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Book One






CHAPTER 1

Earliest Days

The Villuge among the Pripet Marshes—My People—My First
Teachers—The Pale of Settlement—Grandpa—The Timber
Trade—My Father—The Rafis—The Peasonts and the Jews
—The Two Worlds—First Ziowist Dreams—My Mother—
Servants—Tewish Students, Zionists, Assimilationists, Revolu-
tionarics—Mother's Role in Our Lives and Her Loter ¥ ears—
My Father's Influence.

TI-IE townlel of my hirth, Motol, stood—and perhaps still stands—on
the hanks of a little river in the greal marsh arca which occupics much
of the province of Minsk and adjacent provinces in While Russia; (lat,
open cauntry, mournful and monotonous but, with its rivers, lorests and
lakes, not wholly unpiciuresque. Befween the rivers the svil was sandy,
covered with pine and furze; closer to the banks the soil was black, the
trees were leaf bearing. In the spring and autumin the area was 4 sea of
mud, in ihe winter a world of snow and ice; in the summer it was
covered with a haze of dust, All aboul, in hundreds of towns and
villages, Jews lived, as they had lived for many generations, scatlered
islands in a gentile ocean; and among them my own people, on my
father’s and mother's side, made up a not inconsiderable proportion,

Just outside Motol the river flowed info a large lake and emerged
again at the other end on its way to join the Pina; that in turn was a
iributary of the Pripet, itself a tribulary of the Dnieper, which fell into
the Black Sea many hundreds of miles away. On the further banks of
the lake were some villages, mysterious to my childhood by virtue of
their general name—"the Beyond-the-River,” For them Motol (or
Motelle, as we affectionately Viddishized the name) was a sort of
metropolis.

A very tiny and isolated metropolis it was, with some four ot five
hundred families of White Russians and less than two hundred Jewish
families. Communication with the outside world was precarious and
intermittent, No railway, no metaled road, passed within twenty miles
of us. There was no post office. Mail was brought in by anyone from the
townlet who happened to pass by the nearest railway station on his own
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business, Somelimes these chance messengers woulfl hold on to the mail
for days, or for weeks, distributing it when t}m spirit moved them.. But
letters played no very important part in our lives; there were few in the
outside world who had reason to communicate with us,

Thete were streets of a kind in Motol—unpaved, of coursc—and two
or three of them were Jewish, for even in the open spaces we drew
together, for comfort, for safety, and for companionship. All the build-
ings were of wood, with two exceptions: the brick house of the “richest
Jew in town,” and the church, There were naturally frequent fires, the
immemorial scourge of Russian villages; but since wood was plentiful,
and stone prohibitively expensive, there was nothing to be done about it,
Qur synagogues, Loo, were of wood, both of them, the “Old Synagogue”
and the “New Synagogue.” How old the first was, and how new the
second, I cannot tell; bui this I do remember: the Old Synagogue was
for the “better” class, the New for the poor. Members of the Old Syna-
gogue scldom went to the New Synagogus; it was beneath their dignity.
But accasionally my father (we belonged to the Old Synagogue) wenl
there by special request, For among other gifls my father had that of a
fine voice, and was an amateur Chagan, or prayer leader, much esteemed
and sought after in Motol, On the Day of Atonement he would eonduct
perhaps half of {he services—to the edification of his townsmen and the
awe and delight of his children—and sometimes he was invited to per-
form this office in the New Synagogue, and would graciously accept,

Motol was situated in one of the darkest and most forlorn corers of
the Pale of Settlement, that prison house created by czarist Russia for
the largest part of ils Jewish population, Throughout ihe centuries alier-
nations of bitter oppression and comparative freedom—how comparative
a free people would hardly understand—had deepened the conscipusncss
of exile in these scattered communities, which were held together by a
common destiny and common dreams. Motol was typical Pale, typical
countryside. Here, in this hal-townlet, half-village, 1 lived from the
time of my birth, in 1874, till the age of eleven; and here I wove my first
pictures of the Jewish and gentile worlds.

The life of the Jewish child in a Russian townlet of those times has
been described over and over again in Jewish literature, and is not un-
familiar to the general reader. Like all Jewish boys I went to cheder,
beginning at the age of four. Like nearly all cheders, mine was a squalid,
one-room school, which also constituted the sole quarters of the teacher’s
family. If my cheder diflered from others, it was perhaps in the posses-
sion of a family goat which took shelter with us in cold weather. And i
my first Rebbi, or teacher, differed from others, it was in the degree of
his pedagogic incompetence, If our schoolroom was usually hung up
with washing, if the teacher's numerous children rolled aboul on the
floor, i the din was deafening and incessant, that was nothing out of the
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ordinary, Nor was it anything out of the ordinary that neither the
tumult nor the overcrowding affected our peace of mind or our powers
of concentration.

In the spring and autumn, when the cheder was a tiny island set in a
sea of mud, and in the winter, when it was almost blotted out by snow,
I had to be carried there by a servant, or by my older brother. Once
there, I stayed immured within its walls, along with the other children,
from early morning till evening, We took lunch with us and consumed
it in a short pause in the proceedings, often with the books still opened
in front of us. On dark winter afternoons our studies could only be
pursued by artificial light, and as candles were something of a luxury,
and oil lamps practically unobtainable, each pupil was in turn assessed
a pound of candles as a contribution to the education of the young
generation,

In the course of my cheder years I had several teachers, and by the
time I was eleven, or even before, considerable demands were made on
my intellectual powers. I was expected to understand—I never did,
properly—the intricacies of the law as laid down in the Babylonian
Talmud and as expounded and knocked into me by a Rebbi who was
both ferocious and exacting, and certainly far from lucid in his exposi-
tions. He was always at a loss to understand why things needed to be
explained at all; he felt that every Jewish boy should be able to pick up
such things, which were as easy as they were sacred, by natural instinet,
or at least just by glancing down the pages. I did not share his view,
but was too badly terrorized to join issue with him as to his methods—
if, indleed, I was at all aware of their inadequacy.

I did not relish the Talmudic teaching, but I adored that of the
Prophets, for which I attended another cheder. There the teacher was
humane and kindly, with a real enthusiasm for his subject. This en-
thusiasm he managed to communicate to his pupils, though here, too,
school and surroundings were of the most depressing character, It is to
this teacher, who became a lifelong friend of mine, that I am primarily
indebted for my knowledge of the Hebrew Bible, and for my early and
lasting devotion to Hebrew literature. He died in Poland not many
years ago, and I was in correspondence with him tll the end.

He was a man of the “enlightened” type; that is, he had been touched
by the spirit of the modernizing Haskallah (or Enlightenment) which
was then abroad in the larger centers of Russian Jewry. Very sur-
reptitiously he managed to smuggle into intervals in our sacred studies
some attempts at instruction in secular knowledge, Thus, I remember
how he brought into class, furtively and gleefully, a Hebrew textbook
on natural science and chemistry, the first book of its kind to come into
those parts, How this treasure fell into his hands I do not know, but
without ever having seen a chemical laboratory, and with the complete
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jgnorance of natural science which was characleristic. of the Russian
ghetto Jew, unable therefore to unders{and one s.cmuuﬂc‘pumgr_aph of
ihe book, he gloated over it and displayed it to his favorite p'upxls. 1le
would even lend il to one or ancther of us to read in the evenings, And
sometimes—a proceeding not withoul risk, for discovery would have
entailed immediate dismissal from his post—he would have us read with
him some pages which seemed to him to be of special interest. We read
aloud, of course, and in the Talmudic chant hallowed by tradition, so
that atyone passing by the school would never suspect but what we were
engaged in the sacred pursuits proper to a Hebrew school.

1 have said thet Moto!l lay in one of the darkest and most forlorn
corners of the Pale of Settlement, This was true in the economic as well
as in the spiritual sense, It is difficult to convey 1o the modern Westerner
any idea of the sort of life which most of the Jewish {amilies of Motal
led, of their peculiar occupations, their fantastic poverty, their shifts
and privations. On the spititual side they were almosti as isolated as on
the physical. Newspapers were almost unknown in Motol, Very ocea-
sionally we secured a Hebrew paper from Warsaw, and then il would
be 2 month or five weeks old. To us, of course, Lhe news would he {regh,
To tell the trulh, we were not much interested in whal was taking place
in the world outside, It did not concern us particularly. J{ we were
interested at all it was in the Ilchrew preseniation of Uie news, There
were, from lime to time, articles of general interesl. No family in Motol
cauld afford to subscribe to a newspaper regularly—nor would it have
been delivered regularly. As il was, one copy would make the rounds of
the “well-to-do” [amilies, When at last i{ reached ihe chillren it was in
shreds, and mostly illegible,

And yet Motol had two peculiar advantages, hoth deriving [tom its
natural situation and its chief occupation, the timber {rade. There was,
in the Jewish population, a small layer which was more traveled than
you would expect; and to some exlent the effects of the general poverty
were mitigated by the contact with nature.

My family was among the well-to-do, and it may help give some idea
of the standards of well-heing which prevailed in Motol when I say that
our yearly budget was probably seldom more than five or six hundred
rubles (two hundred and fifty or three hundred dollars) in all. Even
this income fluctuated widely, so that it could never be coumted on with
any degree of certainty, Out of it there were a dozen children 10 be
clothed, shod and fed, and given a tolerably good education, considering
our circumstances. On the other hand, we had our own house—one
story, with seven rooms and a kitchen—some acres of land, clickens,
two cows, a vegetable garden, a few fruit trees. So we had a supply of
milk, and sometimes butter; we had {ruit and vegetahles in season; we
bad enough bread—which my mother baked hersell; we had fish, and
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we had meal once a week—on the Sabbath, And there was always plenty
of fresh air. In these respecls we were a great deal better off than the
Jews of the cily ghettos.

Our house stood adjacent to that of my grandfather, wha occupied
all by himsell what scemed 1o me then to be a mansion. I was greatly
attached to grandpa, who was a good-natured, modest, simple soul, and
at the age of five or six I went to live with him. I remember vividly
those days——especially the winter mornings. Grandpa used 1o get up
early, while it was still pitch dark, but the house was always beautifully
warm, however severe the frost outside. First of all we said the long
morning prayers; then came breakfast. At table grandpa used to tell me
stories of the deeds of great Rabbis and of other mighty figures in Israel.
I was particularly impressed by the visit of Sir Moses Montefiore to
Russia—one of his innumerable journeys on behalf of Iis people. That
particular visit had {aken place only a generation or so before my birth,
but the story was already a legend. Indeed Sir Moses Montefiore was
himself, though then still living, already a legend. He was to live on till
188, 10 the fahulous age of one hundred and one years. On the occasion
of which my grandfather used to tell me, Sir Moscs came to Vilna, one
of the oldest and most illustrious Jewish settlements in Russia, and the
Jews of that community came out to welcome him. Grandpa told me how
the Jews unharnessed {he horses and dragged the cartiage of Sir Moses
Montefiore in solemn procession through the streets. It was a wonderful
story, which T heard over and over again.

Grandpa died in 1882, when I was cight years old. I remember my
grief, which I hardly understood myself, When they asked me why I
was crying, [ answered, “Grandpa hurts me{”

The timber trade, the mainstay of Motol, played so large a part in
our life, and is so closely bound up with my childhood and boyhood
memories, 1hat I must give it more than passing mention, To call even
the more prosperaus Jews of Motol real timber merchants would be
somewhat of an exaggeration. They were at best subcontractors. But
their connection with the basic trade of Motol did not give them any
sense of security, for, as we shall see, it was hazardous and precarious
in the extreme, and though it provided an all-year-round occupation, it
was often far from providing an all-year-round income.

My father was a “transpartierer.” He cut and hauled the timber and
got it floated down to Danzig, It was a complicated and heartbreaking
occupation, The forests stood on marshland, and except in times of
drought and frost it was impossible to do any hauling, In the rainy
seasons of spring and autumn the rivers overflowed, for there were no
dykes and no attempt whatsoever at regulation. The rain came down
and stayed there, till the summer dried it or the winter froze it, But
sometimes it happened that between the rainfall and the dead of winter
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there intervened a heavy snowfall, which blanketed the soggy carth
80 that the frost could not penetrate. Unless o guick thaw iniervened,
and gave the following frost a chance to do ils work, the forests and
marshes remained impassable, and ihe season was ruined,

The cycle of work would begin in November, alter the lestival of
Sukkoth, or Tabernacles. My father would set out for the heart of the
forest, twenty or twenty-five miles away. His only communication with
home was the sleigh road, which was always subject to interruption.
He took along a supply of food and of warm clothing, and several bags
of copper coins with which to pay the workers, We were never easy
during father’s absences in the forest, even during later years when my
older brother Feivel went along with him; for there were walves in
the forests and occasionally robbers. Fortunately there was, between
my father and the fifly or sixty men he employed seasonally—moujiks
of Motol and the neighborhood—an excellent relationship, primitive,
but warm and patriarchal, Once or twice he was attacked by robbers,
bui they were beaten off by his workmen,

It was hard, exacting work, but on the whole my father did not dislike
it, perhaps because it called for a considerable degree of skill. It was his
business 1o mark oul the trees o be felled and he had to he able to {oll
whichk were healthy and worth felling, TIe bad Lo supervise the hauling,
The logs were roped and piled on the edge of the little river, (v wail
there for the thaw and the spring flood, which usually came helween
the festivals of Purim and Passover,

If the winter lingered we did not have father home for the Dassover,
for he could not leave to anyone else the responsible task of setling the
{imber afloat, When this happened it was a calamity which darkened the
entire festival for us. But on the whole the thaw came in time, the
streamlel broke up and flooded, and father would return ot the last
sleigh. He came home haggard, exhausted, and underfed; but it was an
indescribably joyous home-coming, He brought the festival with him,
as it were, and both would be with us for eight days.

After the Passover began the spring and summer work, the {loating
of the rafts to the sea. This too was a skilled and exacling occupation—
really a branch of navigation. The rafts had to be fairly small to be able
to negotiate the first streamlets; but they had to hold together strongly,
against exceptional flood. The first job was to get them on the Pina and
down to Pinsk, which they usually reached at Shewuoth, or Pentecost,
seven weeks after Passover. There, instead of floating onward with the
stream in 2 general southerly direction, which would have brought
them to the Dnieper and the far-off Black Ses, the rafts were maney-
vered in the opposite direction through a canal which connected the
Pina with Brest Litovsk on the Boug, the main tributary of the Vistula,
which empties into the Baltic Sea at the port of Danzig,
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Now Brest Litovsk was on the edge of the marshes, and from there
on the Boug ran through sandy soil. The country became undulating,
and less monotonous. But as the river was never looked alter, never
dyked or dredged, it formed sandbanks, especially in the summer, If
the rafts consisted of oak, or were unskillfully piled up, and drew too
much water, they often stuck fast. Then there was nothing to do but
wait, and bake in the sun, and pray for rain, or for a fresh flow from
the headwaters of the Boug in the Carpathians, Meanwhile, days, per-
haps weeks, would pass, and you watched your slender profits being
eaten up by the delay; for though you included this hazard in the price,
you could not make it high enough to cover every contingency.

Sometimes scores of rafts, floating easily, would be held up by one
or two heavier rafts which were sanded. To get round them was a
ticklish job, and you usually had to bribe the officials—the river police
—to be allowed to do it. When at last you floated onto the wide Vistula
you were faced with troubles of another kind, The rains and freshets
which you welcomed on the Boug were olten a bane on the Vistula.
The waters became swollen and turbulent, and the rafts might be torn
to pieces. Then you would tie up to the shore, and watch the flood, and
wait for it to subside. At Thorn, which was German, everything changed.
The river was regulated, order prevailed. From Thorn to Danzig it was
a peaceful journey,

This description of river navigation is from my personal recollections,
for when T was a schoolhoy in Pinsk T used to spend much of my sum-
mers on the rafts, 1 had an uncle who was a great expert in this branch
of the trade, and he would often take me along on one of the journeys,
which sometimes lasted for weeks, He used to have a very comfortable
cahin, with hedroom and kitchen, on one of the rafts. He even had, as
I remember, a mosquito net—an unheard-of innovation, though the air
was sometimes black with insects. Those were jolly times for me. I did
not go as far as Danzig, but got off on the nearer side of Warsaw, and
took the train home.

The floating of the rafts lasted roughly from the Passover until the
beginning of the great Jewish autumnn festivals. Father would generally
be back from Danzig for Rosh Hashanal, the New Year, and the Day
of Atonement. Then, when Tabernacles was past, and the heartache of
collecting payments was over—and sometimes it wasn't—the annual
cycle would begin again,

The friendly relations between my father and his workers were not
uhusual as between the individual Jew and individual gentile. In our
particular corner of the world we lived on tolerable terms with our
neighbors, They were a mild, kindly, hard-working lot. They had a fair
quantity of land, they were not starved; some of them were even
prosperous, They had—like the Jews—large families, and were always



10 TRIAL AND ERROR

on the lookout for auxiliary occupations, enc of which was the timher
trade. From each peasant hut one of ihe men would hire himself out in
the winter for the felling, and in the summer for the logging.

The language of the peasants in our parl was an ohscure dialect of
Russian. Unlike the Ukrainian, it had no literature, and was not even
writlen, Education was primitive in the extreme. Thete was, in every
townlet of the size of Motol, a goverument school, hut attendance was
not compulsory. Some of the peasants sent some of their children to
school, irregularty; most of them grew up quite illiterate, By contrast
the Jews, who did not make use of the government schools, and who
had only the cheders, had a high degree of literacy. It is hard to remem-
ber a Jewish father whose sons, at least, did not attend a cheder. But
there the education was entirely Hebrew and Yiddish, Those that
wanted to give their children the beginnings of a Russian and modern
education engaged a special teacher, usually of (hird-rate ability. 1
myself knew hardly a word of Russian till T was eleven years old.

Though personal contacts might generally be friendly, the economic
structure ol this part of the couniry, and the history of its growth did
not encourage good relations between Jews and peasants, There were
many great estates, usually owned by Poles, The Tulish landowners
had about them numbers of Jews, who acled as their factors, houglt
their timber, rented some of the land or leased the lukes for fishing.
The Poles constituted a Junkor class, though in my thne their wings
were already being clipped by the Russians. Inherently they wore hostile
to the Jews, but under the common czarist oppression they nsstmed a
kindlier attitude, The peasanis, however, had no point of direct contact
with the landed gentry; the Jews stood helween the two classes. The
Jews were therelore the only visible instrument of the exploiting no-
bility. Still, the exploitation did not produce the same disastrous effects
as elsewhere, for this was a landed peasantry. I do nol remember, in
our district, any period of starvation such as wc' heard of from the
Volga. With a piece of land, a few pigs, chickens and cows, and employ-
ment on the side, the peasants could manage well enough, if they did
not drink excessively, Except during the Christmas and Easter festivals,
when they were roused to a high pitch of religious excitement by their
priests, they were quite friendly {oward us. At worst they never got
wholly out of hand, and there were never any pogroms in Motol or the
neighboring villages. It is a melancholy reflection on human relation-
ships when the absence of murder must be noted as a special circtm-
stance which calls for gratitude.

The differences between the peasants and the Jews mubt not be
minimized, for even in that townlet we lived mainly apart. And much
more striking than the physical separation was the spiritual. We were
strangers to each other's ways of thought, to each other’s dreams,
religions, festivals, and even languages.
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There were times when the non-Jewish world was praclically ex-
cluded from: our conscionsness, as on the Sabbath and, still more, on the
spring and autumn festivals, which were really great occasions for us,
I do not know to whom they meant more, to the grownups or the
children. For them the festival represenied a surcease from the turmoil
of the working days, from their worrics and depression. For us, it was
freedom from the cheder, new clothes, games, For both there was a
striking conirast with everyday lile; there was an atmosphere ol peace
in our part of the village, and to usher in the sacred days the house
itself was made to assume a solemn and festive appearance, Meals were
more regular, more ceremonial; the family was united. Even the long
hours of attendance at the synagogue—generally a bore on Sabbaths
and weekdays—had their attraction, especially for the members of our
family, for on such occasions father might be called up to chant the
prayers. Then people would come over from the other synagogue to
lislen, and the atmosphere became stifling; we youngsters watched and
listened, and were filled with pride and happiness.

We were separated from the peasants by a whole inner universe of
memories and expericnces, In my early childhood Zionist ideas and
aspirations were already awake in Russian Jewry, My father was not
yel a Zionist, but the house was steeped in rich Jewish tradition, and
Palestine was at the cenier of the rilual, a longing for it implicil in
aur lile, Practical nationalism did not assume [orm till some years later,
but the “Return” wag in the air, a vague, deep-rooled Messianism, a
hope which would not die. We heard ilie conversalions of our elders,
and we were caughl up in the restlessness. Bul it was not for children;
when one of us ventured a remark on the subject he was put down
rather roughly, In particular I remember one Rebbi, himsel an ardent
nationalist, who thought it impious and presumptuous of a youngster
to so much as mention the rebuilding of Palestine, He would say: “You
keep quiet. Yow'll never bring the Messiah any nearer. One has to do
much, learn much, lmow much and suffer much before one is worthy
of that”” He intimidated us so completely that we learned to keep our
own counsel. Still, the dream was there, an ever-present background
to our thoughts. And the Rebbi's words, uttered so brusquely, have
remained permanently in my mind,

As children we were left pretty much to ourselves, since father was
away most of the time, Mother was of course the center of the house-
hold, but in those years—and indeed, for a long time after—she was
always either pregnant, or nursing an infant, so thal she had litile
strength left for her growing brood. She hore my father fifteen children,
of which three died in infancy, and twelve grew into full man- and
womatthood. She did not think childbearing a burden. She wanted as
many children as possible, and she went on having them happily and
uninterruptedly from her seventeenth year until her forty-sixth. She
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was already a grandmother when my youngest brut.hor was horn, and
two of my oldest sister’s children rejoiced in the birth of an uncle. I
remember that mother’s constant childbearing was accepted in such a
matter-of-fact way that when I was a schoolboy in Plinsk, and away
from home, I saved up, kopeck by kopeck, enough to buy a new cradle,
the old one having become very rickety; and I remember lugging it
hotne on one of my visits, and proudly presenting it to mother for her
"llext,”

We were luckier than most of our fellow-Jews in heing able to afford
“servants,” if that is the real name for them, The first T remember was
a combination charwoman, maid-of-all-work, adviser, family retainer—
and family tyrant, She bossed all the children, and occasionally mother,
too. She was a fixture in our lives, and could no more have been dis-
missed than a member of the family. The second, who outlived the first,
and was with us for something like thirty-five years, was a lovable
peasant by the name of Yakim, who became as much a natural part of
our world as the first, He was still with us when I left home for the
West; and when I used to return, he would plead with me ti let him
come along and attend to my nceds. He was very proud of my academic
achievements, and even more of my Zionist activities, Tle had lenrned
to ging, after a fashion, the Jewish national anthew, Hatibval; and in
moments of enthusiasm he would ery vut: “Come, litlle ones, let us
sing Tikvah!’

It is perhaps an exaggeration to say that we were often left o our-
selves, In father's absences, the Rebbi stood in loco pareniis, And then
there were uncles and aunts without number, in Motol, in Pinsk, and
in near-by villages, They took an active, loving and contentious intgrest
in our welfare and our education, more especially in our religious educa-
tion, which they frequently found deficient in the right deptec of
orthodoxy. One uncle in particular, Itchie Moshe, who was himsell
childiess, was forever admonishing us on our ungodliness. But as against
him my uncle Jacob was the “heretic” of the family. My father, T might
mention, seldom preached at us.

Mother began to play a greater role in our lives after we had settled
in Pinsk, and T was home only on occasion, She had passed beyond her
childbearing years and she had a second blossoming of vitality, By then
the house had become something like a public institution. The older
children were at the Gymnasium or at the university, the younger at the
local school. During the vacations it was a pandemonium. Fellow-stu-
dents were in and out at all hours; and they represented every shade of
opinion in a student world given perhaps excessively to opinions and to
loud exposition of them; there were Zionists, assimilationists, Socialists,
anarchists, every varisty of revolutionary. The discussions were inter-
minable; and feelings often ran high, even between members of the
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family, There were times when brothers and sisters were not on speak-
ing terms for months at a stretch. Amid this riot and clash of views
mother moved imperturbably, ministering to all, whatever their shade
of opinion. Most of the time she was in the kitchen, “They've got to be
fed,” she would say, “or they won'’t have the strength to shout.” Herself
orthodox—shie said her prayers every day, and went to the synagogue
every Sabbath—she was extraordinarily tolerant with regard to others,
We children did not dream of imitating her piety; but there was no
friction on this score, and none even on the score of the genuine danger
which we created by our gatherings and by ihe harboring of illegal
literature. Herself alien to our views, mather co-operated loyally. She
would bury our revolutionary pamphlets in the garden, and when a
police raid took place—which happened more than once—she would
confront the officers of the law with such dignity, and with such an air
of innocence—which, for that matter, was not assmmed—that she in-
variably disarmed the intruders.

It was a queer house over which her hospitable spirit presided. The
bookeases contained probably as strange an assoriment of literature as
was ever assembled in a private home; the Talmud and the works of
Maimonides cheele by jowl with Gorki and Tolstoi; textbooks on chem-
istry, dentistry, engincering and medicine jostling the modern Hebrew
romances of Mapu and the nalionalist periodicals of the new Zionism.
On the walls were pictures of Maimanides and Baron de Hirsch, of the
Wailing Wall in Jerusalem and of Anton Chekhov. The disputes were
carried on in three languages, Russian, Yiddish and Hebrew, and what
they lacked in formality or logic they definitely made up in vehemence,

My mother was not a good housekeeper. It is very possible that she
could havﬁ become one if the task, under those circumstances, had not
Deen utterly hopeless, But she was wonder[ully good—the kind of per-
son to whom neighbors iurn naturally in time of trouble. The earlier
years of her marriage were hard on her; but from 1900 to 1912—the
year of my father's death—she did know a certain amount of ease and
comfort. Father then had an interest in the business of his first son-in-
law, Lubin, who was a successful timber merchant on a large scale;
that enabled my mother to go to Carlsbad and Kissingen for the sum-
mers. But even in the difficult days she was cheerful and optimistic.
She would say: “Whatever happens, I shall be well off. If Shemue] [the
revolutionary son] is right, we shall all be happy in Russia; and i
Chaim [myself] is right, then I shall go to live in Palestine.” I will not
undertake to say who was right, but she spent her last years very happily
in Palestine—along with most of her family, But that was long after.
She was still in Pinsk when, two years after father’s death, the First
World War came, and with it the German invasion, From Pinsk mother
fled to Warsaw, from Warsaw to Moscow, Already in her sixties, she
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passed through the storm of the Revolution and the civil war, In 102t
T was able 1o pet her and my brother Feivel out of Muscow and send
them to Palestine. I built a house for my mother on the ladar [la.
Carmel in Haila, and there she lived untit the day of her dvath, which
occurred in 1939, in her eighty-seventh year, Till the cwd she was afert
and in good spirits. She still said her prayers daily—reading without
glasses—and she took en active interest in an old-people’s home, T
think that the moment of her greatesl pride was when she sat with me
and my wife on Mount Scopus on the day of the apening of the lebrew
University, April 1, 1925,

When I recall how seldom father was with us, and how preoccupied
he was with the problem of a livelihood and yet how large an influence
Tie was in our lives, I am filled with genuine wonder, Ile was a silent
man, a scholarly spirit lost in the world of business, and fired with deep
ambitions for his children. He did not believe in words of adimonish-
ment, and even less in prmishmenl. When he did say sowething, it
carried great weight with us. He was an aristocrat, an intelicetual and
something of a leader, too—the only Jew ever chosen 1o be the starosta,
or head man, of the townlet of Motol. We luved him, and tried to
emulate kis example,. When he was home, aud had a few minttes free
from the cares and worries of his daily life—and low few those winntes
were !—he usually read, His favorite books were the works of Maimo-
nides, and especially the Guide Jor the Perplexed. The Shudchon . lruch,
or Code of Caro, he knew by heart, On Sabbaths he would sometimes
call over the older children, and speak to them a little on the subjecl
matter of his reading, He did it in the mast casual way, so s not to
give the impression that there was any obligation on our part to listen
to him; this is probably why we all enjoyed these rarc conversations,
and regarded it as a privilege to take pari in them,

Not particularly robust, he followed as long as he could a lard and
dangerous occupation. He worried overmuch for the future of his chil-
dren. A Jew of the lower middle class, he aspired to give them the
best education, There were twelve of us ullimately, and with his and
each other's help nine of us went through universities—an unheard-of
achievement in those days. He belonged to the type familiar to old
Russian Jewry as the Maskil, the enlightened and modernized Hebraist;
and he took his part, as we shall see, in the Zionist movement,

Father's standing in the village of Motol and, later, in the town of
Pinsle, was very high; never by virtue of his economic position, which
even by the standards of Motol was only fair, but because of his charac-
ter and his scholarship. Motol, like all fittle communities, was always
filled with quarrels and intrigues, especially around ihe offices of Rabbi
and ritual slaughterer and synagogue cantor, There were occasional
scandals and on one or two occasions near-riots in the synagogue, There
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lingers in my memory one vivid picture of confusion, noise, hostility and
raised fists, and father mounting the pulpil, striking the lecterp, and
lifting up his voice in a rare outburst of anger: “Silence!” 1 do not
know what the occasion was. I do not know who had insulted whom,
who was trying to push whom out of public office, or who had dared to
break in on the reading of the Torah. I ouly remember the strange
effect of that voice. It was as though a shot had been fired.

