves or passed the time as best
they could. Some sang, only to arouse the anger and .rlbald Te-
marks of others. Others carried on conversations Wlt‘h fellow
prisoners on other tiers and in other cells. Tl_le studious ar}d
serious-minded prisoners read books and magazines. Manyl artis-
tically and industriously inclined worke(.i at t.hen" partlcglar
hobbies. Many would pace up and down in their narrow little
hours.
Cel"llfhff(r)rlights went out at nine o’clock. The cell block soon
became quiet. One heard the heavy breathlng, snores, an occa-
sional moan, the steps of the keeper, marching up and dowp
the cell block. Very often I would lie awake. Events, experi-
ences would go through my mind. The drearr.m of freedom, the
joy of being once more with family and.frle.nds were sweet.
As the dreams assumed reality in my imagu.latlop I .fell asleep.
In the morning I would jump off my cot just in time to get
my tin can filled with hot water. I dressed and washed hur—
riedly. The doors unlocked. I picked up my bucket at the given
command, marched with my company to the bucket shack and
emptied it. I was part of a continuous line o.f men, each ca'rry-
ing a bucket; alongside of me was another line. The two lines
spread apart as they entered the shack. A heavy stream of water
was continuously pouring down into a large inetal bowl.. FEach
line emptied its buckets into the “soup bowl,- as the pI‘lSOl’leI,‘S
called it. Then washed them under the pouring stream. One’s
hands and face always got splashed. We then depos.1ted our
buckets on the rack and proceeded by companies straight into
the mess hall. What was on the hands or faces of the men did
not matter. We marched to the long benches and narrow long
tables which stretched across the room. Each company when it
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reached its table stood at attention until the keeper gave two
taps with his stick, the order to sit down and eat the uninviting
breakfast. The cereal I never ate, because on a number of occa-
sions I had found long worms in it. The rest of the prisoners
ate it, and if they found a worm, just picked it out, threw it
away and went on eating. A tap by the keeper with his stick
signaled that breakfast was over and that the company had to
rise. Another tap, the order to march out into the yard, where
the men were lined up for a few minutes before being marched
into the shops.

Dannemora was run on the old system. Nevertheless, in spite
of the strict discipline, it was possible for one to adjust himself
and get along quite well. I found it a little more difficult to get
the things I wanted, the things that only currency could buy.
But I soon found out how to get cash, what could be used in lieu
of money. Cigarettes, Bull Durham and Duke’s Mixture were as
good as United States currency. In fact, they could be readily
exchanged for money. For cash one could obtain special steaks
and potatoes cooked by the inmates who worked in the power
house. For cigarettes or tobacco one could get better food, from
the inmates who worked in the mess hall, delivered just before
we were locked up in our cell. Prisoners who had accumulated
cash through gambling, or selling goods, would gladly give you
cash if you could arrange to deposit an equal amount to their
account at the office. This could only be done if you knew how
to send instructions out by mail through non-prison sources.
Here as in Sing Sing a quarter would do it. A chain worked
in Clinton as in Sing Sing. Who made up the chain I never was
able to discover. All I did was to give my tier man a quarter and
the letter; the rest was taken care of. But in Clinton it could
be done only on special occasions and you were notified when
you could take advantage of it.

Clinton was considered a punishment prison, a place where
the most desperate criminals with the worst reputations, those
who were repeaters and had to serve long terms, were sent. Ten
years was considered an ordinary sentence. When I told them
that T had a sentence of five to ten they laughed and said
“Pal, that’s nothing at all.” I met many lifers and men with
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twenty, twenty-five, thirty, forty, sixty, and one with ninety-
year sentences. Prisoners who could not be controlled in the
other prisons were sent here. The worst drug addicts among
the state prison inmates were found in Clinton. A large number
of the “fairies” (homosexuals) and their partners sooner or later
were transferred here. Clinton was a veritable hell of contradic-
tions, where human character in its worst and in its best was
brought out in sharp relief. Here too was comedy, but above all
grim tragedy.

In Sing Sing it did not take me long to discover that sexual
satisfaction was obtained by a very large percentage of the
prison population through contact with one of their own sex.
The aggressive men were known as “wolves,” the others as
“kids,” “‘pansies,” “fairies” and ‘‘sweethearts.” It was not un-
usual for me to hear some one remark, “there goes the big wolf
with his two kids.” The wolves took care of the objects of their
love. They showered them with favors, gave them shirts, blan-
kets, food, money, and above all protected them in every pos-
sible way. One youngster in Auburn prison put up a terrific
battle to ward off the “wolves.” He had to fight with great risk
to his physical well-being in order finally to succeed. He was
about nineteen, slim and good looking. As soon as he arrived
the wolves started to introduce themselves. They showered him
with gifts. At first he thought he was fortunate, but when they
started to caress him like a woman and to demand what they
considered their due, he refused; whereupon, they attempted
to terrorize him and beat him into submission as procurers do.
But he was strong and courageous. He fought back desperately.
It became the talk of the whole prison.

Many youngsters succumb, because state prison is not their
first experience with institutional life. They have grown up in
either religious or state reformatories from which they gradu-
ated into the penitentiaries, finally completing their develop-
ment in a state prison. Besides, the prison authorities seem
undisturbed over these practices among the inmates. Interesting
too was the attitude of many of the inmates. They look upon
abnormal sex relationships as perfectly normal and proper. 1
spoke about it to prisoners who were above the average in
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intelligence and who had a good sense of what was right and
wrong. Often I found to my amazement that not only did they
consider it perfectly proper but that they also indulged when-
ever they had the opportunity to do so. I once was struck by the
attitude of the inmates over a situation that developed in Yard
Two involving two blond fellows just admitted. As soon as they
appeared in Yard Two the wolves and other inmates became
agitated about them. From what I could see they looked abso-
lutely normal. The other prisoners knew differently. I watched
to see what would happen. When they walked in the yard, they
were followed. A flirtation with them was started that was as
genuine in appearance as between a couple of girls and some
shy nervous boys. But the newcomers would have nothing to
do with the white inmates. They attached themselves to a group
of Negroes for whom they did washing, cooking, errands and
the most menial work thrown upon them. The Negroes knew
their power over them, for they ordered them around like
servants, scolded them and abused them at every opportunity.
The inmates called them “nigger lovers.” The white inmates
were not angry with them because they were perverts—not at
all-but only because they did not yield their pervert favors
to the white men. It is sometimes very difficult to understand
the moral code of some prisoners. Once I overheard the follow-
ing remark by such a prisoner, when he saw a woman smoking
a cigarette in a group visiting the prison: “If my girl smoked a
cigarette in public, I'd bat her in the eye.”

Clinton Prison was full of degenerates. They flaunted their
homosexualist practices. The names they affected included
“Princess,” “Cleopatra,” “Nellie,” “Lizzie,” as well as those of
famous movie actresses. Their mannerisms were feminine, so
was the inflection of their voices. They had high heels attached
to their shoes, powdered their faces and rouged their lips and
cheeks. They remade their shirts to give them a blouse effect
and embroidered hearts around the kerchief pockets. During the
summer months, the fairies took blankets with them to the
yard and spread them on the grass. Here, reclining with their
“husbands,” as they called their companions, they engaged in
amenities of repartee and exchanged darts of vulgar wit. They
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were extremely jealous of one another, when angry called each
other, “hussy,” “cat,” “lady bum” and similar names.

Perhaps the most popular “fairy” was “The Princess,” a man
of about forty-five, married and the father of several children.
There was not a single mannish trait about him. His walk, his
speech, the way he tossed his head, the motions of his hands,
his behavior in the company of men were always feminine—
never masculine. Next in popularity was a short ugly colored
man of about thirty, who was very slim. He was almost jet
black, his hair kinky and curly, bright laughing eyes topped a
broad nose that almost covered his thin black face. His lips
were of medium thickness and edged an enormous mouth which
displayed two rows of large snow white teeth. Why this colored
man was called a man, I don’t know. Not only was he feminine
in all his actions and characteristics but in him they were exag-
gerated. I never saw a person in prison more jolly than he.
Always laughing, ever disporting a coquettish smile. The way
he rolled his eyes, broke into a laugh, or affected an air of
modesty was similar to that of a girl flushed with excitement,
during a flirtation. When angry, he was a feminine shrew on
fire. In spite of his ugliness, in spite of the revulsion he aroused
in me, he was nevertheless a favorite among the inmates, espe-
cially the white ones.

How was it possible for convicts in a prison like Dannemora,
where the régime was so strict, where freedom of motion was
limited, to engage in practices of sex perversion? It is impossible
to keep a perfect watch on prisoners unless a guard is attached
to each prisoner. The number of guards actually employed, can
only do a superficial job, in watching what takes place. Further-
more, the degenerates in Clinton were assigned to jobs where it
was possible for many of them to ply their trade quite freely,
and I suspect not without the knowledge of the prison authori-
ties, who surely are not so blind that they do not know about
this common practice.

At Clinton Prison, as also in Sing Sing and Auburn prisons,
much of the trouble that develops between inmates has its roots
in the jealousies arising out of these abnormal sex relationships.
I have seen convicts cut each other up seriously because of this
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jealousy. I remember such an incident in Clinton Prison, when
a tall French Canadian took a fairy away from one of the con-
victs I described previously as the red-headed Irish youth with
bumps on his head. Just as the men in the yard were given
the order to line up with their companies, the red-headed
Irish lad threw the Frenchman flat on his back, squatted across
the Frenchman’s chest, grabbed hold of his head by the hair
and brandishing a long knife prepared to cut his head off. The
Frenchman gave out a yell like a wild hyena. Frenchy, our
keeper, was close at hand. With calm deliberate courage he
raised his stick quickly and with all his might brought it down
on the attacker’s head. The blow was terrific, the Irishman col-
lapsed over his victim. But I could not understand the reaction
of the prisoners. A little spark of encouragement and a riot of
major proportions would have started. The prisoners became
madly indignant at the keeper. “What right did he have to use
his stick.” They cursed him. An ugly murmur rose from their
ranks. They saw nothing wrong in the act if one of their number
attempted to murder a fellow prisoner. But that a keeper should
use his stick in order to save the life of a fellow prisoner, they
considered an outrageous act of brutality. The class lines in
prison between the screws and the prisoners were very sharp.
Evidently the animosities created by the long confinement of
the men and the harsh treatment they received were responsible
for their code which held that every act of a keeper against
the person of a convict, regardless of its motives, was an attack
upon the whole convict fraternity. In no other way can I
explain it.

“Hoosier,” a lad of about nineteen, was committed to Clinton
Prison for perpetrating the terrible crime of stealing a cow,
killing it, skinning it and selling the hide for a few dollars. He
seemed to enjoy coming to Clinton Prison, where the worst
“bad men” from the big city were confined. The minute he
arrived he was spotted by the wolves: here was a young country
lad from the farm. He was assigned to the mess hall. He seemed
to be having one fine time. The wolves showered him with pres-
ents. I remember hearing him say one day, “Well, you city
fellers can’t fool me. I read all about ye. My father on the farm
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used to get the Sunday paper from New York every week. I'm
wised up.” Soon he sported a wrist watch, new shirts, a nice new
sweater. He was making friends among the old timers, who were
initiating him into the ways of prison. And they certainly did!
He became very popular with the wolves. When in the yard he
was trailed by a score of them. He walked around with a happy
air of satisfaction and self-assurance. He was now in big com-
pany. Perhaps he thought the Sunday paper from New York that
came once a week to his father’s farm no longer could teach him
anything, for he knew it all. He was thrilled with his prison
experiences. He was not only at home in the society of the prison
big shots, but he was actually one of them.

In Auburn there was an undersized Jewish lad of about
eighteen. He reminded one of a slinking pup that has had its
spirit broken by too many beatings. He doubted every kind
word, and feared to look one straight in the eye. I never saw
him smile. This Jewish lad was the kid of Big Bill Jew, an
arrogant Negro who had spent most of his life in penal insti-
tutions. He was well built, about five foot ten in height, with a
cruel and angular chiseled face. His smile was sarcastic, his
demeanor haughty, giving one the impression that he was
extremely selfish. He was forty-five or over, strong and well
preserved, despite his years of incarceration. He was known as
a “cokie” (a dope fiend). When he was released after serving
almost ten years in prison, he got off at Albany, spent his money
on dope, drugged himself to capacity, and attempted to commit
a robbery. He was caught that same night, convicted and sent
back to prison. In the bath house he used to admire his physical
prowess as he looked over his naked beauty, and would delight
in telling all the inmates how he was going to enjoy his first
night of freedom with his dark “gal.” The Jewish lad was his
kid. But he was more than that. He was his slave. He jumped
at Bill Jew’s beck and call. One day the lad was caught by
Bill Jew with a white inmate. I saw the Jewish lad after he had
been scolded, cursed and beaten for his unfaithfulness. His eyes
were bloodshot, the tears had not yet dried. The story was told
to me by one of the old timers, a Jewish safe cracker, who was
looked up to by the Jewish inmates. He narrated how Bill Jew
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cursed and scolded, yelling at the lad, “Yoh is my kid. I take
care of you, and as long as I am in this prison yoh better stick
to me.” Then he slapped him all over the face, while the lad
cried for mercy and promised never to be unfaithful again. My
narrator spoke in contempt of the lad, not because of what he
was, but because a Jewish lad had to associate with a Negro,
a “Schwartzer.” After that the lad continued faithful to Bill
Jew, and like a frightened puppy continued to take the abuse
and the scorn that was heaped upon him by the Jewish inmates.

In Clinton you felt that you were in a primitive wilderness.
The prisoners liked to talk about the jungles surrounding the
prison, the impossibility of breaking through them and making
good an escape. They looked upon Clinton as America’s for-
saken spot—the hell hole of America. Nevertheless, there were
many who attempted the dash for liberty. My German friend
was one of them. Radically inclined, he said that if he ever got a
chance he would take it, make for the city and beat it back to
Germany. The revolution in Germany was in the making and he
was sure he could play his part in it. He got his chance. They
gave him a job on the farm outside of the prison taking care
of the hogs. He came to me smiling, told me of his good fortune.
His smooth oval German face lit up. He would wait for his
opportunity. One day in the yard he came to me, nervous but
very happy in his agitation: “Tomorrow I go. Good-by.” 1
wished him luck even though I thought his attempt was foolish.
The next day he was missing. Two days later they brought
him back. I happened to catch a glimpse of him. He was in
rags. He had not been able to traverse the jungles. He looked
like a2 man who had returned from a different world. Later,
after he had served his punishment in the cooler, I saw him in
the yard. His failure was a bad blow. He was a different man.
His spirit was broken.

The most daring exploit, based on sheer courage and split-
seconds, was the break of an Irish-American lad and a Pole.
The Irish-American lad I knew well. He came from the lower
Westside of New York City. He was one of the Tenth Avenue
mob. In spite of the fact that he was in his early twenties,
he was already old in prison years, having spent most of his
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youth in penal institutions. He was fair of complexion, of
medium height, with light brown hair and a broad forehead.
They called him Angel Face. He was the kind of boy any
mother, from appearances only, would have been proud of. He
was a product of New York’s streets, poor family environment
and sheer poverty. It seemed to me that he was simply puzzled
by all the complexities of life. “You are an Anarchist,” he would
say to me, “I don’t know what it means, but if it’s what I think
it is, then I'm all for it. You are against the present laws. You
believe things are not what they should be. I've felt that all
along. Maybe you know how to fight it. I've been fighting it all
along, and here I am in this dump for life. But if ever I get a
chance, I'll learn.” And his eyes laughed, as his baby face lit
up into a smile that petered out in a puzzled expression of per-
plexity and he waved his hand in parting. “So long, Bolsheviki,”
he said, using the common term for us politicals.

I liked him, though he was known as a killer, the kind who,
when cornered, fights like a lion and kills without hesitation.
Adversity and the struggles of childhood had hardened him,
but beneath this veneer was a youth with a heart that could feel
deeply and genuinely, with sympathy for the underdog, a sense
of justice, and a willingness to fight for what he thought was
right. Contemplating him, I came to the conclusion that funda-
mentally he was a sound young man in rebellion against the
social abnormalities of his environment that had crippled his
youth by denying him the freedom and opportunities for nor-
mal self-expression that were his natural right. He was deter-
mined to break his way to that freedom through any obstacle,
be it a social barrier or a prison wall. But he knew of only one
way to break through—by main force. Patience, subtleties,
organization were beyond his intelligence and foreign to his
temper. That limitation was at once both his misfortune and
the source of his truly admirable courage. What appealed to
me most in him was his innate defiance of life as it is. In that,
surely he was a revolutionist in temper and truly my comrade.

Angel Face and the Pole did odd jobs around the prison under
the supervision of a keeper. Every morning, after mess, the
two of them, accompanied by their keeper, would go to a room
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on a level with the yard and facing it. Here they would wait for
their keeper to put on his overalls, and then they would follow
him to their assigned chores. At the precise time that the keeper
was wont to put on his overalls, a small band of prisoners who
worked outside would march across the yard to a small door that
was opened for them. On the wall above were six prison guards,
pacing up and down, trigger finger on the trigger of their rifles,
ready to shoot at a moment’s notice. My Irish friend and the
Pole had planned to time their escape for the brief lapse re-
quired by their keeper to put on his overalls and while the
band of prisoners marched through the open door, hoping in
that interval to dash for the open door and lose themselves in
the woods. The opportune morning came. The keeper was put-
ting on his overalls, the company was marching through the
open door. They made a dash for freedom across the yard, using
the few breathless seconds between life and death. It was so
audacious, so unexpected that the keepers on the wall were
dumbfounded for a few moments. These few moments were all
the two lads needed. The firing of the rifles came too late. The
two prisoners had made their getaway.

‘Then came the blowing of the siren. The man hunt began.
All of us prisoners were locked in our cells. The keepers of both
shifts were mobilized. Farmers came rushing into the prison
and were enrolled as deputies. From my cell window I saw the
automobiles leave with their details of armed men. I watched
one automobile and could scarcely believe my eyes. Riding in
the front seat with a rifle across his knees was a convict. He
worked in the front office. The son of an up-state judge, he
had been convicted of murder. The prisoners despised him.
He was feared by the keepers. He walked around the prison
as if he ran the place. From the expression on his face I could
see that he despised the inmates and did not consider himself
one of them. Here was this convicted murderer with rifle in
hand engaged in the mad excitement of a man hunt, eyes
strained, muscles taut, ready for the catch. The prisoners
shouted invectives at him, but he was too far away to hear. I
listened, and the sentiments of the inmates, regardless of the
language in which they were couched, were my sentiments.
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Day after day went by. The manhunt continued. If they could
only make the jungles! The good wishes of every prisoner went
out to the fugitives as the hunt went on. On the fifth day a
farmer and his two burly sons brought back the ghost that was
once Angel Face. But there were also the glad tidings of the
Pole’s successful escape. Town after town sent reports that he
had passed through. From one farmer he stole clothes, from
another a horse, which was later abandoned, and so on, until
the authorities lost trace of him altogether.

Later, when the Irish lad was released from the punishment
cells, we learned what had happened. The Pole and he had
agreed that as soon as they gained freedom they should separate.
The Pole evidently knew forests and the open country, had a
sense of direction and could make his way. One does not pick
up that sort of knowledge on the sidewalks of New York,
surely not on Tenth Avenue. One learns how to dodge trucks
and automobiles, how sometimes to escape from the clutches of
a policeman, but of the ways of nature Angel Face was totally
ignorant. Our Irish lad was completely lost. In the daytime he
hid in the jungles, at night he ventured out, but all the time
he kept running in circles; instead of making headway, he was
always returning to the prison. On the fifth day, tired and
exhausted, he decided to hit the open road. He proceeded but a
short distance, when the farmer and his sons came upon him
and covered him with their rifles. The game was up.

I had my troubles in Clinton Prison and so did the other
politicals, Harry Winitsky, Jim Larkin and Gus Alonen. First
we had trouble with our visitors. Instead of allowing us to
talk with them like human beings, we were segregated in wire
cages, with a keeper inside each cage censoring all a prisoner
wished to say. We rebelled against this and forced the prison
authorities to give our visitors the same courteous treatment
accorded to all others. One day Agnes Smedley came to Clinton
on the pretext that she was interested in prison problems. She
was shown the prison, and on her tour of inspection came across
Jim Larkin who knew all about her visit. He greeted her with
a smile which did not go unnoticed by the prison authorities,
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who became suspicious, investigated her, took her aside later
and ordered her to leave. Then followed a series of articles in
the Socialist daily, The New York Call, about the dungeon at
Dannemora and the terrible treatment being accorded to the
politicals, especially Jim Larkin. It was a grim story, part true
and part good imagination. It infuriated the prison authorities
and particularly State Superintendent of Prisons Rattigan. He
looked upon all Reds as dangerous criminals. He really hated
us and held us personally responsible for what had appeared
in the Call.

Rattigan appointed a commission, which included himself,
the warden, the chief doctor of the prison for the criminally
insane, and an outside psychiatrist, and which was to pass on
our sanity. Jim Larkin was the first one subjected to an examina-
tion. They were rather rough with him, but he was rougher
in his retorts, which he delivered in trenchant Irish brogue.
He was followed by Harry Winitsky, who was cross-examined
at length, then came Gus Alonen, and I was last. I answered
the questions they asked me calmly and deliberately. They
seemed chiefly concerned with the treatment accorded to our
visitors. I told them that it was discriminatory, that we re-
sented this discrimination and would seek through all means at
our command to fight it until it was ended. I told them that
while we did not expect any favored treatment or special con-
siderations, under no circumstances would we tolerate obvious
injustice. They dismissed 'me immediately. But I had seen
enough to be alarmed. We politicals had a conference in the
yard that afternoon. It was obvious from the very nature of this
commission and the manner in which Jim Larkin and Harry
Winitsky had been interrogated that Rattigan was determined
to make short shrift of us by declaring us insane, in order to
commit us to the prison for the criminally insane as punishment
for our public protest. Word had to be sent outside imme-
diately through some trustworthy underground channel. There
was but one that could be trusted implicitly—the Rabbil!

He was a genuine orthodox Jewish rabbi, who lived in
Plattsburg. Since he has joined his Maker and is beyond the
reach of mundane laws, this sinful world may know that the
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name of this modern Good Samaritan was Rabbi Judelson. For
his sake, I hope there is a heaven, for he surely deserves to be
in it. Short of stature, with a pointed reddish brown beard and
a merry twinkle in his eye, Rabbi Judelson was as wholesome
and hearty a man as any one would care to meet. He was the best
friend all the prisoners had, Jewish or Gentile. He understood
the men, sympathized with their lot and was always ready to do
them a favor, even if it involved infringement of prison rules.
He looked upon the prisoners as his children, and they in turn
loved him as a father. He was proud of his orthodox Judaism
and fought tooth and nail for the religious rights of the Jewish
inmates. But he was not narrow and not vindictive. He respected
the opinions of others. No prisoner will forget his long black
coat, which was far more than a mere garment. It was a sanctu-
ary. Whatever went into its pockets was holy, inviolate—and
into its pockets the prisoners would put letters and little slips
of paper that bore requests for favors. You had to put them
stealthily into his pockets, as if he were not noticing it, and
he appeared always unmindful of the fact. When he left the
prison and reached his home, he would dig his hands into his
pockets, to discover to his assumed surprise the notes and the
letters. He would mail the letters and read the notes. Whatever
was requested of him, providing it was in his power, he would
do. If asked to do so, he would even go to the trouble of calling
on friends and relatives of the prisoners for one purpose or an-
other, and on his next visit to prison he would nod to the
inmates, to let them know he had received their notes or letters
and that he had attended to all their requests. So, Harry
Winitsky wrote a letter and dropped it into the Rabbi’s long
black coat. The letter was mailed. Our friends in New York
got busy. Lawyers and visitors came. Instead of going to the
“bug house,” as the prisoners called the place, a few months
later, due to the pressure exerted by our many friends, Jim
Larkin, Harry Winitsky and I were on our way back to Sing
Sing, and Gus Alonen was transferred to Comstock.