Tather refused to take sides in public or private quarrels. If a man
ingisted on telling him his side of the story he would listen patiently to
the end and say: “From what you tell me, I can see that you are entirely
in the wrong, Now I shall have to hear the other side; perhaps you are
in the right afier all” This sort of reception did not encourage litigants
to come o him. Pethaps it was ihe undignified scenes he had witnessed
in the synagogue which imbued my father with his lifelong hatred of
clericalism, and of the exploitation of religion for a livelihood.

But he was, I need hardly say, a deeply religious man, respectiul of
the tradition and of scholarship. He had an older brother, uncle Moshe,
who was Rabbi of Lomzhe—a famous and distinguished position in
Isragl—and to whom he was greaily atlached. I remember how, on a
cerlain holiday, when 1 had come home from Pinsk, [ather entered the
house in {estive clothes, ready to sit down lo the holiday meal, when
a lelegram was broughi lo the door, A telegram in Motol invariably
meant calamity; for excepl in desperate circumstances no one would
think of sending one to the village, where il had to be delivered from ihe
nearest railroad station, {wenty miles away, by special messenger. And
this elegram was no exception. It brought the news of the death of my
uncle Moshe, My father gave no expression to his sorrow. Bui {from
that day on he never again led the prayers in the synagogue. He had
completely lost his singing voice. I have noticed that I have inherited
from father this curious and special vulnerability of the vocal chords.

He had a difficull life, and did not relax until his later years; but
then he was too worn out to recuperate. He died at the age of sixty,
which is young in our family, He left a number of Hebrew manuscripts,
which I intended to look over, with a view to publishing some of them.
But in her wanderings during the First World War my mother lost
them,

I remember him best out of my childhood as he stood before the
Ark in the synagogue, leading the cotgregation in prayer, Many of the
tunes have remained with me till this day, and they usually spring up
in my mind when I am sad or solitary; and sometimes, on particularly
solemn occasions, a few familiar bars of a synagogue melody will con-
jure up in my memory far off pictures which I thought had faded from
it forever.



CHAPTER 2

Schooldays In Pinsk

I Leave Home—The Russian “May Lawws" of 1882—Pogroms,
Ziowism, and the Jewish Democratic Awakening—The Stam-
pede to Americo—Educational Restrictions—My  Brother
Feivel—I Become Self-Supporting—Russion Teachers—One
Brilliant Exception—The Pinsk Community—My First Steps
in Ziowism—Pinsk in Zionist Hislory—Primitive Practicol
Beginnings—Class Divisions on Zionism—FHebrew Renais-
sance—The Assimilationist Intolligentsio—Zionist Record of
the Weizmann Fanily.,

THE first fundamental change in my life took place when, at the age
of cleven, T left the townlel of my birth and went out “inlo the
world"—tlhal is, to Pinsk—io enler a Russian school: which was some-
thing not done until that time hy any Motolite. I'rom Motol tn Pinsk
was a matter of six Russian miles, or twenty-five Iénglish miles; but
in terms of intellectual displacement the dislance was astronomical, Fot
Pinsk was a real provincial metropolis, with thisty thousane inhabitants,
of whom the greal majority were Jews. Pinsk had a name and a treadition
as “a city and mother in Isracl” It could not pretend Lo the cultural
standing of great centers like Warsaw, Vilna, Odessa and Moscow; but
neither was it a nameless village. The new Chibath Zion (Love of Zion)
movement, the forerunner of modern Zionism, had taken deep root in
Pinsk, There were Jewish scholars and Jewish public leaders in I'insk,
There was a high school—the one I was going {o attend—there were
libraries, hospitals, factories and paved strects.

‘The years of my childhood in Motol and of my schooling in Pinsk
coincided with the onset of the “dark years” for Russian Jewry; or
perhaps I should say with their return. The reign of Alexander IT had
been a false dawn. For a generation the ancient Russian policy of repres-
sion of the Jews had been mitigated by the liberalism of the monarch
who had set the serfs free; and therefore many Jews believed that the
walls of the ghetio were about to fall. Jews were beginning to attend
Russian schools and universities, and to enter into the life of the country,
Then, in 1881, came the assassination of Alexander, and on jts heels the
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tide of reaction, which was not to ebb again until the overthrow of the
Romanoys thirty-six years later, The new repression began with the
Iamous “Temporary Legislation Affecting the Jews” enacted in 1882,
and known as the May Laws. Nothing in czarist Russia was as endur-
ing as “Temporary Legislation.” This particular sei of enactments, at
any rate, was prolonged and broadened and extended until it came to
cover every aspecl of Jewish lile; and as one read, year after year, the
complicated ukases which poured [rom St. Pelersburg, one obtained the
impression that the whole cumbersome machinery of the vast Russian
Empire was created for the sole purpose of inventing and amplifying
rules and regulations for the hedging in of {he existence of its Jewish
subjects until it became something that was neither life nor death,

Parallel with these repressions, and with the general setback to Rus
sian liberalism, there was a decp stirring of the masses, Russian and
Jewish. Among the Jews this first folk awakening had two facets, the
revolutionary, mingling with the general Russian revoli, and the Zionist
nationalist. The latter, however, was also revolutionary and demacratic,
The Jewish masses were rising against the paternalism of their “nota-
bles,” their shiadlonim, ihe men of wealth and influence who had always
taken il on themsclves to represeni the needs of the Jews vis-d-vis
governmiental authority. Theirs was, even in the liesl cases, a class view,
characterized by a natural [ear of disturbing the status quo or imperiling
stch privileges as they enjoyed by virlue of their economic standing, In
the depths of the masses an impulse awoke, vague, proping, unformu-
laled, for Jewish sclf-liberation. Tt was genuinely of ihe folk; it was
saturated with Jewish tradition; and it was connecled wilh the most
ancient memories of the land where Jewish life had first expressed itself
in freedom, I{ was, in short, the birth of modern Zionism,

By 1886, when I entered high school in Pinsk, the atmosphere of
Jewish lile was heavy with disaster. There had been the ghastly pogroms
of 1881. These had not reached us in Molal, but they had shaken the
whole Jewish world to its foundations. I was a child, and I had lived
in the separateness of the Jewish life of our townlet. Non-Jews were
for me something peripheral, But even I did not escape a consciousness
of the general gloom. Almost as far as my memory goes back, I can
remember the slampede—the frantic rush from the Russian prison
house, the tremendous tide of migration which catried hundreds of
thousands of Jews from their ancient homes to far-off lands across the
seas. I was a witness in boyhood and early manhood of the emptying
of whole villages and towns, My own family was once caught up in the
fever—this was about the time of the Kishinev pogrom of 1903—and
though we finally decided against flight, there were cousins and uncles
and more distani relatives by the score who took the westward path.
Many years later, in 1921, when I first visited America as the President
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of the World Zionist Organization, and 3 mass reception was held {ue
me in the Manhattan Opera Honse in New York, there were two eulire
sections of a balcony with a big sireamer across them: RELaTIvVEs O
Dr. WeizuaNN, I have the impression that some of these relatives
were very distant indeed; but I can record that in Chicago theie was
until recently—and perhaps there still is—a Motol synagogue; and 1
met in Chicago the old keeper of the baths, the ald prayer leader, and
other worthies I had known in childhood ; T met their children, too, the
Americanized generation which still remembered its origins dimly. In
sense, my childhood was passed in a world which was breaking up under
the impact of renewed persecution. We did not have to live in the midst
of pogroms to experience their social effects, or to know that the gentile
world was poisoned. I knew liltle of gentiles, but they became to me,
from very early on, the symbols of the menacing forces against which I
should have to butt with all my young strength in order Lo make my
way in life, The acquisition of knowledge was not for us so much a
normal process of education as the storing up of weapous in wu arsenal
by means of which we hoped later to be able to hold our own in a
hostile world,

I happened to belong ta a “lucky” transilional generation, A few years
alter I entered the Real-Gymnasitim of Pingk came the decree which
limited the number of Jewish students in any Russian high school to
10 per cent of the gentile student body. Since the Jewish people con-
stituted only 4 per cent of the Russian population this might not seom,
at first sight, a very unreasonmable arrangement. But there was a cateh;
there always was in czarist legislation, The Jewish population was
coneentrated in, and legally confined to, the Jewish Tale of Seltlement,
which was only a very small fraction of the Russian Empire, Even within
the limits of the Pale, the Jews were confined to urban areas, and were
excluded from the country districts, so that within the Pale the Jowish
inhghitants of the towns—i.e., the only places with schools—varied from
30 10 8o per cent of the total. Mareover, the non-Jewish population had
not the same overwhelming thirst for knowledge as the Jews, who were
always knocking at the doors of the schoals. The result was thai at the
school entrance examinations, comparatively {ew non-Jewish candidates
presented themselves, and it was 10 per cent of this small number that
was allotted to the Jews. It meant that in a Jewish population numbering
perhaps tens of thousands, only four or five or six Jewish students would
be admitted. Young children had to wait their turn for years, and this
long, heartbreaking wait often ended in disappoiniment, The teachers
and gaverning authorities of the schools within the Pale were typical
Russian officials, and as such, not free from corruption, So the rich Jew
would use his gold to pave the way for his boy to enter the school, while
the poor boy, in spite of marked ahility and brilliant success in the
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examinalions, had to forego the advantages which an education might
bave afforded him. This state of affairs produced very curious, tragi-
comic results. There were occasions when a rich Jew would hire ten
non-Jewish candidates (at times rather oddly selected) to sit for the
entrance examination at the local school, and thus make room for ane
Jewish pupil—needless to say, his own son or a protégé.

Malters were infinitely more difficult at the universities, where the
nummerus clausus was 3 or 4 per cent, From certain higher institutions
of learning Jews were excluded altogether,

T did not go to Pinsk alone. My brother, Feivel—older than I by three
years—went along with me, and we lodged together with some friends
of the family. Feivel had not done so well at cheder. The Rebbi in Motol
and my parents had come to the conclusion, wholly unwarranted I think,
that he was not intellectual enough for a higher education, and it was
decided to teach him a trade—he was the only one among us youngsters
who learned a trade, He was clever with his hands, and an exceptionally
good draftsman. He would as a matter of fact have made a good ergineer.
He was, however, apprenticed to a lithographer, to learn engraving, and
did very well at it. But when he had been three years in Pinsk, he
interrupted his apprenticeship, and went back to Motol to help my
father in the timber trade, thus interrupting his apprenticeship for
several years. I imagine that this period was a bad one for the timber
trade, or at leagt {or my father’s business; for just about then I made a
special effort to become self-supporting, while continuing my studies at
the Real-Gymnasinm,

T had been aware from the heginning, that is, from my twelfth year on,
that my schooling in Pinsk presented a serious economic problem to my
parents. Board and lodgings probably did niot come to more than two
rubles—one dollar—a weelk; but that is a considerable proportion of an
average weekly income of twelve rubles. And there was my brother,
who was with me for the first three years, On top of board and lodging
there was the question of clothes, not to mention school fees and books.
In a town the requirements were higher than those of the simple village
life of Motol. There was also the matter of prestige. In Pinsk I would
come into contact with different classes and conditions of people, and
my parents felt that their child must not lose caste. All in all, then, this
was a great sirain on the limited family resources. I knew that when I
was eleven years old, and both Feivel and I had to be supported in
Pinsk, T {elt it more deeply when Feivel had to return home and I was
left alone in Pinsk, I had tried even earlier to find a source of income
to replace, at least in part, the maintenance allowance from my parents;
I had not stcceeded. But just when I was left alone, I was received as
a kind of tutor into the household of a rich family. My task was to
supervise the homework of the son, who was three forms below me in
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school. For this I received my board and lodging, and fifty rubles a
year. The cash payment covered my fees, houks and minor expenses,
and from that time on I was no longer on my father's payroll,

My life was simple, arduous and, by the standards we apply to our
children nowadays, rather grim. But I was by no means unhappy. 1
was adequately fed and clothed, and I had a roum—a cubbyhole, to he
truthful —of my own, It was six fect by four, and contained, in addition
to my bed, a big pot-bellied stove. It was a dusty, smelly sort of room,
but the window gave on a big courlyard, and I was not aware of being
cramped. I did not have the time to worry about my comforts. In the
morning I had to be at school at nine o'clack, and I stayed there until
two-thirty in the afternoon, Then I had my homeworl, my daily Ilebrew
studies, which I pursued under the direction of a private teacher, and
two or three hours with my pupil. I also did some general reading and
took a certain part in the Zionist youth activities, such as they were then,
But of these more later,

The school regime in Pinsk, and for thal matter, T suppose, in all
other Russian cities at that iime, was very diffcreni {rom that of the
Western world. There was no contact helween teachers and pupils, and
little inlercourse among the pupils themselves, As fac as the Jewish boys
were concerned, the teachers were looked upon as the representatives
of an alien and hostile power; they were more tchinoeniks (officials)
than pedagogues, and in them human cwtions and relationships were
replaced by formalism and by the instinct for climbing inherent in the
Russian official. With few exceptions—and there were some- -the teacher
had his eye not so much on the pupils as on the head of the schonl; the
road to the good opinion of his chief, and therefore of promotion, was
not the road of pedagogics, but of sirict adherence to the decrees and
ukases issued by the higher authorities. These encireled pupil and teacher
with a rigid framework of restrictions designed to impede the free
growth of the mind. Qur real intellectual interests—I am speaking of
the Jewish boys—lay outside the school gates. Thus, we scldom bor-
rowed bocks from the school library, as these were carcfully chosen for
their lack of interest; and though it was forbidden for a schoolboy to
make use of the public libraries, we surreptitiously obtained books from
them, at the risk of severe punishment.

There were in our school teachers who, without lmowledge of their
subject, without the slightest training in pedagogy, had obtained their
positions through influential friends who probably considered them unfit
for any other office in the Russian bureancracy, but good enough for a
schoolteacher’s job in a provincial town like Pinsk, Even so, I siill can-
not understand how a man like our teacher of mathematics ever came
to be appointed. Almost as far back as I can remember, our lessons with
him really consisted of long wrangles between the teacher and the pupils
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—the latter having both a greater aptitude for the subject, and a more
solid knowledge of i, than he. In geometry and algebra he could never
follow our arguments, or cxplain the simplest theorem. The poor man
conghed, spluttered, hemmed and hawed, and turned every color of the
rainbow ; and we, wilh the natural ferocity of youth, continued to pester
and torment him with questions which he could not answer, I am afraid
this sporl was one of the highlights of our school activity ; still, the man
had no business to be pretending to teach mathematics—or anything else,

Another source of amusement was our teacher of religion, who was,
of course, a pope, or priest. We suspected thai he did not always come
into class quite sober; al all events, the intensity of the redness of his
nose gave rise to considerable comment and speculation among his
pupils. Jewish boys were not obliged to attend the courses in the Chris-
tian religion; but the classes in Slavonic, ancient and modern, were
compulsory for all. Ancient Slavonic is rather difficult; I think the
grammar is similar to that of classic Greek., This teacher did know
somcthing about his subject, but as a Christian and a Russian official
he felt it beneath his dignily o assume that his Jewish pupls would
ever succced in learning or underslanding anything of ihe language,
Unfortunately for him they were ihe only ones who did, For, more to
annoy him than for any other “%cason, we made a point of being well
up on this subject. TIe was often compelled to fall back on us in the
question period, and this invariably threw him info 2 rage. He used to
set traps for us, but almost always we were ready {or him, and the
contests usually ended in his ignominious defeal. Thus Judaism {ri-
wmphed in the midst of oppression,

There was one oulstanding exception among my teachers, a man by
the name ol Kornienko, to whom, very possibly, I owe whalever I have
been able to achieve in the way of science, He was a chemist, with a
genuine love of his subject and a considerable reputation in the world
at large. He was, in fact, the glory of our school, and this perhaps
explains why he was able to do as much as he did without falling foul
of the authorities. He had managed to asscmble a little laboratory, a
leury which was then almast unknown in Russian high schools. His
attitude toward his pupils was in wholesome contrast with that of the
other members of the stafl. He was a decent, liberal-minded fellow, and
treated us like human beings. He entered into conversation with us, and
did his best to interest 1s in the wider aspects of natural science. I need
hardly say that most of us responded warmly, and there grew up a kind
of friendship between pupils and teacher—a state of affairs unimagi-
nably rare in the Russian schools of that day.

It was Kornienko who gave me my impulse toward chemistry. In the
last, or seventh, class—I was then in my eighteenth year—ithe students
were allowed a certain amount of specialization. I had at least one hour
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of theoretical chemistry each day, and two or three whole mornings in
the laboratory. Even so we did not get very far, for the poverly of (he
general standard could not but affect Kornienko's work, 1 found this
out when I got to a German university where, in my first year, 1 had
1o learn as entirely new material which to the German studemts was
merely a revision of the work they had been doing in their last high-
school year. My equipment in mathematics and physics was of course
still poorer. I have often wondered what would have been the course of
my life if it had not been for the chance intervention of this gified and
fine-spirited teacher.

In spite of everything, one could not say that our school life was
unpleasant; it may at times have dulled our wits, but we hore that
quite cheerfully, T did well at the examinations, and generally received
top matks, which was nothing to boast about in the circumstances, School
and homework absorbed ihe minor parl of my energies; and even when
my Hebrew studies and my tutorial duties were thrown in, there was
enough left [or general activities, and {rom my fifceath year on { was
drawn more and more into the life of the city, and into the nascent
Zionist movement.

Pinsk was not a pleasant town {o live in, though [ did uot heeome
aware of this fact until I had scen a little more of the world, Low lying,
malarial, it was, like Motol, mud in the spring and antumn, jee in the
winter, dust in the summer. When the rains eame the lower purd ol
Pinsk was flooded, and from three sides could he approwched only in
hoats. Of the streets, two or three were paved, or, rather, covered with
cobblestoncs. As the floods retreated with the approach of summuer, o
miasmal mist went up out of (he earth, and after it came a thick dust,
Since all these things belonged 1o the natural order, it did not veeur to
me that there was anything to complain about, and I caunot say that
my boyhood was a time of discontent,

But T must not forget the happy intetludes. There were the sununer
journeys on my uncle’s rafts up the canal to Brest Litovsk and down
the Boug to Warsaw. There were visits home, in the summer, during
the Christmas vacation, and for the Passover, and these irips were
adventures in themselves. For though it was, as I have said, only twenty~
five miles from Pinsk to Motol, the journey consumed at least iwenty-
four hours, In the winter the trip was made by sleigh; in the spring
and summer—wind, weather and mud permitting—by cart. Of course
1 did not hire a cart for myself; that would have cosi as much ag three
or four rubles. I waited for an opportunity. Usually it was a shopkeeper
from Motol who came to Pinsk 1o replenish his stock. I would climb
into the cart, make myself comfortable among the hay, straw, jars,
barrels and bundles of provisions, and settle down for the journey,
Sometimes we passed the night in the open air, The wagon was drawn
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to a side, and man and beast slept under the stars for a few hours. We
might perhaps have made the journey in less than a day, if we had dared
to move a little faster, But the pace was regulated by the condition of
the road, the structurc of the wagon, and the amount of jolting which
a human being can stand, We rattled along on those rutted tracks, the
soul almost shaken out of our bodies, the wagon threatening to fall to
pieces.

Sometimes I traveled alone, that is, with the merchant and the peasant
driver ; sometimes an uncle was with me, or father was returning home
from Pinsk, And sometimes we did not pass the night under the open
sky. There were two or three inns between Pinsk and Motol; there
was also, halfway between the two towns, the estate of the powerful
Count Skirmunt, a great landowner, and one of the fabulous figures of
the vicinity. This estate contained immense gardens, woods, an entire
village, Poretsche, and several small factories. Many, many years after
I had left Motol and Pinsk behind me, I met the legendary Count Skir-
munt. Fle was at that time the Ambassador of the liberated Poland to
the Court of St. James; I sat next to him at a dinner. I told him how,
in my hoyhaod, I had used to steal apples from his—or his father's—
orchard at Doretsche, He remembered two of my uncles, with whom
hie had done business,

I the winter the trip between Pinsk and Motol was shorter. The road
was smooth, for snow had fallen, and the topmost layer had thawed and
then frozen again to make a perfect surface for the sleigh, I remember
that T used to be made sick by the monotonous whiteness of the roads
and fields; so I would be bundled up in overcoats and rugs and des-
patched all of a piece. T would fall asleep, and the first thing I knew we
were in Poretsche.

The Jewish drivers were sui generis: jolly companions, full of warldly
wit and wisdom. They might be without much book learning, but they
were far from ignorant, and could while away the hours of the journey
with wonderful stories, When they reached a good piece of road they
would travel over it again and again, backward and forward—it was
such a relief not to be jolted to pieces.

In Pinsk, as in Motol, T had no social contact with gentiles, They
formed, indeed, a minority of the population, and consisted chiefly of
administrators, railway officials and workers, the management of the
canal and a number of big landowners whose estates were in the vicinity
but who maintained town houses. The Jewish population differed from
that of other towns of the Pale in that it possessed, in addition to the
usual overload of traders and shopkeepers, a comparatively large class
of river and factory warkers, Jews made up the majority of the porters,
navvies and raft pilots. These last were a skilled class. It needed training
and aptitude to manipulate the rafts upstream on the Pina and into the
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canal in such a fashion as not to damage the locks. Other Jews worked
in the match factory and the sawmills.

Jewish Pinsk was divided into two communities, Pinsk proper and
Karlin, each with its own set of synagogues, Rabbis, hospitals and
schools. Karlin, where I lived, was considered, as they say in America,
the right side of the tracks, It was here that I grew {rom boyhood into
early manhood, here that I had my social and intellectual contacts, and
here that I was inducted into the Zionist movement. Pinsk, then, set the
double pattern of my life; it gave me my first bent toward science, and
it provided me with my first experiences in Zionism.

These two areas of my life were sharply separated. Zionism was never
tolerated as a political movement by the czarist regime, and practical
Zionist work, primitive enough in those days, was carried on under the
guise of philanthropy. In 1884, about a year before I came to Pinsk,
there had taken place the famons Kattowitz Conference of the Chovewe
Zion—the Lovers of Zion—ithe first gathering of its kind. It marked,
historically, the conscious, organized beginning of Zionism, and it fol-
lowed closely the onset of the era of repression. Pinsk became one of
the centers of the Chibath Zion, Rabbi David Friedman—who was
known, according to the Jewish fashion, by the aflcctintate diminutive
of Reb Dovidl, also as Reb Dovidl Karliner, from the name of his com-
munity—was a member of the Presidium of the Kattowitz Conference,
and therefore the titular head of the movement in Piusk, This Reb
Dovidl was a remarkable figure, combining the highest traditions of
old-world Jewish saintliness and scholarship with a fecling for the spirit
of the times. He was a tiny, shriveled-up wisp of a man, wilh a won-
derful, transfigured face. He fasted every Monday and Thursday, and
was considered even among pietists as exceptionally scruputlous in his
observance of all the mimutise of the Jewish ritual, Fe had a litie
synagogue attached to his house, and it was there that I attended serv-
ices, The brother-in-law of Reb Dovidl was Reb Yechiel Pinnes (a name
connected with Pina and Pinsk), one of the earliest settlers in Palestine
hailing from our parts; he preceded, if T am not mistaken, the group of
the Bilus, as they were called, who went out from Russia as the first
modern colonizers in 1882, Several branches of the family also settled
in America, and scores of their descendants are scattered throughout
the United States. The name has been Americanized into Pines.

For a community of its size Pinsk contributed an unusually large
number of workers aud pioneers in Zionism. There was Judah Berges,
who married into a Pinsk family, a distinguished Maskil, (a follower
of the Haskalloh, or new Enlightenment) and a man with a gemuine
gift of leadership. There was Aaron Eisenberg who went out to Palestine
when I was still in Pinsk, His departure was a tremendous event and
Pinsk gave him a great send-off. It was with a sensc of awe that we
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assembled that evening and gazed with our own cyes ot a man who was
actually going to Palestine. He promised to write us, and tell us what
the land looked like; and aflerward we waited eagerly fotr every scrap
of news about his movements and his adventures. Eiscnberg seitled in
Rehovoth, becamme one of its most useful and most prosperous colonists,
and contributed greatly to the development of the region. Forty years
later I bought the land for our house in Rehovoth from the children of
Aaron Eisenberg., George Halpern, who many years later became the
manager of ihe Jewish Colonial Trust, likewise came from Pinsk, so did
Isaac Naiditch, one of the founders—in 1920—of the Keren Hayesod,
the Palestine Foundation Fund, an important instrument in the
building of Jewish Palestine. The Shertoks, too, came from Pinsk;
Moshe Shertok of the younger generation of that family, brought up in
Palestine, is a leading fipure in the political life of modern Palestine.
During my boyhood years in Pinsk, Zvi Hirsch Masliansky, the great
folk orator, taught at a local Hebrew school. He was otie of the most
heloved and most influential of the magidim, or popular preachers, He
seitled aflerward in America, and was as beloved among the Yiddish-
speaking masscs there as he had been in Russia, He died a few years
ago, an oclogenarian, ane of the last remaining links with ihe heroic
catly days of Zionism, These are names familiar perhaps osnly io
Zionists; but they were the names of men who had a vision of redemption
nearly sixty years ago, who transmuled the dream into tangible reality
and who, fu Lhe face of infinite discouragement on the parl of practical
people, sowed the seeds of that considerable achievemeni which is Jewish
Palestine today.

We must not think of Zionism in Pinsk fifty odd years ago, long
before the coming of Theodor Herzl, in terms of the modern movement.
Organized activity in the present-day sense simply did not exist. A youth
organization was undreamed of. There were casual meetings of the
older people, at which the youngsters sneaked in, to sit in a corner, On
rare occasions when a circular was sent out, we were permitted to
address the envelopes, Our financial resources were comically primitive ;
we dealt in rubles and kopecks. One of the main sources of income was
the collection made on the Feast of Purim. Youngsters were enlisted
to distribute leaflets and circulars from house to house, and modest
contributions would be made by most of the householders. Not all, by
any means. Not the very rich ones, for instance, like the Lurias, the
great clan of industrialists with branches in Warsaw, Libau and Danzig,
who owned the match {actory in Pinak. For already, in those early days,
the classic divisions in Zionism, which have endured till very recent
days, manifested themselves, The Jewish magnates were, with very {few
exceptions, bitterly anti-Zionist. Our supporters were the middle class
and the poor, An opposition—in the shape of a labor movement—did not
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exist yet, for the Bund, the Jewish revolutionary labor organization, was
not founded until 18g7—the year of the first Zionist Congress.

Of course I took an active part in these money collections. Because of
1y position as “tutor” in the home ol a patrician family, I used to be al-
lotted not only the house of my patron, hut the houses of all the relatives,
in-laws, sons- and daughters-in-law. Purim always came in the midst
of the March thaw, and hour after hour I would go tramping through
the mud of Pinsk, from end to end of the town. I remember that my
mother was accustomed, {or reasons of economy, to make my overcoats
much tao long for me, to allow for growth, so that as I went I repeatedly
stumbled over the skirts and sometimes [ell headlong into the icy slush
of 1he streets, I worked late into the night, but usually had the immense
satisfaction of bringing in more money than anyone else. Such was my
apprenticeship for the activities which, on a rather larger scale, have
occupied so many years of my later life,

Another activity which engaged my attention—this was only indi-
rectly related to Zionism—was the agitation for the modernized, im-
proved cheder—the cheder metukon—which sprang up about this time
in Russian Jewry. A reform was badly needed, not simply in regard to
the accommodations, pedagogy and curriculum, bul in regard to the
entire attilude toward the elementary education of young childeen. Tt
was extraordinary that the Jews, with whom the cducation of their
children was a matter of the profoundest concern, paid no attention o
the firsl slages of that education. Any sort of lIuckless failure in the
community was considered good enough to teach children their letters,
and the word melomed, or teacher, was synonymous with sehlinill,
Perhaps Jewish fathers had the notion that children would pick up
the rudiments of reading and writing, of Hebrew and Bible, anyhow.
So they did, I suppose; but at great cost in childhood happiness, and
at the risk of acquiring a deep distaste for Jewish learning. The cheder
metufan sought to introduce the element of humanism into early studies,
with grealer emphasis on Hebrew as a living tongue, on the secular
aspects of the Jewish tradition, and on worldly subjects which were
considered anathema by the old generation, My enthusiastic support of
the new type of cheder got me into trouble with the uitraorthodox, who
threatened to denounce me to the police as an atheist, revolutionary,
enemy of God and disturher of the peace,

Looking back from the vantage point of present-day Zionism, I can
see that we had not the slightest idea of how ihe practical ends of the
movement were to be realized. We knew that the doors of Palestine
were closed to us. We knew that every Jew who entered Palestine was
given “the red ticket,” which he had to produce on demand, and by
virtue of which he could be expelled at once by the Turkish authorilies.
We knew that the Turkish law forbade the acquisition of land by Jews.
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Perhaps if we had considered the matter too closely, or tricd to be too
systematic, we would have been frightened off, We merely went ahead
in a small, blind, persistent way. Jews settled in Palestine, and they
were not expelled. They bought land, sometimes through straw men,
sometimes by bribes, for Turkish officialdom was even more corrupt
than the Russian, Houses were built, in evasion of the law. Between
Dboksheesh and an infinitc variety of subterfuges, the first little colonies
were created. Things got done, somehow ; not big things, but enough to
whet the appetite and keep us going.

The obstinacy and persistence of the movement cannot be understood
except in terms of faith. This faith was part of our make-up ; our Jewish-
ness and our Zionism were interchangeable; you could not destroy the
second without destroying the first. We did not need propagandizing.
When Zvi Hirsch Masliansky, the famous folk orator, came to preach
Zionism to us, he addressed the convinced. Of course we loved listening
to him, for he spoke beautifully, and he invariably drew on texts from
the book of Isaiah, which all of us knew by heart. But we heard in his
maving otations only the echo of our innermost [eelings.

This is not to deny that there was a wide assimilatory fringe in Jewish
life. For that matter we, the Zionists, did not remain indifferent to
Russian civilization and culture, I think T may say that we spoke and
wrote the language belter, were more intimaicly acquainted with its
literature, than most Russians. But we were rooted heatt and soul in
our awn culture, and it did not occur to us o give it up in delerence
to another, For the first time we fought the assimilationist tendency on
its own ground, that is to say, in terms of a modem outlook. We had
our periodicals, we had our conlemporaneous writers, as well as our
ancient traditions. We read Ha-Zephirah and Ho-Melite and Ha-
Schachar, the Hebrew weeklies and dailies; we read Smolenskin and
Pinsker and Mohilever and Achad Ha-am, the protagonists of the
Chibath Zion. There was a genuine renaissance in Hebrew, coinciding
with the birth of the modern Yiddish classics, the works of Mendele
Mocher S'orim, J. L. Perelz, Sholom Aleichem, which we also read
eagerly. Hebrew was the pride and special symbol of Zionism, however.
I, for instance, never corresponded with my father in any other language,
though to mother I wrote in Yiddish. I sent my father only one Yiddish
letter; he returned it without an answer,

The assimilatiotists in Pinsk—as in other Jewish towns—were drawn
from the intelligentsia, which meant the professionals. They were the
doctors, pharmacists, dentists and engineers. Once they had been op-
posed by nothing more than the inertia of the Jewish mass; now they
were up sgainst a conscious and enthusiastic countermovement, and
they found the going difficult. A story was told in Pinsk of a typical
assimilationist doctor who settled in the community and distinguished
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himself by refusing to talk anything but Russian to his Jewish patients.
Not that he did not know Yiddish as well as any of ihem, hul he con-
sidered Russian bon ton, and good business—one could charge higher
fees in Russian. Shortly after him another doctor opened a practice in
Pinsk, and this one, a Zionist, spoke Yiddish and even Ilcbrew with
his patients. The competition made itself felt, so the assimilationist doc-
tor rediscovered his mother tongue, Word was brought to the Zionist
doctor: “Your competitor is speaking Yiddish!” “Wait,” was the
answer, “Tll have him speaking Hebrew before I'm through with him."”

These, then, were the beginnings of Zionism, in the midst of which
1 lived in my boyhood. They came from deep sources; and if the practical
manifestations were rather pitifu} at first, if a whole generation had to
pass away and another take its place before action became planned and
impressive, the significance of those who nurtured and transmitted the
impulse must not be forgotten. It was because of them that Herzl found
a movement ready for him. If other cvidence of the significance of
Russian proto-Zionism were needed, we need only look al the {oundation
layers of the present Jewish population of Palestine. Pinsk and Vilna
and Odessa and Warsaw, and a hundred lesser-known Jewish com-
munities are there, the first contributors of the human material of the
Return.

Both by way of tribute to my parents, and as a pari of this history,
I must make note of the record of my family in relalion {o Dalestine.
It is symbolic of the reality that Zionism became for so many Russian
Jewish families.

There were twelve of us who grew up, children of Oser and Rachel
Weizmann, seven girls and five boys ; I was the third child. Of the {welve,
nine settled permanently in Palestine, All of them were, I think, useful
to the country, constructive, each in his or her own way. In my mother’s
latter years, when we came together to celebrate the Passover in her
home in Haifa, thirty-five of us, sons, daughters, sons-in-law, daughters-
in-law, grandsons and granddaughters, sat down at table [or the seder.
My mother, presiding over the ceremony, always shed a few tears for
those who were still dispersed. We brought not only our principles to
Palestine, but our own population.
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MY LIFE, like the life of so many Russian Jews ol my gencration,
bas been one marked regularly by important and fatelul decisions.
The years did not run along prepared grooves, There was not with us
Jews, as with most peoples in that remote time, the normal, natural
development of one's career, the expected thing, with only minor varia-
tions. Every division of one’s life was a watershed,

Here I was, eighteen years old, a graduate of the Real-Gymnasium
of Pinsk, What was to be the next step? That I was to continue my
studies was taken for granted. But where? In Russia? Was I to try to
break through the natrow gate of the numerus clausus, and enroll in
the University of Kiev—as my two brothers did some yearts later—or
of Petrograd? I would no doubt have succeeded. But the road was one
of ceaseless chicanery, deception and humiliation. I might pass the
difficult entrance examination—-Jewish students were given a special
set of more difficult papers—and still fail to obtain the necessary “resi-
dential rights.” I would then have to go through the mummery of entoll-
ment as an artisan holding a fake joh in one of the forbidden cities.
Then there would be years of bribery and uncertainty; endless dodging
of police roundups; constant changes of address, I loathed the thought
of all this furtiveness. Moreover, I disliked Russia intensely, not Russia
proper, that is, but czarist Russia. All my inclinations pointed to the

20 .
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West, whither thousands of Russian Jewish students had moved by
now, in a sort of educational stampede,

So I went West, and only the choice of the univetsity was accidental,
A friend of the family had a son attending a Jewish boarding school
in the village of Pfungstadt, near Darmstadt in Germany. Learning that
there was a vacancy on the staff for a junior teacher of Hebrew and
Russian, he recommended me, and I was offered the position. I had
no idea what the place was like—which was perhaps fortunate, All 1
cared was that T would get my board, lodging and three hundred marks
~ahout seventy-five dollars—a year in exchange for two hours of tuition
a day; that Pfungstadt was less than an hour away, by train, from
Darmstadt, where there was a university; and that between my stipend
and 2 little assistance from home I would be able to pay my fees, buy
the necessary hooks and get through my courses, Afterward? Well, I
did not know. Perhaps T would return to Russia, in spite of the wretch-
edness of our lot there, and make the best of it under the czarist regitme
until the dawn of a brighter day. Perhaps I would go to Palestine.
Perhaps I would remain in the West. In any case, I would not have
to swindle my way through the higher education.

But my exit from Russia had its characteristic touch. Everyhody in
that country had a domestic passport, or identification card. One needed
that in traveling from city to city. To go abroad one had to have a
foreign passport, a rather expensive documeni. Since I had harely
eough funds to get me to Pfungstadt fourth class, and to sce me fhrough
the first month, I had to dispense with the foreign possport, I became,
for the nonce, a raft worker, and as such entitled {o make the round
trip on the river to Danzig without a foreign passport. At Thorn, the
first stop on Getman territory, I picked up my bundles and skipped.

It was & marvelous new world that I entered with a beating heart, 2
clean, neat, orderly world, which bewildered me for two reasons, First,
it was so different from the gentile world I had been accustomed to.
Second, my Pinsk Yiddish which, like most Russian Jews, I had taken
to be next door to High German, turned out to be incomprehensible to
the Germans—very much to my astonishment and resentment, However,
even without the barrier of language, the country would have been
strange enough, One trifling illustrative incident sticks in my mind.
When I reached Frankfort on the Main after a sit-up journey of some
twenty-four hours on the fourth-class wooden benches, I went into a
post office and sent a telegram to Plungstadt. T counted out the money
car‘efully and waited for a signed receipt, I waited and waited—it was
unimaginable to me that one gave money to a government official and
didu’t get a receipt for it. The man behind the window managed to get

it through to me that in Germany government officials could be trusted
with small change,
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Pfungstadt was my introduction to onc of the queerest chapters in
Jewish history: the assimilated Jews of Germany, then in the high
summer of their illusory security, and mightily proud of it. I was
a boy of nineteen, naive, ignorant and impressionable. I did not know
then that Germany was in its great period of post-Bismarckian expan-
sion, making gigantic strides forward among the world Powers. I did
not know that German Jewry was exerting itself frantically to efface
its own identity, to be accepted as German of the Germans, I did not
see persons as types, and I did not think in terms of historic forces.
My reactions were direct and personal. I saw different human beings,
they aroused certain emotions in me; and this direct relationship was
my sole guide to the world around me,

The townlet of Pfungstadt was famous all over Germany for its
brewery, and among the German Jews for its Jewish boarding school.
The head of this school was a Dr. Barness, a man who in his own way
was even more bewildering to me than the German gentiles, He was
pious in the extreme, that is to say, he practiced the rigid, formal piety
of Frankfort Jewish orthodoxy. The school was koshar; it had in con-
stant attendance a Mashgioch, or overseer of the ritual purity of the
food. There were no classes on the Sabbath; tio writing was done on
that day; prayers were said three times daily, motning, afterncon and
evening. But it was not the orthodoxy I had known and loved at home.
It was stufly, it was unreal, it had no folk background. It lacked warmth
and galety and color and intimacy. It did not interpenetrate the life of
the teachers and pupils ; it was a cold discipline imposed from the outside.

Dr, Barness was completely assimilated, and deseribed himself as “a
German of the Mosaic persuasion.” He took his Judaism to mean that
in all respects save that of a religious ritual he was as Germag, in cul-
ture, background and personality, as any descendant of the Cerusci.
This philosophy he preached in and out of season, both at school and
everywhere else, but especially at the meetings which he addressed on
the subject of anti-Semitism. For anti-Semitism was eating deep into
Germany in those days, a heavy, solid, bookish anti-Semitism far more
deadly, in the long run, than the mob anti-Semitism of Russian city
hooligans and the cynical exploitation of it practiced by Russian politi-
cians and prelates, It worked itself into the texture of the national
consciousness. Even Dr. Barness could not ignore the evidence of Jew-
hatred about him, But he regarded it as the result of a slight misunder-
standing. If some Germans were anti-Semitically inclined, it was because
they did not know the sterling qualities of the Jews, as exemplified in
Dr. Barness and his like. They had to be told—that was all. A little
enlightenment, judiciously applied, and anti-Semitism would simply
vanish,

With all my youthful naiveté I just could not stomach Dr. Barness’
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rather fatuous and self-satisfied philosoply of anti-Semitism ; and though
it was shared by all the teachers in the school, I did not yet suspect that
it was a characteristic of most of German Jewry. Naturally I did not
know that I would come up against it repeatedly in later years, in con-
tacts with German—and not only German—Jewish leaders, greater and
wiser men than Dr. Barness, who on this subject were as trivial, as
evasively blind, as he, At the time I only knew—when I began, with an
increasing grasp of the language, to understand what he was talking
abaut—that he caused me the acutest discomfort. Without a philosophy
of history or of anti-Semitism, I felt clearly enongh that Dr. Barness
was an intellectual coward and a toady. Toward the end of my stay in
Pfungstadt I got into an argument with him. Hearing him, for the
hundredth time or so, say that if the Germans would only have their
eyes opened to the excellent qualities of the Jews, etc, etc, etc, I
answered desperately: “Herr Dokior, if a man Las a piece of something
in his eye, he doesn’t want to know whether it's a piece of mud or a
piece of gold. He just wants to get it out!” Herr Dokior was specchless,

It was quite useless to argue with Dr. Barness, or with any of the
teachers, Their conviction regarding the essential triviality and cvanes-
cent character of anti-Semitism was a complex which was related to
their anxiety not to believe that a Jewish people existed, I remmember
how, shortly after my arrival, one of the teachers asked me what
nationality I was; and when I answered, “Ein Russischer Jude” (a
Russian Jew), he stared at me, then went off into gales of laughter,
He bad never heard of such a thing. A German, yes. A Russian, yes,
Judaism, yes. But a Russian Jew! That was to him the height of the
ridiculous,

The piety of the boarding school was to me uttetly wild. I just did
not feel any religion in it. Perhaps this effect was heightened by the
wretchedness of the food, on which, I am afraid, some of the considerable
profits of the institution were made, Moreover, I was lonely and desper-
ately homesick for Pinsk, for my family, for Motol, for my friends, for
the world I knew. My contacts with German life then, and later during
my years as a student in Berlin, were few; but such as they were, they
left me ill at ease. It was better in Pinsk, though Pinsk was Russia, and
Russia meant czardom and the Pale and the mumerus clousus and po-
groms. In Russia at least we, the Jews, had a culture of our own, and
2 high one. We had standing in our own eyes. We did not dream that
our Jewish being was something to be sloughed off furtively. But in
Germany, surrotnded by effidency and power, the Jews were obsessed
by a sense of inferiority which urged them ceaselessly ta deny themselves
and to regard their heritage with shame—and at the same time to sing
their own praises in the ears of those who would not listen, Tt was here,
in Germany, that I learned the full meaning of what Achad Ha-am



I TURN WESTWARD 83

expressed in his famous cssay Awdut betoch Cheruth, “Slavery in the
Midst of Freedom,” addressed to the assimilatory Western Jews,

Darmstadt was a pleasant enough town, but I saw next to nothing of
it. I had no time, On weekdays I got up at five, to make the train which
arrived in Darmstadt at six-thirty, The university did not open untif
seven-thirty, so I had to walk the streets for an hour. I got back to
Pfungstadt at half-past four, and taught Russian and Hebrew till half-
past six. Since I had not the money for a regular meal in Darmstadt,
I took with e a britchen (roll) and a piece of cheese, or of sausage,
That had to last me until suppertime, and supper, as I have indicated,
was a wretched affair, though it was preceded by a solemn benediction
and followed by & long grace. I had to work late into the night, learning
German and trying to fill the gaps in my scientific and general education,
which was far behind the standards of the German high schools. Between
overwork, malnutrition and loneliness I had a rather cheerless time of
it. I stuck it out for two semesters and had something approaching a
breakdown. My Pfungstadt experience lelt a permanent mark on my
health; nearly filty years later a doctor traced a lung hemorrhage to
the effects of my first eight months in Germany,

I left Pfungstadt without regrets, and remember it without pleasure.
I have not retained a single permanent relationship as a result of my
stay there, which is a rare experience for me. Many years later, when
the school was in its decline, I came across one of its advertisements in
a German Jewish periodical. It had taken to announcing that “Dr, Chaim
Weizmann taught here,” But apparently even this evidence of its one-
time academic distinction was of no avail, for it ultimately closed its
doors. Just before that happened the son of Dr. Barness wrote to me
asking me to recommend him some pupils. My conscience would not let
me, It was an obnoxious place.

The situation at home was bad. The family had moved to Pingk, for
a number of reasons. The younger children were growing up, and it
was impossible to maintain them in school at Pinsk, unless the home
was there, Father could conduct his business from Pinsk as easily as
from Motol; our only reason for staying in Motol had been the house.
Pinsk was in one way better than Motol, hecause fathet’s rafts all had
to pass through Pinsk, which meant he would he at home oftener. But
the first period of resettlement was a hard one. It was out of the question
to send me back to the West. So I stayed in Pinsk for a year, working
in a small chemical factory owned by one of the Lurias, and I took
advantage of this interruption in my education to get rid of my military
obligations, which had been hanging over me like a nightmare. It goes
without saying that I had no intention of wasting four years serving
Czar Nicholas, I appeared before the conscription board, was duly
examined and duly pronounced fit. By a marvelous stroke of Iuck I
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managed to talk my way out of the army in a special interview with the
focal military commander, a decent and cultured Russizn who thought
it a pity to have my education interrupted.

Al the end of a year father’s business—he was already in parinership
with his gifted and ambitious son-in-law-—~took a turn for the hetter,
These two decided to finance my education between them: no jobs, and
no provincial university this time. I was to go to Berlin, and enroll in
the Palytechnicum, which was considered one of the three best scientific
schools in Europe. I was to have a hundred marks—twenly-five dollars
—a month, not a munificent allowance, but one that would just about
enahle me to get along after paying for my courses; in any case, it was
more than the majority of foreign students in Berlin had lo live on. And
so, in the summer of 1895, I set my face westward again.

The difference between Berlin and Darmstadt had 1o do with much
more than academic raling, Darmstadi was a litlle place, without a
foreign student hody. I had chosen it as a pis aller, because of the job
in Plungstadt. Berlin was a world metropolis, the first I learned to
know, It was at the center of the iniellectual currents of ihe time, Above
all, it had an enormous Russian-Jewish student colony, which was 1o
play as important a role in molding my lile as the universily jtsell.

These student colonies were an inieresting and characteristic lealure
of Western Europe in the days of czarist Russia, Tn Berlin, Berne,
Zurich, Geneva, Munich, Paris, Montpeltier, Nancy, ecidelberg, young
Russian Jews, driven from the land of their birth by persecution, by
discrimination and by iniellectual starvation, constituted special amd
identifiable groups. The women studenis were almosl as numerous as
the men. In some places they outnumbered the men. Medicine was the
favorite study, for it offered the most obvious road to a livelihood;
besides, it was associated with the idea of social service, of contact with
the masses, of opportunity to teach, by precept and example. Engincer-
ing and chemistry came next, with law in the third or fourth place. Like
myself, most of these students were vague about the future; were they
to return to Russia, or were they to commit themselves to the West?
They did not know. But whatever their choice of subjecl, whatever iheir
plans, they were nearly all of a definite type. They belonged o the
middle and lower middle classes; for the rich Jews of Russia—like the
rich anywhere—could “arrange” things, and seldom had to send their
children to foreign universities. The Jewish students al the Western
universities were “rebels” in one sense or another; what else should
they be under the circumstances? And they were, almost without excep-
tion, the children of “banlabatische” parents, solid, respectable, intelligent
householders of the middle and lower middle class, people steeped in
Jewish tradition, instinctively liberal, ambitious—just like my father—
for their children, eager to hurst the bonds of the past. Many of these
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youngsters hacl reccived a good Jewish education. They spoke Yiddish,
they read Hebrew, or at least were familiar with it,

The first westward tide of students had set in with the clamping down
of educational restrictions in1 the early eighties, In my day the colonies
were already well established ; they had a tradition and a character. They
were revolutionary in a peculiar sense, and in a specifically Russian
setting involving for the Jews a complete denial of Jewish identity. It
was an utterly anomalous situation. Jewish studenis in Western Euraope
could not become part of the revolutionary movement tmless they did
violence to their affections and affiliations by pretending that they had
no special emotional and cultural relationship to their own people. It
was a ukase from above. Also it was completely artificial; for these
young men and women were not “assimilated”; they had not drifted
away from the mode of life of their parents. On the contrary there was
a deep and tender attachment to the ancient Jewish patterns. But the
“line,” as we should call it nowadays, forbade such a relationship; Zion-
ism was “counterrevolutionary.”

This extraordinary ukase was soon challenged. Long before the com-
ing of Theodor Herzl, consciously Zionistic groups of Jewish students
in the Western universitics were already fighting the assimilationist-
revolutionary movement, not on its revolationary but on its assimila-
tionist side. In Berlin there had been organized, five or six years before
uty arrival, the Jidisch-Russisch Wissenschaftliches Verein—the Jewish-
Russian Scientific Society. Its leaders were all destined to become
prominent in the Zionist movement: Shmarya Levin, Leo Motzkin,
Nachman Syrkin, Victor Jacobson, Arthur Hantke, Heinrich Ldwe,
Zelig Soskin, Willi Bambus, and many others, When I arrived in Berlin
some of these had already graduated, or had left for other universities.
Shmarya Levin, for instance—he developed into one of the great
tribunes of Zionism, a man of fascinating personality and dazzling
oratorical gifts—had gone to Koenigsherg to work on his doctorate
thesis. Soomer ot later I got to know all of them; and with most of
them I developed enduring and lifelong relationships. I was to work
with them in the course of the next twenty, thirty, forty years, in Eng-
land, in America, in Palestine; I was to fight at their side, or against
them, at the Zionist Congresses. I was to witness, together with them,
the development of the Zionist movement from what passed for a “freak”
phenomenon into a serious inlernational force engaging the attention of
statesmen.

In short, this was a world very different indeed from Pfungstadt and
Darmstadt. Here, in Bertin, I grew out of my boyhood Zionism, out of
my adolescence, into something like maturity. When I left Berlin for
Switzerland, in 1898, at the age of twenty-four, the adult pattern of my
life was set, Of ccurse I learned a great deal in later years; but no
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fundamental change took place ; my political outlook, my Zionist idealogy,
my scientific bent, my life's purposes, had crystallized. )

Of my fellow-students who afterward became my fellow-workers in
Zionism I shall have much to say, in this and in succeeding chapters;
for some of them became intimate and cherished [riends; and the
Jidisch-Russisch Verein could, without derogating from the role played
by similar student bodies in other Western universities, claim o have
been the cradle of the modern Zionist movement. Bul I musl speak
first of a great man who was then living in Berlin, one whose influence
on us, on Russian Jewry, and on the Zionist movement, was incalculable,
Him, too, I was able to call, in later years, {riend and comrade, though
he was more—he was adviser and teacher, 100; and I shall have much
to say about him in later chapters of this narrative.

Asher Ginshurg, best, indeed almost exclusively known under his
pen name of Achad Ha-am—“One of the People”—was the foremost
thinker and Hebrew stylist of his generation. I was a hoy of scventeen,
2 high-school studenti in Pinsk, when e first sprang inlo prominence
with his article—a classic of Zionist hisloty and literature—""Truth from
Palestine.” He was a keen and merciless critic from the heginning, a
man of unshakable iniellectual inlegrily; bul his criticisms sprang {rom
a strongly affirmative outlook. For him Zionism was the Jewish renaig-
sance in a spiritual-national sense, lts culonizational work, its political
program had meaning only as an organic part of the re-education of the
Jewish people. A fagade of physical achievement weant little to him;
he measured both the organization in the exile and the colunies in
Palestine by their effect on Jewry, Eis first concern was with quality,
When he organized his soclety, the Bnai Moshe—the training school of
many of the Russian Zionist leaders—he put the emphasis on perfec-
tion, The membership was never more than one hundred, but every
member was tested by high standards of intelligence and devotion, As
a writer, Achad Ha-am never put forth less than his best; he was pre-
cise and penetrating in his thoughts; he was sparing and exact in his
style, which became a model for a whole school. As an editor he was
not less exacting of his contributors. He criticized the early work of the
Chibath Zion hecause it had placed the chiel emphasis on the physical
redemption of the Jewish people; he criticized the practical work of
Baron Edmond de Rothschild because the latter, in coming to the rescue
of the tottering colonies in Palestine, was animated—so it was thought,
but: somewhat mistakenly, as I shall show later—only by a spirit of old-
fashioned philanthropy, which was less concerned with the remaking of
the colonists than with immediate economic results; he criticized Herzl
because he did not find in the new Zionist movement the proper atten-
tion to the inner rehabilitation of Jewry which had to precede, or at least
accompany, the external solution of its problems.
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It is not easy to convey to this generation of Jewry in the West the
effect which Achad Ha-am produced on us. One might have thought
that such an attitude of caution, of restraint, of seeming pessimism,
would: all but destroy a movement which had only just begun to take
shape. It was not the case, simply because Achad Ha-am was far from
being a negative spirit. Though essentially a philosopher and not a man
of action, he joined the executive of the Choveve Zion Federation, the
Odessa Committee as it was called, which supervised such practical
work as was being done in Palestine, His crilicisms were likewise ex-
hortations, In his analysis of the spiritual slavery of “emancipated”
Western Jews he was forthright to the point of cruelty, and his argu-
ments hurt all the more because they were unanswerable. The appear-
ance of one of Achad Ha-am’s articles was always an event of prime
importance, We read him, and read him again, and discussed him end-
lessly. He was, I might say, what Gandhi has been to many Indians,
what Mazzini was to Young Italy a century ago.

We youngsters in Berlin did not see much of him, At rare intetvals
we would drop in on him at his modest little home, But his presence
in our midst was a constant inspiration and influence.

We held our regular Saturday night meetings at a café, and mostly
it was the one atlached to a certain Jewish hotel—the Hotel Zentrum
on the Alexanderplatz, because there, during lean periods, we could
get beer and sausages on eredit. I think with something like a shudder
of the amount of talking we did. We never dispersed before the small
Tours of the morning. We talked of everything, of history, wars, revolu-
tions, the rebuilding of society. But chiefly we talked of the Jewish
problem and of Palestine, We sang, we celebrated such Jewish festivals
as we did not go home for, we dehated with the assimilationists, and
we made vast plans for the redemption of our people, It was all very
youthiul and naive and jolly and exciting; but it was not without a
deeper meaning.

At first T was greally overawed by my {ellow-students, among whom
T was the youngest, Fresh from little Pinsk, with its petty Zionist col-
lections and small-town discussions, I was staggered by the sweep of
vision which Motzkin and Syrkin and the others displayed. There was
also a personal detail which oppressed me at the beginning, I was only
a student of chemistty; they were students of philosophy, history, eco-
nomics, law and other “higher” things, I was immensely attracted to
them as persons and as Zionists; but gradually I began to feel that in
their personal preparations for life they were as vague as in their Zionist
plans. I had brought with me out of Russia a dread of the “eternal
student” type, the impractical idealist without roots in the worldly
struggle, a figure only too familiar in the Jewish world of forty and fifty
years ago, I refused to neglect the lecture hall and the lahoratory, to
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which T gave at least six or seven hours 2 day. I read on miy subject, I
studied consistently, I acquired a taste [or research work. In later years
T understaod that even deeper motives impelled me in those days 1o attend
strictly to the question of my personal equipment for the life struggle. For
the time being it was enough for me to make up my mind that 1 was
going to achieve independence, )

However, I had my share of the social and intelleciual life of the
Verein, and of Jewish student life gencrally. It was a curious world,
existing, for us Jewish students, outside of space and time. We had
nothing to do with our immediate surroundings outside of the university.
In Berlin—and later when I was at Freiburg and Geneva—local pol-
itics, German and Swiss, did not exist for us. In part this was due to
our tacit fear of destroying our own refugee opportunities. Bul it sprang
mostly from the sheer intensity of our inner life. And there was a third
factor, If we constituted a kind of ghetto—not a compulsory one, of
course, and not in the negative sense—it was to a large exient because
most of us were practically penniless, I, with my hundred marks allow-
ance a month—that bad to cover lees and books as well us living ex-
penses—was among the well-to-do. But I think I can salely say that
during all the years of my sojourn in Berlin I did vol cat a single solid
meal except as somebody’s guest. We lived among oursclves because
we could not afford to live separately,

Yet T need hardly say thai we were thoroughly, sometimes even
riotously, happy. Poverly loses most of its pangs when it loses its

\ disgrace; and among us there was no sligma attached o poverty,
Besides, the poorest of us were never compleiely destituie, the richesl
were never safe, Some, however, were definitely underfed. Nachman
Syrkin, gifted, high spirited, imaginative—he laler became one of the
founders of the Socialist Zionist party—was among these, At the begin-
ning of every month he would turn up for a loan, and I pinched off
what I could from my allowance, Toward the end of the month, when
cash was scarce, he would ask for a “pledge,” that is, for something
which cold be pawned. I had two pledges: one was a wonderful cushion,
which my mother had made me take along, and which brought a trifle
from the pawnbroker ; the other was my set of chemist’s weights, which
—I remember distinctly—was worth two marks and fifty pfennigs,
At the end of the month I was generally without cushion and without
weights.