Back in Sing Sing life was more pleasant. There we found
Dr. Julius Hammer, serving a sentence for an illegal abortion,
having been betrayed to the authorities by political enemies,
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presumably. Dr. Hammer had financed Martens’ Soviet Bureau,
had joined the Communist Labor Party and had generously
helped to finance its activities. In addition to Hammer there
were also Isaac E. Ferguson and Charles E. Ruthenberg, who
had both been sent to Sing Sing for five to ten years. These
three had arrived in Sing Sing while we were in Dannemora.
But soon after our return a fourth Communist newcomer came,
a Russian comrade named Paul Manko, the last Communist
prisoner to arrive in Sing Sing during our stay there. Manko,
an ordinary rank and file member of one of the Russian
branches, was arrested for distributing leaflets, indicted and
convicted as a dangerous Red leader and sent to Sing Sing.
He was obviously a psychopath and probably a paranoic. He
had delusions that there was a cosmic plot afoot to poison him,
and hence refused all food and drink. The keepers treated him
gently and with consideration. We politicals delegated Dr.
Hammer, who as a physician understood his mental condition
better than any of us and who moreover spoke Russian, to
persuade Manko that no one was plotting against him. But
that proved the most unfortunate choice we could have made,
for Manko detested Hammer as the alleged seducer of his wife.
That was apparently another of his phobias. Instead of listen-
ing to Hammer, he threatened to settle scores with him in
Russia, as one Bolshevik to another. Moreover, the very next
time his wife came to visit him, he created a scene, scolded her
in voluble Russian at the top of his voice, and the poor woman
left dumbfounded and in tears. We were quite sure that she
was perfectly innocent of her husband’s charges and that
Manko, having improvised the seduction charge against
Hammer to protect himself from the doctor’s intervention,
played the irate cuckold to the bitter end with the consistency
of a maniac.

Harry Winitsky and I were quixotic enough to try our per-
suasive powers on him next. Naturally, we couldn’t get to first
base with him. He spurned our invitation that he eat with us
and our offer to taste every morsel of food before he should
swallow it. Instead, he would fill his pockets with hard boiled
cggs, onions, bread crumbs and other bits of food, at which I

\
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presume he would nibble when unseen, for somehow he did
manage to keep alive and able to work, notwithstanding his
refusal to eat with the rest of us. He behaved in the strangest
way, going through breath-taking contortions when let out of
his cell in the morning and assigned to his daily job. At times,
jovial and in good humor, he would approach one of us and
with a knowing look and a mischievous smile would say, “You
can’t fool me, I know what’s happening. There’s a revolution
and the Red Army is coming. Soon they will be here and we
will all be free.” Once while Jim Larkin was looking through
a book about Mexico, Paul Manko, proudly pointing to a pic-
ture of a sMexican wearing a wide sombrero hat, a belt of
bullets around his waist, his rifle leaning against the wall, non-
chalantly smoking a cigarette, exclaimed, ‘“That, Comrade
Larkin, is me. See, that’s me smoking a cigarette. I am a general
in the Red Army.” Knowing, as we did, that he was mentally
sick, we could not object when he was assigned to the lunatic
asylum for observation. We took steps to see that he was ac-
corded the best of treatment. During his stay at the hospital,
Manko, as he passed the linen room, heard someone call for
linen. He rushed to the window. “Did you hear that? They
called for Lenin and Trotsky.” He was very much excited
when he spoke: “Do you know that means Lenin and Trotsky
are coming for me? You can’t fool me, I know all about it.” And
he went away excited and overjoyed.

Of the many insanity cases I observed in prison, I shall
mention only one more. It had to do with that twin of the
political passion—religion. Red was an actor who could sing
well, dance well and compose popular music. He started getting
religion in prison. Every Sunday he attended the services. He
went to Bible class as well. His daily job was to sew under-
garments in the knit goods shop. There a pipe supplied live
steam. The prisoners would put buckets underneath the steam
pipe, to obtain hot water for washing their clothes, or boiling
water for their coffee pots. One day Red held forth that he was
not afraid of anything, nothing could harm him, because he had
the “spirit” in him, and to prove it, he said, “Can you put
your hand in a pail of live steam? No! But I can, and nothing
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will happen to me, because I have the ‘spirit’ in me.” However,
he was stopped from demonstrating. Several days later he took
out his penis in the shop and declared, “It is evil. It does no one
any good. I will get rid of the evil.” He grabbed a large shears
for the purpose of cutting it off. He was stopped, and this time
taken to the hospital. When a prisoner is found to be insane, he
is put on a special draft, but before he leaves the prison he is
dressed as a civilian, in a black suit, white shirt, a tie and a derby
hat. One day we discovered Red dressed like that. As he was
leaving Sing Sing, he waved good-by to all of us and threw
cigarettes at those of the inmates who saw him off. He seemed
quite happy.

But Sing Sing had its boisterous madmen as well. I recall the
case of a man who went raving mad awaiting his execution.
The real inhumanity of the act is psychological rather than
physical—the endless waiting which fear and imagination fill
with unendurable horrors. The tenseness of that waiting is con-
tagious. It affects the entire prison. It is the doomed man’s last
strong link with his fellow-men. It stirs all, from Principal
Keeper to the least of the prisoners, to a hysterical pitch of
excitement, no matter how subdued it may outwardly appear.
The P. K. is invariably in an ugly mood on such a day, for he
has reason to expect a revolting scene, and he steels himself
against it with hate and snarling. All the keepers in the P. K.’s
office are ill-tempered, annoyed by the last minute visitors and
the reporters, who are invariably on hand and invariably in the
way. The entire prison is tense, the impending execution on the
lips of every inmate. I remember the executioner, a puny fellow
with sandy gray hair, mincing his way across the yard in short
quick steps, bound for the power house to see if everything was
in order, and I remember that the prisoners never failed to
curse him, filling the yard with their indignant imprecations.
Before the new death house was opened, we inmates, locked in
our cells, would know the exact moment of electrocution, for
when the current was on in the electric chair the lights through-
out the prison dimmed. An intense hush would fall over the
prison. But in a few moments it would be broken by mutterings
of indignation and these would rapidly accumulate into a sub-
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dued roar, as if of distant waves breaking against the cliffs.
Such is the atmosphere through which the condemned man is
dragged to his doom—to be “burned” or “fried,” as the prisoners
call it, terms that describe the effect of electrocution without

the slightest exaggeration, for at the end the corpse is actually
charred. A keeper in Yard Two who had attended any number

of executions told me that in all his experience only one man

faced his doom bravely—a dentist convicted of poisoning his

mother-in-law—and all others had to be dragged to the chair in a

state of utter collapse, petrified with terror or raving mad. I

can still hear the shrieks of one such madman. Since he had

been sane when first locked in the death house, the keepers

were sure that he was feigning insanity on his day of doom.

But they were mistaken. He could not be subdued, not even

with a hose turned on him full force. He continued to shriek

like a wild beast through all the insane commotion. Whatever

nightmare he was suffering through in his last moments was

communicated to us in our locked cells. That day the entire

prison was stark with horror.

But there was also romance in Sing Sing. On the grim stage
of the visitors’ room Charlie Ruthenberg played the Romeo
and Ray Ragozin was his Juliet. Ray was an active comrade
from New York City, but far from good-looking, nor was she
in the prime of maidenhood. But love being proverbially
blind, such things did not matter. Oblivious to all around him,
Ruthenberg would woo her in the visitors’ room with all the
ardor of an impetuous lover. It was a touching sight, even if
most of the prisoners disapproved of such demonstrativeness
in public. And after the visit ended, our Romeo would stand
for hours on end, waving to Juliet, whose balcony now was the
hill above the prison walls, from which she waved back. Judged
by the ardor of these furtive prison meetings, their love should
have endured for an eternity and surely for the duration of
their natural life. But there was some inexplicable joker in this
affair, for upon release from prison our Romeo turned Lothario
and Ray Ragozin was quickly forgotten in the charms of
another Juliet.
Ruthenberg’s romanticism was merely amusing as long as it
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was confined to love. But unfortunately it invaded the domain
of politics as well, and then it became rather annoying. Yet it
was not untypical of the early period of Communism in the
United States, for the tenor of the time was to behave 3 la
Ruthenberg. I remember the day a much excited Ferguson
came to me with a tale of Ruthenberg’s fantastic plan to escape
from Sing Sing. Although I was on the verge of exploding as he
unfolded its details, I listened carefully, without interrupting
him even once. The plan was as simple as it was foolhardy. A
group of Lettish comrades was to explore the terrain around the
prison, after which several of the Letts, heavily armed, were to
call on Ruthenberg in the visitors’ room. At the end of the visit
Ruthenberg was to leave the prison, surrounded by his visitors,
who were to fight their way out, firing their revolvers as they
fled, to the high-powered automobile waiting for them outside
the prison gate. From there they were to drive to the hideaway,
prepared for the emergency. He was later to steal away to
Russia. Ruthenberg firmly believed that in a few years the
revolutionary situation in the United States would develop to
such an extent that he could return to America, where he was
sure he would be acclaimed and become the leader of the Ameri-
can revolution. It was fantastic. But Ruthenberg was all excited
about it. He had already succeeded in getting the Letts to survey
the grounds around the prison. He even pointed them out to
me one day.

Ferguson was more than alarmed, and correctly so. He felt
that the plan was a wild romantic dream which would cause
great harm to the movement. The others and I agreed with him.
We all intervened to stop the scheme. The objections we raised
against the plans finally resulted in their being abandoned.
Ruthenberg was denied the opportunity of playing the hero and
incidentally of making a fool of himself. Had Ruthenberg suc-
ceeded he would have played right into the hands of the reac-
tionary forces, who would have seized upon the affair in order
to crush all militant and progressive tendencies in the labor
movement, because obviously the plan could not succeed with-
out violence and bloodshed. The liberal forces, who were sup-
porting us wholeheartedly in our fight for freedom, would have
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been alienated. The damage to the Communist movement
would have been very costly. Why then did a man of Ruthen-
berg’s caliber entertain such a proposition? Because, I believe,
Ruthenberg was motivated mainly by a strong personal ambi-
tion to be the head of the American revolution. His actions
were based not on what the American conditions demanded,
nor on whether they were in harmony with the psychology of
the American people, but solely on the romantic aspects of the
revolutionary movement in Russia. He was behaving as if
America were Tsarist Russia—an adolescent attitude unpardon-

able in a responsible political leader.

In a few months I was “drafted” again. This time to Auburn,
the oldest prison in New York State. My companion in misery
was Ferguson. It was his first experience with the “draft.”” He
certainly did not relish it, although he stayed but a few weeks
in Auburn, returning to Sing Sing and soon thereafter to liberty
on bail. Yet the régime at Auburn was liberal compared to
Dannemora. There were, however, no redeeming features about
the place. Sing Sing was on the Hudson and had a large yard.
Dannemora was surrounded by the natural beauty of the Adi-
rondacks. Its yard was smaller than the one in Sing Sing, but it
was nevertheless ample for ball games and other sports. It was
bordered on one side by the prison proper and on the other
three sides by tall stone walls, yet when you looked beyond the
walls the mountains were in view in all their glory. But the
yard in Auburn was the smallest of the three. It was oblong in
shape, very narrow and completely enclosed by prison buildings.

Whichever way you turned or looked, you saw stone walls and
brick upon brick. Adjacent to the prison ran a dirty little canal.
When the prisoners crowded into the yard there was hardly
space for elbow room. In the summer a ball field was improvised
that reminded one of a small sand lot in a crowded tenement
section of the lower east side of New York City. In the winter
time you froze; in the summer it was abominably hot. Unlike
the régime freedom of Sing Sing, we were not allowed to use
the shop or administration buildings during the free periods.
Whether we liked it or not, we had to be in the yard.
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. nlzc‘:]ceause of its canal, Auburn Prison was infested with rats

T $aw s0 many rodents in all my Jif T .

that they came out of their h i broad dayls e 1k oe, DOl
: oles in broad daylight. If

some food in a locker or securely hid it in a mafhine ti]l(::unleiftt;

) as
X

into the buildings.

ina;rch in step f:xnd in line—old and young, tall and short, crooked
; n hstr.a.lght, 1t made no difference. It seemed as if the priso
authorities were of the opinion that if the inmates woulcll) onl?
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straighten out and march correctly, in good milit‘ary sty’lye, they
could be cured of their criminal ways. It was ‘“march” three
times a day to and from the mess hall and to thf:‘ cell ‘F)lock. If
you were out of step, if you did not keep in line with your
partner, if you were too far back of the man in front, you were
scolded and often punished. Also, everyone was marked——for
perfect behavior, a white disc about the size.of a silver dollar
sewed onto the right sleeve of the coat; if p.unlshed once, a blue
disc; if punished more than once, a red disc. Through perfect
behavior over a given period of time you could gaduate from
the red to the blue and eventually to the white disc. . .

Auburn Prison had its own “police station” and “jail.” Pris-
oners who misbehaved, or were caught breaking prison rules,
were “‘arrested” and locked up in the station house, where_they
were interrogated by the P. K., who‘-either freed them v,v1t'h a
reprimand, or punished them by taking away a few .d:ays time
allowed them for good behavior; very often, in addition, they
were thrown into “jail,” that is, into the cooler. The coolers
were dark, without bedding, and those confined to ther? were
fed on bread and water. I have known recalcitrant prisoners
who were kept in the cooler for weeks, and who were released
only after the doctor reported the danger of 2 fatal collapse.:.
Pavio, one of the I. W. W. Finnish leaders conv1ctefl for crimi-
nal anarchy, was kept in one of these dungeons for sixteen days.
This frail blond fellow persisted in refusing to admit a wrong
which he did not commit. When he came out he was a skeleton,
but happy because of the fight he had put up..

A powerful despot in Auburn was the prison doctor. One
look at the medico was enough to frighten you. He was a t.all
austere man, between fifty and fifty-five, who was obsesse.d fmth
the idea that crime was a mental disease and that al! criminals
were in some manner, shape, or form insane, purely in a path(')-
logical sense. Other factors, such as env1r(?nment, economic
conditions, youthful associations, and the like, never e'ntered
into his reasoning. If a man was in prison, he was e\_fldenFly
crazy. The doctor’s job was to find out the degree of insanity
and whether it was of the dangerous kind or not. He took his
job seriously. Every prisoner who came to Auburn was sub-
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Jected to a thorough physical examination. After that came the
mental tests, varied and numerous in form, to determine the
mental status of the inmates and to discover mental deficiencies.
The mental examination was concluded with one by the medico
himself, who sought to find out the most intimate details of a
prisoner’s personal life. I decided that after I had gone through
the physical examination I would not submit further to the
doctor’s pet whims. I refused to answer the questions of the
examiners. I finally reached the doctor himself. He was very
polite when I entered his office. But his demeanor changed when
I just as politely informed him that I would not answer his
questions. I informed him that as far as I knew there was no
law on the statute books that gave him the authority to ask the
kind of questions he wanted me to answer. He became indig-
nant. His tone of voice changed. He threatened to “arrest” me,
to throw me into the cooler until I would answer. I replied very
calmly that I knew that he had the power to do what he threat-
ened. However, I made it quite plain to him that I would not
answer his questions. If anyone looked crazy in that office, it
was the medico. He stood up, his face red with anger, his nervous
fingers fumbling the papers on his desk. He hesitated in his at-
tempt to say something, stopped, kept quiet for a few moments,
and then dismissed me forthwith with the remark that I would
find out soon whether or not T could continue to disobey his
orders. I was not a little worried when I left. I soon forgot the
incident because I heard no more either from the medico or
from the prison authorities.

A few weeks later we learned that a “bug house draft” was
in preparation. It spread fear throughout the prison. Many of
the inmates who were deficient mentally, or who had been at
odds with their keepers for some infraction of prison discipline,
began to worry about the draft. No one likes to be considered a
lunatic. One day at the movies one of the inmates who worked
in the doctor’s office came to me and offered the information
that the doctor had included my name on the Naponach bug
house draft. I decided to lose no time in taking up a fight against
the doctor. Right after the movies I asked an old-timer, a safe-
cracker, whether or not it was possible to get a letter out of
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Auburn through some underground cham.lel. I told hlmnv:lhz:
I wanted the favor for. He told me tf) write the lfatte}f a 4 o
give it to him in the morning. I gave him the letter in (‘; 1(e mW n
ing. I also decided to let those in(rinate.sfv;hm:s Idtrzllészz \ ;11; o
i doctor, in order, 1 w s
HZS(?EI;;;S;(? gllzw why. My letter reached New York tf'le fol-
{)owing day. The Workers’ Defensesgommittee %;)t:;ﬁzrlrrlm;ee—
i of the lawyers, Isaac Shorr, came .
?rii;isi’;m(r)ercllethe Warden.yHe interviewed the doctor. Tlh? w;gti}elr;
said I was a model prisoner. rl:bhe doct(;r, of cz;r;ef,ai ;:llll)r(l)ie the
i s preposterous, because 1 was r oV,
ltiggéizairﬁill?gegce. Shorr called me out, told mﬁ of hxtstu;tle;r-
views, and informed me that he would a%so take the ma teThE
by long distance phone with the State Pr1§on Departrr.len . e
draft to Naponach came soon after, .early in the morning, nwls; ke
the prison slept. I heard the unloclfmg of doors, the F;m nand
of the keepers, the curses of the inmates. I was w1 i zslwere.
Only in the morning did we find out. who the unfortuna }el o in:
An April 22, 1922, I finally received the telegram ;:I dlcb ™
formed me that a certificate of reasonable doubt da te n
granted in my case. It meant that I would be allofwje\ ou lsoI
bail pending my appeal to the New York Court o ; ppez; V;:r_
immediately made preparations for the happy event.1 was over
joyed when my keeper instructed me to prepare to 'eave,l or 1
as going home. I had been almost three years in prison. i
rflle first suit they gave me, a blac‘k ill-fitting one, .prrlsonf—man Ceé
of poor material and workmanship. A cap, taken in Il))rle fl,‘:'eb e
to a derby hat, a white shirt, a celluloid collar, and z:i blac ow
tie completed the outfit. I must have looked very lu 1c1roui]i ;
cause when I met my lawyer, ]osePh Brodslfy, in theb'warI en:
office, he burst out laughing. I did not 'mmd it a bit. V:la-
. going out; that was all that mattered. With Brodsky was a 'de
%ective of the Bomb Squad, one I knew well from the 1919 raids.
Brodsky explained that I was .going to be taken toll:l)exfm Yotré:
where 1 would be freed on bail, pending my appea Z o;:e -
New York Court of Appeals, and that Ruth(?nberg an e1r£glut
son were already out on bail. Hf..‘ futher informed rlne tha
Justice Cardozo had signed the writ which made my release on
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bail possible. Brodsky insisted that I get a new collar and tie as
soon as we reached outside. Out of prison I felt as though I was
walking on thin air. I took deep breaths. I looked at the people
as strange beings and was surprised that they looked so well.
We went into a haberdashery shop, where I selected a tie and
bought a collar. When asked what size collar, I said “14,” the
size I wore when I first entered Sing Sing. But when I put it on,
Brodsky had another laugh on me, because it was ludicrously too
big. I had not realized how much I had shrunk, and I was not
troubled by it.

Since the train for New York was not due to leave for several
hours, the Bomb Squad detective hinted that if I would like it,
inasmuch as I had been in prison and away from girls so long,
he knew just the place to go. But I declined his kind offer, and
so he left me in the custody of my lawyer on the pretext that he
had to visit a relative. I had lunch with Brodsky, but was too
excited over my liberation to remember what we talked about.
Later, at the station, the detective met us. Brodsky had tickets
for the three of us in one compartment. As we made ourselves
comfortable, the detective showed me his handcuffs, remarking,
“Say, Benny, I was ordered to put the cuffs on you. I won't,
though, but you better don’t try to escape, because I am a good
shot. I never miss.” He then proceeded to take off his belt and
holster with the revolver and bullets. These he placed on the
seat next to me. If I had wanted to escape, I could have taken
the gun, put the cuffs on his hands, and escaped very easily, his
braggadocio notwithstanding. The detective then proposed a
game of poker. I refused, but Brodsky played with him, making
sure that the detective should win, in order to keep him in good
mood. I slept in the upper berth, Brodsky on the side, and the
detective in the lower berth. I was eager to get home and to see
comrades and friends. Innumerable incidents and ideas con-
cerning the movement and my future activities flashed through
my mind. Stretched out on the upper berth, I listened to the
pleasant music of the swift-moving train over the rails. I was
moving away from the monotonous life of prison, onward to
the city where a warm welcome would await me, happy faces
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greet me, and a life of activity begin. In the morning I was in
New York.

When we arrived, it was too early to go straight to court, so
I went to police headquarters first, where I was fingerprinted
and photographed again. This took a little time. But around ten
o'clock I appeared in court, secured my release and for the time
being was a free man again. I went straight home. My folks

lived on Greenwich Avenue in two rooms that were formerly
the mailing headquarters of the underground Communist move-
ment. On the way I passed the places that were familiar to me:
Patchen Place, where John Reed had lived, the alley where
Jim Larkin had had his quarters, and the office of Dr. Maxi-
milian Cohen, one of the first secretaries of the New York
district of the Communist Party. Many comrades came to visit
me at Greenwich Avenue.

I saw the Party leaders at the National Office of the Workers
Party, located at 799 Broadway, corner of Eleventh Street.
Ruthenberg and Lovestone were not pleased to see me then.
Lovestone, with Ruthenberg’s complicity, had already taken
advantage of the fact that Ruthenberg and Ferguson had been
liberated a few days earlier than I, to arrange a banquet for
them the night before I arrived in New York. Already they
were scheming and playing for position in the movement. I also
discovered that steps had already been taken to make Ruthen-
berg the General Secretary of the Party. I visited a number of
Party institutions and auxiliary organizations. The Friends of
Soviet Russia occupied an entire building on the corner of Thir-
teenth Street and Seventh Avenue. The movement had grown
considerably, its ramifications were many. But everywhere I
went I heard about the struggle going on in the Party. I was
told of caucuses, that the movement was split, one group having
refused to join the united Communist forces. I heard about
William Z. Foster and the Trade Union Educational League
which he headed. It was all new to me. I had not been informed
on all these developments. One thing I did realize, and that was
that the virus of factionalism that had been responsible for the
violent internecine struggles when the Communist movement
was started in 1919 had not been eradicated. Personal animos-
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ities were prevalent in all
other bitterly.
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. Quarters, the comrades hating each
I decided to listen, investi ate, i
was all about before I made up my mind in thinlgialri;r:;trlvi?:);t
Soon .after, a mass meeting was held in Central Opera House'
.welcommg. all the politicals released from prison. The hall ;
]amrped Wlth joyous men and women who went wild with Zfls
thusiasm in welcoming us. When I 8ot up to speak I received -
trer.nendous ovation. I thanked the workers of New York f ,
their sple}ldi'd support. I took the opportunity to reaffirm n(l)r
Communist ideals, defying the ruling class of the United Stat ,
to crush the revolutionary working class movement by im s
onment of its followers. I concluded by predicting thz tory

Sf the American proletarian revolution which would t
sham democracy”

victory

urn the

of the United States int i

' : 0 a Soviet Govern-

:;ent of proletarian dictatorship. The years I had spent in prison
id not c:'hange my political convictions. I returned to freedom a

firm believer in Communism.