Many of the friendships which I formed in those days lasted, as I
have said, for the rest of my life. But there were figures which belong
only to that period; they passed across the horizon and disappeared,
‘What became of them I do not know.

There was a student called Kunin, who was reckoned among the well-
to-do, for he lived, with two of his sisters, in a flat of his own, What
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he was studying, when he attended classes, no one really knew. We often
visited him, for his sisters were charming girls, and one could count
on an occasional meal there, All of us borrowed money from him, or
else a “pledge.”” Kunin had a magnificent fur coal which became a
tradition. He permitted us to pawn it, only on the strict condition that
we tedeem it before the summer vacation, because then he had to go
home and take his coat with him to show his parents. Half of the winter
Kunin went around shivering; but toward summer he would appear
with his magnificent coat over his arm, As the swallows return for the
spring, so Kunin’s coat returned for the summer. If you saw Kunin
coming down the street with his fur coat on his arm, you remembeted
that the long vacation was at hand.

Among the poorest of the students there was a certain Tamarschenlo,
who hailed irom the Caucasus. Tamarschenko was workiog his way
through college. Three months of the year he worked in a sugar factory
—a device which served quite a number of students. One took a special
six-months course in sugar chemistry, and then, at the time of the beet
harvest, one got a job in a sugar factory, testing the sugar content of
the beets, the mash and the finished product. Thus one lived for three
months and saved something toward the expenses of the other nine, I
imagine that Tamarschenko never finished his course; there was some-
thing too helpless about him. He became the symbol of ultimate schli-
mihldom in our student generation, and to his name was attached one of
the legends of the time. Tamarschenko used {0 come, at moon, to the
student restaurant, but could not afford fifty pfennigs for the regular
meal, He would therefore order a glass of beer for ten plennigs, and
consume as many brélchen or rolls as he could lay his hands on. He had
a technique of his own, In order not to make his depredations too con-
spicuous, he would sit down between two baskets and reach out in
alternation on either side. One day, however, a waiter came over to
him, and said, very courteously: “Herr Kandidat, next time you are
thirsty, please go to a hakery.”

For months at a stretch we would turn vegetarian, We argued that
it was good for our health. It also happened to be cheaper, In addition
to which, the vegetarian restaurant we frequented had the best collection
of newspapers for its customers,

Qur ghetto isolation was broken at two points: we loved music and
the theater, the former for its own salce, the latter because it also helped
us to learn the language. There were special prices for students, and a
row was teserved for them at all performances. On Sundays we got the
theater tickets for fifty pfennigs, so that was our favotite day; and if it
happened that three performances were being given—morning, after-
noon and evening, we would attend all three, eating our sandwiches
between the performances, and returning at night sated with Shakes-
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peare, Goethe and Ibsen, The cpera and the concert hall were mote
expensive—a whole mark, But you could attend dress reheatsals for
seventy-five plennigs, .

Felix von Weingartner was the premier conducior in Berlin in those
days—and my hero. Nothing could keep me (rom his Beethoven con-
certs, one of which I remember for a particular reuson. _Spring was
always the time for the Beethoven cycle, and sometimes it happened
that the Ninth Symphony coincided with Purim, the jolliest of the
Jewish half-festivals. On this particular Purim a dozen of us attended
the dress rehearsal of the Ninth Symphony. We sat in the cheapest
seats, of course, immediately under the roof. We followed the music
passionately and applauded wildly, Toward the close of the symphony
we stood up and, unable to restrain ourselves, sang along with the
orchestra. Weingartner was curious to know who those queer individuals
in the highest gallery could be, and afler the performance he climbed
tp the siairs to investigate. We not only told him thal we were his
fervent admirers, we also reminded him that this was DPurim, a day of
joy and gaiely in ihe Jewish {radilion; whereupon the famous con-
ductor took us all to a Bierhalle and treated us ta Wiirsichen and beer,

Toward the end of my Berlin period we had managed Lo establish o
cerlain relationship with part of the Jewish community of the eity, The
German Jews, who had locked upon us Russian-Jewish students as wild
men from the uncivilized Last, learned to know us; and they develaped
2 kind of liking for us—or perhaps mercly a weakness. We were con-
sidered picluresque and inieresting. The son of Hirseh 1lildesheimer,
the leading Rabbi of Berlin, joined our ranks. Steinsclneider, the phi-
losopher, dropped in now and again; once or twice he read a paper at
a meeling. Professor Landau received some of us. And every year we
gave a charily ball, which increasing numbers of the Gernian Jews al-
tended. But I cannot say that anything resembling real intimacy ever
grew up between the Russian-Jewish student colony and the Jewish
communily of Berlin, The gap between the two worlds was almost
unbridgeable.

In many ways it was our fault as much as theits; and there were
unfavorable circumstances of no one’s making. We were in Berlin only
when the university was open; for the vacations most of us scattered
to our homes. During my student years in Berlin and Freiburg, as
well as later on, when I was teaching al the University of Geneva, I
invariably went back to Russia for my holidays. Nine months of the
year I spent in the free Western world; but every June I returned to
the East, and until the autumn T was the mililant Zionist in the land
where Zionism was illegal. In the Fast our opponents were the Okhrana,
the Russian secret palice, In the West it was an open fight, in the Fast
& conspiracy. The West preached liberty, the East practiced repression
but Hast and West alike were the enemies of the Zionist ideology.
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1t was in the fen and the forest area about Pinsk that T did my first
missionary work, confining myself to the villages and townlets. In these
forlorn Jewish communities it was not a question of preaching Zionism
as much as of awakening them to action, I went about urging the Jews
of places like Motol to enroll in the Choveve Zion; to send delegates
to the first Zionist Congress, when that was called in 1897; to buy
shares in the first Zionist bank, the Jewish Colonial Trust, when that
was founded in 1808. Most of the meetings were held in the synagogues,
where in case of a police raid I would be “attending services” or “preach-
ing.” My dreams were opulent, my demands modest. It was a gala day
for me when I managed to raise twenty or thirty rubles for the cause.

I remember being sent out, on a certain day shortly before Yom
Kippur, the Day of Atonement, to a place called Kalenkovitch, It was
a townlet widely known because of its scholasly and saintly Rabbi. He,
like the famous Tana of old, Nahum Gimso, had lost both legs in an
accident, and conducted his worle from his bed. I left Pinsk at night
and arrived at the Kalenkovitch station at three in the morning. There
a peasant met me, and paddled me in his dugout through the marshes
to the village proper. In the predawn twilight some twenty Jews were
assembled in the tiny wooden synagogue, The Rabbi had been carried
to the meeting in his bed. He had heard of me, and hefore I addressed
the meeting he blessed me and my work, I spoke of the great time at
hand, of liberation, the Congress, the bank, the colonies, and persuaded
my listeners to buy thirty rubles’ worth of shares in the Jewish Colonial
Trust. Later, while I was waiting for the peasant to row me back to
the station, I got inta conversation with an old Jew whom I had met
before, Reb Nissan, an itinerant peddler of prayerbooks, prayershawls,
phylacteries and other religious objects. He had seemed to listen intently,
and I was curious to know what he thought about it all. I said: “Reb
Nissan, did you understand what I was talking about?” He looked at me
out of his old eyes under their bushy brows, and answered humbly:
“No, I didn’t. I am an old man, and my hearing isn’t very good. But
this much I know: if what you spoke about wouldn’t be, you wouldn't
have come here.”

With the years, the areas dssigned to me by the local committee
widened out. Mozyr was the first fair-sized town to which I was sent
as an apostle, Mozyr had a large synagogue; it also boasted an intel-
ligentsia. So, from the tiny communities of the marshlands I graduated
to Vilna in the north, to Kiev and even Kharkov, with their large stu-
dent bodies, in the south.

Here the missionary work was of a very different order. I no longer
had just the folk to deal with. Among the Russian-Jewish assimilating
intelligentsia, and among many of the students, there was an ideological
opposition to Zionism which had to be countered on another level.
These were not the rich, orthodox Jewish families of Pinsk, obscurantist,
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reactionary, They wete not, eithet, the Shiadloniin, the notahles, with
their vested interests, their hckspxttle attitude toward the Russian Gov-
emment, their vanity and their ancient prestige, Nor were they like the
German assimilating Jews, bourgeois, or Philistine. For these last strove,
in their assimilationist philosophy, to approximate to the type of the
German Spiesshiirger, the comfortable merchant, the Geleimrat, the
professor, the sated, respectable classes, Mast of the Russian-Jewish
intelligentsia, and above all the students, assimilated toward the spirit
of a Tolstoi or Korolenko, toward the creative and revolutionary classes,
It was, I think, a tragically erroneous assimilation even so, but it was
not base or repulsive. In Getmany we were losing, through assimilation,
the least attractive Jewish groups. The opposite was the case in Russia.

For me, then, it was a time of three-fold growth, I was pursuing my
scientific studies systematically, and to that extent resisting the pressure
of bohemianism in my surroundings, At the same time, within the
Russian Jewish Society, I was working out, in discussion and dehate,
my political philosoply, and beginning to shed the vague and sentimental
Zionism of my boyhood, Thirdly, I was learning, one might say [rom
the ground up, the technique of propaganda and the approach to the
masses, I was also weaving the web of my life's personal relationships,



CHAPTER 4

The Coming of Herzl

“The Jewish State”—Heral's True Hisloric Role—His Per-
sonality—The First Ziowist Congress Colled—Max Nordau
—Zionists and Revolutionaries ot Berne University—Lenin,
Plekhanov, Trotsky—Revolution sgainst the Revolutionuries
—Russien Student Zionists ond Herel—Hergl's Diplomacy
—The Democratic Froction—Western Ziowism and Russion
Zionism,

I WAS in my second year in Berlin when, in 1896, Theodor Herzl
published his tract, now a classic of Zionism, Der Judensiast—The
Jewish Siate. It was an utterance which came like a holt from the blue,
We had never heard the name Herzl before; or perhaps it had come
to our attention, only to be lost among those of other journalists and
feuillotonists, Fundamentally, The Jewish State contained not a single
new idea for us; that which so startled the Jewish bourgeoisie, and
called down the resentment and derision of the Western Rabbis, had
long been the substance of our Zionist tradition. We observed, too, that
this man Herzl made no allusion in his little book to his predecessors
in the field, to Moses Hess and Leon Pingker and Nathan Birnbauin—
the last a Viennese like Herzl, and the creator of the very word by
which the movement is known: Zionism. Apparently Herzl did not
know of the existence of the Chibath Zion; he did not mention: Pales-
tine; he ighored the Hebrew language,

Yet the effect produced by The Jewish Stote was profound, Not the
ideas, but the personality which staod behind them appealed to us, Here
was daring, clarity and energy. The very fact that this Westerner came
1o us unencumbered by our own preconceptions had its appeal. We of
the Russian group in Berlin were not alone in our response. The Zionist
student group of Vienna, Kadimalt, was pethaps more deeply irapressed
than we, There were also, as I have said, strong Zionist groups at the
universities of Montpellier and Paris and elsewhere. It was from these
sourees that Herzl drew much of his early support.

We were right in our instinctive appreciation that what had emerged
from the Judenstast was less a concept than a historic personality, The

4
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Tudenstoat hy itself would have been nothing more than a nine days’
wonder, If Herzl had contented himself with the mere pullication of
*the hooklet—as he originally intended to do, before it becate clear to
him that he was no longer his own master, but the servant of the idea—
his name would be remembered today as one of the oddities of Jewish
history, What has given greatness to his name is Herzl's role as a man
of action, as the founder of the Zionist Congress, and as an example of
daring and devation.

I first saw Herzl at the second Congress, in Basle, in the summer of
1808, and though he was impressive, I cannot pretend that I was swept
off my feet. There was a great genuineness about him, and a touch of
pathos, It seemed to me almost from the beginning that he was under-
taking a task of tremendous magnitude without adequate preparation,
He had great gifts and he had connections, But these did not suffice.
As I learned to know him better at succeeding Congresses, my respect
for him was confirmed and deepened. As a personality he was both
powerful and naive. He was powerful in the belief that he hud Deen
called hy destiny to this piece of work. e was unive, as we already
suspected from Dor Judenstaat, end as we definitely learned from our
contact with his work, in hig schewmatic approach to Zionism,

His Zionism began as a sort of philanibropy, superior of course to
the philanthropy of Baron de Hirsch, but philanthropy nevertholoss,
As he saw it, or seemed to see it, there were rich Jews and there were
poor Jews. The rich Jews, who wanted to help the poor Jews, had
considerable influence in the councils of the nations, And then there was
the Sultan of Turkey, who always wanted money, and who was in
possession of Palestine. What was more logical then, than to get
the rich Jews to give the Sultan money to allaw the poor Jews to go to
Palestine?

There were, again, two steps in the process. First, the rich Jews
had to be persuaded to apen their purses; second, the Great Powers
had to be petsuaded to put some pressure on Turkey and to act as the
guarantors in the transaction. In this connection, the two leading Powers
were Germany and England; Herzl began by putting the emphasis on
Germany and the Kaiser ; afterward he shifted it to England, The whole
of the Zionist Organization was merely an understructure for Herzl,
whereby he would exert pressure on the rich Jews, and obtain the
authority for his démarches among the Powers,

Young as I was, and totally inexperienced in worldly matters, I con-
sidered the entire approach simplisie and doomed to failure, To hegin
with, I had no faith at all in the rich Jews whom Herzl was courting.
Even Baron Edmond de Rothschild, who had done considerable semi-
philanthropic work in Palestine—he did a great deal more than that,
later, when he achieved a deeper understanding of Zionism—regarded
Herzl as a naive person, who was completely overshooting the mark.
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To me Zionism was something organic, which had to grow like a
plant, had to be watched, watered and nursed, if it was to reach matu-
rity. I did not believe that things could be done in a hurry. The Russian
Zionists had as their slogan a saying of the Jewish sages: “That which
the intelligence cannat do, time |that is, work, application, worry| will
do.” There was no lack of Zionist sentiment in the Russian-Jewish
masses; what they lacked was will, direction, organization, ihe feeling
of realities, Herzl was an organizer ; he was also an inspiring personality;
but he was not of the people, and did not grasp the naturc of the {orces
which it harbored.

He had excessive respect for the Jewish clergy, born not of intimacy
but of distance. He saw something rather occult and mysterious in the
Rabbis, while he knew them and evaluated them as individuals, good,
bad or indifferent, His leaning toward clericalism distressed us, so did
the touch of Byzantinism in his manner. Almest from the oulset a kind
of court sprang up about him, of worshipers who pretended to guard
him from {oo close contact with the mob. I am compelled to say that
cerlain clements in Lis bearing invited such an attitude,

I remember (to run a little ahead of my story) a chagacteristic inci-
dent at one of the carly Congresses. The comumittee which I liked most
1o serve on, and of which I was occasionally the chairman, was the
Pormanens-Ausschuss, a combination reselutions, steering and nominat-
ing commitiee, On the occasion to which I refer, Herzl had inlimated
10 us that he wanted us {0 nominate, as one of the Vice-Presidents of the
Congress, Sir Francis Montefiore, of England, the nephew of the great
Sir Moses Montefiore, who was a legendary name in Jewry because
of his early interest in Palestine and his services to the Jewish people
at large, We did not want Sir Francis as a Vice-President of the Con-
gress, He was a very nice old Enplish gentleman, but rather footling.
He spoke, in and out of season, and in a sepulchral voice, of “mein
seliger Hohetn—"my sainted uncle.” He always wore white gloves at
the Congresses—this in the heat of the Swiss summer—Dbecause he
had to shake s0 many hands. Sir Francis was quite a decorative figure,
and he was invariably called on to greet the Congress, We did nat
mind him as a showpiece, but we were rather fed up with his sainted
uncle, and we wanted that particular Vice-Presidency to go to some
real personality, like Ussishkin or Tschlenow. When Herzl pressed
his point on me I said, “But Dr. Herzl, that man’s a [ool.” To which
Herzl replied, with immense solemnity: “Er &ffnet mir kiwigliche
Pforten”—"he opens the portals of royalty to me.” I could not help
grinning at this stately remark, and Herzl turned white. He was full
of Western dignity which did not sit well with our Russian-Jewish real-
ism; and without wanting to, we could not help irritating him, We
were genuinely sorry, but it was an unavoidable clash of temperaments,

Maost profound in its effect on the movement was Herzl's creation of
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the Zionist Congress, Having failed with the Jewish notables and
philanthropists, he turned to the Jewish masses, Ile mmade contact with
the leaders of the Chibath Zion. David Wolfisohu, who was 10 be his
successor, came to him, The call for the first demonstration went out in
18gy. It was not to be another Kattowitz Confercnce, a semifurtive,
internal Jewish affair, It was to be a public declaration, an address to
the world, a manifesto of flesh and blood, the Jewish people itself re-
asserting its existence and confronting humanity with is bhistoric
demands.

That was how we felt about it, and that was what suddenly jolted
us out of our old routine, and oul of our daydreams. We resolved, in
the spring of 1897, to devote the summer vacation to the propagation of
the idea of the Congress. I myself was busy for months in the dim
marshlands, persuading the communities to elect their delegates; I also
received a mandale to the Congress from the community of Pinsk, a
mandate which, I remember with warm gratitude, was renewed for
every Zionist Congress that followed; other Zionists of Pinsk had to
stand for election; about mine there was never any doubl. Three men
who were particularly active among the Russian communitics wore
Ossip Buchmiller, Boris Katzman and Moshe Margulis Kalvarisky.
All three were taking the agricultural course al Montpellier, and all
three settled in Palestine later. For them, and for many others, the
Congress was a far grealer inspiration than the contenls of the Juden-
staat; and the truth is that Herzl's contribution to Zionism, apart {rom
his personal example, was that of form, Conviction, devotion, persist-
ence, tradition—all {hese things we had in ample measure, But we had
no experience in parliamentary organization and action, It was here
that Herzl shone, both by natural aptitude and by years of iraining as
the cotrespondent of the Newe Freie Presse in the Chamber of Deputies
in Paris,

Max Norday, the famous aulhor of Degencration and The Conven-
tional Lies of Cwilization, was the other outstanding leader of eatly
Western Zionism. Him I also saw for the first time at the second
Cangress, in 1808, The passionate devotion of selflessness which com-
manded respect in Herzl was lacking in Nordau, whom we found arti-
ficial, as well as inclined to arrogance, Nordau was, of course, a famous
European figure; but what mattered to us was that he was an ardent
Zionist only during the sessions of the Congresses. During the other
three hundred and fifty odd days of the year we heard only occasionally
of him within the movement ; for then he attended to his business, which
was that of writer. He was not prepared, like Herzl and many others,
to sacrifice his career for Zionism, Of Nordaw's abilily there was no
doubt, His address at the first Congress was powerful, and made a
deep imptession. For the first time the Jewish problem was presented
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forcefully before a Luropean forum, True, it was not done in our
fashion ; Nordau's concepl of anti-Semitism was different from ours,
But it was a bugle call sounded all over the world, and the world took
note, Then came Nordau’s main address al the second Congress, and
it was a repetition, with variations, of the first. So it went on, from
Congress 1o Congress, and the thesis lost its originality. It is true that
Nordau's occasional polemics with assimilated Jews had considerable
value [or us; but the fact remained that he did not pull his weight in the
movement, Ifor the movement was not, strictly speaking, his business.
He was a Heldentenor, a prima donna, a great speaker in the classical
style; spadework was not in his line,

The cleavage between East and West, between organic and schematic
Zionism, was clarified in Nordau’s development as a Zionist. In later
years, after the First World War, he became the father of what is
known as the Max Nordau Plan, if plan it can be called, which pro-
posed the transfer of a million Jews to Palestine in one year, and the
solution of the Jewish problem within a space of ten years. How this
was 1o be done, and whether the Jews were prepared for such an im-
mense dislocation, and whether Palestine could take them—all {hese
quesiions were igpored, IL was assumed {hat even if, of the million
suddenly {ransplanted Jews, two or three hundred thousand perished,
the remaining seven or eight hundred thousand would “somehow” he
established, One hardly knows how to characterize the whole proposal,
which was taken seriously by a number of Jews, and which afterward
became part of the credo of the Revisionist Zionists,

I could not get away from the impression that Nordau's attitude
toward the “East-European” Jews was 2 patronizing one. His tone was
supercilious, His talk sparkled with epigrams, but it hetrayed no depth
of feeling and perception. His Zionism was facile, There was latent in
it from the beginning the irresponsibility of the Nordau Plan. It was
easy for Nordau to helieve in the possibility of & tremendous and mirac-
ulous leap forward in Zionist work; for me there was never a royal
road, a shortcut—I shall have occasion to refer again and again, through-
out this narrative, to my struggle against this false concept. Moreover,
T held that Zionist progress could be directed only through Palestine,
through tedious labor, every step won by sweat and blood. Nordau
thought the movement could be directed from Paris—with speeches,

Nordau was no more sticcessful than Herzl in winning over the
notables and great philanthropists, While I was still teaching at Geneva
—I am again anticipating—a depuiation of Russian Zionists was or-
ganized to call on Baron Edmond de Rothschild, to discuss with him
the need for a reform in the administration of his colonies. Achad Ha-am,
Ussishkin, Tschlenow, Kohan-Bernstein (the last was a Herzlian
Zionist) made up the deputation, In Paris they co-opted Nordau as
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their spokesman. I came up from Geneva to meet the deputation, and
sat with it through a preliminary conference. I did nol attend the inter-
view with the Baron, but obtained an immediate firsthand report,

Nordau put the deputation’s case before the Baron, whose reply was
short and simple: “These are my colonies, and [ shafl do what I like
with them!” In those days Baron Edmond distrusted both ihe old
Zinnists and the new. He looked upon Herzl and Nordau as impractical
agitators, on us as schimihls. His attitude was a great shock to us;
still, we did not break with him. After all, he was buying land in Palestine
and settling Jews on it, and that was so much to the good. He was rich,
autocratic and misguided, but he was animated by a fine and noble spirit.
There was the hope that in time he would change—and this hope was
finally vindicated.

In spite of my mandate from the Zionists of Pinsk I failed {o attend
the first Zionist Congress, I have always regrelted it, not hecause it
mattered much in the total, but because it is a gap in the record, Thal
particular year things were not going well at home and [ was painlully
aware of the call that my cducation was making ou ihe family resources.
Tt happened thal toward the end of my [ourth {erm at Berlin { had made
a little discovery in dyestu(l chemistry, and my prolessor, Von Knorre
—he was another teacher whom I remember wilh specin] gratitude—
thought I might be able 1o sell it, He recommended me 1o a Iriend of
his, one Ifyinsky, the manager of a dyeing plant in Moscow. The prospect
of making some money, and relieving the strain ou my father's hucdget,
was a tempting one. But when I returned howe for the summer vacation
I threw mysell into Zionist work, and kept putting ofl the visit to Mos-
cow; and I did not accept Ilyinsky's invitation uatil the late summer.

Going to Moscow was not a simple business, T bad no right 1o travel
outside the Pale without a special permit, which I could not get, In
Moscow I would not be able to register at a hotel; and anyone who put
me up privately without reporting me to the police would himsclf be
liable to arrest. So I had to make my arrangemenis carefully in advance,
I found it necessary ta stay in Moscow two days. The first night T slept
at Ilyinsky's place, the second at Naiditch’s. Naiditch had left Pinsk,
and was already established as a successful merchant in Moscow, though
he still continued, rather furtively, to contribute poetry to the Flehrew
journals, I did not sell my chemical discovery; but for other reasons my
stay in Moscow was a rather hateful experience. I loathed the necessity
of dodging the police, and my loathing was transferred to the place, I
did not see Moscow—I only caught a glimpse of the Kremlin from a
distance ; and I fled as soon as my business was transacted, Years later
1 sold the formula to a firm in Paris, while I was an a visit 1o the Zionst
students of the Sorbonne. I remember that it brought me about six
thousand francs, an enormous sum for me in those days,
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The cxtra day’s stay in Moscow made me late for the Congress. But
I rushed from Moscow to Brest Litovsk, where my father was waiting
for me., He had brought along my renewed foreign passport—and ten
rubles. That was all he could give me toward the expenses of my trip
to Basle. I could have managed somehow, but I could not take the
money from him. My lateness for the Congress, my disappointment in
Moscow, and my father’s financial condition, all took the heart out of
me, I had the doleful satisfaction of learning, when I returned to Berlin
in the fall, that I had been missed at the Congress. Delegates from the
communities I had visited and students from various universities had
asked after me, My work in the movement was beginning to be known.

However, as I have already told, I did attend the second Zionist
Congress, in Basle, a year later, My part in the deliberations was quite
insignificant, but I followed the proceedings with profound respect—
though T did not fail to make somc mental reservations as to some of
the methods and part of the machinery of the Congress. It was for me
a time of undiluted joy and spiritual happiness; in these surroundings
I felt at home, I felt welcome, and T felt myself to be needed. The
people were congenial, and many of the older delegates were already
experienced veterans in the movement, The inspiration generated at the
Congress served as a powerful impetus for our work. We carried the
message back to every corner of our vast ghetto, bringing a little light
into the drab life of the Jewish communities,

The Zionist Congresses, at first annual and then biennial, became
the tribune and the focus of the movement, The absorption of the old
Zionist movement into the new, the story of the transfer of power,
cannot be given here in detail; but it was Herzl's enduring contribution
to Zionism to have created one central, partiamentary authority for
Zionism, Against the just criticisms which must be leveled at his leader-
ship, this cardinal achievement must not be forgotten; and the criticisms
cannot be understood except against the background of the world—or
rather the worlds—in which I grew up and reached maturity,

If Russian Jewry was the cradle of my Zionism, the Western uni-
versities were my finishing schools, The first of these schools was
Berlin, with its Russian-Jewish society; the second was Berne; the
third Geneva, both in Switzerland, The second and third may be lumped
together ; and they differed radically from the first,

1 finished my third year in Berlin; for the fourth—in 1898—TI went
to Freiburg to take my doctorate. My favorite professor, Bistrzeykd,
a distinguished German chemist, of Polish origin, had moved from
Berlin to Freiburg, and I followed him, There were very lew Jewish
students at Freiburg; but in the neighboring university town of Berne
—three-quarters of an hour away—there was a very large Russian-
Jewish student colony, and here conditions were not at all like those
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which T had left behind me, Switzerland -and this meant chietly Berng
and Geneva—was, al the turn of the century, the crossronds of Lyrape’s
revolutionary [orces, Lenin and Plekhanav made it their center, Trotsky,
who was some years younger than [, was often there, The Jewish sty-
dents were swayed—it miglt be heller to say overawed-~hy the ntel
lectual and moral authority of the older revolutionarivs, with whose
names was already associated the glumor of Siberian records, Against
themn the tiny handful of Zionist stutlents could make no headway, hav-
ing no authority of comparalle standing to oppuse them,

Actually the fight was not of our choosing; it was thrust wpon us,
Our sympathies were with lhe revolutionaries; they, however, would
not tolerate in the Jewish youth any expression of separate attachment
to the Jewish people, or even special awareness of the Jewish problem,
Yet the Jewish youth was not essentially assimilationist; its bands with
its people were genuine and sirong; it was only by doing violence to
their inclinations and upbringing that these young men and women had
turned their backs, at the birdding of the revolutionary leaders, on the
peculiar hitterness of the Jewish lot. My resentment of Tenin and 1'lek-
hanov and the arrogant Tratzky was provoked by the coutempt with
which they treated any Jew who was moved by the fate of his people
and animated hy a love of its history and its Leadition, 2%y coukl not
understand why a Russian Jew should want 1o he anything but a
Russian, They stamped as unworthy, as inteloctually Dackward, as
chauvinistic and fmmoral, the desire of any Jew (o oceupy Tosell with
the sufferings and destiny of Jewry, A man like Chaim Zhitloviky, who
was both a revolutionary and a Jewish nationalist, was looked upon with
extreme suspicion. And when the Bund was created—the Jewish braneh
of the revolutionary movement, national as well as revolutiouary in
characler—Plekhanov sneered that a Bundist was a Zionist who was
afraid of seasickness. Thus the mass of Russian-Jewish students in
Switzerland had been bullied into an artificial denfal of their own per-
sonality ; and they did not recover a sense of halance until the atdhority
of the “old men” was boldly challenged and in part overthrown by the
dissidents—that is, by us.

There were seven of us at first, including myself, Of the others 1
remember Chaim Chisin, S. Rappaport, Abram Lichienstein, Nachman
Sytkin and Zvi Aberson, Chisin and Rappaport were older men. The
first had already lived in Palestine, and had come o Switzerland to
learn medicine and return to Palestine, Rappaport, famous under the
name of Ansky as the author of The Dybbuk, was not a Zionist, but he
rather resented the overbearing attitude of the “master people,” the
Russians, toward Jewish nationalism, Lichtenstein, who later married
fmy s@ster, and went with her to Palestine, was of my age. Of Nachman
Syrkin I have already told something; he came 1o us from lhe Berlin
group; and of Aberson I shall speak further on,
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These were the Zionists who issued their challenge to the dominant
group; and it locked like a very uneven contest, We held our first
organizational meeting in the back room of the Russian colony library;
and we held it standing, for “the others” had got wind of our projecied
meeting and had removed the furniture, But we founded, on our feet, a
Zionist society, the first in Switzerland, under the name of Has-Schachar,
the Dawn; and we resolved o carry the fight into the open.

The mere proclamation of our existence created a scandal, The “reac-
tionary bourgeoisie” was on the march| The colony was it a turmoil,
and attempts were made to browbeat us into submission, We refnsed to
be browheaten, Instead, we called a mass meeting of the Jewish student
body for the purpose of increasing our membership, and the notices
proclaimed thal I was to read a paper and submit a resolution in favor
of the Zionist program.

I cannot help saying that this step called for a certain degree of moral
courage. Lenin was not the world figure which he became later; but he
already had a name. Plckhanov, an older man, was widely known, We,
on the other hand, were nobodies, So if the founding of He-Schachar
was a scandal, this step was revolution, The other side mobilized all its
forces; we, for our part, inviled down from Berlin two gilted young
Zionist speakers, Berthold Feivel and Martin Buber, The mecling,
which was held in a Bicrhalle, expanded into a sort of congress, and
lasted three nights and two days! It was before the dawn of the third
day, at {our o'clock, that the resolution was put to a vote, and we scored
a tremendous triumph. A hundred and eighty students enrolled in the
Zionist Sociely—a striking revelation of the ttue inclinations and con-
victions of a large part of the Jewish studeni body,

This was the first real breach in the ranks of the assimilatory revolu-
tionists in Switzerland, I recall that Plekhanov was particularly out-
raged by our success, He came up to me after the close of the meeting
and asked me furiously: “What do you mean by bringing discord into
our ranks?”’ I answered: “But Monsieur Plekhanov, you are not the
Czar!” There was already, in those days, something significant in the
autocratic spiritual attitude of the revolutionaries.

Seen from this distance, and across a iurbulent period of human his-
tory, that incident in a Swiss university may seem to be rather unim-
portant. It had, however, serious repercussions in our young world,
The shock of the Berne rebellion was felt throughout the student body
of the West, and Zionism was strengihened at a dozen different points,
The struggle was on fot the possession of the soul of that generation of
young Russian Jews in the West, It must not be forgotien that of the
thousands who were then preparing for a career in the West, a large
proportion returned 1o Russia. The students who had been won for
Zionism hecame influential cells in their home towns. I found thern there
later, carriers of the movement in the Jewish communities,
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Of our hattle against the dissolution of young Jewry in the Russian
TRevolution T shall speak again; but enough has been told here to indi-
cate one set of reasons for the opposition to Ilerzl which took shape in
the Democratic Fraction at the early Zionist Congresses, We were not
revolutionaries ; but it would have been even more inaccurate to cail us
reactionaries. We were a siruggling group of young academicians, with-
out power, and without outside support; bul we had a definite outlock,
We did not like the note of elegance and psendo-worldliness which
characterized official Zionism, the dress suils and frock coals and fash-
ionable dresses. On me the formalism of the Zionist Congresses made a
painful impression, especially alter one of my periodic visits to the
wretched and oppressed Russian Jewish masses, Actually it was all very
modest, but to us it smacked of artificiality, extravagance and the haw
monde; it did not bespeak for us the democracy, simplicity and earnest-
ness of the movement ; and we were uncomfortable.

Had we been other than we were, we could not have appealed to the
student youth, which was later to constitule the leadership of the Zionist
moverment, Herzl had no access to i ; he did not speak its language, just
as, hoth figuratively and literally, he did not speak the language of the
Russian Jewish masses. If the Zionist movement heeame o factor in the
great student colonies of the West, if it ccased 1o be a romantic “sport”
and compelled the serious altention of its opponents, il was hecause the
young protagonists of the idea had found their way to the hearls of the
Russian Jewish student youth.

There were other, related reasons for our opposition. Ilerzl's pursnit
of great men, of princes and rulers, who were 1o “give” us Rulestine,
was the pursuit of a mirage. It was accompanicd, most unforiunately,
but perhaps inevitably, by a shift of the leadership to the right. Herzl
played to the rich and powerful, to Jewish bankers and financiers, to the
Grand Duke of Baden, to Kaiser Wilhelm II and to the Sultan of
Turley ; later to the British Foreign Secretary, We, on the other hand,
had little faith in the benevolence of the mighty, It was inevitable that
the leadership should fee! uneasy about the Democratic Iraction, and
about the left-wing section of the movement, the Poale Zion, which
formed parallel with the right wing, the Mizrachi, or orthodox group.
Official Zionism, as represented by the thoroughly respectable leader-
ship, might have won the tolerance of the Russian anthorities, Not so
the young men, with their definitely leftist leanings, We began to repre-
sent a “danger” to the movement. We were the “subversives.”

A third set of reasons came into play. Herzl, as we have seen, relied
on diplomatic activity to get Palestine for the Jews. At the first Con-
gresses, Herzl's political statements, though always vague, did have a
certain freshening and exhilarating effect. It seemed to us for a time
that we had been romantics and dreamers, but that our visions had been
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little ones. Herzl spoke in large terms, of international recognition, of a
charter for Palestine, of a vast mass migration, But the eflect wore off
as the years passed and nothing remained but the phrases. Herzl had
scen the Sulian. He bad seen the Kaiser. He had seen the British
Foreign Secretary. He was about to sec this or that important man. And
the practical effect was nothing, We could not help becoming skeplical
about these nebulous negotiations.

Side by side with the revolt of the Democratic Fraclion there was a
more general revolt on the part of the Russian Zionisls against the
Western conception of Zionism, which we felt to be lacking in Jewish-
ness, in warmth and in understanding of the Jewish masses, Herzl did
not know Russian Jewry; neither did the Weslerners who joined him—
Max Nordau, Alexander Marmarek, the distinguished physician, Leo-
pold Greenberg, the editor of the London Jewish Chromicls, and othess,
Herzl was quick to learn—not so the others. They did not helieve that
Russian Jewry was capable of furnishing leaders to the movement,
Herzl, hawever, wrote, immediately afier the first Congress:

And then . ., there rose before our eyes a Russian Jewry the sirength
of which we had not even suspected. Sevenly of our delegates came
from Russia, and it was patent to all of us that they represented the
views and sentiments of the five million Jews of thal country, And
whal a humiliation for us, who had taken our superiority for granted!
All these professors, doctors, lawyers, industrialists, enginecrs and
merchanis stand on an educational level which is certainly no lower
than ours, Nearly all of them are maslers of iwo or three languages,
and ihat they are men of abilily in their particular lines is proved by
the simple {act that they have succeeded in a land where success is
peculiarly difficuli for the Jews.

But Herzl discovered more, Of the Russian Jews, he said:

They possess that inner unity which has disappeared from among
the westerners. They are steeped in Jewish national sentiment, though
without betraying any national narrowness and intolerance. They are
not. tortured by the idea of assimilation, their essential being is simple
and unshattered. They do not assimilate into other nations, but they
exert themselves to learn the best that there is in other peoples. In
this wise they manage to remain erect and genuine. And yet they are
ghetto Jews ! The only ghetto Jews of our timel Looking on them, we
understood where our forefathers gol the strength to endure through
the bitterest times,

Yet, with all this intuitive perception, this generosity of understand-
ing, Herzl could not remake his own approach to Zionism. How much
less possible was this for the smaller men who surrounded him! The
Zionism of the Westerners was to us a mechanical and so 1o speak
sociological concept, based on an absiract idea, without roots in the
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traditions and emotions of the Jewish people. Excluded as we were
from the leadership of the movement, we were expecled to regard our-
selves merely as its beneficiaries, and not, as we felt ourselves to be, the
true source of its strength, We, the unhappy Jews of Russia, were to
be sent to Palestine, by them, the emancipated Weslerners, And if
Palestine was nol available, well—some other ferritory would have to
be found.

We were vindicated in our attitude toward the Western leaders when,
at a crucial moment in Zionist bistory—iollowing the Kishinev pogrom—
Herzl attempted to substitute Uganda for Palestine, as a temporary

- palliative measure, he urged, failing to perceive that, with all their

sufferings, the Jews of Russia were incapable of transferring their
dreams and longings from the land of their forefathers to any other
territory. It was thus made manifest that Palestine had, in fact, never
been “available” 1o the Western leadership. 1t had been a mirage, and
when the mirage faded, Uganda—which as a matler of fact was cven
more of a mirage—was proposed in its place, The fact that the heart of
Jewry was fixed, by every bond of affection and tradition, on Palestine,
seemed beyond the understanding of ithe Westerners, The cnormous
practical significance of this fixation, its unique and quite ireeplaceable
power to awaken the energies of the Jewish people, cscaped Lhem,

We liked and admired Herzl, and knew that he was a {orce in Tsracl.
But we opposed him within the movement because we fell that {he
Jewish masses needed something more than high diplomatic representa-
lives, that it was not good enough to have two or three men iraveling
about interviewing the great of the world on our behall, We woere the
spokesmen of the Russian-Jewish masses who sought in Zionism self-
expression and not merely rescue. We must {ollow the example of the
Bily though on a far larger scale; this alone would encourage our youth,
would release the forces latent in our people, would create real values,
To Herzl all this was rather alien at firsl, But now hat I have come to
know and understand the Viennese milien in which he grew up—so
remote [rom all the troubles and vicissitudes of our life—and especially
when 1 compare him with other Jewish Viennese intellectuals, of his
time or a little later (Schnitzler, Von Hofmannsthal, Stefan Zweig—all
men of talent), I am amazed at Herzl's greatuess, at the profundity of
his intuition, which enabled him to understand as much of our world as
he did. He was the first—without a rival—among the Western leaders,
but even he could not break the mold of his life, Within the limilations
of that mold, and with his magnificent gifts and lis complete devotion,
he rendered incalculable service to the cause. He remaing the classical
figure in Zionism,
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Geneva Years

I Graduate, Begin to Teach, and Sell My First Patent—Tug
of War between Chemistry and Zionism—Crisis in East-Euro-
pean Jewry and in Ziowism—The Fourth Zionist Congress—
Zionist Figures—Menachem Mendel Ussishkin—Y echiel Tschle-
now—Leo Matekin—Shmarye Levin—V ladimir Jobotinsky
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The Birth of the Idea of the Hebrew University~I Meet My
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THE deep division of my life, or perhaps I should say its organic
duality, manifested itsell completely in the four years I spent in Geneva,
Already in Berlin I had heen aware of the double pull, toward science
on the one hand, toward a public life in the Zionist movement on the
other, There I had mainlained the balance belween ihe two forces; I
still maintained it in Freiburg, while I was taking my doctorate. In
Geneva the balance was disturbed, my scientific work suflered. Later
on I emphasized my chemistry again, for a short period ; and then again,
in much later years, I abandoned it wholly for long periods.

My doctoraie thesis was based on the dyestuff researches I had
started in Berlin, and on the discovery which I had tried unsuccessfully
to sell in Moscow. I managed to obtain with my doctorate the coveted
top rating ol swmma cum lawde, and the autumn following my graduation
I was appointed Privat Dogent in chemistry at the University of Geneva.
The nearest equivalent to this post in an English university is that of
assistant reader; in an American it is, I think, that of lecturer. There is
one important difference. The Privai Dozent received no fixed salary,
He was paid by the pupil, at about fifty marks per term. The average
enroliment gave the Privat Dozent something less than a very modest
livelihood. But of course the title carried with it a certain distinction.
1t was the beginning of an academic career, It afforded opportunity for
study and research, The next step was an assistant professorship, and
after that came a full professorship. So, with all its poor pay, the post of
Privat Dogent was much coveted.
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I do not know how long I would have heen able to retain the lecture-
ship if it had not been for a great stroke of luck almost at the beginning,
I was able to sell a patent to the I. G, Farhenindustrie of Germany, and
this provided me at once with a regular income of six hundred marks a
monih. Thal was a tremendous experience for me, I had become inde-
pendent| What was more, I had achieved independence by my own
eflorts, and in my own field as chemist.

As to the actual contact with that gigantic enterprise, the I G.
Farbenindustrie, I paid Hitle attention to it. Hardly anyone thought of
it then as the focus of German military might and of German dreatns
of world conquest. But it gives me a queer feeling to remember that
1, too, like many another innocent foreign chemist, contributed my
little to the power of that sinister instrument of German ambition, A
little later I sold my earlier discovery to a Paris firm, and this windfall
enabled me 1o repay my father some of the ouilay on my education. I
was quite startled by my initial success. I saw mysell set up for life,
I saw mysell freed from all financial worries, and able to devote mysell
to my favorite pursuits, Actually, my income from the patent lasted four
years, and then declined to zero. And the temporary liberation [rom the
economic struggle was in the long run not as beneficial as it might have
been, For though I continued in my scientific work, it was nol with the
concentration that T should have given il. T could have done a greut deal
mote if I had not devoted by far the larger parl of my time to Zionist
activities,

1t is easy to say that from the personal point of view ihis was a serious
mistake; but I do not know if that is the right word for it. The tug of
war between my scientific inclinations and my absorption in the Zionist
movement has lasted throughoul my life. There has never been a time
when I could feel justified in withdrawing, except temporatily—ond even
then in a sart of strategic retreat only—irom the Jewish political field.
Always it seemed thal there was a crisis, and always my conscience
forbade me to devote more than a part of my time—usually the smaller—
o my personal ambitions. The story of my life will show how, in the
end, my scientific labors and my Zionist interests ultimately coalesced,
and became supplementary aspects of a single purpose, It was not yet so
in Geneva; at least, it did not seem to be so, and during the 1900 to
1904 period I suffered much because of the seeming division of my
impuilses,

It was niot only a time of crisis in Jewry; it was also—and this con-
tinued for years—a time of crisis in the Zionist movement, I shall have
a great deal to say about the evolution of the organization, about the
internal stresses, about the false starts. Here I want {o mention one of
the Zionist Congresses—the fourth—that of 1900, held in London. Herzl
had chosen London, rather than the Continent, for purposes of demon-
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stration. He was interested more in the impression he might produce
on English publicists and statesmen than in the internsl strength of
the movement. The speeches, or set platform pieces, were very fine
indeed, and Nordau acquitied himself with the usual éclat. But the effect
was spoiled by something beyond Herzl's, ar anyone else’s, control, At
that time a great migration of Jews—practically an expulsion—had been
set in motion Dby the Rumanian Government; and thousands of the
wanderers were stranded in London. They staged a demonstration, at
the doors of the Congress, which effectively undid any impression of
strength that Herzl sought to produce. At one moment the delegates,
who were assembled for the founding of a Jewish State, had to listen
to a heart-rending appeal from Nordau for an impromptu collection in
behalf of the migrants beleaguering the Congress. We all gave something,
of course; but the contrast between the grandiose talk of a Jewish State
and the pitiful eleenosynary gesture for the stranded wanderers was
utterly disheartening. Morcover, in sheer honesty, I was forced to
challenge the official report on the growth of the Zionist movement
in Russia and to show, by cold analysis, that our progress was nothing
like what the report would have it appear. I was forced to slate, also,
that the striving alter external effect was leading to neglect of internal
construction,

An incident of a personal nature added, for me, to the depressing
effect of that Congress, One of my uncles, Berel, a sweet, gentle soul,
was on his way to America, 10 join his children, There was no room
for him in Russia. Once he had made a living in the villages, contracting
for the delivery of hay and other fodder. Since the ukase driving the
Jews from the villages, he had been lost. His children had established
themselves in America—he was following them. I set out for the London
Congress direct from Pinsk, and since I was in the eyes of my family
a world traveler, I took uncle Berel along with me ag far as London,
where he was 1o catch the boat. As I myself knew nothing about London,
and spoke no English, it was a case of the halt leading the blind. How-
ever, I managed to get him down to the docks, and proceeded to the
sessions. A few hours later he turned up at the hall, in tears. The poor
man had lost his prayershawl and phylacteries and his small store of
kosher food. He could not cross the Atlantic without them! I went
with him to Victoria Station, the point of our arrival in London, and
spent half a day looking for the basket with the precious comestibles
and the appurtenances of Jewish orthodox prayer. We managed to get
back to the boat in time, but those wretched few hours impressed me
profoundly with the misery of the wanderers and the futility of the
Congress,

I should mention, in connection with the histoty of our movement,
that the London Congress was actually of some historic importance;
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but not as a demonstration, It was there that the Jewish National Fund,
for the purchase of land in Palestine as the inalienable property of the
Jewish people, was founded ; founded in a very small way indeed, and
as it were incidentally, It was destined to hecome oue of our most
important instruments in the building of the homeland, but its birth
was obscure, and the attention paid to it was completely overshadowed
by big talk of chatters and international negotiations,

I went back to Geneva depressed, and more committed than ever to
Zionist worl, Geneva, too, was not exactly the place for withdrawal
from the world's problems. The restlessness of Europe came to sharpest
expression in the city of political refuge. At the Café Landolt, for
example, expatriate students of many nationalities, either minorities
suffering under foreign rule, or majorities suffering under native
tyrannies, assembled daily and talked far inlo the night at their separate
tables. The Zionists, too, the representatives of the classic appressed
minority, had their Stamtisch. Zionism was not yet a force, but it was
no longer the queer, hole-in-the-corner movement it had been two or
three years before, We were at least on the agenda of the political
discussions.

The pressure toward participation in public life did not proceed
entirely from the negative forces I have wentioned. T was attracted (o
it by the presence of the many strong personalities in the Zionist move-
ment. I do not mean the “great names”; I mean, much more, futrin-
sically interesting men and women who, giving themselves up as they
did to political issues, would have made my abstention all the more
difficult. Not all of thetn have left their impress in the history of Zionist,
but I remember them for their intrinsic individuality and attracliveness.

In the front rank of those whom the movement will remember stood
Menachem Mendel Ussishkin, the practical leader of Russian Zionism,
as Achad Ha-am was its spiritual leader. He was a powerlul personality,
eloquent, clear, logical and businesslike. He had exceptional executive
ahility, and carried on persistently and ably under difficult circumstances
~—among which was the illegality of the movement in Russia, He created
Zionist cells in every important Jewish center in his “district” and
was able to attract and inspire men of. ability and character. Although
he was a typical Choveve Zion, having been a member of Achad Ha-am'’s
training group, the Bnai Moshe, and although he understood the short-
comings of Herzl's approach to the movement, he remained loyal to
the latter as the central figure and mainstay of the Zionist Organization,
It was only when Herzl brought up the Uganda proposal that his loyalty
was stretched beyond the breaking point, and he prepared to lead a
revolt against the leadership.

Ussishkin was a man of great energy, vast abstinacy and solid
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common sense. Perhaps his common sense was a little too solid, He had
in him a strain of the autocrat, and was rather intolerant of younger
people. Of the two academic centers of Zionism in the West, Berlin
and Geneva, headed by Motzkin and myself respectively, he thought
little; he called them; “The hot-air factories.”

Conservative by nature, he disagreed with Herzl's grand diplomatic
maneuvers, but believed that we would get much further by haggling
with the Turks direct. In his bearing Ussishkin suggested a mixture
of a Turkish pasha and a Russian governor general. But all his faults
were outweighed by his sterling devotion to the cause. Nothing mattered
to him but Zionism. He had the virtue of his defects, being utterly
inflexible in his honesty and straightforwardness. His life harmonized
with his character; so did his appearance. His skull was round and
massive; you felt that he could break through a brick wall with it. His
life was successful, clean, single-tracked, and in the finest Jewish
tradition. He had the advantage of economic security—though that
perhaps gives all the more point to his self-dedication to Zionism. His
liouse was that of a Jewish patriarchal family. There was a joke current
about Ussishkin, that whenever his wife was expecting a child, be
would bang the table and say sternly: “A boy! It’s got to be a boy!"
In this matter he had his way half the time, for his wife gave birth
to one son and one daughter,

T got on well with Ussishkin, respecting his defects not less than
his virtues, His egotism was impressive, He made people feel that they
owed it to him to obey his orders. He was solid, bourgeois, even
Philistine—and utterly dependable, Much was forgiven him because
of his genuineness.

The first flaw in our relations appeared only in later years when he
came to England during the First World War. He had had a bad time
of it. Driven from Qdessa, hie had taken refuge in Istanbul, Thence he
made his way circuitously to London, where he arrived in 1918, Some-
how he managed to save part of his money from the Revolution. His
Zionism was as deep rooted as ever. This was after the Balfour
Declaration, and Ussishkin arrived in London with the notion that
a Jewish government was about to be established in Palestine, He had
already drawn up a list of the cabinet members. When I explained to
him that we wete very far indeed from the necessity of setting up a
Jewish cabinet in Palestine, he was deeply disappointed.

Intelligent and practical though he was, he sometimes hetrayed these
streaks of disconcerting naiveté, He was not only disappointed that we
were not yet ready to form a Jewish cabinet {or Palestine, but rather
puzzled by the fact that the Allies should have won the war. He had
been convinced that Germany was going to be the victor, for, like a
great many Russians, non-Jewish ag well as Jewish, he had been tre-
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mendously impressed by the German mind and by German achievement,
For him Germany was the cpitome of Weslern civilization, He had
not known, till he came to England, of a West beyond the Spree, And
when he did get to know England il was under ciicumstances inaus-
picious for himself, In the old days—that is, before the World War and
the Russian Revolution—he had lived in Odessa, and from that city he
had directed the affairs of the southern Zionist district. From that same
vantage point he had looked southward across the Black Sea toward
Palestine, then in the hands of the barbardan Turk; and he had felt
himself to be, by comparison, the European, the Weslerner. But when
England took Palestine it was he who was reduced to the status of
barbarian, and it was as such, obscure, unheralded, that he arrived
in London, and in a counlry whose ways and methods were strange
to him, Besides, he had known me as a youngster at ihe firsl Congresses,
and here I was, ensconced in the British capital, a “native.”” Al times,
when he was dealing in futures, he would give himself away with an
innocent remark like: “You know, you ought {0 slay in Earope, I will
conduct Palestine’s affairs.” It was a bit uncomfortable, but he was
too much the Zionist, oo decply involved in lhe movement, o command
anything but respect.

Not cast in the same large mold, hut still of considerable siature,
was Yechiel Tschlenow, another of the Russian leaders al the early
Congresses. He too was under the influence of Achad Tla-am, and had
belonged 1o ihe Buai Moshe organizalion—Achad Ila-am's {raining
school of Zionists. By profession he was a physician, and ranked high
in his profession. There was something of the Russian aboul Tschlenow;
ke was slow, ponderous, excessively carnest, faithful and persistent.
Like Ussishkin he was thrown otd of his accustomed orhit hy the
Russian Revolution ; but unlike Ussishkin he did not live long cnough
to remold his life in the Jewish homeland. He died toward the cnd of
the Firsi World War,

I have already spoken of the sacrifice, bath in personal prospects and
effectivencss of service, which was entailed by premature absorption
in public life and consequent neglect of proper training, An outstanding
instance was Leo Motzkin, a fellow-founder, with me, of the Zionist
Democratic Fraction. Motzkin was a gifted mathematician, whose
abilities had attracted the attention of Professor Mandelstamm, of Kiev.
Motzkin was seni to Berlin by the older man, who expecled him to
make a brilliant academic cateer. Nothing like that happened, Motzkin
was an ardent Zionist, but with no sense of proportion in the distribu-
tion of his energies. He could have rendered much greater service io
the movement in the long run if he had not let his public aciivity eat
into his education. He became, almost from the first day, a Vereins-
Meier, a Johuny Joiner, frittering away his days and nights in junu-
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merable little student gatherings, and taking with iremendous seriousness
every minor incident in student political life,

It is impossible to say how far Motzkin would have gane if he had
given his great gift half a chance; but that he was a man of high ability
was always clear. He became what we used to call a “Privat-Gelehrter”
a man who was muddling through his education in private, It hurt him
in his Zionist work, for he never achieved complete independence. He
was too fine a person to join the group of “courtiers” who made a body-
guard around Herzl. He was in the opposition, But Herzl recognized
Motzkin's qualities, and tried to win him over. He sent him, between
the first and second Congresses, to Palestine, and at the second Congress,
Motzkin delivered an excellent report on the state of the colonies. Tt
placed him under a certain obligation to Herzl; and though he remained
pert of His Majesty’s Opposition, there was = little too much emphasis
on “Majesty’s,” not enough on “Opposition.”

The first place among the propagandists and leaders was occupied—
practically without a rival—by Shmarya Levin, who in later years
educated an American generation of Jews in Zionism. I had not met
hit in Berlin, where he had been a prominent memher of the Jidisch-
Russisch Wissenschafiliches Verein, for he had already left for Koenigs-
berg. I met him at the carly Congresses, beginning with the second or
third. He was an extraordinarily gifted orator, of the intellectual rather
than the emotional type. Ilis speeches coruscated with brilliant phrases,
Biblical and Talmudic quotations and penelrating analyses, Primarily
a teacher rather than a politiclan, he was a man of the lobbies and of
coteries, and took small part in the proccedings of the Congresses.
Usually he would be seen in the midst of a group of cronies, whom he
was entertaining with his biting characterizations of his opponents,
If he was told: “Dr. Levin, a vote is being taken, you are wanted in
the Plenum,” he would answer, “Wait, I must finish this game of chess,”

Chess was an obsession with him; a ruination, almost, according to
his own account in his remarkable three-volume autobiography. He had
no patience for detailed political action, Besides, he was, despite his
savage wit, utterly innocent in worldly matters, and this was his charm,
Qutspoken, spontaneous, he made friends and enemies as he went along,
without an eye either to personal consequences or the practical results
{or the movement. Nevertheless, on important issues he was instine-
tively in the right, and effectively so. In this he was like the great
sailors of the Middle Ages who knew no navigational science, but by
a combination of instinct and experience evaded the dangers of the sca.

He was both teacher and artist, with the skill of the first and the
temperamental quitks of the second. I could always provoke him into
a rage by asking, innocently; “Shmarya, are you making a speech
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tonight ?” He would answer hotly: “I don't make specches, T give
lectures.”” The word “Fortrag” has weight and umporiance; Shmarya
was a lecturer, nol just a speaker. Bul he was quite justified in making
the distinction. Another trait of his which I remember well was his
aversion to having in his audience anyone to whom he had already
expounded the idea contained in his leclure. If T happened to be in
town when he was lecturing, and threatened to come to hear him, he
would offer me twenty marks to stay away.

Some of his retorts have become classics in ihbe movement, On one
of his visits to America, Shmarya had to listen, at a committee meeting,
to a litlle speech by the anti-Zionist American Jewish philanthropist
Jacob Schiff, in which the latter ohserved pompously, and in a heavy
German accent: “I am divided into three parts; T am an American,
Iam a German, and I am a Jew.” Shmarya rose immediately afterwards
and wanted to know how Mr, Schiff divided himself; was it horizontally
or vertically? And if horizontally, exactly which part had he left for
the Jewish people? On the occasion of the language struggle around
our technical school in Haifa Shmarya catried on a bilter fight against
Paul Nathan, the director of the German Hilfswercin, the Jewish
philanthropic organization, also an anti-Zionist amd a 200 per-cent
German patriot, who demanded that the language of {uition in our
new institute in Palestine should be German, while 20 would hear of
nothing but Hebrew. Shmarya made deadly use of the parnble with
which the Prophet Nathan struck down the guilly King David f{or his
crime against Uriah the Hitlite, For Germany, said Shmarya, had all
the schools and universilies she could use, and the Jews of Dalestine
had but their one Technikum, the poor man's litlle ewe lamb, like
Uriah's one possession, Bathsheba, whom David coveted. And rich
Germany was prepared to rob poor Palestine of ils sole possession, Tut
this time it was Nathan who was on the side of the robber instcad, as
of old, on the side of the robbed.