CHAPTER IV
AMERICAN COMMUNISM COMES UP FOR AIR

TuE Communist Party was teeming with life. The most impor-
tant activity in 1922 was raising money through the Friends of
Soviet Russia for the victims of the Russian famine. All the
important Party members seemed to be working for that organi-
zation, which collected thousands of dollars every day. But this
work did not appeal to me. I preferred political activity. I had
hoped to tour the country when I came out of prison and spread
the gospel of Communism. But I soon discovered that the Party
was much more interested in petty politics than in the larger
issue of bringing its message to the American people. It was
stewing in its own juices of bitter factional controversy. Fol-
lowing the raids, the Communist factions had made several at-
tempts to unite into one organization, but failed each time.
Moscow, too, had intervened and had ordered the Communists
in America to unite, but no sooner was unity achieved than the
movement again split over the question of publicly and le-
gally carrying on Communist activities. The underground
Communist Party had organized a number of legal political
organizations with which to camouflage its activities. The most
important of these, the Workers Party of America, succeeded in
drawing into its ranks a number of revolutionary Socialist or-
ganizations that had refused to go along with the Left Wing
when the Socialist Party was split in 1919 and had steadfastly
refused to join the underground Communist movement, al-
though these organizations subscribed in full to the Communist
program of the Third International.
The underground Communist Party was affiliated with the
Third or Communist International, but the Workers Party was
not. Among the members in the movement, the underground
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Communist Party was known as the “Number One” organi-
zation, while the Workers Party was the “Number Two’ or-
ganization. A large section of the underground Communist
Party split away from the underground movement, feeling that
the Workers Party was given too much autonomy and that its
program was no more than a remote approach to the Com-
munist program. Regarding the Workers Party as a dilution of
Communist principles and 3 step leading toward the liquidation
of the Communist movement, this group, which called itself
the United Toilers and was nicknamed by Lovestone the
“United Toilets,” published in its official paper, The Workers’
Cﬁallenge, edited by Harry M. Wicks, the most violent and
vituperative polemics in America. I should say that ninety-nine
percent of the United Toilers membership came from the
foreign-language federations; they were chiefly Russians, Letts
Ukrainians and Lithuanians, with a handful of Jewish and 2;
sprinkling of English-speaking members.

It soon became very clear to me that the deciding factor in
the situation was Number One, the underground Communist
Part}'f, where the internal struggle was over the question of its
relations with the Workers Party, or in the broader sense its
attitude toward legal public activity. On this issue Number (,)ne
was divided into three main caucuses. The largest of these was
the so-called Goose Caucus. Its leaders were L. E. Katterfeld
secretary of the Communist Party; Abraham Jakira, outstandj
ing leader of the influential Russian Federation: Alfred Wagen-
knecht, Israel Amter, and Edward Lindgren. The name “Goose
(;aucus” originated in the course of a stormy debate, when Wil-
liam D-unne, exasperated by Jakira’s unceasing and persistent
stuttering, interjected, “Jakira, you make me sick; you cackle
hke_a goose,” and Amter, springing to the defense of his fellow-
factionalist, retorted, “But the geese saved Rome and we shall
y.et save the Party,” while Lovestone, counter-attacking with
ridicule, shouted back, “All right, then; from now on you're
the Goose Caucus!” The name stuck. The Goose Caucus looked
with suspicion and contempt on those members of Number Two
who were not at the same time members of Number One, fought
against the immediate liquidation of the underground move-
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ment, hoping in time, as soon as the changed situation in the
country warranted it, to transform Number One into a legal
party openly espousing the Communist cause.

The chief opponents of the Geese were the Liquidators (a
name borrowed from the situation in the Russian Social-
Democracy after the Revolution of 1go 5), who allied themselves
with the non-members of Number One in Number Two, using
them as political leverage for wresting control of Number One
from the Geese. The Liquidators were led by Jay Lovestone,
Charles E. Ruthenberg, James P. Cannon, William Z. Foster
and Earl Browder. Between these two chief contending forces
were the Conciliators, who hoped to gain control by pleading
unity and by holding the balance of power between the two
extreme factions. While the Liquidators sought to have the
Workers Party supersede the Communist Party in effect, the
Conciliators recognized it as merely the legal front of Number
One. But it is really a waste of time to discuss principles in ref-
erence to this controversy, for principles played a subsidiary
role; they were merely verbose rationalizations to cover up the
main consideration—to gain control of the Party apparatus.

I joined neither of the two extreme caucuses nor the Con-
ciliators nor any of the minor ones nor the United Toilers. All
of them tried to capitalize on my prestige as a political martyr
and courted my support, but it was clear to me from the first
meeting of the Central Executive Committee I attended—I was
co-opted into it immediately after my release from prison—that
personal and factional considerations were of greater moment
to all of them than the welfare of the Party as a whole. Perhaps
I am stating the matter too harshly; it might be kinder to say
that each faction identified the best interests of the Party with
its own faction. But it would not be altogether truthful. The
fact remains, however unkind it may seem, that factional fa-
naticism, personal vanity and ambition to rule the roost ranked
far above loyalty to the Communist cause. It was this fact that
appalled me when I came out of prison; it was a fungus that
had grown from the early factionalism in which the Party was
conceived into a parasite that was beginning to choke the Com-
munism out of the Communist Party.
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The trouble with me was that at the time I understood it
only emotionally, not cerebrally, as I see it now I had a feeling
about it and merely recoiled from it. Had I understood it better,
I might have devised a plan for fighting it—although I can see
now that any plan for fighting it was foredoomed to failure,
Politically my sympathies were with the Goose Caucus: with
reaction still rampant, it would have been suicidal to abandon
the underground party, which in turn needed the Workers
Party as a front through which to conduct its various open and
legal activities. On that issue I happened to be in agreement
with the famous Twenty-one-point program of the Communist
International for all its affiliates. Knowing that my views coin-
cided with theirs to that extent, at least, although they differed
in other respects, the Geese adopted me as one of their own,
included my name on their New York delegation to the national
convention and supported my candidacy vigorously. So, al-
though I told them frankly that I disapproved of their faction-
alism as much as of the factionalism of the others, I was adopted
by them and became to all intents and purposes a member of
the Goose Caucus.

All of this took place while Katterfeld of the Geese, Lovestone
of the Liquidators and John Ballam of the United Toilers were
in Moscow, arguing the merits of their respective factions before
the supreme pontiffs of the Communist International. From the
first, Moscow was the final arbiter on the issues and policies in
the American Communist Party, as it was on all its affiliates
throughout the world. Whatever its decision in this case, it was
couched in such equivocal terms that, far from terminating the
factional controversy, it merely added fuel to the fire. At any
rate, what Lovestone lost in Moscow he regained soon after his
return to the United States. All three came back on the eve of
the national convention. The air was thick with recriminations
and feuds, with charges and counter-charges—nor could the
three Communist International nuncios, sent to enforce the
decision of the Holy See, do anything about it. The leader of
the three Comintern Representatives was a professor of mathe-
matics by the name of Walecki (pronounced Vahletsky), a
rather aristocratic Polish intellectual, who, notwithstanding his
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origin, looked like the American cartoonist’s idea of a Russian
Bolshevik—hooked nose, disheveled mop of hair on his head,
an unkempt and unruly beard, looking rather ludicrous in the
illfitting white linen suit that accentuated the angularity of
his frame. But you could not help liking and respecting him,
once you saw his eyes, sparkling with intelligence, wisdom, wit,
and sheer human charm.

The second of the three Comintern nuncios looked like a
Hungarian version of the proverbial traveling salesman. Short
and stocky, with a large head and a disproportionately larger
nose that proudly bore a pair of gold-rimmed spectacles perched
importantly on its bridge, he dressed like a dude, combed his
hair sleek and neat, was always clean-shaven, smoked gold-tipped
cigarettes, listened attentively to everything that was being said
in his presence, and said absolutely nothing. But this man was
a genuine Bolshevik, albeit a Hungarian one. A commander of
the Hungarian Red Army in 1919, he had fled to Russia after
the overthrow of the Hungarian Soviet Republic and along
with Bela Kun became an important functionary of the Comin-
tern. In Hungary his name had been Josef Poginy; he came to
America as John Pepper. The third “Rep,” as we irreverently
referred to all three of Moscow’s representatives, was none other
than Boris Reinstein, a druggist from Buffalo, who until 1914
had been a leading member of the already then steadily-dying
Socialist Labor Party, which since the death of Daniel de Leon
in 1910 has been no more than a ghost of its erstwhile still-born
self. Reinstein was returning like a conquering hero to his
home town. He had been practically nothing, even in Leftist
political circles in the United States; now he was returning five
years later as spokesman of the victorious Bolsheviks. He was
about sixty at the time, excitable, enthusiastic, and behaved
toward us like an indulgent father toward his recalcitrant chil-
dren. We saw at once that he was not important, that only
Walecki’s views were decisive, but all of us underestimated the
importance of John Pepper.

L. E. Katterfeld was put in charge of arranging the national
convention, which was to settle all controversial issues under the
supervision of the Comintern “Reps.” Rose Baron, secretary of
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the Workers’ Defense Committee, came to me, very much
alarmed, just before the convention was due to open. She told
me that one of the detectives of the New York police had con-
fided to one of our comrades in the Tombs that our convention
would be raided. He intimated that the authorities were very
well informed concerning the secret place where the convention
was to be held. William F. Dunne, of Butte, Montana, also
spoke to me about the coming convention, asking me, as one
who had some influence with Katterfeld, to try to induce him to
hold the convention elsewhere. When I saw Katterfeld and
spoke to him, I discovered how useless it was to attempt chang-
ing his mind. Obstinate, he was very sure that the arrangements
he had made were fool-proof and that the authorities would
never find out about them. He was obsessed with the idea that
the opposition led by Lovestone and Ruthenberg had resorted
to circulating these alarming rumors because it wanted to break
up or postpone the convention, in order to gain time to manipu-
late its minority into a majority. I assured him that he was
entirely mistaken about that. I argued that it would be folly
to hold a secret convention in a place where underground con-
ventions had been held before. When I learned, moreover, that
the convention was to be held in a state that had “criminal syn-
dicalist” laws, I launched an attack against him, declaring that,
if that were so, he had no right to jeopardize the Party and
gamble with the freedom of his comrades. But all my efforts
were in vain. Katterfeld was determined to go ahead with
his plans.

The convention was held in the latter part of August, 1922.
There were regular delegates, fraternal delegates, Central Ex-
ecutive Committee delegates, the representatives of the Com-
munist International, and several lesser categories of others.
We were divided into groups of two, three, and five. Each group
had a captain who was given the route he was to travel to the
convention and instructed when he was to leave. Every route
was broken up and circuitous. The trips were so arranged and
timed that no two groups were to cross each other en route to
the convention or find themselves riding on the same train.
Strict orders were given that under no circumstances were any
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groups to leave for the convention through any of Chicago’s
railroad terminals, because information had been received that
the Chicago railroad stations would be honeycombed with de-
tectives on the watch for Communist delegates, whom they were
to follow wherever they went. I left for the convention with
Harry Winitsky. We traveled in a round-about way, making
about half a dozen changes on the way. To our surprise, at one
of the junctions where our train crossed a line directly out of
Chicago, Harry Winitsky spotted Ruthenberg and John Pepper.
When he informed me about it, I said he was crazy, that it
could not be possible. But Winitsky was right. Ruthenberg and
Pepper deposited themselves in the parlor car, where Ruthen-
berg opened up his portable typewriter, sprawled Communist
documents and papers all around him and started to type, in
flagrant violation of traveling instructions. I considered his
actions irresponsible, if not criminal, but I dared not reprove
him there and then for fear of violating my own traveling in-
structions by communicating with him there.

We were to leave the train at Bridgeman, Michigan. The
convention place was about a mile away from the station. A
small town, Bridgeman consisted of a few ramshackle houses
irregularly grouped around the railroad station. Everyone who
got off there was immediately spotted. The villagers must have
realized at once that there were strange doings going on, by the
bands of strangers continuously filtering through the town
toward the lake lodge and camp that was to house the con-
vention. The minute I landed I knew it was impossible to pre-
vent detection. The place was picturesquely situated in the
wooded section of Lake Michigan. A large rambling building
with a very wide and long veranda constituted the main house.
A few delegates slept in the main house, but the great majority
of them lodged in the cabins in the woods. The proprietor
of the place, a German woman of about fifty-five, prepared
our meals, which she and several girl waitresses served to us
on the porch. The convention itself was held in the very thick
of the woods, with night sessions by torchlight. That enhanced
the romanticism of the event for the delegates, but it did not
in the least deter their penchant for vociferousness. The guards,
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who were stationed all around the charmed circle in the woods,
more to deepen the conspirative atmosphere than to secure real
conspiracy (as events subsequently proved), complained that
the voices of the delegates carried too far and everything they
said could be heard distinctly several hundred yards away. But
these complaints went unheeded. In addition, we had scouts
stationed in the village, supposedly to detect signs of danger,
but really (as events subsequently proved) to betray the pres-
ence of rank and suspicious strangers in the Michigan woods.
Nor did the convention get down to business at once. A lot of
time, fully three days, were spent on preliminaries, held in a
large shack in the woods. There, alternating, met the outgoing
Central Executive Committee, the caucuses of the various fac-
tions, and conferences as to how the praesidium of the conven-
tion was to be constituted. After the convention started, that
shack was used for the Central Executive Committee meetings,
the sessions of the convention praesidium, and the various con-
vention committees.

In the meantime, the delegates were having a wonderful time.
They turned our convention spot in the thick of the Michigan
woods into a kind of improvised country club. There were avid
poker games, swimming parties in the lake, and endless “bull
sessions,” thoroughly Rabelaisian in spirit, the most ribalc
stories drawing the lustiest guffaws. A sprinkling of femininity
among the delegates added to the enjoyment of life. Not ever
the most exalted one among us, the eminent chief plenipoten
tiary of the Comintern, Professor Walecki, to whom we irrever
ently referred to as “the Rep,” disdained to join in the general
merriment. Indeed, he proved to be the champion raconteur of
risqué stories. That was all right with us, and we liked him for
a good sport. But in a couple of days he gave up entertaining
us collectively and began to concentrate on Rose Pastor Stokes,
who feigned to be shocked as she thrilled at the attentions paid
to her by the chief Comintern plenipotentiary. Even that was
all right with us—we could even forgive this desertion of the
collective for individualized self-seeking as a perfectly human
aberration—but we began to lose patience with him when he
took to billing and cooing with Rose so close to our bungalow
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and kept such Late hours that we could not fall asleep. Among
those who shared this bungalow with me was the impetuous
Harry Winitsky, a man of action and no respecter of exalted
rank. When our hints and protests failed to restrain the pro-
fessor’s romantic eloquence, we of the bungalow took to yelling
imprecations, vowing to murder the lovers if they did not desist
from disturbing our sleep. Finally, when every non-violent
effort failed, Harry Winitsky picked up a shoe in the dark and
hurled it through the fragrant night. In less than a minute we
had positive proof that Harry had hit the bull’s eye, for the
irate Rep was in our bungalow, shoe in hand, matching it, de-
termined to find out whose foot it fitted. Of all things, it turned
out to be my shoe!

There were two definite caucuses at the convention. The
largest one was the caucus of the Geese, which I attended; the
other, the caucus of the Liquidators, led by Lovestone and
Ruthenberg. The Geese had a clear majority. Lovestone then
organized a so-called “neutral” group, which claimed that it
did not belong to either caucus. In charge of this caucus Love-
stone placed his crony, Bertram D. Wolfe, who came as a dele-
gate from California. Wolfe had been Lovestone’s associate
when the National Left Wing was first organized. He had fol-
lowed Lovestone into the Communist Party, organized jointly
with the Russian Federation in 1919. As soon as the raids took
place he shirked all Party activities, disappeared from his post
and failed to show up at committee meetings, though his wife
continued to insist that his Party salary should be paid. After
many months news began to trickle in that Wolfe had left the
country and had made his residence in Mexico. The rank and
file comrades did not relish what seemed to them cowardice in
a leader, and openly expressed their disapproval of what looked
like flight to Mexico. Through Wolfe Lovestone schemed to
cause disaffection in the Geese caucus by using him as a “neu-
tral” spearhead against the Geese majority. It was evident from
the beginning that the Communist International delegation
favored the Liquidators. But Walecki respected a majority.
However, Ruthenberg and Lovestone were indefatigable. They
were prepared to drag the convention out for weeks on end—
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until they succeeded in dividing and breaking up the majority.

What actually divided the convention was not a fundamental
political difference. The Geese were not opposed to a legal
organization. All they maintained was that the time was not yet
ripe for the Party to come out in the open. The Liquidators
were of the opinion that the time was ripe, that the legal
expression of the Communist Party, i.e., the Workers Party, had
superseded the underground organization and should therefore
replace it. This attitude was now adopted by the leaders of the
Liquidators’ caucus, because they had meantime made secret
deals with some of the leaders of the Workers Party and knew
that if the Workers Party should supersede the underground
Communist Party, they would be in control of the entire Com.-
munist movement. Only a very small section of the Geese caucus,
represented by Edward Lindgren and L. E. Katterfeld, was defi-
nitely committed in principle to an underground Communist
Party, but not the majority of the Geese, whose views on this
question were in line with the decision of the Communist Inter-
national, which called for the unification of all groups and
acceptance of the Workers Party as the legal expression of the
Communist movement.

Before the convention really got under way it was faced with
a split brought on by the attitude of the handful of die-hards
in the Geese caucus, who rejected all collaboration with the
Liquidators. I bitterly fought this tendency in the Geese caucus
and finally defeated it. I maintained that the unity of our forces,
in spite of the differences on the tactical questions under dispute
was of the greatest necessity if our movement was to succeed.
Before I made my fight in the Geese caucus the Communist
International delegates became panicky and refused to go on
with the convention. After the Geese caucus vote was taken
and my position upheld, the convention proceeded. By manipu-
lation of the neutral elements on the issue of being against all
caucuses, Wolfe succeeded on the minor question of a point of
order in dividing the convention by a vote of 2 3 to 22. However,
the important questions before the convention never came to a
vote. Had it reached that point, the Lovestone-Ruthenberg
[cadership would have been decisively repudiated, even though
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it_enlisted the support of two promising newcomers in the
Party, William Z. Foster and Earl Browder.

The highlight of the convention took place on the second
night, when Foster arrived from Chicago to address us on the
Trade Union Educational League and Communist trade union
work. The stage was set to make Foster’s speech as impressive as
possible, in order to win over some delegates from the Geese
caucus. In the darkness of the woods, lit by the glare of torches,
he started a report, full of personal anecdotes of his experiences
in the trade unions. The gist of it was that if the Communists
knew how to behave in the unions, they could quickly gain
control of them, put through the proposition of amalgamating
the craft unions into industrial unions, and thus alter the very
course of the American labor movement. It was clear to me
that Foster saw himself as the head of this new American trade
union movement.

Many delegates resented Foster’s presence at the convention.
Some felt that he came for the express purpose of diverting
attention from the main issue before the convention; others,
that Foster’s presence was jeopardizing the new trade union
activities of the Party, which he was conducting as our under-
cover man, not openly as a Communist. Nearly all delegates,
moreover, expressed the fear that Foster’s coming to the con-
vention exposed all of us to imminent danger, because he was
being constantly shadowed by agents of the Department of
Justice and other operatives, who suspected his hand in the
recent railroad strike and the general activities of our Party and
the Trade Union Educational League. This apprehension was
not altogether baseless. The very next day things began to
happen. In the morning a stranger who seemed very suspicious
stopped in front of the main house to look the place over.

Another grave situation was caused by Bimba’s indiscretions.
Anthony Bimba was a fraternal delegate of the Lithuanian
Federation, which prior to the convention had maintained rela-
tions with the United Toilers. Bimba was discovered mailing
convention reports to the press of the United Toilers. Among
the convention rules was a strict prohibition on the mailing of
any letters, much less convention reports, and certainly not to
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the United Toilers. Bimba was apprehended by the comrades
detailed to look after the safety of the convention, his person
and quarters were searched, and copies of his reports were ob-
tained, as well as letters ready for mailing. A special meeting of
the convention was held on the Bimba matter, which ended in
taking away his convention rights and placing him on probation
as far as his future membership in the Party was concerned. A
strict watch of Bimba was also arranged. Lovestone and Ruthen-
berg tried to make capital of the Bimba incident by charging
that the Goose caucus was to blame and that it maintained rela-
tions with the United Toilers through Bimba. The charge,
however, had no truth in it and was knowingly made for fac-
tional reasons.

Foster’s indiscreet presence, followed by the appearance of
the mysterious stranger and the Bimba event, created an alarm-
ing situation. We called in the guards from the village. They
reported seeing strangers in town who looked suspicious. Wil-
liam F. Dunne, former editor of the Butte Daily Bulletin, whose
appearance was the opposite of what a Communist was expected
to look like, was dispatched to the village to investigate. When
he returned the praesidium was called into session to hear his
report. He said that detectives were in town looking the situa-
tion over, that one of the detectives was the famous Spolansky
of Chicago, who had been active in the raids against the Reds
in 1919. The Communist International representatives became
duly impressed and asked for an expression of opinion. Katter-
feld became indignant. He charged that the whole thing was a
plot by the Liquidators to break up the convention because
they did not have a majority. I disagreed with him. I said steps
should be taken in an orderly way to end the convention and
disband. The Communist International representatives agreed
with me. They decided that in view of the fact that the Geese
were in the majority, they should elect a majority on the new
Central Executive Committee and that then the convention
should adjourn, all records should be destroyed and the dele-
gates ordered to disband in an orderly fashion in small groups
of five, leaving at regular intervals.

The order for the disbanding of the groups was as follows:
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the first to leave werc to be the Communist International repre-
sentatives; next were to follow those who recently came out of
prison and whose cascs were not yet completed; next were to
follow the non-citizens; the last to follow were a group of Amer-
icans, who were to leave the next morning after all traces of
the convention had been destroyed. Strangely enough, among
the records at this underground convention was a registration
of all present, made on mimeographed forms upon the insistence
of the Communist International representative. On these forms
we had put our party name, our party and labor movement his-
tory, including the number of times we had been arrested and
confined to prison. Here was a complete record of who’s who in
the Communist Party—of great value to the authorities.

After all the details were worked out, the convention was
again called to order. I made a report on the situation as chair-
man of the convention. The decisions made by the praesidium
were approved. This was all done in the woods under the cover
of darkness. Now the comrades spoke in muffled tones. The
gathering in the darkness of the great trees, the atmosphere
permeated with the danger of an impending attack, the chirp-
ing of the crickets, and the buzzing of the insects gave the scene
a mysterious, fantastic and conspiratorial air. The election of
the new Central Executive Committee proceeded without a
hitch, the slates of the two caucuses were elected, the Geese
getting the majority, the Liquidators the minority on the com-
mittee. By the time the convention adjourned all the comrades
had already been assigned to their groups and to the special
tasks they had to do. Each captain of a group was given sufficient
cash to take the group to its final destination. Special messengers
were sent out to nearby St. Joseph, to hire the automobiles
which were to take the delegates out of Bridgeman to Chicago
and other cities. These automobiles arrived like clockwork at
the specified time.