The best of his speeches—or lectures—were filled with similar
ingenious applications of Bible themes to contemporaneous problems,
Shmarya was often called the great Maggid, or preacher, hut he was
mote. He wag gifted as a writer, 100, as he showed in his occasional
articles, and made evident beyond a doubt in his masterly autobiography.
He was a good scholar, and wrote excellent Helirew as well as Yiddish.
Achad Ha-am properly criticized him for his lack of application, His
great handicap was his patural ability, which encouraged him in habiis
of indolence. It was too easy for him to rise to the occasion unprepared.

An older generation of American Jews remembers Shmarya as the
great teacher and dazzling personality. I remember him as the sterling
collaborator and warmhearted friend. We made many trips to America
together, so that he and America were inextricably bound up in my
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mind. When, after his death, I had o visit that country alone, I felt
orphaned,

One more “youngster” of those days I must mention, the youngest of
us all, Vladimir Jabotinsky. My contacts with him at the early Con-
gresses were few and fleeting, but his part in the movement, and there-
fore in my life, assumed considerable proportions in later years. He
came to us from Odessa as the boy wonder. In his eatly twenties he had
already achieved a wide reputation as a Russian journalist, writing
under the name of Altalina, and had attracted the attention of men like
Maxim Gorki and the aged Leo Tolstoi. He, too, was a gifted orator,
and became master of some half-dozen languages. But he is remembered
as one of the founders of the Jewish Legion in the First World War, and
as the founder of the Revisionist patty, and of the so-called New Zionist
Organization,

His speeches at the early Congresses were provocative in tone but
left no very distinct impression, so that one did not know, for instance,
whether he was for Uganda or against, whether he condoned Herzl's
visit to Von Plehve, Russia’s bitterly anti-Semitic Minister of the In-
terfor, or condemned it, Some of this indistinctness or confusion may
have been the effect of a certain exterior contradiction ; for Jabotinsky,
the passionate Zionist, was utterly un-Jewish in manner, approach and
deportment, He came from Odessa, Achad Ha-am’s home town, but the
inner 1ife of Jewry had left no trace on him. When I became intimate
with him in later years, I observed at closer hand what seemed to be a
confirmation of this dual streak; he was rather ugly, immensely attrac-
tive, well spoken, warmhearted, generous, always ready io help a com-
rade in distress; all of these qualities were, however, overlaid with a
certain touch of the rather theatrically chivalresque, a certain queer and
irrelevant knightliness, which was not at all Jewish, I have mentioned
that he came from Achad Ha-am’s town because he was the antithesis of
Achad Ha-am. The latter was pessimistic and supersensitive, always
preaching limitation. Whatever you got was, in his eyes, much—or at
any rate, big enough. Jabotinsky ran to the other extreme, and disliked
Achad Ha-am who, as a person, did not fit into his scheme of things.
Nordau was much nearer to the spirit of Jabotinsky; it was Nordau's
plans and slogans that Jabotinsky adopted many years afterward, when
he fought me in the Congtress and, failing to win the Congress, left the
Zionist Organization and, like Zangwill, founded his own. It was natural
for Jabotinsky to think that Achad Ha-am had had an injurious influ-
ence on me, and was responsible for what the Revisionists called my
“minimal Zionism.”

Martin Buber and Berthold Feivel, inseparable friends, were of the
Geneva colony for a time. Martin Buber is now a professor at the
Hebrew University in Jerusalem ; fifty years ago he was a young aesthete,
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ihe son of a rich {ather, a rather odd and exotic figure in our widst,
In spite of his handsome allowance from home, he was usually in debt;
for he was a connoisseur of the arls and a collector of expensive items,
We were good friends, though I was often irritated by his stilied talk,
which was full of forced expressions and elaborate similes, without, it
seemed to me, much clarity or great beauty. My own inclinations were
toward simplicity, and what I admired most was the abilily to reduce 4
stalement to its essential elements. Buber was only beginning to develop
the incomparable German style which, many years later, produced his
remarkable translation of the Bible, Berthold Feivel, his {riend, who died
in Palestine a few years ago, was also a writer, but natural, simple,
sensitive and realistic. In his case parlicularly the style was the man;
for Feivel rendered far greater service to Zionism than his more colorful
friend. In a sense, it may be said that Feivel gave to Zionisin, losing
himself in it, and Buber took from it, using it as his acsthetic material,

Older than most of us, Ansky—author of The Dybbuk—was a sott of
universal uncle. The Zionists liked him because of his tender Jewish
understanding and his Jewish stories, for the telling of which he had a
remarkable talent. The revolutionisis [otnd in him, despite his disagree-
ments with them, a sympathelic soul. He had no very sharp politica)
views, and was never really identified with aty group.

The vast majority of the students in Berne md Geneva were as poor
a3 church mice. Some received a tiny remittance fram home, and eked
this out with odd jobs, lessons, boulkeeping, Leanslations—-anything
that came their way. Their survival was an cternal mystery, (Queerest
among these students was one tc whom I became greatly attached, Zvi
Aberson, of whom I write in part because onr [riendship remains a
pleasant memory, and in part because he summed up in his person all
the aspects of the Jewish spiritual and economic tragedy.

Aberson was the Luftmensch par excellence, gifted, rootless, aimless,
untraitied and well meaning, that type of lost soul which haunted me,
filled me with dread for myseli, and served as a terrilying example.
Four years older than I, he was supposedly-—and of course to some
extent actually—a student. His field was “the humanities,” the kind of
material—history, philosophy, literature, “things-in-general—which one
can take up, drop, take up again, vague and attractive subjecls 1o which
the bright type of “eternal student” was usually drawn,

Typical, too, was the manner in which I got to know him, Cotning
horme late one night, T made out a figure lying on the sofa in my living
room. Since friends were in the habit of dropping in and staying the
night, T paid no attention to the sleeper. The next morning the un-
announced visitor had disappeared. On the second nighi he was there
again, and ot the second morning gone again, Later that day I was
introduced to Aberson among a proup in the Café Landolt. Someone
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happened to ask him, in my presence, “Aberson, where have you been
these last iwo nights? To which he answered, “Ob, I slept in some
Zionist fellow's home,” and I realized that this was my man,

I tiked him {rom the first. Bohemian, homeless, living {rom hand to
mouth, a true Bestelstudent, or beggar student, and ugly as a menkey, he
was a wonderful companion, gay, witty, sometimes, however with a
touch of mordant bitterness—a sort of beggar on horseback. Much of
the time, I afterward found out, he was hungry. He had a brilliant mind,
but lacked all sense of application. He was hated by the Russian Marxists
because he understood their philosophy, had its terminology at his
fingertips, met them on their own ground and invariably routed them in
argument. They hissed him, but he compelled their attention. The
Bundists were terrified of him, and this man, who had so little to eat,
was dubbed, with unconscious irony, the Bundistenfresser, the gobbler-
up of Bundists.

A few months after I learned to know himn, Abersont, who had been a
Bundist, but had never been able to stomach the Marxism of that time,
definitely went over to Zionism. At the first conference of our Demo-~
cratic Fraction he delivered an address which became famous in the
early history of our party. It was a devastating attack on the position of
the Jewish Marxists and the assimilationists, In spite of their equali-
tarian principles, in spite of their quasi-humanistic attitude toward “the
Jewisl problem,” the Jewish Marxists, said Aberson, were “the usual
bullying majarity,” intolerant of the bunger for national freedom, the
attachment to cultural traditions, which others felt. Liberators of the
world, they repressed with ridicule and the weight of numbers those
whom they called the minority, but who happened to represent the
actual majority of the Jewish people~—certainly in Russia; and if they
lacked the oppressive instruments of the Czar, they were not less hostile
than czarism to the inner demands of minority nationalities. And their
doctrinaire brutality was all the more odious because it was turned
against their own people.

At that time Aberson’s point of view amounted to 2 tremendous
intellectual discovery, for Eduard Bernstein’s sociglistic defense of
minority nationalism was hardly known. It needed courage as well as
imagination to apply the term “oppressors” to the Socialist majority.
But Aberson understood the spirit of the revolutionaries from within,
grasped its essential spititual weakness, and exposed it mercilessly.

We were so elated by the brilliance of Aberson’s attack on the dom-
inant group that we decided to commission him to develop his thesis and
turn it into a book. A wealthy Jew of Baku, Shrirow, happened to be in
town, and we persuaded him to back the enterprise, He placed a sum of
money at our disposal for Aberson's use, and Aberson went off to Paris,
on the generous stipend of fifty francs a week, to pursue his studies in
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the Biblioikdque Nationale. That was the last we heard of him for several
months. Then suddenly he turned up in Geneva.

“Well?” we asked.

“T’ve been to all the museums and all the libraries,” was Aberson's
happy answer. But he hadn't written a line,

We saw that the arrangement would not work, or, rather that Aber-
sont would not work with this arrangement, So we changed il. I said:
“Now, you've had your fling. T'll take a room for you over mine, and
you'll worlc here, in Geneva.” I hoped that under my watchiul eye he
would settle down to his task. The only eflect of the new arrangement
was that my collars, trousers, shirts and ties began to disappear. Aber-
son established a sort of commune, to which he contributed nothing—
not even his writing. He read much; he accumnulated a library of bor-
rowed books, most of them on civic problems; but he never wrole his
book, It was in him; he had the ideas, he had worked them into a
system, but he could not gel them down ou paper.

He spent most of his time in the Café Landolt, and was always to he
found there between four in the allernoon and midnight, ialking, as a
rule, to the oppressed nationalities, who came to look on him as their
protector. Whenever he caught sight of me he would call me over, hand
me his bill, and say: “You'll have to ransom me.”

This man with the sharp analytieal mind and the huge fund of
knowledge had fallen, through lack of discipline and consistency, per-
haps through hunger and privation, into complete unproductiveness,
His daily life was one long lever of activity without puepose; and it was
filled with all the dodges of poverty, Going oul fur o walk with Zvi was
a highly complicated business. This streel, that house, had o be avoided ;
he owed two francs here, three francs there, a laundry bill, a tailor’s hill,
One has to think not only of the energy he expended in evading his
creditors, but the ingenuity he displayed in getting fresh credit. Now
and again a windfall would enable him to carty out a cleaning operation
and then the cycle would begin again, Occasionally we wenl on holiday
together, usually during the Haster recess, which was not long énough
to permit my return to Pinsk, We would stay at some cottage in a Swiss
village, perhaps at the other end of the lake; we cooked our own meals,
and we managed on as little as three or four francs a day, But if Zvi
went alone, as sometimes happened, I would invariably get a telegram
from him at the end of a week or two: CAN'T MOVE: SEND ME TWENTY-
PIVE FRANGCS,

This was Aberson, the good, quick-witted, warmhearied, luckless
Bettelstudent, with the penetrating mind and the silver tongue, In normal
circurnstances he would have gone far; but the circumstances of his life
were distinctly abnormal ; and though he was one of the extreme cases,

. he.was illustrative of the dilemma of a whole generation. I, too, was
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trapped in it; I escaped it to some extent, but the experience left a per-
manent mark on my life,

I was to discover that in Berlin and Geneva; to confitm it later in
England; to recognize it still later as an ineradicable feature of my life—
part of the penalty of my inheritance. We Russian Jews, particularly
those of us who devoted ourselves to the sciences, worked under fright-
ful handicaps, Our primary education in Russia was a poor one, Most of
tis were poverty stricken when we came to the Western universities,
It so happens that my own personal experience with hunger and over-
work—T am speaking of the year in Pungstadt—was a brief one; even
so it affected my health and lowered my vitality. What of those who
never escaped from the condition? Much of their time was wasted on
sheer drudgery, donkeywork, to eke out their means of subsistence; and
all this in the midst of continuous undernourishment.

But this was not all. Qur situation was complicated by the acute moral
problem to which I referred earlier in this chapter, How could we devote
ourselves to careers when conditions in Russia were so bitter? Was it
not cowardly and selfish to pursue one’s academic work in seeming deaf-
ness to the cry of one’s people? I saw my closest friends, Leo Motzkin,
Berthold Feivel, Shmarya Levin, Nachman Syrkin and others, the best
and ablest, neglecting their university work. They plunged early into
the Zionist moverment, oscillating queerly hetween two incongruous roles,
that of the important public man and that of the bohemian student.
They were not alone, Thousands of able young men and women were
studying in Western universities; remarkably few of them ever became
anything in science, art and literature, The dissipation of their energies,
the drain on their nervous and even physical resources, made it impos-
sible for them to concentrate on their studies. At best they managed to
get their college diplomas, that is, their doctorates; and that was the
end of it. They made no attempt at postgraduate work.

All this I saw and was part of; and it haumted me. I fought against it,
but by no means with complete success. I still find myself under the
necessity of filling out lacunae in my education which should have been
taken care of forty and fifty years ago, And I look with envy on young
colleagues whose scientific education is so much sounder than mine,

Of course there is the other side of the picture. During those years,
1805 to 1904, and particularly during the last four years, we laid the
foundations of the Zionist movement among the educated Jewish classes,
and inducted the future leadership of Zionism into its tasks. One may
ask whether the movement would not have been better off in the long
run if we had attended more closely to our personal equipment for the
later struggle, whether it was not false economy to invest in the move-
ment too much of our energy too early. Or one may have to recognize
that the pressure of those times was bound to be too much for us, What
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remains true is that we did a great deal of Zionist work during. the
decade which linked two centuries.

Tt was in Geneva that we founded the first Zionist publishing house,
Der Jiidische Verlng, with its periodical, Der Jude, which grouped
about itself a number of men, some of them already well known, others
with their mark still to make, like Feivel and Buber. Yechiel Tschlenow,
of Moscow, Jacob Lestschinsky, of Geneva, Micha Joseph Berdichevsky,
the Hebrew writer, Abram Ittelson, the editor of the Rasswiet in St.
Petersburg, collaborated with us. This was the first cultural literary
enterprise within the Zionist movement; it was sponsored and activated
by the Democratic Fraction, and it was a spontaneous expression aof the
feeling that the diplomatic activities of the Western Zionist leaders were
not enough.

In Geneva, too, the idea of the Hebrew University in Jerusalem was

first given form. It was not a new idea. It had already been discussed
at the first Congress, in 1897. But we organized public opinion about it.
The Hebrew University was also a response to a deep-seated need. The
Russian-Jewish youth was being systematically excluded from the Rus-
stan schools, We felt the pressure in Germany and Switzerland; and
part of the stream of migration was diverted to the south, to Italy, To
us in Genevs it seemed logical to seek at least a partial solution for this
homelessness of the young Jewish intellectual in a Hebrew university in
Palestine. But only part of the impulse flowed from immediate practical
considerations. It was also related to the general cultural program and
spiritual awakening which characterized the younger Zionist group and
particularly the Russians, who had sat at the feet of Achad Ha-am,
. We opened an office for the Jildische Hachschule, or Jewish Univer-
sity, and carried out a referendum among the Jewish students. The
revolutionary bodies greeted the proposal with derision. The Zionist
youth was for it. But the Western Zionist leaders—Herzl alone ex-
cepted—considered the idea Utopian to the point of childishness. For
them it was always political Zionism first, and practical work nowhere,
until the charter for Palestine was obtained. They went on seeking
important international contacts; they discouraged work in Palestine,
which they considered premature and dangerous because it would antag-
onize Turkey and prejudice the chances of the charter. But we went
ahead in the face of their opposition.

Yet it should be understood that we fought these problems out in-
ternally, on the floor of the Zionist Congresses. For we always recognized
that the Congress had come to stay; we, not less than Heral, regarded
it as the Jewish State in the making, and whatever our differences with
the “head of the State,” we were forever strengthening the “State”
itself, that is, the Zionist Organization and its parliament. Tt was within
the Zionist Orgenization that the opposition which Motzkin and I
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headed, the Democratic Fraction, sought to strengthen and deepen the
spiritual significance of the movement, and to make the Organization
the reflection of the forces of national Jewry. It took the Uganda inci-
dent—of which more later—to bring about a split, and then it was
some of the Westerners, and not we of the East, who actually broke
away, to found a separate organization.

In Switzerland, as in Berlin, the Russian-Jewish student body was
self-contained and more or less isolated, and always for the same reasons;
we could not afford to maintain social contacts; and the right of asylum
was hased on the tacit but rigid assumption that we foreigners would
not take sides in local politics. Even so, we might have become more
friendly with the Jewish population than we did. I had been a lecturer
in Geneva for nearly three years before I found myself on calling terms
with Geneva Jewry, ot, to be more exact, with the Rabbi of Geneva and
a few other Jewish families. One of these was the Flegenheimers, wealthy
and rather kindly people. A son of theirs, Edmond, who shortened his
name to Fleg, lived in Paris, where he achieved some standing as a
writer. The Rabbi, Wertheimer, who had a chair at the local university,
was a sweet, gentle old man,

Perhaps I would never have established even these contacts if it had
not been for certain external causes. The great body of Jewish migrants
from Russia passed through northern Eurape, by way of Bremen and
Hamburg, to America, always under the aegis of the German philan-
thropic organization, the Hilfsverein der Deuischen Juden. But a trickle
came southward. A few emigrants discovered that any Russian Jew who
got to Basle or Geneva would be helped on southward to Milan, and
thence to Marseille, where, one way or another, he might obtain the fare
to America, I was already known to many Russian Jews as the leader of
the Democratic Fraction at the Zionist Congresses, and the leader of the
Zionist movement among the student youth in Switzerland. It was as-
sumed that T had some local influence. So I was visited at regular inter-
vals by recommended “clients,” for whom I intervened with the Swiss-
Jewish community.

A number of Russian Christians who wanted to get to Ametica took
advantage of the general confusion, and posed as Jews! One of them I
canght red-handed because, in his innocence of the Jewish religion, he
overdid his piety. He looked Jewish enough, and sported a very Jewish
beard; if his Yiddish was not up to the mark, it was nothing unusual
among certain Russian-Jewish communities outside the Pale. This man,
whose name I have forgotten, was a wheelwright by trade, and to prove
his bong fides he begged me to get him some kind of employment during
his stay in Geneva, on the condition, naturally, that he would not have
to work on the Sabbath, Rabbi Wertheimer sent me to a pious Calvinist,
who, touched by the religious scruples of the emigrant, agreed to em-
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ploy him on the basis of a five-day week. The Russian must have been
chuckling heartily in his non-Jewish beard until one weekday I ran
across him on the street and agked him if he had lost his job. To this he
replied, quite shocked: “But don’t you know it's the fest?va.l of Purim
today? Do you expect me to work on Purim?” To which I, equally
shocked, but for a very different reason, said: "This is the fitst time I've
ever heard of Purim as a workless festival” In the ensuing dispute I
became exceedingly suspicious of the religious pretentions of my emi-
grant friend. A little inquiry uncovered the swindle, much to the disgust
of the pietist. .

I became acquainted with the Swiss Jews, good-natured, simple,
middle-class people, whom I began to win over to the Zionist movement.
It was the only Zionist work I did outside of academic circles, except at
the Congresses and on my visits home, But by the time I left Switzer-
land in 1904 there were Zionist societies in Berne, Lausanne and Geneva.

Those were full, exciting years of growth, expansion and develop-
ment, All in all they were happy years, in spite of the troubles that
weighed on us, for it is not in the nature of youth to be unhappy for
long stretches at a time; though, to be sure, I could hardly count myself
as part of the youth by the time my Geneva period was ended. T left
Russia for the West a boy of nineteen; I left Switzerland for England a
man of thirty, The ways of my life were set; the instruments of my
activities were forged. The Zionist Congresses had refashioned my Zion-
ism on its practical side, I had a clear picture of the forees at work in the
Zionist world. I knew the men and women who represented these forces.
T was not the unsophisticated boy I had been when T left Pinsk, I was
aware of the grimness and difficulty of the task ahead of us.

But Geneva may be said to have completed the pattern of the future
because I established there the most important relationship of my life.
It was in Geneva, in 1goo—forty-seven years ago—that I first met my
wife, in the company of a small group of Russian-Jewish girls who had
been schoolmates of hers in her native city of Rostov-on-Don, Like so
many others of her generation she had come to study medicine in Geneva
because the schools of her own country were closed to her, But the small
group of young women to which Vera Chatzman belonged differed in a
marked way from the general run of Jewish girl-students in the Swiss
universities of that time. Their looks, their deportment, their outlook on
life, set them apart. They were far more attractive than their contem-
potaries from the Pale of Settlement ; they were less absorbed in Russian
revolutionary politics ; not that they were indifferent ; but they paid more
attention to their studies, and less to the public meetings and endless dis-
cussions which took up so much of the time of the average Russian
student abroad, Vera Chatzman was of a particularly quiet and retiring
nature, inclined to be pensive, almost sad-—so that she was set apart
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even among her companions, I used to call her affectionately “princesse
lotntaine.”

Rostov-on-Don, in southern Russia, is the gateway to the Caucasu_s;
the Jewish community there was small, and though subject to al_l the dis-
abilities which crippled Jewish life in the Pale, its material condition was
on the whole easier. The district was wealthier, competition was less
keen, and if a family belonged—as my wife's did—to the class of so-
called “guild merchants,” they enjoyed special privileges—for Jews, that
is—and consequently a more comfortable existence. There was, more-
over, little contact with the Jewish masses, who dwelt chiefly in the south-
western provinces of the vast Russian Empire.

All this had its effect on the bearing and manners of the group to
which my future wife belonged, so that its members stood out in con-
trast from the majority of the Russian-Jewish students in Geneva, who
for the most part seemed underfed, stunted, nervous and sometimes
bitter—an eagy prey to revolutionary propagandists, Student public opin-
ion frowned on these girls, who were so different from the rest; but they
paid little attention to whatever animosity or envy they aroused, and
pursued their studies systematically, without permitting outside interests
to deflect them.

Vera and T found our way to each other only slowly, partly because
of the difference in our ages—ahout seven years—and our status; I was
a lecturer, she a student—but chiefly because of the difference in our
background and our approach to life, both of which meant, to me, Zion-
ism and the Jewish problem, But there was a strong mutual attraction
from the start, and as time went on we reached a tacit agreement that
we must go through life together. We agreed, too, that we would have to
wait with our marriage until Vera had finished her medical studies, and
I could see clearly the road ahead of me.

Our first meetings were not very frequent, for we were both absorbed
in our work, but as often as we met I would try to arouse her interest in
the problems which preoccupied me so deeply. It seemed to me, at first,
that she took things much more calmly than I, and in a sense she did,
but I discovered in time that this was only on the surface. Much depth
of feeling, character and understanding lay hidden beneath the calm
sutface; and these were qualities which not only attracted me in them-
selves, but gave me the assurance that I had found in her not only my
future wife, but a helpmeet, comrade and support. The extent to which
this assurance was justified will become evident throughout this nar-
rative; here I will only say that throughout the vagaries of my rather
complicated existence, it was my wife who so organized things as to give
me a stable and tolerably safe background; if I have been able to carry
on, to give my whole mind to my work, without taking much thought
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for financial or other practical matters, it has been entirely due to her
forethought, her devotion and her sawoir faire. .

When we first met, my world of Zionist and Jewish affairs was [or
her more of less of a closed book, Had it not been for her innate sense of
justice, and her desire to study things for herself before making up her
mind, there might have been an unbridgeable gulf between us, But in
her own quiet, studious and unassuming way, she began to absorh knowl-
edge of this side of my life; during our Manchester days, which came
soon after, she did a considerable amount of Zionist reading, which
was none too easy for her at a time when, besides keeping house and
looking after our first son, she worked for her English medical degree,
and had to give most of her free time to her lectures and ber clinics,
Later she accompanied me to all of the Congresses and to Actions Com-
mittee meetings; she got to know some of my Zionist friends and within
a few yeats she acquired an expert understanding of our affairs,

At the outset I did not ask her whether she felt any sympathy for
this world of mine, so new to her. Neither did 1 take it for granted, I left
it to time and her own free decision, T was happy to watch her growing
interest, and to see her becoming more and more attracted to the move-
ment, From the first I felt that one day—-not far distant~—she would
come to play a very great part not only in my personal life, but also in
the life of the maovement. '

As the years passed, she accompanied me more and more frequently
on the far-flung journeys which my Zionist affairs imposed on me. This
gave me the privilege and advantage of her company in strange lands;
it also gave her the chance of acquiring a shrewd insight into the
problems of the movement and the characters of my Zionist friends and
co-workers, Often she guarded me from pitfalls which her calm judg-
ment defected before mine did. I was much more venturous, in a sense
much more superficial, more happy-go-lucky, than she; so that I think
we came to forin a strong combination,

On one of my trips to Palestine closely following the First World
War, we had to move in haste from a house on Addison Road (we were
then living in London), which was being sold over our heads. My wife
found another house, on Addison Crescent, but it could not be rented, it
could only be bought. She asked me, by mail, whether she should make
the purchase, and I answered that I was content to be guided by her
views in such matters, She acquired, decorated and furnished the house
—in her own exquisite taste—during my absence, That house was for
thirty years the center for all who were interested in, o connected with,
Zionism and Palestine. Statesmen like Lord Balfour, General Smuts,
Lord Cecil, Leon Blum, Mr. Philip Ketr, soldiers like Meinertzhagen,
Macdonogh, Wyndbam Deedes, T. E. Lawrence, Orde Wingate, Zionists
lie Bialik, Shmatya Levin, Feivel and Jacobson, American friends and
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supporters like Felix Warburg, Louis Marshall, Stephen 5. Wise, Louis
Lipsiy, Morris Rothenberg, Ben Cohen and others, Palestinians visit-
ing London, like Ruppin and Arlosoroff—all passed through Addison
Crescent and all enjoyed Mrs. Weizmann's warm and unobtrusive
hospitality. In this home our boys grew up, here they spent their holi-
days and brought their friends; and here we stayed until the outbreak
of the Second World War. By then my elder boy had married, and the
younger was already in the RAT, so that we found ourselves alone in a
house much too big for us. We decided with deep regret to give it up,
consoled by the fact that we had by then made ourselves another home
in Palestine. Of this I shall tell later, only noting here that again it
was my wife's practical sense and exquisite taste which are everywhere
in evidence in our Rehovoth home,

All this was in the far-off future-when we became engaged in Geneva,
shortly before my departure for England,



CHAPTER 6

End of Geneva Days

The Russian Tyranny—A Tour of the Russion Provinces—
My Death by Honging Is Predicted—Nahum Sokolow in
Worsmw—The Kishinev Pogrom—The Effect on the Zionist
Movement ond on Hersl—Hersl Visits Russis, Sces Von
Plehwe—The Sixth Congress and Ugonda—The Meaning of
the Uganda Incident—Lord Percy and Sir Harry Johnstone
on the Uganda Offer—Sir Evans Gordon and the Abiens Bill
—~The El Arish Offer—The Crossroads in My Life.

MY YOUTH ended in Geneva; not by the strict count of years,
according to which it had ended hefore, but rather by the division of
my life. My last days in Geneva coincided with the great datkening of
Jewish life in Russia, with the shock and disappoinitment of the Uganda
incident in Zionism, with the death of Heral, My youth did not close;
it was closed for me. Then came a sort of interregnum, and a rebirth
to new effort; but not in Geneva.

Early in 1903 I was hard at work both on chemistry and Zionism.
1 spent long days, and often whole nights, in the laboratoty, engaged
on 2 piece of research which wag interesting in itself and which gave
pramise~—a promise to be fulfilled—of new vistas in chemistry. It set
the course of my investigations for many years to come, and formed
the basis of several contributions to sclentific journals, But only half
of my energies were given to chemistry, and that half imperfectly; for
while my sclentific work never intruded on my preoccupation with the
Jewish problem, the Jewish problem did pursue me into the laboratory.
And it could not be otherwise. The times were tense, and the ait was
charged with disruptive forces, Russia was moving toward war with
Japan, her reactionary rulership utged in that direction by the increasing
pressure of social discontentment and mounting revolution. The Jews
within the Pale were ceasing to bear their sufferings passively, The
younger genetation was flocking to the ranks of the revolutionaries or
elsg, though to a smaller extent, to the Zionist movement. The Bund,
the Jewish revolutionary organization, was now a power, counting its
adhereats in the tens of thousands. The czarist bureaucracy, hostile at

4
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best to the Jews, began to retaliate with special ferocity, and thousands
of young Jews were thrown into prison or sent to Siberia. There was
hardly a Jewish family in Russia in those days which had failed to pay
its toll one way or another.