The first group to leave, the representatives of the Communist
International, crowded into the first automobile and pulled the
collars of their jackets over their faces, so that the chauffeur
should not get a good look at them. The second group, which
was to follow next, consisted of Winitsky, Ruthenberg, Ballam
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and me. Before departing I could see in the darkness that all
the comrades were in a state of intense excitement and nervous-
ness. ‘Those who had already packed their belongings were
standing in huddles awaiting their time to depart. But when
our automobile arrived, Ruthenberg refused to come along.
He violated the very orders he himself had helped to formulate.
When Harry and I insisted that he carry out the instructions
of the convention and leave with us, he passed a slurring remark
to the effect that he was not a coward and would remain to face
the danger. I clearly saw that his determination to stay was
grandstand play; he wanted martyrdom, in order to win the
applause of the Communist rank and file. Later, when he faced
prison as a result of his foolhardiness, he was not so willing a
Yictim, and indeed was greatly disturbed over the prospect of
imprisonment. Under Ruthenberg’s inspiration, those who still
remained procrastinated in violation of convention decisions,
which were that they leave the first thing in the morning. They
breakfasted, then took a dip in the lake, and wasted hours in
just hanging around. Apparently Ruthenberg did not want to
lose the opportunity of being arrested; he waited until the
Federal and State authorities arrived. Although the convention
had voted to have the records destroyed, due to Ruthenberg’s
interference they were buried in the woods, not only in full
sight of all who remained, among whom was one Francis A.
Morrow, a member of the Communist Party of ‘Camden, New
Jersey, who acted as undercover agent of the Department of
Justice, but also in full view of children related to the proprietor
of the place.

The authorities came, as was expected. They not only ar-
rested Ruthenberg and all the other comrades who were lei-
surely awaiting their arrival, but also went directly to the place
where the barrel of records had been buried and dug out the
treasure they were after. They had no difficulty in finding the
burial place, for it was apparent that they had been tipped off in
advance about its whereabouts. In addition to the registration
of the convention delegates, possession of which gave the De-
partment of Justice a complete history of the important Com-
munists in the United States, that barrel contained some of the
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most confidential and important Party documents. Those ar-
rested were herded into an army truck and .taken to St. Joseph,
Michigan, where they were thrown into jail and la.ter .charged
with violation of the Michigan State Criminal Syndicalist Law,
a law similar to the Criminal Anarchy Statute of the State of
New York, for the alleged violation of which I had been con-
victed and sent to prison. . .

In place of Ruthenberg, the committee put 1n our car
Shachno Epstein, one of the editors of the Freiheit, who was so
frightened that for a long time he could. not talk.l When.he
finally did talk, he spoke in such a low whisper t.hat it was diffi-
cult to make out what he was saying. We left Bridgeman ab.out
ten o’clock at night and arrived in Chicago the next morning.
All the Party headquarters had been closed by the authorlt'le‘s.
The railroad stations were full of detectives, who we:'re watc.hlng
out for Reds. I had to see Bob Minor, according to instructions,
to get the money for the trip to New York. I was able to con-
tact him the next day. He rushed in and out of the. hallways of
Chicago and in and out of the lobbies of tl}e hotels in the Loop,
as if an army of detectives were trailing h1s. ff)otst,eps. When‘ he
finally gave me the money to cover both Wlimtsky s and my fare
to New York, he whispered instructions into my ear .that I
should watch out for detectives and should un(%er no circum-
stances take a train out of one of the Chicago railroad stations.
Comrade Minor was in a panic. . .

Upon my return to New York City, 1 faced prison again, for
the New York State Court of Appeals had returped an unfavor-
able verdict. But the Central Executive C'ommlttee, 1.1nder the
inspiration of John Pepper, the Communist Internatlonal'rep-
resentative who remained in the United States after the l?rl‘dge-
man convention, had other plans for me. These had been jointly
and carefully well-thought-out by Pepper, Ruthenberg and
Lovestone, who, for factional reasons, wanted to get me out of
the way. They knew I was popular with the rar.lk-and-ﬁle.and
was the only member on the new Central E'xe(_:utwe Committee
who gave standing to its Goose caucus majority. John PepPer,
representing himself brazenly as one of my best frlen(-is, advxs.ed
me in all seriousness to jump my bail and flee to Soviet Russia.
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He put it, rather ingeniously, in somewhat this fashion: “Com-
rade Gitlow, I am sure you realize that the Bridgeman Conven-
tion proves beyond the shadow of a doubt that the reaction in
the United States will continue for a very long time. I have
made inquiries and have learned that after you have served
your term in New York State, you will have to face trial in
Michigan as a second offender, and, if convicted, you will face
a prison term of ten years.” He argued that it was foolish to
place any trust at all in the law and the courts, something Euro-
pean revolutionists never do. But I was not impressed. He con-
tinued: “But, Comrade Gitlow, fifteen years in prison is a life-
time! It means actually spending the best part of one’s life in
prison. It is not necessary to make such a sacrifice, for today it is
possible for a revolutionist to spend his life in worth-while con-
structive Socialist work in Soviet Russia. There you can gain tre-
mendous experience, so that later, when the revolutionary situa-
tion in the United States develops, you can return, just as Lenin
did when he returned to Russia from Switzerland, to take com-
mand of the revolutionary situation.”

I listened to him very attentively, but gave him no definite
answer. I told him I needed time to think his proposals over.
Others also saw me on the same matter, comrades who could
not be suspected of any ulterior purposes—notably, Abraham
Jakira, one of the leaders of the Goose Caucus, and Johnny Bal-
lam, who left the United Toilers to work among its membership
for putting across the Comintern decision on the American
Party question. Ballam was considered a good friend of mine.
John Pepper, however, was the most insistent. Whenever he
saw me he spoke about it, carefully unraveling to me how it was
possible to get the necessary passports, how easily the authorities
could be eluded and circumvented. I gave the matter serious
consideration. I was young, unmarried, and the adventure of
the proposition appealed to me. What then decided me against
the proposal? First, I had given my word to the Civil Liberties
Union to go through with the appeal. I could not go back on
my word. Second, I did not trust in the good faith of those who
made the proposal. Third, I did not have such a pessimistic
view regarding the extent of the reaction in the United States,
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even though 1, unlike Pepper, Ruthenberg, and Lovestone be-
[ore the Bridgeman Convention, was of the opinion that the
Communist Party could not come out in the open immediately.
Fourth, I realized that taking such a step would make me a
fugitive from justice and a permanent exile from my own coun-
try. Fifth, in Russia, even if it was a Socialist country, I would
be a foreigner, with the result that I would be of very little use
there, in addition to being cut off from all effectiveness in the
United States.

Making the decision did not come easily. Facing, as 1 did,
the possibility of many years of prison in New York and in
Michigan was not a pleasant future to look forward to. I was
an American. I had already some experiences with the police and
prison methods of my country. I knew that what was possible
in backward Russia of the Tsarist days, with its crude methods,
lack of transportation, and communication facilities, and the
attitude of its population, was not possible in the United States.
It meant that if I ran away to the Soviet Union, an early return
for me, because of my prominence in the movement, was en-
tirely out of question. When I informed the Central Executive
Committee about my decision to fight it out in the United
States, even if it meant serving many years in prison, they looked
dismayed, but finally agreed with Pepper, when he soothingly
said, ‘“After all, this is a personal matter which we must leave
to the individual comrade himself to decide.”

After the Bridgeman Convention the new Central Executive
Committee of the Party met in New York City. A flat was hired
in upper Manhattan to serve as its headquarters. But we did
not meet there often, moving our meetings mostly from one pri-
vate dwelling to another. Factionalism did not end. Those who
were defeated at the Bridgeman Convention were determined
to break up the new majority on the Central Executive Com-
mittee and to take over the leadership of the Party themselves.
In this effort they united with the group Foster and Browder
had formed in Chicago and with those forces in the Workers
Party who were against the underground Party, even though
they now knew that in consequence of the raids on the Bridge-
man Convention they could not advocate before the Communist
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Party rank and file the discontinuance of the underground. The
Foster Group, though many contended that it made the alli-
ance with Lovestone and Ruthenberg, in order itself to gain
control of the Party, attempted through the Bridgeman case to
discredit the current leadership of the Communist Party.

At the time of the Bridgeman Convention, Foster was adver-
tised to the labor movement as a progressive trade unionist who
was opposed to dual unions and who sought so to reform the
A. F. of L. within its framework that it would become a mili-
tant trade union organization. Prior to the Bridgeman Con-
vention and for some time after Foster emphatically denied that
he was a member of the Communist Party, although throughout
that period, while he was working most closely with Fitzpatrick
of the Chicago Federation of Labor and with many Progressives
in the trade union movement, he was attending the sessions of
the Central Executive Committee as a highly-placed Com-
munist. His activities through the Trade Union Educational
League were supervised by our Central Executive Committee,
which made all the decisions, sometimes upon Foster’s recom-
mendations, at other times against them, and whatever de-
cisions we made Foster had to carry out. The money for the
Trade Union Educational League organization came largely
from two sources: the Profintern (the Red International of
Trade Unions) in Moscow and from the Communist Party in
the United States. The Trade Union Educational League could
not have existed one month on the money it raised from its
supporters in the United States. The decision for Profintern
support was made by the E. C. C. I. (the Executive Committee
of the Communist International). In no other way could Foster
have obtained that support. Foster was not arrested at Bridge-
man; he left right after he made his report, and still con-
tinued to insist that he was not a member of the Communist
Party, which position he maintained at the time he was tried
in the courts.

Placed in charge of organizing the Bridgeman Defense, Foster
sought to create the impression that the majority of the-under-
ground Communist Party represented at Bridgeman was domi-
nated by spies, that spies determined the policies of the Party.
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His Lactionalism had carried him so far into this crass plot that
the matter was brought indignantly into the Central Executive

‘ommittee by John Pepper, who demanded an immediate
change of the whole defense policy mapped out by Foster, in-
cluding decisions that would make Foster unable to carry out
such a line when he himself came up for trial. Foster pleaded
before the Central Executive Committee that it would be a
good defense tactic to pursue such a line, because it would lead
to the acquittal of the defendants. Foster’s stand in 1922 was
symptomatic of the downward trend of Communist ethics. In
the first Communist trials, in 1919, we Communists took a prin-
cipled stand. Placed on trial, I realized the responsibility I
shouldered. I was the first Communist in the United States to
be prosecuted for the advocacy of Communism. I realized that
the standing of the movement before the radical workers de-
pended upon making a straightforward principled fight, regard-
less of the consequences. In the early trials of 1919 all the leaders
brought to trial made fearless principled defenses of their Com-
munist beliefs. The one exception was Jay Lovestone, who,
faced with prison, came to an understanding regarding his free-
dom from prosecution in New York and Chicago by appearing
as a witness for the State against Harry Winitsky. But even
Lovestone did not elevate his defection into a general policy.
The Bridgeman cases marked a change in this respect, as far as
the Foster policy was concerned. In organizing the Party’s de-
fense of the case, Foster, Ruthenberg, Browder and Dunne
mapped out a plan based upon an avoidance of the issues of
principle involved and pleading that the Communist Party was
the plaything of Department of Justice spies. It was only
through a bitter struggle in the Central Executive Committee
of the Communist Party that this entire plan was scotched.

Soon after the Bridgeman Convention I was returned to
Sing Sing Prison. I tried this time to follow the Party situation
closely, but was kept inadequately informed by the Central
Executive Committee. By the middle of October, 1922, I had
concluded that the reactionary trend in the United States was
giving way to a more liberal spirit. President Harding had, as
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early as Christmas, 1921, pardoned Eugene V. Debs. The action
of Attorney-General Daugherty, in issuing a sweeping injunc-
tion against the strike of the Railroad Shopmen, aroused the
resentment of organized labor and a large section of the public.
So violent was the reaction against Daugherty that, after the
settlement of the railroad strike, impeachment proceedings were
started against him. The month of September witnessed the
ending of the major strikes in the country and the conclusion
of very favorable union agreements in certain industries.
Around this time the wage-cutting campaign had come to a
close and a definite beginning of wage increases set in. The
attitude towards Soviet Russia was also undergoing a slight
change. Better contact with Russia was being established, and
the Federal Government had sounded out the Russian Govern-
ment, through its Ambassador in Berlin, on the sending of an
American technical commission to their country. The raid
upon the Bridgeman Convention, instead of whipping up Red
hysteria, had the opposite effect. On the one hand, it put usin a
ridiculous position; while, on the other hand, public opinion
turned definitely against the raiders. The trade unions rallied to
our defense, as did the liberal forces of the country.

At the end of September, Alfred E. Smith received the nomi-
nation for Governor on the Democratic ticket, on a platform
pledging social legislation, progressive labor laws, the abolition
of the Lusk Committee and the repeal of the reactionary “anti-
sedition” Lusk laws. Even the Republican Governor Miller,
who had a reputation for conservatism, showed how the wind
was blowing when he refused to extradite Edward Lindgren to
stand trial in Michigan for participating at the underground
convention. Around the middle of October, Harding began to
commute the sentences of many I. W. W. prisoners in the fed-
eral prisons as well as of other political prisoners. These and
many other factors convinced me that the time had come for
the Communists to emerge from the cellar, to give up their
underground party, and to come out publicly as a political
party. I informed my parents when they visited me in Sing Sing
that the Communist Party must come out as an open, legal,
political party, and gave them my reasons. Being party members,
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they were shocked by what I had to say. They warned me that
the membership would never agree to such a change. I told
them that the change must be made and that the Party must
not lose its opportunity to do so. I instructed them that upon
their return to New York, they should immediately inform the
Central Executive Committee and the members of the Party
of my views. In parting, I said:

Tell the comrades that, with an open party, we can carry on
our Communist propaganda more effectively because we will be
able to do so publicly. We will also be able to penetrate the trade
unions, engage in political campaigns, increase our membership
and gain hundreds of thousands of supporters. For the first time
we will become an American political factor of importance. Should
we be driven underground again, we will then have an army of
Communists spread all over the country, a force that will have to
be reckoned with and respected.

This time I stayed only three months in Sing Sing, for my
lawyers succeeded in obtaining my release on bail pending my
appeal to the United States Supreme Court. I left Sing Sing in
high spirits. I was going to help legalize the Communist Party.

Free again, I learned that during the interim of three months
many important developments had taken place. Katterfeld,
the National Secretary of the Communist Party, had left for
Russia after the Bridgeman Convention and had not yet re-
tured with Moscow’s decisions. Israel Amter, who was one of
the big three of the Goose Caucus in favor of maintaining the
underground party, had been won over by Pepper to the idea
of an open party. Pepper also succeeded in sending him to Mos-
cow as the official representative of the Party to the Communist
International, in order that he might counteract Katterfeld.
Pepper was now the political leader of the Party. He sought to
re-establish Lovestone’s leadership, which was thoroughly dis-
credited, by having the Central Executive Committee assign
Lovestone to the task of writing a book on the American Gov-
ernment as a Strike-Breaker.

Our national headquarters was situated in a small three-room
flat in the Washington Heights section of New York City. A
few chairs, a couple of typewriters, a number of small tables

AMERICAN COMMUNISM COMES UP FOR AIR 153

and some filing cabinets constituted its equipment. When not
occupied by the Political Committee, it was used by Sadie Van
Veen, Amter’s wife, as her living quarters. Here the work of the
Political Committee was performed. The acting National Sec-
retary during Katterfeld’s absence was Abraham Jakira, for-
merly a member of the Russian Federation. He was very short,
not over four feet six inches tall, very nearsighted, and afflicted
with stuttering. Jakira was a weakling, with no roots whatsoever
in the labor movement. He owed his high position in the Com-
munist movement to the factional situation in the Party and to
the fact that he was a Russian. He realized that, in order to
maintain his position as a leader, he had to lean upon someone
really capable of leadership. Heretofore that someone had been
Katterfeld. In addition to Jakira, the meetings of the Central
Executive Committee were now attended by Clarissa (or
“Chris”) Ware, who was in charge of the Research Department
of the Workers Party, always with a briefcase full of newspaper
clippings which she brought to our uptown hideout from the
headquarters of the Workers Party at 799 Broadway, Ruthen-
berg, Lovestone, Pepper, Minor, and myself. Occasionally Foster
and Dunne were also present.

Chris Ware was an ambitious person, who once remarked
that if a woman desired to make a career for herself in the Com-
munist movement she had to attach herself to one of the Com-
munist leaders. She was true to her word. It did not take her
long to attach herself to Ruthenberg, who was then National
Secretary of the Workers Party. Whether by chance or design,
even her office was right next to Ruthenberg’s private office. In-
deed, in order to enter Ruthenberg’s office one had to go through
the Research Department. It was in the Research Department,
however, that Jay Lovestone had his desk placed right up against
the partition of Ruthenberg’s office; thus, if he desired, he
could make sure of keeping well informed regarding everything
that went on in the National Secretary’s sanctum sanctorum.
But after Ruthenberg fell in love with Chris Ware, he not only
abandoned Ray Ragozin, but he also moved Jay Lovestone and
his desk out of the Research Department. Lovestone was very
much peeved over this removal act. The outer office supported
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his peeve by openly resenting the fact that during office hours,
when Ruthenberg wanted to be left in all privacy with Mrs.
Ware, he would lock the entrance of the Research Department
and keep it locked for hours.

The amorous proclivities of Chris Ware really threatened to
create a political crisis of major importance, for her favors
became the accolade of leadership. Before long, that inde-
fatigable politician, John Pepper, made an attempt to win her
affections when she brought some research material to him while
he was alone at the underground headquarters uptown. She
described the incident to Ruthenberg, who flared up in anger
against Pepper. Chris Ware, quick to recognize that Pepper’s
ambition for leadership was a challenge to Ruthenberg as the
leader of American Communism, took every opportunity to
intensify Ruthenberg’s anger and to create a wide separation
between the two. Lovestone sought to bring peace between
Pepper and Ruthenberg at the expense of Chris Ware and not
without a thought, I suspect, of having his desk moved back
close to the partition. At this point a physiological reaction set-
tled the political crisis. It was a tragic end, for the last of Chris
Ware’s abortions proved fatal for her. Ruthenberg wept at the
funeral, peace with Pepper was established and Lovestone had
his desk moved back to the strategic spot in the Research
Department.

The first question that the comrades of the Political Com-
mittee took up with me was the question of my attitude to the
proposed question of the merger of the underground, illegal
Communist Party with the Workers Party of America, its legal
auxiliary organization. Some of the comrades were fearful that
I would be opposed to the merger because, before I returned
to prison, I had opposed such a step. They were skeptical of the
message I had sent from prison by my parents that conditions
now warranted the Party’s coming out in the open. When I
discussed the matter with Pepper, he at first tried to show me
that the Communist International favored the step and would
soon order the Communist Party to undertake it. However,
when he realized how I stood on the matter, he informed me
that he had already assured the others that they would find me
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not only committed to the step but also ready to carry it out
energetically. This occurred at the end of 1922.

Assured of my support, the Political Committee was called
together and immediately adopted measures to carry out the
merger as speedily as possible. To facilitate matters we received
in the nick of time a cable from Moscow, signed by Amter,
assuring us that the Comintern favored the step. When Katter-
feld, who had gone to Moscow as the leader of the majority,
returned, he brought with him the rebukes of the Comintern
and its repudiation of his policy. He also returned to a party
in which his followers on the Central Executive Committee had
deserted him. It marked the end of his leadership. Katterfeld
was a sincere, honest American radical, a Kansas farmer, who
had given years of his life to the Socialist movement. He was
very serious in his demeanor and intensely fanatical. Once he
got an idea into his head, he tenaciously held on to it. To him
underground Communism was a principle. Its abandonment
he looked upon as treachery to the movement. In a brief period
of time he was so completely eliminated from the movement
that when, in 1928, he started a non-political, scientific maga-
zine called Evolution, he was, upon a motion of Lovestone’s,
instructed that he must be prepared to turn over all the con-
nections and resources of his magazine to the party, which
simultaneously was instructed not to endorse the magazine.

Whatever opposition prevailed in the underground Com-
munist Party was soon overcome either by individual confer-
ences or by meetings of the rank and file, held in out of the way
places under conditions of great secrecy, at which Pepper
usually delivered a long-winded speech, stressed the orders of
the Communist International, ridiculed the opposition, and
ended in a manner that left his poor rank and file listeners
bewildered with the wealth of “arguments” presented. During
the discussion he would shout down a rank and filer he did not
agree with by crying ““schluss” (shut-up) with all the authority
of the Communist International, even though the poor fellow
had only five minutes in which to answer the tirades of Pepper,
which generally lasted two or three hours. In summing up the
discussion, Pepper would single out one of the innocent rank
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and lilers who, in his honest simplicity, had left himself open
to demagogic attack, and berate him most unmercifully, making
him out to be the worst ol scoundrels and an ignoramus to boot.
He gloried in attacking the weak. His vituperative abil_ity was
embellished with abuse and insults. Once, before entering the
verbal fray, he remarked gleefully to a friend, “If you want t?
see how a pig is stuck as you never saw one before, watch me!’

During this period many conferences were held with those
leaders of the Workers Party who were not also members of the
underground Party or its Central Executive Committee.
These conferences dealt mainly with the division of the offices
of the merged party. When all the deals were finally consum-
mated and a vote for them assured, a joint meeting of the Cen-
tral Executive Committee of the underground Party and of the
Workers Party took place. Thus, in the early part of 1923,
the underground Communist Party—the vaunted Number (?ne
—disappeared. During the discussion period we had promised
the members of the underground that a skeleton of the under-
ground party made up of the most trusted Communists would
be maintained for the conduct of illegal conspirative work and
to serve as the framework for an underground party in case
reaction in the country once more appeared. The promise was
made, but was never intended to be kept. The underground was
liquidated thoroughly and completely.

The merging of the Number One, the underground Com-
munist Party, with Number Two, the Workers Party, under the
name of the Workers Party, made that party the official Com-
munist Party of the United States, secretly affiliated with the
Communist International and recognized by it as one of its
official sections. The new party accepted the discipline of the
Communist International. Even the Workers Council Group,
headed by Trachtenberg, Engdahl, and Olgin, who had origin-
ally refused to join the Communist Party because they objected
to the discipline it exercised over its membership, accepted as
members and leaders of the Workers Party, that kind of disci-
pline and the even more rigid and exacting discipline of the
Communist International as devoutly as did the members and
leaders of the former underground Communist Party.
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It was the first time since 1919 that the Communist Party
dared openly to espouse its cause. We had attempted before
in a veiled and camouflaged form to propagate our ideas. In
1921 we organized the Workers' League for that purpose. The
League ran candidates for office in New York City. I was its
candidate for Mayor when I was in Sing Sing and was ruled
off the ballot by the Board of Elections. We made a little head-
way in some of the unions, notably the needle trade unions
and the small independent unions. We effectively used our legal
defense organization, known as the Workers Defense League,
cleverly to carry on Communist propaganda and agitation
which could not be done under other circumstances. The most
intensive and widespread dissemination of propaganda in favor
of Soviet Russia and Communism was carried on through the
Friends of Soviet Russia, which we organized for the ostensible
purpose of collecting funds for the famine-stricken in Russia.
Through this organization we collected hundreds of thousands
of dollars, out of which we, to a very large extent, directly and
indirectly financed the Party. A large percentage of the funds
which we turned over to the central bureau in Paris was credited
to our Party instead of being spent for famine relief. The payroll
of the Friends of Soviet Russia was swamped with Party bureau-
crats who received their salaries out of the monies donated for
relief, being thus enabled to carry on Party work. Often when
funds were desperately needed, the Secretary of the Friends of
Soviet Russia was called in by the Political Committee and
directed to turn over money to the Party, the necessary book-
keeping notations being made to cover the matter up. This was
easy to do, because practically everyone working on the large
staff of the Friends of Soviet Russia was either a Party member
or one who carried out Party instructions.

In becoming a legal party we had to turn our attention away
from abstract theories of Communism to the problems of the
country. This was not an easy task, because our Party, even
with the merger, was predominantly made up of foreign-born
un-Americanized members. From eighty to ninety percent of
the membership belonged to the foreign-speaking language
federation of the new Party. The Jewish Federation had about
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those leaders of the Workers Party who desired to challenge the
former leaders of the underground movement grouped around
Ruthenberg. ‘

Foster took advantage of all this. He organized his faction
secretly, made alliances with the leaders of the former Workers
Party, took the various federation leaders into his confidence
and enlisted the support of the trade unionists. This marked
the beginning of another factional war in the united legal party
that raged for six years and kept the cables between New York
and Moscow hot with messages transmitted both ways.

The factionalism which developed broke out with particular
fury in the Jewish Section and in the staff of its daily newspaper,
Freiheit. Drastic steps had to be taken in an effort to root out
the opposition to the Political Committee. Upon Pepper’s sug-
gestion and much against my desires, the Political Committee
decided that I should be sent in as its commissar to take over
the affairs of the paper. Moissaye J. Olgin, the editor of the
paper, became furious. He paraded as the guardian of Bolshev-
ism among the Jewish masses, though he had joined the Com-
munist movement only after he was sure of the success of the

Bolshevik Revolution. A native of Russia and active in the
Russian Socialist movement, he nevertheless in 1917 wrote a
history of the Russian revolutionary movement, called The
Soul of the Russian Revolution, which mentioned neither
Lenin nor Trotsky. Then he made a round-about face and paid
particularly obsequious journalistic observances to Trotsky as
the guiding genius of Bolshevism since 1905. Alexander Bittle-
man who was the secretary of the Jewish Federation, opposed
both Olgin and the Political Committee. Of medium height,
Bittleman was very thin, had drooping shoulders, and squinting
eyes. His political manipulations make weird party history. He
fought together with Olgin against the underground party and
at the same time fought Olgin for control of the Freiheit. At
the time of the merger of the Number One and the Number

Two he became Foster’s close political adviser and a leader in

Foster's secret caucus. Foster then, with Bittleman’s consent

and upon Bittleman’s advice, made an alliance with Olgin for

the purpose of capturing the Party. Bittleman, however, con-
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tinued, though pledged to support him, to undermine Olgin
secretly and to make his position as editor of Freiheit unbegar-
able. vaiously, my job to clean up the mess was not an eas
one, with the staff against me, the Jewish membership hostiley
and the financial affairs of the paper in disastrous condition’
I had to watch every line the writers wrote, give attention t(;
the raising of money to keep the paper alive, and convince the
n;lembershlp that the paper was not being destroyed through the
1(; a?g%es made by the Central Executive Committee of the
_ When Foster captured the Party at the end of 192 3, he sent
]1.m Cannon to see me. Cannon hailed originally fron’l Kansas
City. He was a member of the . W. W. and of the Socialist
Party. before 1919. In the I. W. W. he had gained a reputation
for his languid laziness and his aptness in singing andprecitin
hobo and I. W. W. ditties. I first met him in 1919, when hg
came from Kansas City as a delegate to the National Left Win
Conference. At that time he edited a small weekly Socialis%r
paper of I. W. W. and Left Wing leanings. He made onl
superficial impression upon me, if any: I remembered h};nzll
rner(?ly as a colorless individual of medium height and com-
plexion, who spoke with a nasal twang and in sentimental mono-
tone. He was not then very talkative, perhaps because he was
not yet sure where the Left Wing Movement would lead. He
failed to show up at the Chicago conventions, but made .sure
to have one of his emissaries present, to report back to him in
Kansas City, so that he could make up his mind. It was clear to
me that he did not want to commit himself on the spot, and
stayed away so that he could have an opportunity to wIZi il th
events carefully. He joined the Communist Labor Part : soorf
rose to prominent leadership, and in 1923 united withyi"ost
to oust Ruthenberg from leadership. His mission in New Yo el:
could not have been a pleasant one, because he came to brilze
me, not to C(?IlVil’lCC me. When he spoke, I thought I was listen-
Ing to a miniature Boss Murphy of Tammany Hall. He hemmed
and hawed for a few moments before coming to tht; oint fl
sor:w personal remarks, and finally said: PO mace
You know, Comrade Gitlow, you are fitted for big things in
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the Party. I, more than anyone else, am interested in seeing that
you get ahead and get the position which is your due. Now if you
will be reasonable and will comply with my request that you
resign, rest assured that I will not let you down.”

I replied, “But Comrade Cannon, since when must a Com-
munist be concerned about jobs? It has always been my impres-
sion that a Communist must above all be motivated by prin-
ciples. You are not discussing principles with me but jobs. I
am sorry, but under the circumstances I cannot comply with
your request.”’

That ended the parley. Cannon turning red took his leave.
But soon after that conversation with Cannon I was removed
by the Foster-Bittleman majority. This was my first experience
with the practice of trying to obtain political support by bribing
with an offer of jobs. In years to come this practice became com-
mon in the Party from top to bottom.

I was not sorry to leave and not sorry that I had been assigned
to that post, for in the Freiheit office I met the girl who, though
not a Communist or member of the Party, was destined to
become my wife. For a Communist leader to marry a non-Com-
munist was considered by most of my associates an unpardon-
able breach of Bolshevik conduct. I must confess that in this
instance my love for the girl outweighed all the stock Commun-
ist objections. I had not become the sort of Communist who
regards such intimate personal matters as trivial and as a sub-
mission to bourgeois sentimentality. Had I been unable to stand
up against Communist prejudices, in this respect, I would
have had to give up a union, which through all the years of
party strife has been a source of great happiness and has enabled
me to overcome the pressure and strain of nerve-wracking

events. To have power and to be alone, is the one tragedy
which the power-intent politician understands, and the Com-
munist politician who hides his feelings behind the ramparts
of so-called “objectivity”’—that the needs of the movement
cannot tolerate one’s personal feelings—knows this better than
all the rest.

CHAPTER V

HOW A BRYAN DEMOCRAT CAPTURED THE
COMMUNIST PARTY

THE nature of American Communism is incomprehensible
without some insight into the nature of its Russian prototype.
However vague and inconclusive the relationship between the
two in the beginning, by 1923 the leaders of Russian Com-
munism became increasingly involved in the affairs of the
American Communist Party. By that time Moscow became
quite definitely the Mecca of all American Communists and
the source of all Communist wisdom. It is not difficult to
understand the reason for this adulation. Nothing succeeds
like success. The Bolsheviks alone of all the Socialist sects,
groups and parties anywhere in the world, ever since the days
of the Great French Revolution, not only seized the state for
a short while but held it for years, not only vanquished the

-enemies that encircled them on nineteen different fronts but

won the respectful fear of the great capitalist powers opposing
them, signing a commercial treaty with Great Britain in 1921
and entering the concert of great powers in 1922 through the
diplomatic coup of an alliance with Germany at Rapallo while
the authors of Versailles were plotting to emasculate Bolshevik
Russia at Genoa. The Bolsheviks had come to stay. If even
the great powers were forced to reckon with them, surely they
were good enough for labor leaders in need of alljes,

The earliest American votaries of Bolshevism followed in
the footsteps of Lenin, because they believed that the Second
International and its affiliated Socialist parties of Europe had
betrayed the working class of the world by supporting their
respective capitalist governments in the World War; whereas,
the handful of Socialists grouped around the Bolshevik nucleus
constituted the only force in the world that remained loyal to
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Marxist internationalism. They believed, moreover, that the
Bolshevik Revolution marked the immediate opening of a new
era of proletarian revolutions that would culminate in the
overthrow of capitalism throughout the world and that the
leaders of the Second International and of the organized labor
movement throughout the world, being counter-revolutionists
because of their careerist self-interest and their political timid-
ity, were hampering the development of this world-wide libera-
tion movement and were determined to defeat the revolution-
ary endeavors of the most class-conscious workers. Leaders of
the Second International and of the organized labor movement
were therefore looked upon as an ‘insidious and pernicious
agency of the capitalist exploiters inside the working class—an
agency that must be rooted out before the workers of the world
could be organized for their foreordained victory over the
capitalist social order that enslaves them. Therefore, in 1919
the Third International was founded under Communist aus-
pices in Moscow—to destroy the Second International and the
existing trade union movement, organize the workers of the
world instead into Communist parties politically and through
the subsidiary agency of the Red International of Trade Unions
(the Profintern) into revolutionary trade unions, and then
proceed to the conquest of the Earth for Socialism through the
intervening dictatorship of the proletariat, country by country.
Such in bold outline was the Socialist dream as revived and
revivified by the victory of the Bolsheviks in Russia—the dream
that drew us dissidents of the Socialist Left toward the Com-
munist International. It was no accident that the founding
congress of that new international was dominated by the
Russian leaders. Lenin opened it and was its presiding officer.
All the important reports were made by the Russians—Trotsky,
Commissar of War and Commander-in-Chief of the Red Army;
Zinoviev, President of the Petrograd Commune, who was elected
the first president of the Comintern after its founding; Buk-
harin, regarded as the chief theoretician of Communism after
Lenin; Chicherin, Commissar of Foreign Affairs; and others.
From the very beginning in March, 1919, the delegates of the
non-Russian parties found themselves in the embarrassing situa-
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tion of poor relations, dependent on the Russians both for
money and wisdom. We who followed them believed with them
that the world revolution was just around the corner and that
within a few years, under their superior guidance, we would
make the whole world Red, provided we did what we were told
by them in our own country. We actually believed that they
understood the play of social forces in our country better than
we, although most of them had never set foot in it. Indeed,
th'rough wishful thinking and because of our deference to their
wisdom—and subconsciously, perhaps, because we curried the
favor and support of these supermen of revolution—we entered
Into a kind of conspiracy of deception and self-deception, by
reporting to them on the political situation in our country in
terms most pleasing to the Russian leaders and most in conso-
nance with their theories and expectations of imminent world
revolution. Psychologically, thus, the Third International was
doomed to defeat from the start, because it began its career as
an organization of revolutionists subservient to their political
patrons, and hence rapidly developed into an international of
toadies and careerists.

This tendency, inherent in the Comintern because of the
monstrous political predominance of the Russians in the inter-
national organization, had moreover very deep roots in the very
character of the Russian Bolshevik Party, which was fashioned
by Lenin, himself temperamentally an absolutist, in the course
of its hard and dangerous struggle against Tsarist absolutism.
From its inception in 1gog until it seized power in 1917, the
Bolshevik organization was, with the exception of a negligible
interval of several weeks during the early part of the Kerensky
honeymoon in the Spring of 1914, a closely-knit conspirative
organization ruled from above. Its vaunted principle of demo-
cratic centralism became upon application under conditions of
conspiracy no more than slightly democratic and no less than
overwhelmingly sheer centralism. The Bolshevik Old Guard,
schooled to obey the orders of the Bolshevik Central Committee
in all its struggles, whether against the Tsarist government, the
Russian capitalists or their comrades of the Menshevik faction,
were psychologically incapable of undoing this conditioning
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permitted to function would be the Communist party, to whose
will the entire country was to be subjected. True, there were
important asides on how to mobilize the support of non-prole-
tarian groups, such as, the peasants or farmers, for example, but
they were merely of a maneuvering nature, not part of the
Communist essence ideologically. The Russia

certain that they were absolutel
of pseudo

n leaders were so
y right in propagating this sort
-revolutionary absolutism that they would brook no
deviation from this organizational principle among the affiliates
of the Comintern, insisting on the “Bolshevization” of all the
non-Russian Communist parties. The bed of Procrustes on
which all the Communist parties were laid were the famous
Twenty-one Points of the Comintern program. It was a case
of take it or leave it.

We American Communists took it—hook, line and sinker.
We have, therefore, no one to blame but ourselves, nothing but
our own moon-calf foolishness in the field of politics, if we got
it in the neck as a group and were doomed to political ineffec-
tualness in our own country. What is unpardonable, however,
is to canonize your foolishness into a policy and to pursue it
wherever it may lead, as long as you stay pretty close to the top,
even if the course of events enjoins practices in direct contradic-
tion to the ideals and principles with which

set out. Yet, given the anti-democratic or
of Bolshevism,

you had originally
ganizational principles
this course of development was inevitable from
the start, although I did not see it then and see it all too clearly
only now. I confess that, although I was one of the few who
along with John Reed fought against the domination of the
peanut politicians from the Russian Federation, when I re-
turned from prison in 1922 and was faced with the accomplished
fact of the far more dangerous domination by the Russian Com-
munist Party of Moscow, far from complaining about it, I con-
curred with the rest of my American comrades, Only the Rus-
sian Party was given the unprecedented right—a right no other
member party of the Comintern enjoyed—to review Comintern
decisions and alter them at will. This or
implanted in the Comintern b
fathers, Lenin and Trotsky.

ganizational poison was
Yy its originators and founding
Moreover, while the Russian Party,



168 I CONFESS .

not only instructed its delegates but even such of its r.nenl;betrs
as were officers of the Comintern, no oﬂth’er Cm-rnml-lmst arty
was accorded the privilege of instructing its emissaries to Mos-
cow, who found out only from the Ru_ss1an bosses what was
what. The internationalism of the Comlntern was Fhus ni:_ver
more than a reflection of Russian desires an.d Russian policy.
As for the national policy of each Co_mmumst party, .that wa;
merely a reflection in the distorting mirror of the. Corrfnr;cerﬁ o
whatever happened to be at the moment the policy of the Rus-
i nist Party.
sm};lﬁ(sm(lir:;endence 7:)n the lllussia.n Communist Par‘gy—a'nd
more specifically, on the ruling clique and the do.n.nnatl'ng
person within it from time to time—became the condlthn sine
qua non for every non-Russian member of .the Com_lntern.
Matters concerning the German, French, English, An.ler}can }(:r
any other Communist party were first -th‘rashed out inside the
Russian Communist Party by its Po‘l%tlcal Bureau, and t g
decisions reached by a half a dozen Rus§1an leaders were hande1
down to the Communist party in question through the c.hanne ]
of the Comintern. Hence, the policy of every Co¥nmu‘nlst Par;y
became dependent in large measure on the .ex1ger'1ciles of thz
foreign policy of the Russian Sov1et' .Repubhc, whic lwas'
prime concern of the Russian Political 'Burea1'1 surely since
Brest-Litovsk and more definitely and mcregsmgly so since
Rapallo, until today it is exclusively so. Official Comtrlnu.msm
has thus rapidly crystallized into no more than rperely the inter-
national instrumentality of the Ru551'an Sov1et. g(?vernment.
That was not apparent when Communism was still in the sta.lt.e
of turbulent solution that was being shakfzn c'onstantly by pol'm-
cal winds; now, however, with its stab1}1zat_10r‘1 and crystalhza.l-
tion under Stalin’s personal dictatorship, it 1s clear that thl.S
characteristic of Communism was inherent from the start. This
essential characteristic of Communism—I mean, of course, Len-
inist Communism in practice, not in theory—must be c'learly
borne in mind, if you are to understand what tool.< place in the
American Communist Party from the rr_loment of its emergencs
as an open political party out of the fusion of Number One an

Number Two early in 1923.
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We all accepted, without any reservations, the right of the
Russian Bolshevik leaders to boss our party. At the same time,
we the leaders of the American Communist Party fought each
other. Since basic policies were decided upon not by us but by
our bosses in Moscow, ours was a struggle for power rather than
for principles. In that respect, we were of course no different
from Tammany Hall shysters or from any other politicians, for
we all became the victims of that strongest of all the social pas-
sions, the political passion. Yet the fashion among us Commun-
ist politicians—and we believed it to be far more than merely a
fashion of thought, we believed it to be an incontrovertible
truth—was to proceed on the premise, more readily assumed
than practiced, that in the Communist movement the individual
factor was of negligible, if any, importance. The individual, we
contended when arguing the matter with our aloof sympathizers
of the Liberal Left, merely reflected social conditions. In the
face of daily experiences with individual Communist leaders of
opposing factions who ruthlessly connived to wrest power from
us or to keep us from wresting power from them, we insisted
to our Liberal friends that pure objectivity was the determining
factor in all Communist politics. Therein, indeed, was the crux
of the difference between lowly bourgeois politics and the poli-
tics of the proletariat’s revolutionary priesthood—meaning our-
selves, of course. We did not lie with malice aforethought; we
lied subconsciously, to ourselves as well as to others; neverthe-
less, we lied. The truth is, that in the struggle for power inside
the Communist Party, the personal ambitions of individuals,
their selfish interests, their animal instincts of self-preservation,
always come to the forefront and all but completely overshadow
the political issues and the principles, which indeed serve mostly
as the rationalization for the struggle. In that the Communist
Party must be very much like any other political party, bour-
geois or proletarian. What makes it worse than any bourgeois
party, however, in that respect, is the injection of pseudo-revolu-
tionary amorality; the effect of that is to cast into limbo the
last vestiges of human decency as mere “bourgeois prejudices.”
It is this which flavors Communist politics with horrible bitter-
ness, for the strife among the “comrades” proceeds with all rules
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suspended and any weapon at all in use, all the way from deceit,
chicanery, doubledealing, patronage and bribery, to character
assassination and outright assassination, if possible. Anything
goes. It is this which makes every Party debate between the
leaders a small-scale but highly intense civil war. Indeed, the
ethics of civil war against the bourgeoisie and its White Guard
defenders are merely applied to the strife among the leaders
inside the Party.

When the Communist Party became legal, it was a foregone
conclusion that its leader would be Ruthenberg. And he did
become its leader. But now the party was different from what
it had been in 1919. The most important change was in its trade-
union policy. In 1919 we were opposed to the American
Federation of Labor and were strongly in sympathy with the
Industrial Workers of the World, attacking, however, the anti-
political stand of the I. W. W. We were for revolutionary union-
ism that openly espoused the overthrow of capitalism. The
ordinary strikes for more wages and better conditions interested
us only in so far as we coud develop them into mass movements
for the overthrow of the hated bourgeoisie. Whenever a strike
broke out, Communists came upon the scene with leaflets urg-
ing the workers to overthrow the government and set up Soviets.
But when the revolution in America did not come as quickly
as we had expected, and our appeal to the trade unionists to
form soviets fell upon deaf ears, we changed our attitude and
began to use other tactics and appeals. With these altered
means, we soon gained some trade union following; notably,
among the foreign-born workers, in such unions as the needle
trades, the food workers, some independent unions of metal
workers, laborers, and others. The first industrial organizer of
the Communist Party who made some headway among these
union forces was Joseph Zack. He sought to give the Party a
trade union following, by building up a new and independent
trade union movement. He achieved some success in this direc-
tion by bringing the independent unions of New York and
vicinity together into a central organization which was called
the United Labor Council. Then, for reasons that had nothing
to do with our Communist problems in America, Lenin put an
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end to this dual union policy when he issued his famous pam-
phlet, “L.eft Wing Communism,” in which he called upon all
Commu-ms.ts to go into the existing unions and there to bore
f?om within for the purpose of capturing them. The publica-
tion of Lenin’s pamphlet turned the trade union policy of our
Party upside down.

In sc-outing around for some one to organize the boring-
from-within activities of the Communists in the trade unions
Foster was discovered. That was in 1921. William Z. Foster Wa;
unattached at the time. He had been unsuccessful in leadin
the steel strike and had lost considerable standing in the A Fg
of L. unions. Besides suffering defeat in the steel strike Fo;teI:
and his associates also lost their influence among the p’acking-
house workers, who had been organized by Foster during the
war t.hr.ough the intervention of the A. F. of L. and the Fezleral
Medlatlop Commission, because the government then favored
trade union organization as a war policy. Foster’s Syndicalist
Ijeague of North America, which was replaced by the Interna-
t1.ona1 Trade Union Educational League in 1915. The prin-
ciples upon which they were founded were repudiated by Foster
on the witness stand during the steel strike in 1919, even though
he had been instrumental in organizing both organizations aid
was their outstanding leader. After the debacle of the steel
str11.<e in November, 1920, Foster organized anew the Trade
Ur.non Educational League, with headquarters in Chicago. But
th.1$ organization had no following in the trade unions, no funds
with which to operate, and was destined to die soon,’a failure

Subsequently, the National Committee to the First Nationai
Conference of the Trade Union Educational League in Chicago
P.xugust 26 and 27, 1922, reported, “For over a year this bod’
h.ngerfed along more dead than alive.” It was a peculiar organiza.}j
tion; 1t_did not charge dues or per capita tax. The first real
money it saw came when the representative of the Profintern
or Red Trade Union International, acting in collaboration wit};
tbe underground Communist Party, contacted Foster, persuaded
him to attend the First Congress of the Profintern and gave him
the money needed to finance the trip of the Trade Union Educa-
tional League delegation to that Congress, to be held in Mos-



172 1 CONFESS

cow. This emissary for the Party and the Profintern, was Carl E.
Johnson, a Lettish comrade from Roxbury, Massachusetts, and
at one time a member of the Lettish Communist Club of Bos-
ton, who became a member of the Executive Bureau of the
Profintern, under the name of Scott. The very same Scott,
entrusted with the work of gathering an American trade union
delegation to attend the First Congress of the Profintern, upon
the specific instructions of the Communist Party, induced Wil-
Jiam D. Haywood to head an L W. W. delegation to Moscow
and at the same time skip bail, a decision which had tragic and
disastrous consequences for Haywood.

The delegation of the Trade Union Educational League that
went to Moscow with Foster in 1921 included Earl Browder and
Ella Reeves Bloor. No one in that delegation had official con-
nections or standing with American trade unions. They repre-
sented what for all practical purposes was just a paper organiza-
tion centered around Foster. The Communists paid all their

. In Moscow, Foster joined the Communist
Party and together with the Russian leaders worked out the
lans for the capture of the American Federation of Labor.
President Sidney Hillman of the Amalgamated Clothing ‘Work-
ers was in Moscow at this time. Conferences were arranged
between Foster, Hillman and the Russian leaders, at which it
was urged that Hillman back Foster’s activities in building up a
progressive trade union movement in the United States, for
the purpose of dislodging Gompers and taking control of the
A. F. of L. unions. Foster’s Trade Union Educational League
was accepted by the Russians as the organization through which
the Communists should bore within the American unions.
Foster returned to the United States, supplied with funds by
Moscow and with the instructions to work under the direction
of the American Communist Party’s Central Committee. Part
of the plan included a strict order that under no circumstances
should Foster’s official membership in the Communist move-
ment be disclosed and that great care should be taken in so con-
ducting the campaign that Foster should be considered merely as
a progressive trade unionist who was not connected with the
Party and was entirely free from its domination.

expenses for the trip
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was then already a member of the Central Executive Commit-
tee of the Party as well as of its most powerful ruling commit-
tee, the Political Committee, was not a Communist, not a
member of the Communist Party. In the June, 1923, issue of
The Labor Herald, Ruthenberg wrote:

These methods and the fact that Foster was not a member of the
Communist Party, while I admittedly was a member of the Cen-
tral Executive Committee of the Party, explains the difference in
the results of the second trial as compared to the first.