In March 1903, unable to endure any longer the seclusion of Geneva,
T broke off my scientific work, and returned to Russia for a tour of
the Russian-Jewish communities, It was the longest journey of its kind
I had ever undertaken, and, within Russia, the last. It took me through
the Pale and through many cities of the north, the south and the
southeast. The immediate object of the journey was to spread the idea
of the Hebrew University; the more general object was Zionist propa-
ganda. T began with university towns like Kiev and Kharkov—and
everywhere I found an encouraging response, both from nationally
conscious students and from the communities at large. In Kiev, Professor
Mandelstamm, the noted oculist and ardent supporter of Herzl, took me
to see Mr, Brodsky, the sugar king of Russia, Mr, Brodsky was opposed
to Zionism, but he was keenly interested in the university project, and
promised us unqualified support. He was not alone in this attitude.
Then, as later, those wealthy Jews who could not wholly divorce them-
selves from a fecling of responsibility toward their people, but at the
same time could not identify themselves with the hopes of the masses,
were prapared with a sort of left-handed generosity, on condition that
their right hand did not know what their left hand was doing. To them
the university-to-be in Jerusalem was philanthropy, which did not
compromise them; to us it was nationalist renaissance. They would
give—with disclaimers; we would accept—with reservations.

Zionist propaganda in Russia was a ticklish business, It was admittedly
not as dangerous as revolutionary propaganda ; but it was not a straight-
forward business, either. I recall a diverting incident which took place
in the course of this tour. I went from Kiev direct to Nikolaiey, a
military and naval port on the Black Sea. It had no importance as a
Jewish center, since Jews could not settle there, and it contained only
a small community, dating from preproscription times. Of course I
did not have a permit to visit Nikolaiev, and I went there because I
was anxious to see an uncle of mine, a gifted Hebrew educator and
a close friend,

I had not intended to do any propaganda work in Nikolafev, but
since I was already in the city the local Zionists could mot let the
occasion pass. A meeting was called, in the synagogue, naturally. There
was no law against prayers. Unfortunately, the heavy attendance
attracted the attention of the authorities, and while I was in the middle
of my speech the building was surrounded by Cossacks, the police
entered and marched off the whole congregation, including of course,
the speaker, to the police station. T was brought before the chief of
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police, who stbjected me to & long and searching interrogation. Since
it was useless to pretend that we had been praying, I tried to explin
what Zionism meant, and what the real object of my visit was. The
subject was entirely foreign to the chief of police, who-was good natured,
suspicions and very much convinced of his native shrewdness. As an
official, he was down on evety “ism,” and Zionism sounded like socialism,
He was convinced that we were engaged in subversive activities, dan-
gerous to Russia and the Little Father, I made some headway with him
until it occurred to him that we might be collecting money to send aut
of the country, which was also forbidden by law. Of this, too, T tried
1o disabuse his mind, and naturally he had no proof of our guilt. Then
he asked me:

“Well, how do you finance yonr undertaking ?”

“We have a bank in London,” I answered, meaning the Jewish
Colonial Trust. This interested him at once, and he went on to inquire
as to the amount of the money available in the bank, its management,
organization and 50 on.

“It’s a good idea,” he said, finally, “to take ail the Jews to Palestine,
But why do you come to Nikolaiev, where there are so few of them,
‘Why don’t you go to Odessa?”

1 explained that I was In fact on my way to Odessa, and that T had
merely stopped off in Nikolaiev for a visit, Then suddenly, as if he had
been keeping the question up his sleeve as sort of coup de grace, he said:

“How do you know there’s any money in that bank of yours?”

“That is simple,” I said. “They send us regular statements and
accounts.”

Thereupon he leaned back in his chair and langhed uproariously.

“Young man, you are a dreamer—and a fool into the bargain, Look
at those safes!” He waved a hand toward the locked cabinets that lined
the walls. “They're full of statements and accounts and receipts and
checks. Every kopeck is there—on paper. But if you ask me where the
money is"—he pursed up his lips and gave vent to a short, derisive
whistl;. :'I assure you, there isn't & kopeck in your bauk, either! There
can’t be.”

He was immensely impressed with his own penetration. I played the
innocent, which put him in high good humor. He even hecame polite, a8
well as compassionate,

“T’ll let you off this time,” he said. “But yow'll have to take the next
train to Odessa,”

T acceded pramiptly to the suggestion, thankfully submitted my pass-
port to be stamped, and was preparing to leave the office when he called
me back, got up, put his hand on my shoulder and said, with great
kindliness:

“Look here! I see you're not a bad young man, really, Take my
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advice and have nothing more to do with those damn Jews. For if they
ever get to this kingdom of theirs, the first man they'll string up to 2
lamppost will be you!”

On this T parted from him and caught the next train to Odessa, very
cheetful over what I regarded as an unusual piece of good luck.

My tour took me eastward to Rostov-on-Don, where I visited my
flancée’s family for the first time, and southward to the remote Jewish
community of Baku, on the Caspian Sea. Then I turned back north,
and passed through Kishinev and Kherson, going as far as St. Peters-
burg. A curious circumstance which I noticed in those days was that
the farther one traveled from the Pale of Settlement, the more normal
were the relations between Jews and non-Jews. In Rostov, for example,
the Jewish and Russian doctors and lawyers-—the intelligentsia—
mingled with little difficulty. But in the cities of the Pale, ot in other
cities with a large Jewish population, the infamous Black Hundreds
organizations were at work, Krushevan’s abominable anti-Semitic paper,
Besserabets, was poisoning the air of Bessarabia. The Black Hundreds
were composed mostly of a hooligan element, with some admixture of the
Tocal police and the clergy—a sinister combination the aim of which was,
of course, o create a diversion from the oncoming vevolution, the Jews
being used, in this classic maneuver, as the lightning conductors. Per-
haps no other paper sank to the level of Krushevan's, but Nowoye
Vremyo of St. Petersburg and the Grezhdonin of Kiev were provocative
and criminal in their attitude toward the Jews.

I noticed something else during this fairly thorough review of the
Russian-Jewish communities, and that was the contrast between the
Zionist and the revolutionary movements, We had made distinct prog-
ress; everywhere well-informed and able men and women were at work
in the Zionist movement, preaching, organizing and hoping. There were
young people among them, there were students and professional men,
and large numbers were ready to pack up and go to Palestine; from
their ranks were drawn the second Aliyeh, or wave of immigration
(the first Aliyah was that of the early eighties of the last century), that
of 1905, But it could not be denied that we wete making little headway
against the tide of assimilatory revolutionary sentiment.

1 was home again in Pinsk for the first days of Passover, It had been
a great and enlightening experience for me, I had encountered difficulties,
but I had also met, especially on the matter of the university, with
encouragement and support. During the secular Passover interval I
made a trip to Warsaw, to consult with Nahum Sokolow, who headed
in the city an influential committee for the Hebrew University.

Sokolow, of whom I have not yet spoken, was among the older
leaders in the Zionist movement, and in some ways one of the most
remarkable, He was already famous in the Jewish world—at least, in
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the Hebrew-reading section of it~~when Herzl appeared on the scene,
He had been an dlui (a boy genius) precocious in scholarship and in
mastery of the Hebrew language, and he had developed into “the
Turopean” among the Hebrew writers, He was extraordinarily versatile,
particularly in the acquisition of languages. When I was a student in
Berlin, and for many years afterward, he was the editor of Ha-Zephirah,
the leading Hebtrew periodical of that time, and the principal organ of
the Hebrew cultural rensissance. He lived in Warsaw, and any Jew
with Hebrew cultural or Zionist political pretensions would always call
on him when passing through the city. On my travels between Germany
or Switzerland and Russia I made it a point to stop in Warsaw in
order to visit his house. And a very strange house it was; it put one
in mind of a railroad station. People—mostly the youth—were forever
coming and going, at the oddest hours. There was no coziness about the
house, but there was always someone interesting to be encountered.
Sokolow himsell was there only on occasion. He would show up at
noan, or a little later, in his dressing gown, and, in the afternoon
disappear, to visit his favorile café, where he stayed until midnight.
On his return home he would sit up until the small hours, preparing
the next issue of Ha-Zephiroh, He always had a dozen leading articles
written in advance, and often filled an entire issue with his own matcrial,
He wrote on every conceivable stbject and in every conceivable style,
feuslletons, literary criticisms, dramatic reviews, political surveys and
philosophic essays. Ho-Zephiroh was always well written and well
produced;; its standards were bigh, its reputation without a rival, But
the practical side of it rested on the shoulders of Mrs. Sokolow. Sckolow
himself never took the slightest interest in the business management.
Sometimes it seemed that, for the lack of a few hundred rubles, the
paper would have to suspend publication. Always it was Mrs., Sckolow
who rescued it. She carried the burden of the publication and of her
household with skill and dignity.

Sokolow was always friendly toward young people, especially in
their struggle to bring the cultural aspect of Zionism to the fore, But his
support of us was mild, gentle, measured and without enthusiasm. The
tack of practicality which he displayed in his management of Ha-Zephiroh
was carried over into other affairs, He had no idea of time, or of the
meaning of a practical commitment. I remember that at one of the eatly
Congresses he praposed the excellent idez of a Hebrew encyclopedia,
aund even said that he had obtained the funds for it, OF course he was
just the man for such an enterprise, and we, the young people, were
delighted when he asked us to collaborate with him. We waited until
the excitement of the Congress was over, and went with him across
the lake to Interlaken, for a quiet talk. He gave us a nice lunch and
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talked of everything under the sun—but the encyclopedia. We went
away slightly dazed, and we never heard of the subject again,

From my earliest contacts with Sokolow I obtained a curious impres-
sion of overdiversification of opinions and convictions. In He-Zephirah
he was a nationalist and Hebraist; but he also edited a Polish newspaper,
Israelito, which catered in a general way to assimilated Jews, and in
this periodical his nationalism was much less in evidence, This duality
in his attitude was not repellent, for it was part of his nature to seek
to harmonize extremes. We youngsters were intransigeant—and yet
we were drawn to Sokolow, He felt that we were dogmatic, borné,
doctrinaire, and he tried to lead us on to understand the points of view
of others, to temper what he considered our Jewish and Slavic in-
tolerance. He was always in favor of compromise. “The world will not
go under,” he would say, “if you yield an inch; and it makes life a
little more bearable.”” He was worldly in temperament and outlook, and
he had a faculty which most of us lacked for the enjoyment of the good
things of Life.

Occasionally we were outraged by the Olympianism of his detachment
—and in this connection I remember particularly my visit 10 him in that
spring of 1003. It was during those Passover days that we got the news
of the ghastly Kishinev pogrom. I lost my head, and was in somethitg
like a panic. Not so Sokolow. Telegrams werc pouring into the office
of Ha-Zephirah, with details of the butchery, In the midst of the
universal horror Sokolow remained calm, Not that he lacked sympathy,
but it was not in his nature to lose his balance. In that respect he was
perhaps a corrective to the youth—but we did not always find it easy
to respect such philosophic objectivity.

A generation like the present, which has been steeped in tragedies
far transcending the Russian pogroms, may wonder in retrospect at the
thrill of horror which Kishinev sent through the Jewish world. T do
not know whether Kishinev was the worst of those Russian outrages
of the early 1900’s. Certainly it cannot compete with what we have
become accustomed to in the fourth and fifth decades of this century.
Perhaps the key lies there: “What we have become accustomed to.”
In our memories Kishinev has remained the classic prototype of the
pogram. [t was the first to take place in the twentieth century, Tt was
the first—at a remove of nearly a generation—after the bloody series
which had initiated the reign of Alexander ITI. Perhaps, again, we
were moved by a half-conscious foreboding of what the new century
had in store for us,

Forty-five men, women and children killed, more than a thousand
wounded, fifteen hundred homes and shops destroyed and looted—this
is the cold summary of the Kishinev pogrom. For twenty-four hours
the Jews of Kishinev were delivered up to the fury of a mob drawn
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from the city riffraff and the countryside, Tt was only on the afternoon
of the second day that on the delayed order of the unspeakable Von
Plehve, the Minister of the Interior, the military stepped in and halted
the carnage and destruction.

The wave of indignation and despair which swept over the whole
Jewish community, from one end of Russia to the other, was augmented
by the complex feelings of humiliation and impotence. The Kishinev
pogrom was the reply of czarist Russia to the cry of [reedom of its
Jewish subjects. We knew intuitively that it was nol o be the last,
but was rather the signal for a whole series. The massacres were
deliberately organized, carefully planned, and everywhere carried out
under the eyes of the civil and military authorities, which stepped in
only when they judged that the slaughter and pillaging had gone far
enough. The general Russian press was forbidden to tell the true story,
The protests of Tolstoi and Korolenko were refused publication. Even
we, the Jews, could speak of our misfortunes only in guarded tones.
When otr national poet Bialik wrote his flaming indictment of the
pogrom, he had to disguise the allusion under a fictitious title~The
Burden of Nemirov, For the general Russian public it was reporied
that there had been “incidents,” drunken brawls of no particular
importance,

Perhaps the most tormenting feature of the Kishinev pogrom was
the fact that the Jews had allowed themselves to be slaughtered like
sheep, without offering general resistance. In spite of the wild pogrom
agitation of Krushevan, they had refused to helieve in the possihility
of a massacre carried out under the aegis of the Government; and the
attack which occurred in the midst of the last sacred days of Passover
averwhelmed them, The enemy, on the other hand, was well organized
and the pogrom developed from section to section of the city with almost
militery effectiveness, There was no chance of improvising a defense,
Here and there younger peaple, who happened to be in possession of
firearms, put up a fight ; they were at once disarmed by the military.

I had intended to proceed from Warsaw to Geneva. I abandoned my
classes, such as they were, and returned to the Pale. Together with
friends and acquaintances I proceeded to organize sell-defense grotps
in all the larger Jewish centers, Not long afterward, when a pogrom
broke out in Homel, not far from Pinsk, the hooligans were suddenly
confronted by a strongly organized Jewish self-defense corps. Again
the military interfered, and did its best to disarm the Jews; but at least
the seli-defense had broken the first wave of the attack, which was not
ahle to gather again its original momentum. Thus, throughout the Fale,
an inverted guerrilla warfare spread, between the Jews and the Russian
antherities, the former trying to maintain order, the latter encouraging
disorder. The Jews grew more and more exasperated and our lfe
therefore more and more intolerable,
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I remember distinctly a time when a pogrom came as a positive relief
to us. The tension, the constant alarms, the anomalous relations between
us and our neighbors were harder to put up with than the actual attack.
How could we be guite certain who would side with us, who would
be neutral and who would join the attackers? At least when the attack
took place we knew the worst, we could face up to our enemies and
then, when the storm had passed, we might expect a period of com-
parative tranquillity. During the period of mounting suspense all normal
activity seemed meaningless. We were at war. Our dreams of Palestine,
our plans for a Hebrew university, receded into the background, or
were blotted out. Our eyes saw nothing but the blood of slaughtered
men, women and children, our ears were deaf to everything but their
cries.,

When at last T did return to Geneva, I found no peace in the labora-
tory or the lecture hall, Every letter I received from Russia was a
lamentation. My spirits were depressed, my daily occupations seemed
to be trivial; and yet I was powerless to help. I looked forward to the
summer, and the Zionist Congress—it was to be the sixth—with
mingled feelings of futility and of mystical hope.

It was clear to me that the Kishinev pogrom and the reign of terror
which it opened boded no good for our movement, In a time of panic
plans lose their shape, creative woark becomes impogsible, the stage is
monopolized by wild and impossible schemes. The pressure of panic,
while it became most manifest after the Kishinev pogrom, had been laid
on the Zionist movement for years. “The quick solution” had haunted us
at every Congress, distracting us from sober planning and those un-
avoidably small beginnings which must precede larger achievement.
It was in pursuit of a phantom diplomatic triumph’that the official
Zionist Organization had neglected the spiritual development of the
movement, leaving that to us of the Democtatic Fraction.

When I returned to Geneva in the late spring of 1903, I addressed a
memorandum to Herzl, in my name and Feivel's, in which I set forth the
oppositional ctiticism of the Democratic Fraction, I reported on condi-
tions in Russia, on the spread of revolutionary sentiment among the
Jewish youth, on the new repressive measures instituted by Von Plehve,
and on the difficulties which beset the Zionist movement among the Jews
themselves, Our progress, I said, was blocked there by the rightist
attitude of the Zionist leadership and by its clericalist .inclinations. As
against this, Russian officialdom tools its views of Zionism from Zionist
publications which described the Democratic Fraction as “anarchistic,
nihilistic, etc.” The Jewish youth of Russia was turning from us because
it would have nothing to do with an official Zionism which it regarded
as Migrachist and petty bourgeois, while within the movement itself all
other tendencies were stamped as atheistic and revolutionary. I pointed
out to Herzl that this clericalist coloring arose from the fact that west
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European Zionism represented a passive nationalism, consciously or
unconsciously influenced by assimilation, springing from a Judaism
chiefly religious but not rooted in Jewish knowledge and folk experience,
Meanwhile the continuous demand for practical work in Palestine was
being ignored.

But Herzl, whatever he may have felt regarding the justice of our
observations, was increasingly the prisoner of his line of action. He was
driven to intensify and to emphasize his diplomatic activity. The calam-
ities of Russian Jewry overwhelmed him; he foresaw the new tides of
immigration which Kishinev and its aftermath would set in motion, and
he redoubled his efforts for “the quick solution.” As the summer ap-
proached we heard vague rumors of political negotiations with England;
but we did not learn of their character until the Congress met. Mean-
while another facet of Herzl's far-flung activities was made public,
Herzl had managed to arrange an interview, in St. Petersburg, with
Von Plehve, the man whose hands were stained with the blood of thou-
sands of Jewish victims! And in the early part of August, shortly before
the opening of the Congress, Herzl actually came to Russia to be re-
ceived by the butcher of Kishinev,

There was a passionate division of opinion on this step. There were
some who believed that the Jewish leader could not pick and choose his
contacts, but had to negotiate even with a murderer if some practical
good would come of it. Others could not tolerate the thought of this
final humiliation, But there were still others—I was among them—who
believed that the step was not only humiliating, but utterly pointless.
Von Plehve, who had passed g series of decrees, shortly after the
Kishinev pogrom, designed to render impossible any sort of Zionist
activity, would not make any promises worth the recording; if he did,
he would not keep them. It turned out that Herzl not only hoped to
influence Von Plehve to suppress the activities of the Black Hundreds
(it was an utterly fantastic hope since anti-Semitism was 2 necessary
instrument of policy to Von Plehve, to Pobiedonostsev, the Procurator
of the Holy Synod, and to the whole czarist clique) he even dreamed
of enlisting Russian aid in persuading Abdul Hamid, the feeble ruler of
Turkey, to open the gates of Palestine to us. Unreality could go ne
further ; anti-Semiteg are incapable of aiding in the creation of a Jewish
homeland ; their attitude forbids them to do anything which might really
help the Jewish people. Pogroms, yes; repressions, yes; emigration, yes;
but nothing that might be conducive to the freedom of the Jews.

Such was the fathomless despair of masses of Russian Jews that
Herzl's progress through the Jewish communities took on an almost
Messianic aspect, In Vilna, especially, there was a tremendous outpout-
ing of the Jewish population, and a great surge of blind hope, baseless,
elemental, instinctive and hysterical, attended his arrival, Nothing came,
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natarally, of Herzl's “cordial” conversations with Von Plehve, nothing,
that is, except disillusionment and deeper despair, and a deeper division
between the Zionists and the revolutionaries, for the latter were partic-
ularly furious at this concession to reaction, Herzl records his talks with
Von Plehve in his memoirs, Many generalities were uttered, Von Plehve
reiterated the stock accusation that the Jews were all revolutionaries,
and made some vague promises which he had no intention of keeping.
In exchange for these, Herzl, in an address to the Jewish leaders of St.
Petersburg, warned the Zionists against harboring radical elements in
their midst! The memorandum which I had sent him had produced no
results.

Worse was to follow at the Sixth Congress. It opened under the
shadow of the Kishinev pogrom and Herzl's visit to Von Plehve; it
closed with the Uganda episode.

The flurry of rumors regarding Herzl's negotiations with the British
Government was put to rest only when the facts were submitted to the
Congress. Before making these facts public, Herz! had already consulted
the Actions Committee—the cabinet—of the Congress, and had dis-
covered that he would encounter strong opposition. How strong he was
yet to learn. There was, among many of the Russian delegates, a deep
resentment against Herzl in connection with his visit to Van Plelve.
They could not speak out—though Nachman Syrkin did express bitter
disapproval on the floor of the Congress—because they knew that even
in Basle they were being watched by the Russian secret police, and that
they would be held accountable, when they returned to Russia, for every
incautious word, This repressed resentment was fortified when, having
set the stage with his customary skill, Herz] read forth the famous letter
from the British Government, signed by Lord Lansdowne, offering the
Jews an autonomous territory in Uganda, in that part of it which is now
British East Africa.

1 remember one deeply significant detail of the stage setting, It had
always been the custom to hang on the wall, immediately behind the
President's chair, a map of Palestine, This had been replaced by a rough
map of the Uganda protectorate, and the symbolic action got us on the
quick, and filled us with foreboding. Herzl opened his address with a
vivid picture of the situation of the Jews, which we, the Russian Jews,
knew only too well. He deduced from it only one thing: the urgent
necessity of bringing immediate, large-scale relief by emigration to the
stricken people. Emergency measures were needed. He did not relin-
quish the idea of Palestine as the Jewish homeland, On the contrary, he
intimated that Von Plehve’s promises to bring Russian pressure to hear
on Turkey had improved our prospects in Palestine, But as far as the
immediate problem was concerned, something new, something of great
significance, had developed. The British Government had made us the
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offer of a territory in British East Africa, Admittedly British East
Africa was not Zion, and never would be. It was only an auxiliary ac-
tivity—but on a national or state foundation,

Tt was an extraordinary speech, carcfully prepared—too carefully in
fact, for its cautious, balanced paragraphs betrayed the essential con-
tradictions of the situation. Herzl had already encountered deep opposi-
tion i the closed session of the Actions Committee. But he had obtained
a majority, and had enforced the unit rule, so that he could present the
British offer in the name of the Actions Committee. Knowing, then,
that he would encounter similar opposition o the floor of Congress, he
did not submit the proposition that the British offer be accepted; he
cushioned the proposal by suggesting that the Congress send a com-
mission of investigation to the territory in question, to report on ils
suitability.

The effect on the Congress was a curious one. The delegates were
eleetrified by the news. This was the first time in the exilic history of
Jewry that a great government had officially negotiated with the elected
representatives of the Jewish people, The identity, the legal personality
of the Jewish people, had been re-established, So much, then, had been
achieved by our movement; and it meant much, But as soon as the
substance of the offer, and Herzl's manner of announcing it, sank home,
2 spirit of disquiet, dejection and anxiety spread through the Congress.
It was clear that Herzl's faith in Von Plehve’s support of our hopes in
Palestine was more or less put on. And again, it was all very well to talk
of Uganda as an auxiliary and a temporary measure, but the deflection
of our energies to a purely relief effort would mean, whatever Herzl's
intentions were, the practical dismantling of the Zionist Organization in
so far as it had to do with Zion.

How was it that Herzl could contemplate such a shift of objective?
It was the logical consequence of his conception of Zionism and of the
role which the movement had to play in the life of the Jews, To him,
and to many with him—perhaps the majority of the representatives of
the Jews assembled in Basle—Zionism meant an immedigte solution of
the problems hesetting their sorely tried people. If it was not that, it was
nothing at all. The conception was at once erude, naive and generous.
There is no immediate solution of great histotic problems. There is only
movement in the direction of the solution, Herzl, the leader, had set ouf
with the contrary belief; and he met with disappointment. The Judennot
~the Jewish need—was increasing hourly, Herzl had been in Russia
and had cast a shuddering glance at the Pale and its miseries, Every-
where he had been received by a desperate people as its redeemer; it
was his duty now to redeem, If Palestive was not, at the moment, feas-
ible, he could not wait, for the flood of anti-Semitism was rising minute
by minute and—to use his own words—"“the lower strata of the Jewish
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edifice were already inundated.” If anything were to happen, then, there
might not be enongh Jews left to build Palestine; hence the offer of the
British Government was providential; it had come just in the nick of
time—a very present help in time of trouble. Tt would be cruel, heart-
less, un-Jewish and un-Zionistic, to throw away a chance which might
never again occur in the history of the Jewish people,

Herzl's statement to the Congress was cautious, dignified and
guarded; off stage, in the lobbies of the Congress, he was less diplo-
matic, more human, more vehement. e, and those under his influence,
little thought that what he was offering to Jews and Zionists was a snare
and a delusion : there was no territorial project, however magnificent it
might appear at first hlush, which could possibly, within a short space
of time, have relieved the tension and appreciably mitigated the disasters
which had come upon us with the force of an avalanche, Jewish emigra-
tion from Russia, which before Kishinev had been rising steadily,
reached the fgure of one hundred thousand per annum alter Kishinev.
Those who spoke calmly of deflecting the stream of immigration to
Uganda did not stop to reflect that Uganda was a country of which
cnly one thing was known, namely, that it was a desolate wilderness
populated by savage tribes; neither its nature, its climate, its agricul-
tural nor its other possibilities corresponded—at the optimistic best—to
the need of the hour. It is hard to tell to what extent Herzl was com-
pletely taken in by the Uganda proposal, In his tortuous diplomatic
calculations, he was also thinking of Uganda as a pawn. He wanted the
Congress to accept Uganda in order to [righten the Sultan into action,
as if to say: “If you won't give us Palestine, we'll drop you completely
and go to British East Africa,”

In any case, the proposal before the Congress was only that of an
investigation committee, But no one was mistaken as to the symbolic
significance of that proposal. A deep, painful and passionate division
manifested itself on the floor of the Congress, When the first session was
suspended, and the delegates scattered in the lobhies, or hastened to their
caucuses, a young woman ran up on the platform, and with a vehement
gesture tore down the map of Uganda which had been suspended there
in place of the vsual map of Zion.

I proceeded to the caucus of the Russian delepation, the largest at the
Congress, for the discussion of our stand on the Uganda proposal.
Ussishkin, the leader of the Russian Zionists—who was of course hit-
terly anti-Ugandist—was not at the Congress. He was in Palestine, The
other Russian leaders, Kohan-Bernstein, Shmarya Levin, Victor Jacob-
son, were as implacably anti-Ugandist. The Polish delegates (they were
a subgroup of the Russian delegation) were divided. Sokolow—charac-
teristically—would not commit himself, My father, who was a fellow-
delegate with me from Pinsk, was of the Russian minority which was
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pro-Uganda—so was my brother Shemuel—and for the only time in our
lives there was a coolness between us. I should mention that among the
Russian Zionists there was a certain type of respectable middle-class
householder which had always been skeptical of the feasibility of the
rebuilding of Palestine, There were practical men, merchants, men of
affairs, who argued that Herzl's efforts for Palestine had reached an
impasse. “What's the good of pursuing a phantom?” they said. And
then again: “What have we to lose by accepting Uganda?’ Or else it
was: ‘““The British are a great people. It is a great government which
makes the offer, We must not offend 2 great government by refusing.”

All of these arguments, it seemed to me, were informed by a curious
inferiority complex, In the session of the Russian delegation, I made 5
violent speech against the Uganda project, and swung to our side many
of the hesitant. In the confusion of the offer, which Herzl had flung so
dramatically at the Congress, many of the delegates had lost their beat-
ings, I myself, I admitied, had for a moment looked upon the incident
as a party maneuver but it had become clear to me that it was much
more fundamental. It was an attempt to give a totally new character to
the Zionist movement. The very fact, I said, that the Mizrachi—ihe
religious Zionists—were mostly for Uganda, and the Democratic Frac-
tion mostly against it, revealed the nature of the move.