About a decade and a half later, while writing his autobiogra-
phy, Foster apparently forgot the period when he masqueraded
as a non-Communist, for in his book, “From Bryan to Stalin,”
on page 163, he states:

So, when I returned to the United States, in the middle of 1921,
I joined the Communist Party and took my proper place in the
ranks of the revolutionary Communist International.

Even this statement does not give the actual fact that Foster
joined the Communist movement and threw himself under its
discipline during his first sojourn in Moscow, in 1921.

The first National Conference of the Trade Union Educa-
tional League, held in August, 1922, in Chicago, proved how
thoroughly Communist it was. The Editorial Committee con-
sisted of Knudsen, Carney, Wortis, Buck and Foster—all Com-
munists. The report on the Building Trades was by Jack John-
stone, a Communist. The report on the Metal Trades by Knud-
sen, a Communist. The report on the Printing Trades by H. M.
Wicks, a Communist. The report on the Needle Trades by Rose
Wortis, a Communist. The report on the Boot and Shoe Indus-
try, by Harry Canter, a Communist. William F. Dunne, Com-
munist, was chosen to lead the Metal Mining campaign. O. H.
Wangerin, Secretary of the Railroad Amalgamation Campaign,
was a Communist. Representing the Profintern—that is, the
Profintern’s Commissar at the conference—was Carl E. Johnson,
alias Scott.

The program of the Trade Union Educational League com-
bined nearly everything that the radicals and the progressives
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had been advocating for years. Its main features included the
transformation of the craft unions into industrial unions by
amalgamating all the craft unions of a single industry into one
industrial union; a militant strike policy in place of the policy
of class collaboration (the traditional policy of the American
Federation of Labor of peaceful negotiations between unions
and employers to some working compromise in their mutual
interest); and independent working class political action
through the unions, although at its inception the Trade Union
Educational League did not come out openly for a labor party,
at the same time opposing Sam Gompers’ policy of supporting
the “friends of labor” on the Republican and Democratic
tickets. In addition, however, there were other points in the
program which had nothing to do with the immediate task of
reforming the American trade unions, as, for example, recogni-
tion of Soviet Russia, affiliation with the Profintern, whole-
hearted support of the Russian Bolshevik revolution, and aboli-
tion of the capitalist system.

How Russian interests determined all questions that came
up before the Trade Union Educational League was demon-
strated to me at the convention of the Amalgamated Clothing
Workers held in Chicago in May, 1922. I have already men-
tioned the conferences of Hillman in Moscow, as a result of
which it was understood that Hillman would support Foster’s
activities in the American trade unions. At the same time the
Russians agreed to Hillman’s proposal to organize the Russian-
American Industrial Corporation for the building up of the
clothing industry in Russia. The Communist Party of the
United States could not be outdone in its praises of Sidney
Hillman, the President of the Amalgamated. Olgin, the editor
of our paper, Freiheit, delivered one of the most flowery eulo-
gies of Hillman possible, at the convention which he had been
invited to address. At this convention there was a very strong
bloc of Progressive and Left Wing delegates. The underground
Communist Party sent two representatives to the convention
whose duty it was to advise the Communist Left Wing bloc as to
policy. William Z. Foster and Robert Minor were these repre-
sentatives. Their work consisted chiefly in preventing any op-
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position from openly breaking out against the Hillman ma-
chine. The first important issue came over the status of a Left
Wing leader, Albert Goldman, who was also a member of the
Party, whose effectiveness the Chicago administration of the
Amalgamated undermined by accusing him of being a spy and
expelling him from the organization. Hillman supported the
Chicago machine against the Chicago Left Wing, which insisted
upon justice for Goldman by a repudiation of the frame-up
against him. Foster and Minor prevented the Left Wing from
making a fight on this issue.

The other issue was even more important. It had to do with
a trade union policy. Hillman’s main proposal for the Chicago
convention was that it approve his policy of “standards of pro-
duction.” Hillman proposed that the union, in close codpera-
tion with the bosses, work out standards of production which
should guide the workers in the shops. These standards,
wherever they were adopted and applied, its opponents charged,
instituted vicious speed-up schedules for the workers. They
created impossible conditions in the trade and paved the way
for the corruption of the trade-union officials by the bosses,
whenever they met to work out standards. Large numbers of
workers opposed these standards of production most bitterly.
'The Progressives and Left Wingers voiced this opposition of the
rank and file. At the caucuses of the Left Wing the delegates
were determined not to yield on this question. Minor and Foster
argued with them. Bob Minor in particular tried to rationalize,
to prove that their fears were unfounded, that it was really a
progressive measure. When the workers ridiculed his arguments
and informed him that his ignorance of the trade was monu-
mental, he switched to other persuasive methods, highly politi-
cal in their content, arguing that Hillman was rendering a great
service to Soviet Russia and the workers’ cause by championing
the Soviet Union, and besides, that one who had pledged him-
self in Moscow to further the cause of the Left Wing could be
trusted. The Communist Party members were finally whipped
into line to support Hillman’s proposal under compulsion of
Party discipline. Foster in his one speech to the caucus sup-
ported Minor, but after that he stayed in the background and
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let Bob Minor do all the cajoling. I was present at the conven-
tion, though not in an official capacity. I had just come out of
prison pending an appeal of my case and was sent by the Party
to get a donation from the convention for the National Defense
Committee. I became alarmed at the anger of the Left Wingers.
I called Foster aside, warned him that a grave mistake was
being made, that Minor should be called into conference and
the whole position on this question changed. He refused to
accede to this request. I spoke to Minor in the same vein, but
he would not entertain the idea for one moment. With the aid
of the Party members in the Left Wing caucus, Hillman’s
proposal for standards of production was endorsed. Minor
jumped up in jubilation over the victory. The workers sat silent
when the vote was in. They left in the early hours of the morn-
ing, convinced that they had acted wrongly, their dejected faces
clearly showing how badly they felt.

Right after the caucus meeting Bob Minor took me aside and
tried to convince me what a wonderful man and leader Hillman
was. Then he spoke to me about Moscow, about Hillman’s
agreement to support the building up of a Left Wing move-
ment. “We must be objective,” he said, “The interests of Rus-
sia must always be our first consideration.” I did not realize
then, when Bob Minor stated it, that that phrase, ‘““The interests
of Russia must always be our first consideration,” was to deter-
mine all Communistic activities.

The organization of the new Trade Union Educational
League proceeded apace. First, all the plans and strategy were
worked out by the Central Committee of the Communist Party.
Then all the district organizations of the Party throughout the
country were informed of these decisions and plans. The dis-
trict committees proceeded to inform the membership of the
decisions. After that, in the industries and union affected by
the decisions, fraction meetings were called. The fractions con-
sisted of the Party members employed in the industries or be-
longing to the unions involved. The fractions were informed
about the decisions and minutely instructed how to carry them
out. If the decisions were considered of great importance, involv-
ing a union in which the Party was strong, then Foster or some
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other leading representative of the Central Committee reported
on the decision to the fraction meeting. Only after the Party
membership was thoroughly whipped into line and drilled on
how to put the decisions across, was the matter brought up in
the section of the Trade Union Educational League covered
by the decisions. There the Party membership voted as a bloc
and a Party decision was always railroaded through. In fact,
it did not take the non-party members of the Trade Union
Educational League long to discover that it was useless to take
a position .on any question that had already been acted upon
by the Party. They generally waited to see how the Party caucus
voted and either refrained from voting or voted accordingly.

The first National Committee of the League was an appointed
body, approved by the Central Committee of the Communist
Party. A majority of its members were Communists. Its secre-
tary-treasurer, Foster, was a Party member and a member of
the Communist Party Central Executive Committee; the editor
of its paper was Earl Browder, a Communist Party member;
its two national organizers were Joseph Manley, Foster’s son-in-
law, and Jack Johnstone, both Party members. When sections
of the Trade Union Educational League were formed, such as
the Needle Trades Section, the Miners Section, the Metal
Trades Sections, the main officer of the section, the secretary,
was always a Party member, as was the majority of the Executive
Committee. The Communist Party was taking no chances. But
notwithstanding all its Machiavellian plotting to pass for non-
Communist, the Trade Union Educational League succeeded
in organizing only the Communist Party members and their
closest sympathizers. It, therefore, became necessary during early
stages of the T. U. E. L.’s activities to organize progressive trade
union committees to carry on fights within the unions, as for
example: in the miners union—The Progressive Miners Com-
mittee; in the railroad industry—The Railroad Workers Amal-
gamation Committee.

These progressive committees were organized in the follow-
ing way: First the plan for their organization was submitted to
the Central Committee of the Communist Party for approval.
Second, conferences were arranged between Communist leaders
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and the dissatisfied elements in the unions for the formation
of a leading committee to function as an executive of the Pro-
gressive movement. For window dressing, a leading non-Com-
munist Progressive was generally decided upon for president
and a Communist put in as secretary, because the secretary car-
ried on the correspondence, had charge of the records and
finances, thereby controlling the organization. In the Executive
Committee, the Communists were usually a majority by virtue
of the fact that they either took a majority outright by agree-
ment, or, if that was impossible, they achieved their purpose by
including a number of so called non-Party members who were
really Communists disguising themselves as non-Party workers.
But the most important source of Communist control and influ-
ence was the money the Party supplied for carrying on the
work. As for the rank and file control of the progressive move-
ment, it was manipulated, as follows: first the Communist frac-
tion acted as a caucus in the T. U. E. L., where it lined up the
closest sympathizers; then, the T. U. E. L. group acted as a
bloc in the Progressive movement. The Communist Party left
nothing to chance. It worked like a well-oiled machine from the
Central Executive Committee down to the most remote Party
member.

When the Trade Union Educational League was first or-
ganized, Foster had a rather naive conception of the American
Federation of Labor. I spoke to him on many occasions concern-
ing the unions and listened to him at many party meetings dur-
ing the early days of the Trade Union Educational League in
1922-23. Foster actually believed that if the Communist Party
members in the trade unions became active they could in a short
time have themselves elected as presidents, secretaries, and ex-
ecutive board members of the thousands of local trade unions
throughout the country. Then through the control of the local
unions they could easily gather sufficient strength to capture the
international unions and finally the A. F. of L. itself. He greatly
underestimated the strength of the trade union hierarchy, the
strength of its machine control, and its influence over the mass
of the workers. Another factor that Foster almost completely left
out of his ambitious scheme to become the President of the
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A. F. of L., was the government’s friendly relations with the
American Federation of Labor, and the strength of the Repub-
lican and Democratic Parties in the trade unions. Later on in
the intense internal struggle in the A. F. of L. which followed
the organization of the Trade Union Educational League,
Foster had an opportunity to learn that his road to supremacy
over the A. F. of L. was not as easy as he visualized, that in the
A. F. of L. the Communists faced a powerful adversary.

At this time the Communist International reversed itself on
another of its policies and raised the slogan of the “United
Front.” Moscow called upon the Communists to unite with the
Socialists and trade unionists of their respective countries
against the encroachments of capitalism, for better conditions,
and in support of Soviet Russia. The Bolsheviks hoped that
by the United Front maneuver they could gain the leadership
over the millions of Socialists and organized workers who had
steadfastly refused to follow Communist leadership. In the
United States we tried to put the United Front slogan concretely
into action by preparing a Labor Party thesis, which we sent to
Moscow for approval. When we were assured that the Com-
munist International would have no objections, we launched
a campaign to organize a labor party that would include the
Communists. Foster’s Trade Union Educational League, which
at first was very cautious on the question of the labor party, now
vigorously espoused its cause. Foster, very enthusiastic over the
prospects of a labor party, he expressed high hopes at every meet-
ing of the Political Committee that the organization of a labor
party would help him capture the A. F. of L., because Gompers,
being opposed to a labor party, would eventually be ousted by
the labor party forces. Browder, who was Foster’s orderly, made
hurried trips from Chicago to New York to report to the Po-
litical Committee how Foster was working hand and glove with
Fitzpatrick, President of the Chicago Federation of Labor, and
Nockles, its Secretary, for the establishment of a labor party.
He also reported that hundreds of trade unions were openly
declaring themselves in favor of a labor party. Foster would
report at length on his conferences with Fitzpatrick and Nockles,
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giving the impression that both A. F. of L. officials were mere
putty in his hands.

The Party threw all its resources into the campaign to
organize a labor party. This endeavor culminated in the July
Third Convention held in the City of Chicago in the year 1923.
Money received from the Comintern helped organize this con-
vention. Important delegates were financed directly by our
Party. Trade unionists, Farmer-Labor Party leaders of the
Northwest, important liberals, cooperative leaders were inter-
viewed by our agents and every effort made to interest them in
the convention and to have them attend. No money was spared.
The Party was geared for full speed in this convention. Instruc-
tions were sent out to mobilize and send several thousand dele-
gates to Chicago. Every organization in which the Party had
some influence, regardless of how small it was or unimportant,
was utilized in the sending of delegates, many unborn repre-
sented organizations that existed only on paper. Many came
representing organizations that never even considered the ques-
tion of a labor party, let alone electing delegates to this conven-
tion. Communists, men and women, formed groups, and hiked
to Chicago from all parts of the country, and when they ar-
rived, presented ‘“‘credentials” and became duly accredited
delegates. All the expenses for the convention, every penny of
it, were paid for by the Party. The Communists who appeared
representing “innocent” organizations denied that they were
Communists, but they were all duly registered for a Communist
Caucus of the Convention, which caucus included fully ninety
per cent of the delegates present.

The steering committee for the Communist Caucus consisted
of Ruthenberg, Pepper and Foster. Difficulty soon arose at
the convention over the question of the immediate organization
of a labor party. President Fitzpatrick and Secretary Nockles
of the Chicago Federation of Labor were for waiting. They
wanted to see what the Farmer-Labor Party of Minnesota would
do, what the Railroad Brotherhoods and the unions represented
by the Conference for Progressive Labor Action would do in
the immediate future, before taking the step. In this they were
supported by some of the genuine state labor-party forces pres-
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ent. However, the Steering Committee wanted to organize a
labor party right away. It had the delegates present and they
would do whatever the Steering Committee ordered them to
do. They came for no other purpose. The Steering Committee
also knew that if a labor party emerged from Chicago the Com-
munists would control it. When the Communist steamroller
flattened out Fitzpatrick and Nockles, they and their few sup-
porters bolted the convention. Amid fanfare and wild enthu-
siasm the motion to organize a labor party was carried and the
Federated Farmer-Labor Party came into existence. It was just
another new premature Communist baby. The Executive Com-
mittee elected was dominated by the Communists, its Secretary
being Joseph Manley, Foster’s son-in-law, who had the un-
pleasant job of being the new party’s wet nurse.

But the break with Fitzpatrick was very costly to Foster.
Foster had clung to Fitzpatrick like a leech. He was with Fitz-
patrick in the campaign to organize the steel workers, and also
in the packing house campaign. Fitzpatrick gave Foster the plat-
form of the Chicago Federation of Labor and on more than one
occasion came to the support of Foster and the Trade Union
Educational League. Fitzpatrick was Foster’s most important
ally in the A. F. of L. He played an important part in Foster’s
plans for the capture of the A. F. of L. Foster had on more than
one occasion remarked that Fitzpatrick would make an ideal
president for the American Federation of Labor. Moreover, the
astute Sam Gompers followed up the break of Foster and Fitz-
patrick by unloading the full power of the American Federation
of Labor against Foster, the Trade Union Educational League,
and the Communists. The few positions which Foster had
gained in the trade unions were soon lost. The prospects of
capturing the A. F. of L. no longer looked bright and easy.
Besides, Fitzpatrick himself followed up this break with an
attack upon Foster and the Communists. When he spoke before
the Party’s Political Committee on the break with Fitzpatrick,
Foster almost wept. The break made Foster realize that his
efforts to capture the A. F. of L. were at an end. The most
important wedge he had in the A. F of L., the Chicago Federa-
tion of Labor, with its tremendous membership and powerful
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unions, was now lost. He looked upon the situation as a tragedy,
and, though he shared the responsibility for it, he secretly held
Ruthenberg and Pepper solely responsible for this blow.

He had to make up with his followers in the T. U. E. L. for
his loss of face in the trade unions. The only way to do it was
to blame Ruthenberg and Pepper for the July Third debacle,
and to organize to depose them from leadership. For his lost
ambition to capture the A. F. of L., he developed a new ambi-
tion to capture the Communist Party and become America’s
number one Communist leader. How crassly opportunistic
Foster’s new position was is borne out by his actions on the Steer-
ing Committee in support of the tactics that forced the Fitz-
patrick break; in his support of the actions at the meetings of
the Political Committee of the Workers Party, and his writings
on the matter. Writing of the July Third Convention in the
August, 1923, issue of the Labor Herald, Foster declared

The advent of the Federated Farmer-Labor Party marks an
epoch in American Labor history.

and further on,

The Federated Farmer-Labor Party is a militant organization.
... The Federated Farmer-Labor Party will break the chains with
which the Gompers bureaucracy keeps the workers of this country
bound to the political chariots of their industrial masters.

In this article there is no criticism of Fitzpatrick. Foster still
had hopes then that he could maintain the Fitzpatrick alliance.
At every meeting he raised the Fitzpatrick question, and it was
not until the end of December, almost six months after the
break, that Foster finally agreed to answer Fitzpatrick’s attack.
He submitted his reply to Fitzpatrick to the Central Executive
Committee of the Workers Party, which went carefully over
every sentence and, even after the decision was made, Foster
was not so sure about its advisability. The result of the decision
was Foster’s Open Letter to John Fitzpatrick, which was printed
in the January, 1924, Labor Herald, and in which, admitting
the Foster-Fitzpatrick combination against Gompers, he asserts
that the loss of the steel strike of 1919 killed the plan to revolu-
tionize the A. F. of L. Included is an analysis of the personal
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weakness of Fitzpatrick’s leadership, his swing to the Right,
his capitulation to Gompers, and the conclusion that in betray-
ing the labor party movement he had thrown the labor move-
ment back twenty years. How completely the line connecting
Foster to Fitzpatrick was severed is made clear in the concluding
tirade of the letter which states,

Your retreat from your former progressive position has not only
injured the labor movement as a whole, but it has completely
wrecked your individual prestige and made you impossible as a
progressive leader. Your weakness at the July g-5 convention,
coupled with your re-adoption of the Gompers’ nonpartisan
method, had killed you as the national champion of the labor
party idea. . . You are due before long for a rude awakening on
this matter. I wonder how long the reactionaries will let you retain
even your formal leadership of the Federation now that you have
lost the real leadership of it?

Foster organized carefully and secretly to capture the Party.
He raised no political or principled differences with the Central
Committee of the Party. What he did was to turn the Trade
Union Educational League into a conspirative, factional organi-
zation for the capture of the Party leadership. Instead of doing
trade union work, the organizers of the T. U. E. L. toured the
country as the secret emissaries of Foster and everywhere gath-
ered together Party members for their plan. But Foster could
not capture the Party with only the T. U. E. L. He, therefore,
secretly made a number of important deals, one with Ludwig
Lore and Juliet Poyntz, who jointly had a considerable follow-
ing in New York City. Ludwig Lore was the editor of the
oldest Socialist daily paper in the United States, the New Yorker
Volkszeitung, through which paper he wielded great influence
and dominated the German-speaking members of the Party.
Juliet Stuart Poyntz was an American college-bred woman,
a forceful speaker, very ambitious, and one who aspired to
national leadership. She was popular among the rank-and-file
members and could be counted upon to muster a considerable
number of votes in New York. The alliance with Bittleman and
Olgin of the Jewish Federation gave Foster additional strength
in New York and the majority of the Jewish Federation mem-
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bership throughout the country. Most important, however,
was his alliance with the powerful and clannish Finnish Federa-
tion, which had a large membership, was rich in codperatives,
printing plants, three daily newspapers, club houses, and other
enterprises. The Finnish Federation could be depended upon
for considerable financial support in the campaign to capture
the Party, and what was more important, the solid vote of its
membership, because the Finnish members were never active
in the general work of the Party and voted the way the leaders
of the Federation told them to. In addition, Foster rallied to his
banner some important Party leaders. Foremost was Jim
Cannon, who joined forces with Foster. With Ruthenberg re-
moved from the leadership of the Party, Cannon was probably
of the belief that he could assume the Party’s political leader-
ship, because of Foster’s lack of experience in Party politics.
Another figure was William F. Dunne, the “wild bull from
Montana,” as he was known, who was promised the editorship
of the Daily Worker, Dunne having been editor of the famous
labor paper, the Butte Daily Bulletin.

Foster conducted the campaign to capture the Party so
secretively that Ruthenberg refused to believe the reports he
received that Foster was conspiring to oust him. It was only
on the very eve of the Party’s national convention, with the
election of delegates already proceeding in the districts, that he
allowed Lovestone, Ballam, and Pepper to organize against
Foster’s moves. But he was not convinced, for he came to the
New York district convention, from which the largest number of
delegates to the national convention was to be elected, and
delivered a report about the unanimity of the Central Execu-
tive Committee on all the important issues before the Party, and
squelched all rumors that there was a schism between him and
Foster. But no sooner was his speech delivered than it was
clear that the Foster caucus and alliances were working
smoothly. I was present as a delegate to the New York district
convention and led the fight against the Foster forces. I had very
little time to organize, because only a few days before the con-
vention Lifshitz, “the little corporal,” as he was called, organizer
of the New York district, reported to me that there was trouble
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ahead. Poyntz, Lore, and Jack Jampolsky, the organizer of the
New York district T. U. E. L., conducted the fight for Foster.
A bitter fight over the election of delegates ensued. When it
was over, I was elected as a delegate with a very large vote,
but I did not take a majority of the delegates with me to the
national convention. Foster had a little more than half of them.
But we did manage to retain our majority on the New York
district committee.

Ruthenberg went back to Chicago, not at all worried over
the result; but once in Chicago, he became alarmed when he
received the reports on elections all over the country. He gave
Lovestone and Pepper a free hand to see what they could do to
remedy the situation. It was clear that Foster had a majority
of the delegates, and since the National Convention was the
supreme authority of the Party, he could do with the Party what-
ever he desired. The only way to destroy Foster’s majority was
to cause a split in Foster’s delegation. This Pepper and Love-
stone attempted to do by trying to break Lore away from
Foster. I arrived in Chicago with Lore. At the station were
Lovestone and Pepper. They immediately accosted Lore and
invited him into a conference. But Lore hated Pepper. Besides,
he was not a man who could be made to change his position
easily. The conference with Lore proved futile. At the conven-
tion the routine matters prepared by the Central Executive
Committee were adopted. The Foster group maintained its
majority throughout the sessions, and when the elections of a
new Central Executive Committee took place the Foster forces
captured it. ‘ s

At the first meeting of the newly elected Central Executive
Committee Foster was a little afraid fully to exert the power
of his majority. He hesitated about removing Ruthenberg as
the General Secretary of the Party, which he desired, since he
feared that such a move would not be welcomed by the member-
ship, and what is more important, by the real boss of the Party,
the Communist International. So, Foster had himself designated
as the Chairman of the Party and Ruthenberg was retained as
General Secretary, but with his wings clipped, because he was
subject to the decisions of sub-committees on which the Foster
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group made sure to have a safe majority. But the Foster
majority did request the Communist International to remove
Pepper from work in the United States.

This convention brought into life the smouldering fires of
factional controversy which were to keep the Communist move-
ment in a state of civil war up to the year 1929. I remember
after the convention was over, and the sessions of the newly-
elected Central Executive Committee had been concluded, that
a small group of the minority met in a restaurant, where over
our cups of coffee we discussed the recent events and the future.
Present were Lovestone, Ruthenberg, Ballam, and Pepper.
Pepper declared,

Comrades, we must have patience in politics. To gain a ma-
jority is one thing, to maintain it is another. We must take a
lesson from Foster and organize our own forces, but secretly and
carefully.

That night was born our caucus through which we waged the
factional fight, not only in America, but in Moscow as well.
From that night on, Moscow became involved in practically
every important step of the American Communist movement.
In fact, so scandalous did the situation become that the follow-
ing joke became popular among Party members:

Why is the Communist Party of the United States like the
Brooklyn Bridge?
Because it is suspended on cables.

Every week cables to Moscow were hot with messages sent to
the Bolshevik Holy Land, or “Mecca,” as we called it, protest-
ing or setting forth the position of our group. The Foster group
did likewise, and in addition supplemented them by official
cables from the Party. Some were sent in code and many were
not, even though they carried some of the Party’s most confi-
dential matters. These cables were supplemented by letters and
long reports. We in return would receive cables officially from
Moscow addressed to the Party and unofficially from our caucus
representatives in Moscow. Many of these cables were often
five, six, and more pages in length. Thousands of dollars were
spent in this manner.
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No special representative of the Communist International
was present at the 1923 convention, because from all indica-
tions the Party was united, no serious differences of opinion
prevailed among its leaders. Pepper had become a regular
member of the American Party. All the Communist Interna-
tional did was to send a letter to the Party, which declared:

The excellent work that has been done by the Communists in
the Left Wing of the labor movement in the United States demon-
strates that if all the comrades were members of the trade unions
the work would increase manifold. . . The propaganda that the
Workers Party has conducted during the past year has been most
effective. . . The vast sentiment for Communism that the Workers
Party has aroused must be organized. The Central Executive Com-
mittee acted right in inaugurating a campaign for membership.
.. . The Workers Party has applied Communist tactics correctly.
... The organization of the Federated Farmer-Labor Party was an
achievement of primary importance.

Foster, who had given up as hopeless his ambition to become
the head of the American Federation of Labor, had succeeded in
his endeavor to become the Communist leader of America.
He had traveled a long road from the time he was a Bryan
Democrat.

CHAPTER VI
A CASE OF POLITICAL INFANTICIDE

Two cardinal rules of Communist politics are: one, in every
important fight for power in the Party, raise only one important
political issue or one set of issues as an excuse for the struggle;
two, draw up a documentary record of your opponent’s ‘“crimes”
and “deviations” from the ‘“‘general line” of accepted Commu-
nist policy (if true evidence is lacking, stretch the truth). Foster
knew these rules. He was fully aware of the fact that it was not
enough to capture the Party. He had to hold on to it. He had
to establish a political platform for his leadership and a record
of the “crimes” of his opponents—the Ruthenberg group which
he had deposed from power. A post mortem on the campaign
to organize the Federal Farmer-Labor Party supplied the politi-
cal issue. But Ruthenberg also knew the rules of the game.
That issue therefore became the factional football that was
booted around in the Communist Party of the United States
and at the Holy See in Moscow. We all played the game, and
the way we booted the ball depended on which man we backed
for leadership—Foster or Ruthenberg.

Having captured the Party, Foster tried to consolidate his
position by using the power which his majority on the Central
Executive Committee gave him—and that meant dictatorial
powers. The C. E. C. appoints all heads of the district organi-
zations; it has a minority on a district committee, it can either
send its representative there with power to nullify all decisions
and enforce whatever orders the C. E. C. issues on executive or
policy matters, or the C. E. C. can add members to the district
committee until it has a majority favorable to itself, even
though, according to the Party constitution, the district commit-
tee is elected by a district convention. The district committee
and all its officers are required to carry out all the decisions of
the Central Executive Committee, whether they like them or
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not. Although elected by the membership of their district, they
are in the position of army officers of inferior rank. However,
Foster hesitated to use his newly-won dictatorial power—but not
because he was a Bryan Democrat. Moscow had even greater
power over him, and he was so afraid of Moscow .that !ne r.noved
very cautiously. Many of those who had been with him in the
steel strike and the packing house union strangely enough were
also members of the Communist Party: he placed them all—
his son-in-law, Joseph Manley, Earl Browder, Charle.s Krum-
bein, Hamersmark, Otto Wangerin, Jack Johnstone—in strate-
gic positions. It seemed that the cadre he had built up in the
days when he confined himself strictly to tl.le trflde union ﬁe'ld,
and upon which he evidently depended in ]C?EIS ?lhance Wll.;h
the Fitzpatrick forces, was now to make up his lieutenants in
the Party. .

In a district as large as New York, where we Ruthenbergl.ans
had the majority of the District Committee, ‘Foster was particu-
larly afraid to use his power. He moved glngerly. New Y(?rk
was the largest district in the Party, its membership more ahye
than any other to inner Party developments. On the District
Committee were Ludwig Lore, Juliet Stuart Poyntz, George
Ashkenusi, myself, and other prominent members of the Party.
Foster had removed the District Organizer, “Little Corporal”
Benjamin Lifshitz, a short impulsive little fellow, and. had put
in his place Charles Krumbein, from Chicago, a blustermg' trade
unionist who had got his training in the Chicago Federation of
Labor as one of Foster's henchmen. Foster refrained from
changing the composition of the dis_trict committee. Through
this appointment Krumbein automatically became a member of
the District Committee with a vote. All Foster needed now was
a switch of one more vote from the opposition to his side, to give
him a majority on the New York District Committee. Politics
works in strange ways. This time it moved along on the Albany
night boat, carrying delegates from New York City to Albany,
to attend a so-called State Federated Farmer-Labor Party con-
vention, organized and financed by the Communist Party. The
Albany boat carried a load of delegates from New Yo.rk, among
whom were all the members of the dis}rict committee. The

A CASE OF POLITICAL INFANTICIDE 191

night was beautiful, the moon’s silvery sheen enraptured the
romantic hearts of the comrades. A Lithuanian woman member
of the District Committee who was a supporter of the Ruthen-
berg group fell under the sway of that romantic night and
became enamoured of Charlie Krumbein. After a fateful night
with him on the entrancing Albany night boat, she was con-
nected to Fosterism. Krumbein won a sweetheart and a majority
on the New York District Committee, but in doing so he broke
the heart of a veteran Foster follower on the District Commit-
tee; she, however, although slighted by Krumbein, neverthe-
less remained loyal to her politics and continued to support
Krumbein and the Foster group.

Foster was shrewd enough to realize that he had been merely
lucky in winning a bare and uncertain majority on the New
York District Committee. He had to ground his leadership more
substantially. He had to develop political policies which would
be in harmony with Bolshevik policy and which would meet
with Moscow’s approval. One had but to watch Foster at Central
Executive Committee meetings to see how cautiously and hesi-
tatingly he developed his political ideas. He was not sure of
himself as a political leader, did not feel on firm ground in
the domain of internal Party politics. His inferiority complex
in this respect was so apparent that we of the opposition took
full advantage of it, making his life on the Central Executive
Committee just as miserable as we could. We were the bright
boys who knew how to sling the Communist lingo; he was the
shamefaced dullard. To overcome this deficiency, he brought
to his aid—Alexander Bittleman! That was a masterstroke,
True, Bittleman was a Talmudist in every respect, completely
divorced from all contact with the labor movement and with
American life. But he read Russian, followed the Russian Com-
munist press minutely and tried to copy in detail everything
the Bolsheviks advocated, in order to apply it to the United
States. His sensitive nose was always pointed in Moscow’s direc-
tion, the better to catch the odor of the political breezes that
blew from there. Bittleman became Foster’s political brain trust.
He bent over the papers, snooped through the books, collected
statistics, worked out the policies, which were then presented
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by Foster. It was teamwork, with Foster in the limelight and
Bittleman in the background. (When Foster lost the majority
in 1925 and Bittleman was excluded from the Central Execu-
tive Committee, Foster acted like a lost man. Finally, in sheer
desperation, he came into a meeting of the Political Committee
with a special motion on personal privilege, requesting that
Bittleman be allowed to attend the committee meetings. The
obvious purpose of this motion was to make it possible for
Foster to go into a huddle with Bittleman on all important
matters that came up before the committee.)

The most important political policy which Foster inherited
when he took over the Party was the labor party policy. Let us
recover the facts. The policy had been devised by Moscow
for the Communists of Great Britain, who were urged to cam-
paign for admission into the British Labor Party. It was John
Pepper who had first adapted this policy to the United States.
Before it was actively put forward, however, it was submitted
to Moscow for approval. When the labor party policy was put
into practice the Communist Party was insignificant politically.
Our total active membership was 6,862, of whom over two-
thirds were not in the trade unions and the rest an insignificant
minority there. We could make a lot of noise through our press
and at meetings, but we were to all intents and purposes com-
pletely isolated from the main stream of organized labor.
Through the Labor Party we hoped to attract the workers and
penetrate the trade unions. Moscow also was interested in an
American Labor Party for purely Russian reasons, for Moscow
desired a political party with millions of voters supporting it
that would be friendly to the Soviet Union and would fight
for its recognition by the United States government. Hence,
with the money supplied by Moscow, emissaries of the Central
Executive Committee of the Communist Party were sent all
over the country to interview trade union leaders, Farmer-
Labor Party politicians, Progressives of the La Follette move-
ment, farmer organization leaders and influential people of
the codperatives. These emissaries carried in their pockets com-
plete and detailed instructions from the Party. When they re-
turned, they reported to the Political Committee on their mis-

A CASE OF POLITICAL INFANTICIDE 193

sions, describing in detail the persons visited, their weak points,
how they could be influenced with offers of jobs and otherwise.

In order to overcome the opposition of the A. F. of L. to the
Labor Party, we attempted to bore within the Conference for
Progressive Political Action, dominated by the powerful unions
of the Railroad Brotherhoods, the Machinists Union of the
American Federation of Labor, and Sidney Hillman’'s inde-
pendent union, the Amalgamated Clothing Workers of Amer-
ica. We made no headway with the Conference for Progressive
Political Action, for our Party was excluded from its Cleveland
Conference. We thereupon took steps to call a conference of
our own for the purpose of organizing a Farmer-Labor Party,
which would include the Communists and which the Commu-
nists would control. The Farmer-Labor Party which in 1920
had run a presidential candidate was induced to support the
campaign for such a convention and to issue a call for it, invit-
ing all the political and economic groups favoring the organiza-
tion of a Farmer-Labor Party. The date of the convention was
set for July, 19238. The report of the Central Executive Commit-
tee of the Communist Party to the 1923 Convention indicates
how completely we dominated the campaign for the July Third
convention. It states:

From the beginning of the campaign for the July Third conven-
tion there was close cooperation between the Farmer-Labor Party
and the Central Executive Committee. The Executive Secretary
(Ruthenberg) of the Party held a number of conferences with the
Secretary of the Farmer-Labor Party at which the plans for the
campaign were formulated. Our Party did not only give its sup-
port as an organization but it assisted in financing the work of
printing and sending out the call for the convention.

We were all very enthusiastic over the campaign. Foster was
more than enthusiastic, he was jubilant. He very often expressed
himself in the Political Committee that the American Labor
Party, once it was organized, would bring about the disinte-
gration of the Gompers Machine and would pave the way for
the supporters of the Labor Party taking over the A. F. of L.
But the July Third convention did not run smoothly. The
Communists packed it with their delegates, burdened it with

-
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their oratory and stampeded it with their applause. However,
the delegates who really represented farmer-labor party organi-
zations and trade unions with standing objected to the platform
which was drafted by the Communist Party and presented by
Joseph Manley. Then Ruthenberg took the floor and declared:

The platform we recommend, even though charged with being
Red, ‘Bolshevik, ultra-radical, is hard for us, the Communists,
to swallow.

And he made this statement even though he himself actually
wrote the program. As for Foster, in speaking for the platform,
he chided the opposition with being too conservative and out
of tune with the radical sentiment in the United States, which
in his opinion in the year 1923 was more radical than the sen-
timent among the Russian masses on the eve of the Bolshevik
Revolution.

The real fight of the convention came on the report of the
Organization Committee, which included a majority of Com-
munists or Communist sympathizers and which contained the
following well known leaders of our Party: Ruthenberg, Foster,
Hathaway, Lore, Jay Lovestone, Manley—in all about 23 Com-
munist party leaders were on this committee out of a total of
61 members. In addition, we had a sufficient number of rank-
and-file Party members and Communist sympathizers, who
could be depended upon to follow the Party line, among the 61,
to give us a distinct majority. This committee forced through
its resolution to organize immediately a national labor party,
to be known as the Federated Farmer-Labor Party, and rejected
the proposal of Fitzpatrick, made prior to the Convention, that
the Convention of July Third should declare itself merely a
conference and create a committee to be known as the Organi-
zation Committee, in which the Communist or Workers Party
and all other national organizations should be represented,
while the local unions and central labor bodies should be affili-
ated with the existing Farmer-Labor Party. The proposal to
organize the Federated Farmer-Labor Party was carried by a
vote of 500 to 4o0. But in carrying the proposal, the Communists,
as has been said before, split the convention and forced out
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the non-Communist forces representing the genuine Farmer-
Labor Party movement of the country, as well as the trade
unions. We were jubilant about capturing a convention of over
500 delegates, with most of whom we ourselves had packed
this convention, with the result that we captured ourselves!
Having organized a farmer-labor party in name, we did not
know what to do with it. For weeks after July Third, its office
was virtually in the office of the Communist Party. Joseph
Manley was appointed its Secretary. His wages and the expenses
of his office were all paid for by the Communist Party. ‘Wherever
we attempted to organize local or state branches of the new
party it became only another cloak or mask for the local or
state Communist organization. The Federated Farmer-Labor
Party became a joke among the Communist membership. We
soon realized that the split was very costly, that we had an
illegitimate baby on our hands. Something had to be done to
gain a foothold in the Farmer-Labor Party movement of the
country. This became an urgent need in February, 1924, when
the Conference for Progressive Political Action issued a call for
a conference to be held on the Fourth of July, 1924, for the
purpose of taking action on the nominating of a Presidential
candidate. Besides, there was a lot of talk that Senator Robert
M. La Follette would run against the two old parties. The senti-
ment in Farmer-Labor Party circles was very strong for La
Follette. Encouraging the American movement for an inde-
pendent party of workers and farmers was the recent victory of
the British Labor Party, which at about this time took over the
reins of government in Great Britain, with J. Ramsay Mac-
Donald as Prime Minister. We were in a panic over these devel-
opments, especially as the movement to induce La Follette to
run against the Democratic and Republican parties was gain-
ing momentum. We feared that all our efforts in building up
a labor party which would include the Communists and be
dominated by them would come to naught. The situation cre-
ated a serious crisis inside the Communist Party. In spite of
all the money and energy we had spent, we were facing complete
isolation from the movement, because the Conference for
Progressive Political Action, dominated by the powerful Rail-



road Brotherhoods, was the real driving force behind the La
Follette-for-President movement. It was very evident to us that
we would be excluded from the Convention called by that
organization for the purpose of nominating La Follette. Some-
thing drastic had to be done to save our political necks in the
Farmer-Labor party movement.

A full meeting of the Central Executive Committee of the
Party was held in the middle of February, 1924, at which this
situation was discussed. At this meeting it was decided that steps
should be taken by our Federated Farmer-Labor Party, in con-
junction with some of the Farmer-Labor Party leaders of Minne-
sota, to call a national convention for the formation of a new
national labor party, the convention to be held on May
Thirtieth, in order that, whatever organization was set up by
then should be able to make demands and dicker with the
July Fourth meeting of the Conference for Progressive Political
Action. The Central Executive Committee of the Communist
Party desired to use the Farmer-Laborites of Minnesota as a
smoke screen for the new organization, which we would set up
on May Thirtieth. We laid down the following policies for the
May Thirtieth Convention:

1. We must end our isolation from the farmer-labor party ele-
ments under our influence by consolidating our influence over
these groups in a definite organizational form.

2. We must hold the May Thirtieth Convention irrespective of
the action of the Farmer Labor Party of Minnesota provided we
can hold the support of the other state organizations.

3. We must launch an immediate campaign against the July
Fourth Convention in order to create doubt and suspicion in the
minds of the workers as to its forthcoming action.

4. On May Thirtieth we must form a new organization, adopt
a platform and elect a national committee and empower the na-
tional committee to take action on the question of candidates for
President and Vice President.

5. The National Committee (of the Labor Party) shall go to
the Cleveland July Fourth Conference to negotiate. If the Na-
tional Committee is seated at the July Fourth Conference we shall
endorse whatever candidates the July Fourth Conference shall
nominate. [This policy meant an indorsement of La Follette.]
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6. If the National Committee is refused admittance by the
Cleveland Convention and Cleveland nominates candidates for
President and Vice President, the National Committee shall im-
mediately hold a public meeting and endorse the candidates of the
Cleveland Convention. [Continued endorsement of La Follette
even if excluded from the Cleveland Convention.]

7. If the Cleveland Convention does not form a third party,
the National Committee shall immediately place in nomination
candidates of the May Thirtieth Convention as the Farmer-Labor
candidates.

Foster was completely in favor of the May Thirtieth Con-
vention and at the C. E. C. meeting he declared:

May Thirtieth now becomes the real mass labor party and we
close our eyes to the July Fourth Conference.

Ludwig Lore, who opposed the endorsement of La Follette,
nevertheless favored the May Thirtieth strategy and stated:

We must have organizations behind the May Thirtieth Con-
vention. Minnesota must be flooded with our people and activity.
‘The farmers in Minnesota must be organized.

Steps were taken immediately to negotiate with the Farmer-
Labor Party leaders of the State of Minnesota, especially with
William Mahoney, who edited the Minnesota Union Advocate,
the political expression of the Farmer-Labor Party Federation,
which wielded a tremendous influence in the Minnesota
Farmer-Labor Party. We also took steps to flood the state with
our organizers and to colonize the important centers with our
members. We had considerable strength in the Minnesota move-
ment through the Finnish Codperative, which had its head-
quarters at Superior, Wisconsin. They were included in our
plans for capturing the Minnesota Farmer-Labor Party move-
ment. Qur endorsement of La Follette helped us tremendously
in this respect, because the Farmer-Laborites of Minnesota
were all for La Follette, but did not like the dominance of the
brotherhoods over the Conference for Progressive Political
Action. They felt that they were the genuine protagonists of
the Farmer-Labor Party idea and that the brotherhoods were
not. Since we were in common agreement with them on La
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Follette, it was very easy to ensnare Mahoney and the other
leaders. They did not realize all the time, from the very first
negotiations, that they were just tools in our hands. Most of
the negotiations were carried on through Clarence Hathaway.
At the time he was a member of the Machinists Union of St.
Paul and represented his local at the Farmer-Labor Federation.
The Farmer-Labor people did not know that Hathaway was a
member of the Communist Party and acting under its disci-
pline. As a disciplined Communist, Hathaway did everything
to maintain the fiction that he was not a Communist.

We came to an agreement with the Farmer-Labor Party rep-
resentatives in Minnesota to call the convention for the forma-
tion of a national labor party on June the Seventeenth instead
of May Thirtieth. Following this agreement, the Party launched
a campaign to discredit the July Fourth Cleveland Convention,
and to win over the Party members to the policy of supporting
La Follette. The Party members did not like the policy. They
were inclined to favor the principled position of Lore that
under no circumstances should he be supported. I had great
difficulty in convincing the comrades, many of them agreeing
not out of conviction, but out of a sense of discipline and loyalty
to the Party. Lore and Olgin wrote a thesis, which was pub-
lished on April Twelfth, attacking our policy. Foster’s two main
aides on the Political Committee, Bittleman and Cannon, wrote
a reply to the thesis, defending our policy, notwithstanding the
fact that Lore and Olgin were important pillars of the Foster
majority in the Party. The situation for Foster was very com-
plicated. He had to discredit the Ruthenberg group and par-
ticularly Pepper on the Labor Party policy, while at the same
time accepting their most important premises on this question.
In addition, he had to carry on the fight in such a way as not
to antagonize Lore and his followers, for the loss of Lore’s fol-
lowers would mean to lose the majority.

Suddenly, while the negotiations with the Farmer-Laborites
of Minnesota were going on, a call was issued for a plenary ses-
sion of the Executive Committee of the Communist Interna-
tional. John Pepper, the initiator and one of the most active
spirits in our labor party strategy, was recalled to Moscow, so
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that the labor party issue was immediately transferred to the
Holy See, and we had to await the verdict of Moscow before
knowing how best to proceed in the matter. It was Foster who,
using his influence with Lozovsky, the head of the Profintern,
had succeeded in having Pepper recalled, as we Ruthenbergians
learned later. As soon as Foster had assurances that Moscow
would recall Pepper, he called a meeting of his caucus in New
York City. It was attended by the entire Lore-Poyntz-Olgin
caucus. It decided to demand of Moscow that Pepper be per-
manently withdrawn from the American Party. According to
the reports of Ruthenberg’s spy at this meeting, Foster ranted
agaipst Pepper and welcomed the support of the Lore-Poyntz-
Olgin group, even though the latter violently disagreed with
the policy of supporting La Follette, should the Senator be
nominated by the July Fourth Convention. On this major ques-
tion of policy, Foster and his group, including Bittleman,
Cannon, and Browder, were in complete agreement with
Pepper. When the Ruthenberg spy returned with a complete
report of that fateful caucus, Pepper became exceedingly ner-
vous. He did not desire to go back to Moscow. During his brief
stay he had developed a great liking for the United States. He
realized moreover that his political head was at stake. He imme-
diately started to work on his defense. He knew that his greatest
fight would be against Foster. He did not want to make this
fight alone, because he was wise enough to know that if he
appeared alone against Foster, it would be tantamount to com-
mitting political suicide. In addition, he realized that he would
have to bear the brunt of the responsibility in defending the
policies and mistakes of the Party on the labor party question.
He therefore appealed to all the leaders of the Ruthenberg
group to join him in his fight against Foster and in defense of
the labor party policies and tactics. We did not hesitate to do so

not only because of loyalty to a member of our group, but als<;
because we realized that if Pepper was completely discredited
by the Communist International, it would be a big blow to our
group in regaining the leadership of the Party. We decided not
only to back Pepper to the fullest extent, but at the same time
to have Pepper develop the fight in Moscow against the Foster
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leadership. Therefore, in the letters which we sent to Zinoviev,
Chairman of the Communist International, we stressed the
importance of our own role as leaders of the Party; an estima-
tion of Foster and why he could not be trusted with the Party
leadership; a defense of the labor-party policy, at the same time
showing how Foster was non-politically-minded and hampered
the labor party campaign; an attack upon Foster’s unprincipled-
ness and factionalism; and finally a laudation of Pepper’s serv-
ices to the American Party and a request that his services on
behalf of the American Party be continued.

Before Pepper left for Moscow I had a talk with him. He was
rather pessimistic as to the prospects of his returning imme-
diately. Nevertheless, he said:

Your letter to Zinoviev is an excellent one and every word of
it’s true. Foster will have to reckon with me when I am in Moscow.
I will be the unofficial representative of the Ruthenberg group
and will guard its interests every moment of the day. In a political
fight one must have patience, for victories are not won in a day.

After Pepper left for Moscow, Foster followed him. He was
very bitter against Pepper. At a Central Executive Committee
meeting he was heard to boast, “If there is one thing I will
accomplish in Moscow, it will be to keep him there!” By that
time Foster had already developed a critical attitude towards
some aspects of the labor party policy. He was not sure of his
attitude, his position being the result of developments in the
Party. His supporters who followed the Lore-Poyntz-Olgin
group were very critical of the Federated Farmer-Labor Party
and the endorsement of La Follette. In addition, the powerful
group in the New York needle trades, headed by Charles
Zimmerman, head of Local 22 of the Dressmakers; Ben Gold
of the Furriers; and Rose Wortis, head of the needle trades in
the Trade Union Educational League, favored the Lore posi-
tion. Foster had to yield to the pressure of these forces on the
labor party question in order to maintain his majority. He
therefore denied responsibility for the formation of the Feder-
ated Farmer-Labor Party, in the formation of which he had
played as much of a leading part as John Pepper. Besides,
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placing the whole responsibility for the Federated Farmer-
Labor Party debacle upon the shoulders of the Ruthenberg
group was excellent factional strategy. Foster went to Moscow
in April as the leader of the majority of the Communist Party.
He had been its leader since January First, 1924. As the leader
of the majority, he did everything possible to hamper the work
of the Federated Farmer-Labor Party and to prevent its growth,
only in order to discredit the Ruthenberg leadership of the
Party. But had Foster then understood the situation clearly, he
would have known that nothing which the Communist Party
would do could instil life and growth into the Federated
Farmer-Labor Party.

In Moscow the Communist International accepted the politi-
cal line of Lore in reference to the non-indorsement of La
Follette and categorically rejected the policy of supporting him.
But accepting Lore’s policy on La Follette meant a serious repu-
diation of both the Foster and Ruthenberg groups, which to-
gether constituted the overwhelming majority of the Party.
Pepper, who was a very shrewd and unscrupulous political
adversary, saw this situation immediately and made the most
use of it, by launching a most violent attack upon Lore for his
heresies and unorthodox Communist viewpoints. Whether one
agreed with Lore or not, it must be stated that he dared to main-
tain an independent and critical viewpoint even when it was
at variance with the Moscow position. These heresies, these
critical viewpoints, Pepper magnified out of all proportion to
their importance. At the same time, Pepper’s attack fitted in
with the desires of certain Bolshevik leaders, whose fight for
the elimination of Leon Trotsky, following the death of Lenin
on January 21, 1924, was beginning to take form. Lore had
always been an admirer of Trotsky, and in the editorial columns
of the Volkszeitung, whenever the occasion presented itself, he
came out in praise of Trotsky. In addition, it was no secret in
the American Party that Lore had no use for Zinoviev, whose
leadership of the Comintern on more than one occasion he had
criticized in a veiled form. Therefore, Lore became the scape-
goat. The Russian leaders attacked him unmercifully. Radek
called him an anti-Communist, a Social-Democrat, a German



202 I CONFESS

patriot, who entered the Communist movement because he
opposed the United States entering the war on the side of the
enemies of Germany. Any one knowing Lore and his long
record in the Socialist Party, knew that all these charges and
especially this last charge of Radek’s was absolutely false and
was made out of whole cloth, only to destroy the political effec-
tiveness of Lore in the labor movement. Zinoviev, Chairman
of the Comintern and member of the powerful Political Com-
mittee of the Russian Communist Party, drew up the verdict:

From what I have read, Lore proves he is in no case a Com-
munist. I really do not know whether he belongs in the Central
Executive Committee. In the resolution we have said that very
politely. Perhaps we will be compelled to tell it to him less po-
litely. The fact that Lore, too, was against the support of La Fol-
lette is of no moment. We know the manners of Social-Democrats
who hide behind some barricades, who say they are against the
work among the farmers because they are orthodox Marxists.

The Zinoviev-Kamenev-Stalin machine in the Comintern
was not sure where Foster would stand on the Trotsky issue,
because of his alliance with Lore. In the decision of the Execu-
tive Committee of the Comintern, published in the Daily
Worker of May 18th, 1924, it was stated that there could be no
doubt of the loyalty of the Ruthenberg group to the Comin-
tern. In reporting for the American Commission in the
Praesidium of the Comintern, Radek put it this way:

The groups of Comrades Ruthenberg and Pepper appear to be
the more radical. . . As far as Comrade Foster is concerned, I be-
lieve that we may have very serious difficulties with this comrade.

That was a blow to Foster, who cut a very pitiable figure in
Moscow in 1924. He did not defend his position on the Labor-
Party question. He merely blamed Pepper for the split with
Fitzpatrick and for the formation of the Federated Farmer-
Labor Party. But he did not defend Lore, though Lore was
one of his most important supporters. Nor did he carry out
his promise to Lore and Olgin that he would present their
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views on the Labor Party for the consideration of Moscow.
When he felt how the political winds blew, he kept the famous
Lore-Olgin thesis on the Labor Party in his pocket. He talked
in the most general terms about the aristocracy of labor and
other trade-union matters. On the La Follette matter he begged:

If we have made a mistake in our policy, then it must be clearly
understood why we have made this mistake. And I will be per-
fectly satisfied with the explanation that will be given.

This subservient attitude toward the Moscow leaders, this cring-
ing before them, this readiness to accept their viewpoint, what-
ever it might be, even before it was presented, made the erst-
while Bryan Democrat a “perfect Communist.”

In the final decision adopted by the Executive Committee
of the Communist International, it was decided to work for
the establishment of a political united front with the workers
and exploited farmers by raising the slogan of the Farmer-
Labor Party. Trotsky’s proposal that the farmers be dropped
was rejected. The trade-union policy of the American Party
was now to be in line with the Profintern. An ideological cam-
paign was to be started against the Two-and-a-Half-Interna-
tional* tendency of Lore and his followers. The Party was to
be Bolshevized and organized on a shop nucleus basis; that is, the
units of the Party were to be organized in shops where Com-
munist members worked. The Foster and Ruthenberg groups
were ordered to unite on the basis of equality. On the question
of the June seventeenth St. Paul Convention for a Labor Party,
a supplementary secret decision was rendered—for Party con-
sumption only, not for publication. In it the Moscow leaders put
thumbs down on the endorsement of La Follette under any cir-
cumstances. A supplementary decision also contained the point
on the removal of Pepper from the American Party, the one
Foster demand which Moscow granted. We of the Ruthenberg
group had been kept informed almost daily by cable and knew
of the Moscow decisions even before they reached the Party.

* So-called because of an attempt by some Left Wing Socialists in Europe to
build an international midway between the Second (Socialist) and the Third
(Communist) internationals programmatically—B.G.
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Upon his return to New York Foster immediately called cau-
cuses of his group, this time without Lore and the Loreites. He
was extremely worried about the decisions and tried to interpret
them as a victory for his group and leadership. But the Lore
group was not satisfied. He could not square himself with them.
He met with Lore and Poyntz in an effort to try to convince
them that what had taken place in Moscow was only temporary
and that it would be straightened out in the future, provided
Lore and his followers would meet the decision half way. But the
Lore group was not convinced. Feeling that they had been
shamefully double crossed by one whom they had helped to put
into the position of leadership of the Party, they decided to
maintain an independent position as a group, free from entan-
glements with either Ruthenberg or Foster. Juliet Stuart Poyntz
became exceedingly bitter towards the Foster group. She freely
expressed her contempt for Foster, Bittleman, and Cannon, the
Foster Big Three. The rift of the Lore group expressed itself
immediately in the largest district of the Party, New York. The
Ruthenberg group gained the majority of the District Com-
mittee, because Lore and Poyntz, who were both members of
the District Committee, voted independently. There was real
consternation among the Foster followers.

The Ruthenberg group decided to take full advantage of the
C. I. decision by putting teeth into that clause of the decision
that ordered the Party to start a campaign against Lore and his
followers. Foster, for his own protection, wanted to pussyfoot
this part of the decision, but the Ruthenberg group made life
very miserable for him on this issue. In Max Bedacht we had in
our group not only a member of the Central Executive Com-
mittee but a German expert, so to speak. To him we assigned
the task of hounding Lore. He put the writings of Lore under
his Communist microscope. Every little deviation of the Volks-
zeitung from accepted Communist orthodoxy was built up into
a major departure from Communist principles. Demands were
made upon Lore to correct his viewpoint and to turn the
Volkszeitung, which he edited for a publishing society the ma-
jority of whose members were not Communists, over to the
Party. While concentrating the attack upon Lore personally, our
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group tried at the same time, and later with some success, to
win Poyntz and the leaders of the needle trades over to the
position of the Communist International and against Lore. We
practiced the good old maxim: divide and rule.

As to the end of factionalism and the unification of the two
groups, as proposed by the Communist International, that did
not take place because the Communist International made no
specific provisions for such unity. The result of the decision
was to create an atmosphere of such intense feelings of animosity
between the groups that factionalism flared up within the Party
on a scale never before experienced. The caucuses became disci-
plined military organizations. Party interests, always subordi-
nate to caucus interests, were so far forgotten that caucus mem-
bers looked upon the leaders and members of rival caucuses as
enemies. Fach caucus maintained a spy system to ferret out the
machinations of the rival caucus, because the caucuses were in
theory outlawed by the Party and their activities necessarily had
to be conducted with the utmost secrecy.

Most costly to the Party was the Comintern decision on
La Follette, for it affected adversely our political prestige as
leaders and as a party. We learned of this Comintern decision
in the latter part of May. Only a few weeks were left before the
June Seventeenth Convention. All the important non-Com-
munists had already been induced to participate, with the under-
standing that the convention would endorse the nomination
of Senator Robert M. La Follette for President of the United
States. Now these very same people had to be either convinced,
or forced, to reject the La Follette endorsement. Moreover, this
could not be done before the June Seventeenth Convention,
for that would mean its collapse before it even convened and
exposure of our Red hand in it throughout. Thus, it was im-
possible to negotiate the La Follette issue before the Convention
took place. The break with La Follette had to be made on June
Seventeenth and only then. This was not an easy thing to do.
Naturally, we kept the Moscow decision on La Follette a dead
secret and prepared to dominate the St. Paul Convention of
June seventeenth, 1924 in precisely the same fashion in which
we had dominated the July Third Convention the previous year.
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By every known conveyance, including a special train from
Chicago to St. Paul, the Communist Party delegates converged
on St. Paul. Besides, as many Communists as possible who were
not delegates were also directed to be on hand. Every Com-
munist leader, every district head of the Party was on hand at
St. Paul. Our Party caucus, attended by over six hundred Party
members, was like an important national conference of Com-
munists. Here for the first time the Communist International
decision on La Follette was taken up with this select group of
members and plans worked out for killing any proposal in favor
of La Follette that might be raised at the Convention. In addi-
tion, the caucus was organized as a functioning body during the
life of the convention. The members were informed of the de-
cisions of the Central Executive Committee and ordered under
the strictest discipline to carry out explicitly the decisions of the
Steering Committee on all questions coming up at the Conven-
tion proper. The Steering Committee consisted of Foster, Bittle-
man and Ruthenberg. The Communist members who were dele-
gates to the Convention were divided into small groups, each
one headed by a captain, who was to be in direct touch with the
Steering Committee. These groups were even assigned the places
they were to take in the Convention Hall.

The Communists who were not delegates were assigned
through Clarence Hathaway to positions on the staffs taking
charge of Convention arrangements and technical matters.
Others were organized into a group of runners, whose duty it
was to carry messages between the Steering Committee and the
captains of the delegate groups. Certain groups of delegates were
assigned to sit in with the wavering elements, in order to influ-
ence them to vote as the Party desired. Others were assigned to
oversee such elements as the Party knew were not to be domi-
nated by it, in order to spy upon them and report their conver-
sations and attitudes to the Steering Committee. The members
of the Political Committee of the Party were directed to sit
close to the Steering Committee, in order that if a decision had
to be made by that body it could be made forthwith, and to be
at the disposal of the Steering Committee when they wanted to
fire their big guns at the opposition. Hathaway, who was Sec-

A CASE OF POLITICAL INFANTICIDE 207

retary of the Committee on Arrangements and in full charge of
organizing the Convention, played a most clever Jekyll and
Hyde role. Before the non-Communist forces he paraded as a
trade unionist and Farmer-Laborite from Minnesota, giving no
indication of his Communist entanglements. Before the Party
caucus Steering Committee and Political Committee he was a
Communist Party member whose double role helped the Party
in its machinations against the non-Communist elements.
Hathaway reported every matter given to him in confidence by
the non-Communist elements and, like a good soldier, carried
out the orders given him by his Communist chieftains.

William Mahoney, editor of the Minnesota Union Advocate,
a genuine Farmer-Labor Party leader from Minnesota, was
caught in our Machiavellian plans and plots. He fell into the
snares of the Communists and could not extricate himself. He
evidently suspected dirty work, for on May twenty-fourth he
wrote an editorial on “The Communists and the Farmer-Labor
Party,” which expressed some of his apprehensions. Mahoney
declared:

The Communists, so-called, closely organized and highly discip-
lined as a political party, have become a serious problem within
the Farmer-Labor movement. The relationship between the two
will have to be definitely settled at an early day, as the organized
activity of the Communists has become a source of fear and irri-
tation to a great many earnest supporters of this new movement.
. .. The presence of an organized revolutionary group within the
party and constantly striving to control and direct it, is causing
many to question the wisdom of tolerating such activity. . . But
the thing that causes most irritation and distrust is the existence
of a small group carrying on their intrigues and plots to control.
It savors too much of the dictatorship of an insidious minority.

But Mahoney had to go along. He did not know that at almost
the very moment he was making an agreement with the Com-
munists for the calling of the June Seventeenth Convention to
nominate La Follette for President, steps were being taken in
Moscow to repudiate that agreement and to make a complete
somersault on the Communist policy toward La Follette. On the
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eve of the St. Paul Convention, Senator La Follette wrote an
open letter in which he unequivocally repudiated the June
Seventeenth Convention and in the sharpest terms made it
known that, inasmuch as it did not speak for the progressive
farmers and workers, he would not accept its nomination or
support. He further left no doubts that he would fully cotp-
erate and accept the endorsement of the July Fourth Conven-
tion called by the Conference for Progressive Political Action.
Old “Fighting Bob” La Follette was no fool; at least, he was a
lucky guesser. '

Mahoney probably knew that without his support the St. Paul
convention would have never been called. He played a very
active part in putting the idea across in Minnesota. He resented
the La Follette attack, especially since he was one of La Follette’s
most ardent supporters. The Communists had led him to believe
that they could bring to St. Paul a mighty delegation repre-
senting millions of farmers and workers. Mahoney believed he
could turn St. Paul into an impressive demonstration for La Fol-
lette. Imagine his consternation when he found out that the
Communists were going to knife La Follette! He soon discovered
also what a stranglehold the Communists had on the Conven-
tion. About ninety percent of the 6oo delegates at St. Paul were
either Communists or under Communist tutelage. Outside of a
few local unions and the Farmer-Labor Federation of Minne-
sota, the convention was practically nothing else than a conclave
of the Communist forces in the labor movement. The millions
of farmers and trade union workers, whose pressure was so
glibly promised by us, were conspicuous by their absence. When
the La Follette question was raised the Communist steam roller
went into action. I opened the fight on La Follette by launching
a tirade against him. The Communist faction under orders ap-
plauded vociferously every attack and at the end of my speech
staged an anti-La Follette demonstration that left the insignifi-
cant La Follette minority at the convention almost speechless.
But this minority, double-crossed and trapped into the conven-
tion as they were, continued to insist upon an endorsement of
La Follette, even though their idol had already repudiated them.
The Steering Committee called a hurried meeting of the Po-
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litical Committee members present and decided upon a com-
promise proposal, which was then presented to the convention
by Foster, who declared:

‘The only basis upon which the Workers Party will accept La
Follette as a candidate is, if he agrees to run as the Farmer-Labor
candidate, to accept the Party’s program [a program which was
drawn up by the Workers Party and contained almost all the
Communist demands] and its control over his electoral campaign
and campaign funds.

Since the National Farmer-Labor Party organized at St. Paul
was a vest pocket creation of the Communists and completely
controlled by them, Foster’s proposal was tantamount to asking
La Follette to place himself under the dictation of the Com-
munist Party, not only as far as the platform was concerned
but also in the conduct of the campaign and the control of
campaign funds!

I have never been able to understand why Mahoney believed
he could go with such a proposal to Cleveland on July Fourth
and obtain the approval of La Follette. The fact remains that
Mahoney did not split with the Communists at St. Paul. He
went along to the very end participating in the nomination of
candidates for President and Vice-President, who were hand-
picked by the Communist Party before the convention con-
vened. Duncan McDonald of Illinois, an ex-official of the Illinois
District United Mine Workers of America, was unanimously
nominated for President, and William Bouck, a farmer of
Sedro-Wooley, Washington, was nominated for Vice-President.
We staged a demonstration when the candidates were nomi-
nated in true Republican and Democratic Party fashion in a
vain attempt to prove that the loud noises represented some-
thing more substantial than wind. St. Paul in most respects was
a replica of the Chicago July Third Convention of the previous
year, with two minor exceptions: One, Foster this time con-
trolled the Steering Committee and engineered the convention
instead of Ruthenberg; two, Mahoney, unlike Fitzpatrick, did
not split. Later when Mahoney, after he was denied admission
to the July Fourth Convention, came out in support of La Fol-
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lette, we lost no time in attacking him as a traitor to the Farmer-
Labor Party movement. There was no bottom to our cynicism.

The Cleveland July Fourth Convention turned out to be a
triumph for La Follette. He was nominated to run for President
on his own personal program and given the right to choose his
running mate. All the organizations participating at the con-
vention representing the unions, farmers’ organizations, coop-
eratives, progressives, F armer-Labor forces and the Socialist
Party united behind La Follette. It was also becoming clear that
the American Federation of Labor would soon officially back the
La Follette movement. Our campaign to wreck the Cleveland
Convention failed completely. All of which placed us in a great
dilemma. We leaders of the Party knew that we were completely
isolated from the popular opposition movement of farmers and
workers, which the La Follette-for-President movement repre-
sented. We had hoped to capture the mighty Farmer-Labor
movement and had ended again by capturing ourselves.

The plans for the campaign of McDonald and Bouck had
already been made. Bouck had already started his speech-making
tour of the country, when the members of the Central Executive
Committee were called to Chicago for an emergency meeting
to be followed by a conference of important Party functionaries
the next day. I hurried from New York to Chicago, wondering
what the emergency could be. When I arrived in Chicago I im-
mediately went into conference with Ruthenberg. He spoke
about the political situation, explained that the Party was com-
pletely isolated from the forces that should get behind the new
National Farmer-Labor Party, that we would look ridiculous if
we ran McDonald and Bouck, because they would receive an
insignificant vote, which would discredit the Farmer-Labor
Party movement for a long time to come. In order to save the
face of the Communist movement and the issue of the class
Farmer-Labor Party, it had become necessary to abandon the
campaign of the Farmer-Labor Party and run an independent
Communist campaign under the banner of the Workers Party.

“But how can we do such a thing?” I inquired. “We cannot
take responsibility for wrecking the Farmer-Labor Party right
after we organized it with so much fanfare.”
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“Oh, that has been taken care of already,” Ruthenberg in-
formed me. “We have canvassed the National Committee of the
Farmer-Labor Party, and the majority of them [the majority
were Communists] voted in favor of discontinuing the campaign
and endorsing the campaign of the Workers Party. We in Chi-
cago have also decided that our ticket should consist of Foster
for President and you for Vice-President.”

“But I don’t see how we can abandon the Labor Party policy,
especially knowing that the Communist International favors this
policy.”

“That has been taken care of, too. We have cabled the Com-
munist International of our desires and they have replied ap-
proving them.”

At the meeting of the Central Executive Committee Foster,
Bittleman, Cannon and Browder took the lead in proclaiming
the new policy. Foster was very excited. He had a wire in his
hand from McDonald, the Presidential candidate of the Na-
tional Farmer-Labor Party, withdrawing from the campaign,
but he had no word from Bouck, who was already touring the
country. Foster spoke of the million votes Debs received in the
last election. He was sure that the Communist Party would rally
the Socialist vote, because the Socialist Party was backing La Fol-
lette. In addition, he felt we would poll many votes from the
progressive forces in the trade unions and farmers’ organiza-
tions. It was clear from the way he spoke that he expected that
the Communist Party would poll anywhere from 500,000 to a
million votes. I found out later that he had actually informed
Moscow that he expected the Party, running in its own name
and on a Communist platform, to make such a showing. After
demurring, I finally spoke in favor of the proposal, because the
steps already taken by the comrades in Chicago had left no other
alternative. I stressed the necessity of making the Farmer-Labor
Party question one of the major issues in the campaign, but ex-
pressed doubts of the ability of the Party to get anywhere near
the number of votes Foster expected. The Party Conference that
followed the meeting of the Central Executive Committee was
turned into a nominating convention. Foster was nominated for
President and I for Vice-President, with organized demonstra-
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tions staged and whipped into enthusiastic frenzy. While this was
going on, Bouck was notified by wire to discontinue his cam-
paign, because the National Committee of the Farmer-Labor
Party had voted not to run in the elections and had endorsed
the nominees of the Workers Party, Foster and Gitlow.

Moscow supplied the Party with fifty thousand dollars to get
the Party ticket on the ballot in as many states as possible and
for the carrying out of the campaign proper. Joseph Manley, for-
mer Secretary of the Federated Farmer-Labor Party, was chosen
as campaign manager, the position he held for the National
Farmer-Labor Party. We succeeded in getting on the ballot in
fourteen states. The Party members accepted the change in
policy. They welcomed the idea of campaigning for a straight
Communist ticket. But the Party organization and membership
did not know how to campaign. The Communist movement
lacked such political experience, because our members had been
primed in the belief that only by a violent revolution could the
Communist program be put into effect. Voting in general was
looked upon as a necessary evil. The campaign was primarily
directed against La Follette. Jay Lovestone wrote a special cam-
paign booklet called The La Follette Illusion. The research
worker employed to gather the material could find nothing of
real importance against La Follette’s record. But a case against
La Follette had to be manufactured, which was accordingly done
by innuendos and drawing conclusions from facts that were in
no way germain to the charges made. When the campaign was
over and the votes counted, the Communist Party polled exactly
3,361 votes out of a total of almost thirty million. La Follette
received five million votes. I had expected at least 100,000 votes,
a figure indeed of no real significance. Foster, however, hailed
the result as a victory, coupled it with a charge that the two old
parties had engaged in wholesale frauds in the robbing of Com-
munist votes, and cabled Moscow that the Party had actually
received a half million votes. It was a fitting concluding chapter
to the Communist campaign for a labor party and revealed the
political weakness of the Communist movement. In the Libera-
tor of July, 1924, Ruthenberg had written:
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The St. Paul Convention has laid the groundwork for the per-
manent organization of a Farmer-Labor Party on a mass scale.
In the candidates nominated and the platform adopted there is
the basis for a nationwide struggle against the capitalist order in
this country.

In the Liberator of August, 1924, Foster wrote:

For the Workers Party to have continued behind the skeleton
National Farmer-Labor Party would have been to accept all the
disadvantages of the united front with none of its advantages. . .
A militant campaign by the Workers Party for revolutionary ends
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