“The influence of Herzl on the people is very great,” I said, “Even the
opponents of Uganda cannot get away from it, and they canuot make up
their minds to state openly that this is a departure from the Basle pro-
gram, Herzl, who found the Chibath Zion movement already in exist-
ence, made a pact with it. But as time passed, and the idea of Palestine
did not succeed, he regretted the pact. He reckoned only with external
conditions, whereas the forces on which we base ourselves lie deep in the
psychology of our people and in its living impulses. We knew that
Palestine could not be obtained in short order, and that is why we do
not despair if this or that particular attempt fails.” And I closed my
speech with these words: “If the British Government and people are
what I think they are, they will make us a better offer.” This last sen-
tence became a sort of slogan for the anti-Ugandists at the Congress,

The debate on the Uganda proposal had opened at the first session
of the Plenum with a speech in the affirmative by Max Nordau. It was
not a convincing speech, for Nordau himself was not thoroughly con-
vinced, and had yielded only to pressure, It was then that he coined the
famous phrase Nachiasyl—night shelter; Uganda was to be colonized,
nationally, as a sort of halfway station to Palestine, As the debate un-
folded, the first flush of excitement over the recognition of the Zionist
Organization by a great government died away. The feeling against the
proposal began to crystallize,

The debate was resumed after the separate sessions of the caucuses,
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and was closed by a second address from Nordau. The Congress was in
a high state of tension. Family bonds and lifelong friendships were shat-
tered. The vote on the resolution was by roll call. Every delegate had to
say “Yes” or “No.” The replies fell, in a deathly silence, like hammer
blows. We felt that the destiny of the Zionist movement was being
decided. Two hundred and ninety-five delegates voted “Yes,” one hun-
dred and seventy-five “No.” About a hundred abstained. I remember
vividly Herz! calling Sokolow’s name. “Herr Sokolow.” No answer.
“Herr Sokolow ! No answer, And a third time, “Herr Sokolow " With
the same result. To indicate the excitement under which all of us lahored,
1 record a minor incident which took place afterward, in the train which
was taking a group of us from Basle toward Russia. Tschlenow turned
to Sckolow and said :

“If I, or Weizmann here, had abstained from voting, it would have
mattered little; but how could you, the editor of the most important
Hebrew paper in Eastern Europe, to which thousands of readers look
for guidance, abstain? You must have an opinion one way or the other
on a fundamental question like this!”

To which Sckolow replied, with unwonted heat:

“I could write you a dozen atticles on this issue, and you would not
find out whether I am pro or con. . . . And here you dare to ask me
to my face for a definite reply. That’s more than I can stand!”

Now the extraordinary feature of the vote was that the great majority
of the negatives came from the Russian delegation| The delegates from
Kishinev were against the Uganda offer! It was abgolutely beyond the
understanding of the Westerners. I reeall how, after the vote, Herzl came
up to a group of delegates in the lobby, and in the course of a brief
interchange of views exclaimed, apropos of the recalcitrant Russians:
“These people have a rope around their necks, and still they refuse!”

A young lady, the one who had torn down the map of Uganda from
the wall behind the dais, happened to be standing by. She exclaimed,
vehemently: “Monsieur le President, vous étes un traifre!” Herzl turned
ot his heel,

Technically, Herz! had a majority for the Uganda proposal, but it was
quite clear that acceptance of the British offer would be futile. The vote
had been too close. Besides, the people for whom British East Africa was
to be accepted, the suffering, oppressed Russians, did not want it, They
would not relinquish Zion,

When the result of the roll call was announced in the Plenum the Rus-
sian members of the Actions Committee who had been against the pro-
posal at the closed session compelled Herzl to exonerate them from re-
sponsibility for the unit vote. They then left the dais and marched out
from the hall, followed by the great majority of the Russian delegates,
It was an unforgettable scene. Tschlenow, Kornberg and others of the
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older statesmen wept openly. When the dissidents had assembled sepa-
tately, there were some delegates who, in the extremity of their distress,
sat down on the floor in the traditional ritual mourning which is gb-
served for the dead, or in commemoration of the destruction of the
temple on the ninth of Ab. I remember that not long afterward Achad
Ha-am wrote an article “Ha-Bochim” (“The Weepers”), in which he
mournfully recalled his consistent eriticism of the lack of folk Zionism in
the Western leaders ; this defection from Palestine, he declared, had been
+ jmplicit in the Western leadership from the beginning; it had first
declared itself in Hetzl's Judenstaet, in which Zion had not even been
mentioned; then in his Alineulond, his Utopian novel which had
described a Jewish homeland of the futute without a Jewish culture;
and now came the denouement, the substitution of a remote, unknown
African tertitory for the glory of the historic Jewish homeland.

Meanwhile, as we sat in caucus, depressed, our hearts filled with
hitterness, a message was brought in that Herzl would like to speak to
us. We sent back word that we would be glad to hear him, He came in,
looking haggard and exhausted. He was received in dead silence. No-
body rose from his seat to greet him, nobody applauded when he ended,
He admonished us for having left the hall; he undarstood, he said, that
this was merely a spontaneous demonstration and not a secession; he
invited us to return. He reassured us of his unswerving devotion to
Palestine, and spoke again of the urgent need for finding an immediate
refuge for large masses of homeless Jews. We listened in silence; no one
attempted to reply. It was probably the only time that Herzl was thus
received at any Zionist gathering; he, the idol of all Zionists. He left
as he had entered ; but I think that at this small meeting he realized for
the first time the depth of the passion which linked us with Zion. This
was the last time that T saw him except from a distance, on the plat-
form. He died in the following year, at the age of forty-four,

Nothing came of the Uganda offer, The year after Herzl's death, at
the seventh Zionist Congress, in 1905, it was definitely rejected, and
Tsrael Zangwill and others seceded from the Zionist Organization in
order to found the Jewish Territorial Organization, which for years
looked for another territory on which to settle large numbers of Jews in
a homeland of their own, but never, never found one.

The sixth Congress, with its dramatic focalization of the Jewish prob-
lem, tanght me much. Tn particular, two of the issues there presented
illustrated the principle of organic growth in which I have always be-
lieved. Nothing good is produced by panic. It was panic that moved
Herzl to accept the Uganda offer uncritically: it was panic that pre-
vented us from making good use of another proposal—that of El Arish,
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which was presented to the sixth Congress. I believe that the exposition
of both offers belongs to this record.

Shortly after the sixth Congress I decided to go to England to find out
for myself, if I could, what there was in the Uganda offer, which was ta
come up for a final decision at the seventh Congress. I knew a [ew Eng-
lish Jews; one was Leopold Greenberg, the editor of the London Jowish
Chrowicle, but T could not go to him. He had been instrumental in bring-
ing Herzl together with Joseph Chamberlain and Lotd Lansdowne and
Arthur James Balfour, who was then Prime Minister. My opposition to
the Uganda offer had made Greenberg my enemy, and we never estab-
lished Friendly relations again, When I settled permanently in England,
Greenberg did his best to keep me out of the movement; he succeeded,
certainly, in preventing me for 2 long time from developing close con-
tact with the London Zionists, and the Jewish Chronicle remained con~
sistently hostile to me. I also knew Dr. Moses Gaster, the Haham, or
head of the Sephardic Communities, who had been one of Herzl's earliest
stipporters in England. I was to know him much better in later years, He
was a good Zionist but suffered, I believe, irom jealousy; he considered
himself more fitted than Herzl for the position of President of the Ziomist
Organization, but never rose higher than a Vice-Presidency of the
Congress.

It was to Gaster that I turned, and he gave me 2 letier to Lord Percy,
who was then in charge of African affairs, Lord Percy was the
first English statesman I met, He was a man in the thirties, with the
finely chiseled features of his family, courteous and affable in manner,
and obviously well informed. He asked me a great deal about the Zionist
movement, and expressed boundless astonishment that the Jews should
ever so much as have considered the Uganda proposal, which he re-
garded as impractical on the one hand, and, on the other, a denial of the
Jewish religion. Himself deeply religious, he was bewildered by the
thought that Jews could even entertain the idea of any other country
than Palestine as the center of their revival; and he was delighted to
hear from me that there were so many Jews who had categorically re-
fused. He said: “If I were a Jew I would not give a hallpenny for this
proposition I

I was so impressed by Lord Percy’s views that immediately on leaving
him T sat down in an adjoining room, and on the stationery of the For-
eign Office wrote a report of the conversation to my fiancée. The sub-
stance of the letier I communicated to the “Neinsager”—the Nay-sayers
or opponents of Uganda—in Russia. I believe that this contributed not
a little to the final defeat of the Uganda proposal.

From Lord Percy I went to Sir Harry Johnston, the famous explorer,
who knew Uganda well. He too was of the opinion that the practical
value of the offer was nil. He added that the few white settlers, mostly
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English, who were already in Uganda, would fight against a Jewish in-
flux into their territory, which could not accommodate more than a very
limited number. I came to the conclusion that Greenberg had indoctrin-
ated Herzl with the idea, which lacked—apart from its ideological and
moral shortcomings—any solid foundation and which Herzl had grasped
at in the panic of pressure,

Johnston also sent me to see an English gentleman whase name was
widely and unfavorably known to the Jewish people—Sir William Evans
Gordon—the father of the Aliens Bill. He was generally regarded ag
responsible for all the difficulties placed in the way of Jewish immigrants
into England, I had met him some years before, when he had been mak-
ing a tour of the Jewish Pale of Settlement in Russia, Looking back now,
I think our people were rather hard on him. The Aliens Bill in England,
and the movement which grew up around it were natural phenomena
which might have been {oreseen, They were a repetition of a phenomenon
only too familiar in our history, Whenever the quantity of Jews in any
country reaches the saturation point, that country reacts against them,
In the early years of this century Whitechapel and the great industrial
centers of England were in that sense saturated. The fact that the actual
nuwher of Jews in England, and even their proportion to the total popu-
lation, was smaller than in other countries was irrelevant; the determin-
ing factor in this matter is not the solubility of the Jews, but the solvent
power of the countty. England had reached the point when she could or
would absorb so many Jews and no more, English Jews were prepared
to be absorbed in larger numbers. The reaction against this cannot be
looked upon ag anti-Semitism in the ordinary or vulgar sense of that
word; it is a universal social and economic concomitant of Jewish im-
migration, and we cannot shake it off.

Sir William Evans Gordon had no particular anti-Jewish prejudices,
He acted, as he thought, according to his best lights and in the most
kindly way, in the interests of his country. He had been horrified by what
he had seen of the oppression of the Jews in Russia, but in his opinion it
was physically impossible for England to make good the wrongs which
Russia had inflicted on its Jewish population. He was sorry, but he was
helpless. Also, he was sincerely ready to encourage any settlement of
Jews almost anywhere in the British Empire, but he failed to see why the
ghettos of London or Leeds or Whitechapel should be made into a branch
of the ghettos of Warsaw and Pinsk. I am fairly sure he would equally
have opposed the mass influx of any foreign element ; but as it happened,
no other foreign element pressed for admission in such numbers. It re-
quires a good deal of imagination to think of newly created ghettos in
terms of the second or third generations, which will have adapted them-
selves with incredible rapidity and skill to the structure of the new life, and
will have lost their identity almost beyond recognition ; to foresee them,
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under changed names, figuring in the honors lists of Oxford and Cam-
bridge, and making genuine contributions to English life. It is too much
to expect the ordinary, well-meaning citizen to look so far ahead. It is too
much to expect him to view 2 strange and often—as he thinks—disturb-
ing element without that natural prejudice which a settled, firmly rooted
citizen of a country with an age-long tradition must feel in the presence
of 2 homeless wanderer, assumed to be continually on the lookout for a
home, a country to adopt. Sir William Evans Gordon gave me some
insight into the psychology of the settled citizen, and though my views
on immigration naturally were in sharp conflict with his, we discussed
these problems in a quite objective and even friendly way.

Uganda was one lesson in the dangers of panic policy. El Arish was
another.

During the sixth Congress we learned that, side by side with the
Uganda offer, there was another in the making, Herzl had been negoti-
ating with His Majesty’s Government on something much nearer home,
namely, the possibility of Jewish colonization in the strip of territory
between the present southern boundary of Palestine and Egypt, com-
monly known as El Arish. Apparently discussions had been going on for
some considerahle time, but the general body of Zienists did not know
how these discussions had arisen, or anything else about them beyond
the fact that an expedition had been sent out to El Arish to survey the
ground, and that the expedition had brought back an unfavorable report.
We were informed at the Congress that His Majesty’s Government, al-
ways mindful of the Jews, and desirous of ameliorating their lot, had
given every facility to representatives of the Zionist movement to con-
duct an investigation on the spot. The commission had discussed the
situation fully with Lord Cromer, who bad received them sympathetically,
but the project had been found to be impracticable owing to the lack of
water in this part of southern Palestine.

Irrigation possibilities had been discussed, but all these depended on
the utilization of water from the Nile, and to this the Egyptian Govern-
ment was naturally opposed. On a careful analysis of the report, and
with the scanty information made available to us at the Congress, one
could not help feeling that the commission’s attitude was largely dictated
by the ever-present desire of the Zionist leaders at that time to undertake
colonization only on a very large scale; for only such colonization, they
felt, could do anything to lighten the sufferings of the Jewish people. If
large-scale colonization was not possible, they preferred to drop the entire
matter. In my opinion it was this view, and this view alone, which was
responsible for bringing the El Arish project—a very tangible reality
~—to nought. The expedition was not satisfied with the thin strip of land
along the coast of southern Palestine on which it was fairly certain that
colonies could have been established, since there was good prospect of
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subterrancan water. (There are, in fact, settlerents in El Arish today,)
But that was toa small a task for the great ideas which then prevailed in
the circles of the Zionist leadership. It was too modest a beginning, It
did not appeal to the vision and imagination either of the leaders or of
the masses, before whose eyes the word “solution” was constantly
dangled. So the commission felt obliged to include in its investigation the
“Pelusian Plain” (Sinai Desert) ; and this did not lend itself to colon-
ization unless water was found. The project was abandoned in its
entirety, and no attempt made to examine in detail the smaller strip of
territory where colonization was possible. It might have made, I think,
a very considerable difference to the present fate of Palestine if we had
then concentrated on making a beginning, however small, along the
coast of southern Palestine.

Kighinev, Uganda, El Arish and the sixth Zionist Congress brought
a deep crisis into my life. I perceived the utter inadequacy of the Zionist
movement, as then constituted, in relation to the tragedy of the Jewish
peaple. Kishinev had only intensified in the Jews of Russia the in-
eradicable longing for a Jewish homeland in Palestine—in Palestine,
and not elsewhere. Elsewhere meant for them only a continuation of
the old historic rounds of refuge. They wanted Palestine hecause that
meant restoration in every sense. But the Zionist movement could not
give them Palestine there and then; and a spirit of falsification and self-
betrayal had crept into the movement. The substitute project of Uganda
was chimerical; and it did not even speak the language of the ancient
hope and memory, Zionism was at the crossroads; it would either learn
patience and endurance, and the hard lesson of organic growth, or it
would disintegrate into futility,

I felt that I too was at the crossroads, and that I had to take a decisive
step to signalize my realization that a new start had to be made. On July
4, 1904, Herzl died in Vienna; and on the day when a delegation of stu-
dents set out for Vienna to attend the funeral, I closed the first chapter
of my Zionist life, and set out for England, to begin the second.



CHAPTER 7

New Start in England

Why Englandf—Zionism in England Hoilf o Century Ago—
I Settle in Manchester—Professor Perkin—Fizing up a Labo-
ratory—First Lessons i English—Tom, the Lab Boy—First
Research Work in England—I Lecture in English—My Stu-
dents—My Tactful Jopanese Colleague—The Insistent Call
of Zionism—dA Zionist Meeting in Manchester—I Put My Foot
in It—English Ziowism Recovers from Ugando—The Man-
chester Center Crystallizes—Achad Ha-am in England.

MY FLIGHT to Dngland, in 1904, was a deliberate and desperate
step. It was not, to he sure, real flight; it was in reality a case of
reculer powr wigux somter, I was in danger of being eaten up Dy
Zionism, with no benefit either to my scientific career or to Zionism.
We had rcached, it seamed to me, a dead point in the movement. My
struggles were destroying me; an interval was needed before the possi-
bilities of fruitful work could be testored. Achieving nothing in my
public effort, neglecting my laboratory and my books, I was in danger
of degenerating into a Luftmensch, one of those well-meaning, undis-
ciplined and frustrated “eternal students” of whom I have already
written, To become effective in any sense, I had to continue my education
in chemistry and wait for a more propitious time in the Zionist move-
ment.

I chose England for various reasons, chiefly intuitive. My position
in Geneva and my income from my patent were both- petering out.
There was little scope for an alien in a small country like Switzerland,
which was already overcrowded with émigrés from other countries,
especially my own, I knew little of France, and Paris had never attracted
me, Germany was out of the question. England presented itself to me as
a country in which, at least theoretically, a Jew might be allowed to
live and work without let or hindrance, and where he might be judged
entirely on his merits, '

My Zionist views, too, led me to look wupon England as the one
country which seemed likely to show a genuine sympathy for & move-
tent Jike ours; and the history of the relations between England and

93
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Zionism, even at that time, bore witness to this probability, There were
no other reasons that I can recall, except my profound admiration for
England. There was certainly nothing of any material valne in England
to attract me. I had no prospects whatsoever. In that sense it was a
leap in the dark. I took with me no jmpedimenta: I had none, My
assets consisted of a certain amount of chemical experience and many
good intentions—to work hard, to withdraw for a time from all public
activity, and to devate myself wholeheartedly to building up a new
life in new surroundings. I had no knowledge of the language, my circle
of acquaintances in England was very limited. I had no preference for
one patt of the country aver another. London, the first city I came to,
inspired me—as it had done on the occasion of my previous visits—
with awe; its size, its buildings, its climate terrified me, Among its
crowds I was a solitary, setting out on uncharted seas in a derelict
boat, without rudder or compass.

In London I lodged for a few weeks with a tailor on Sidney Street,
a sweet, gentle fellow, a Zionist like myself, hut of the left wing, I
paid very little for my board and lodgings—certainly not enough to more
than cover the expense I caused him., There was a curious spirit of
isolation about this intelligent, well-read host of mine. He would walk
the streets of London with me, to teach me something about the city.
But he would not accompany me beyond the Bank. There he would stop
and say, solemnly: “I never go beyond this point.” For some obscure
reason I was terribly impressed by this touch of the hermit,

1 saw Gaster, met Sir William Evans Gordon again and re-established
contact with some of the Zionists who had attended the Congresses. Zion-
ismin England reflected the general critical condition of the movement at
its worst. Zangwill was leading, or attempting to lead, Jewry into East
Alrica, and it was regarded as something very near treason against
Zionist ideals to permit oneself to criticize the East African project, and
to insist that the Zionist movement must always have as its primary
object the uphuilding of Zion. Zionism at this time was acquiring a
peculiar savor; it tended to be transformed into a rather low-grade
British patriotism—a British patriotism based on an imaginary attach-
ment to an imaginary country which nobody had seen and nobody
knew, a remote dependency of the British Empire populated by savages.
But the mere fact that it was within the orbit of the British Empire was
sufficient to fire the imagination of many of the superpatriots. In their
enthusiasm they forgot the Biblical motto of the Zionist movement: “If
T forget thee, O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cunning.”

I found myself isolated, socially, intellectually and morally, There was
a certain bitterness among many Zionists, who attributed the untimely
death of Herzl to the stubbornness of the anti-Ugandists ; the opposition
had killed him. I was handicapped in my efforts to widen my circle of
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acquaintances by my ignorance of the language; and most of my so-
called Zionist friends, captured by the idea of a great Jewish State in
Uganda, gave me the cold shoulder, At that time they were still awaiting
a report on the offered territory ; but they were certain that it would be
good: otherwise, they argued, the offer would never have been made.
T was helpless in the face of such naiveté,

My isolation grew deeper and more complete, and 1 came to the con-
clusion that in the circumstances the best thing T could do was to keep
away from the unpleasant and unprofitable strife which was being waged
around ideas which meant little or nothing to me. This state of mind
was the determining factor in my choice of a provincial city in which to
begin my work. I was more determined than ever to keep out of Zionist
politics for a lime, to be by myself and to devote myself to study and
thought, I felt instinclively that if I stayed in London I should be
dragged, against my will, into the vortex of futile discussion.

1 picked Manchester as my place of exile—for exile it really was.
I was no longer a youngster—I was in my thirtieth year, I had achieved
some standing both in the academic world and in public life. Manchester
was to be a complete if temporary eclipse, I was beginning all over
again, Na job was waiting for me. The best I could lock forward to was
the privilege of a small Iaboratory in the university, for which I would
pay. The rest would depend on my work—and my luck.

In Manchester I knew just one person, Joseph Massel, the Zionist,
who was a printer by trade and a Hebrew poet by avocation, and he
turned out to be a veritable angel. He met me at the station, when I
arrived on an August bank holiday, and took me to his house, a dark,
moth-eaten place, half of which was occupied by his printing plant. But
it was a sweet, wholesome Jewish home, and during my first few months
in Manchester my Friday evenings with the Massels were the highlights
of my life. It was Massel, again, who found lodgings for me near the
university, and who introduced me to Chatles Dreyfus, the chairman
of the Zionist group in Manchester, and ditector of the Clayton Aniline
Works, where I later obtained part-time employment as research worket.

Two factors entered into my choice of Manchester, It was a big
center of the chemical industry, and it possessed a great university, the
chemical school of which, familiar to me from scientific literature, had
a particularly high reputation. And I had, among my letters of intro-
duction, one to Professor William Henry Perkin, of Manchester Uni-
versity.

It was Professor Graebe, of Geneva, who had given me this letter, and
here again I cannot help pausing on the curious way in which the strands
of my life have heen woven together. It so happened that the work I had
been doing under Graebe had been on similar lines to that which the
father of Professor Perkin, Sir Wiliam Henry Perkin, had done
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nearly half a century before. Very few people know that it was an
Englishman—namely William Henry Perkin—who was the founder of
the coal-tar dyc industry. As a boy of eighteen he had produced, chemi-
cally, the coloring matter which subsequently became known as aniline
blue, or mauve—and which, incidentally, gave its name to the “mauve
decade.” It was Germany, however, in that tremendous expansion of
her industries which accompanied the dream of world conquest, which
exploited the discovery. Of the manner in which Germany and her
imperialism crossed the path of my Zionist and scientific interests I shall
have much more to say later. Here, at any rate, was another premonitory
contact, to which I paid little attention at the time. I only knew that
Professor Perkin was rather louched that I should have been working
in the same field as his father, and perhaps his kindness to me was due
primarily to this quite fortuitous sentimental factor. Whatever the
reason, L was very warmly received, As a {former pupil of Adolph von
Bayer, of Munich, Perkin spoke an excellent German, He kept me in
conversation for about an hour, inquired into my work, explained the
mechanism of the Manchester Chemical School, and immediately ar-
ranged to let me have the use of a laboratory, for which I was to pay 2
fee of six pounds. Then he said good-by | He was leaving for his holiday,
and he paused long enough to describe, with happy anticipation, the
villages and inns in the Dolomites which he intended 1o visit, He shook
hands with me and left, accompanied by my warmesl gratitude and
keenest envy.

The six pounds T had to pay for the laboratory made a considerable
hole in my resources; and when I paid the money to the bursar I made
an unspoken vow: “This is the last you get out of me.” I had saved up
a little in Geneva out of my patent royalties; and I had a small income
~I think it was ten pounds a month—from the Baku oil man, Shrirow
(the same one who had provided the {funds for the disasttous experiment
with Zvi Aberson) for whom I was doing some research. But that was
not going to last very long. It was therefore with a high spirit of de-
termination that I plunged into my work,

The beginning was not encouraging, The laboratory in which Pro-
fessor Perkin had bidden me make myself at home was a dingy basement
room which had evidently not been used for many months. It was dark,
grimy and covered with many layers of dust and soot; the necessary
accommodations were there, but a great deal of cleaning and rearranging
had to be done before it could be made habitable, As far as I could see,
I was alone in the building, and I had no idea where to find the pata-
phernalia to fit up a laboratory, The first thing I did was to set to wotk
ta scrub the tables, clean the taps and wash up the dirty apparatus
which stood abaut in picturesque disorder. This occupied my first day.
1t was not exactly a scientific oceupation, but it kept my thoughts busy



NEW START IN ENGLAND 97

till evening when, very tired, and suffering from housemnaid’s knee, I
gtumbled back to my lodgings.

The following morning I returned very early to the laboratory, and
to my great joy found it inhabited by another living being, This was
Edwards, the chief steward of the laboratories, an all-powerful person
who was responsible not only for the charwomen and lab boys, but
also for all chemical and glass stores. I realized at once that here was,
from my point of view, the most important man in the place. He did not
look at all like the laboratory stewards I had known in Berlin and
Geneva; he was perhaps more like a churchwarden; anyhow, he was
unctuous and exceedingly polite, his language always cautious and
diplomatic. Unfortunately, our conversations in the early days were
rather slow and disconnected, since my English was practically non-
existent and he knew no other language. The first morning I spoke
with pencil and paper, drawing for him most of the apparatus I wanted.,
I also wrote out the formulee of the chemicals, He brought me an
English chemistry textbook, and going through it T pointed to the pic-
tures, and he was kind enough to read out to me several passages. In
this way we got on talerably well, and by the end of the morning 1 had
collected a fairly good outfit and had been given access to the Holy of
Holies—the storeroom where the fine chemicals I needed for my work
were kept, Edwards also placed at my disposal a lab hoy. His language,

. too, was entirely incomprehensible to me, but he possessed a peculiar
gift which I had never encountered before: he had learned how to play
football with every piece of apparatus which came inito his hands. He
was something of an artist in this way, and could kick pieces of glass-
ware about without actually smashing them, He never handed me any-
thing in the ordinary way, but was forever performing some sleight of
hand, either throwing the piece of apparatus up into the air and catch-
ing it, or slinging it at a nicely caleulated angle to fall on 2 definite spot
on my desk. But he was kindly and jolly. He talked mostly with his
hands, and at the top of his voice, being probably under the impression
that the more loudly one speaks the more easily the foreigner under-
stands.

Tom proved to be a great asset, and did well by me, even showing an
inclination to procure various luxuries for my laboratory. Thus, without
any prompting from me, he produced some matting for the stone floor,
and gave me an elaborate explanation—mostly by gesticulation—to the
effect that every worker in this room had invariably finished up with
theumatism, so that the matting was an essential prerequisite for one’s
bodily welfare. He also expressed the hope that T would not be staying
long in this room, but would shortly be moved upstairs, Foreign gentle-
men usually began in the basement, but if they did well they went up,
I took careful note of Tom's wise remarks, which were hased on wide
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experience and careful observation, He went on to pive me, in his
sketchy way, some characteristics of the dromatis personae in the lab-
oratories, so that when they arrived I might find them more or less
famitiar. Tom was blessed with remarkable common sense and receptive-
ness; he was a keen and reliable observer of the people around him,
We soon became firm friends, so much so that he repeatedly offered 1o
“pinch” some special chemical for me from the stores nat accessible to
ordinary mortals. I did my best to discourage this idea, hecause I
thought it was still too early for me to embark on attempts of this kind,
But Tom did net quite agree with me. Everybody did it, he said; and
it wasn't really “pinching” hecause of course you could always sign a
receipt for any chemical you took. It appeared that every worker in
the labs had his own little private store of chemicals laid up in his own
special hiding place; it saved their running around and wasting time;
and anyway, explained Tom, it was always well to be prepared,

I fitted myself out as best I could, and in company with my Iah boy,
set up my first experiments. . . . It had been a rather difficult beginning,
but the creation of a laboratory in a strange town, especially during
vacation, when the place is hall dead, and in the hands of charwomen,
plumbers and workmen of all kinds, is usually a heartbreaking task,
Mine was made easier by the consistent kindheartedness which I en-
countered {rom the workmen around me, Not only were they most con-
siderate in not invading my quariers at inconvenient times, but they
showed great sympathy, tried to supply me with whatever information
T needed, and spated no effott to produce any piece of apparatus or
furniture that T asked for.

I settled down to work, and while my experiments were cocling or
simmering I had ample time to yield myself up to contemplation of the
world around me. My thoughts wandered toward the future, and then
swung back to the past. What struck me first was the profound differ-
ence between the tarbulent years I had left behind me and the placid
and peaceful atmosphere of this basement laboratory in Manchester.
But I did not let my mind run idle for too long. From the first week
on I spent several hours a day in the systematic study of English. I
learned whole pages of my chemistry textbook by heart. The technical
language was fairly easy to follow, but what I did to the pronunciation,
reading aloud to myself, is now beyond my imagination. However, 1
must have made some progress, for I found myself gradually opening
up lines of communication with my fellow-workers in the laboratory
building,

About six weeks passed in this way. I lived, except for the contacts
I have mentioned, almost incommunicado. I used to bting my lunch to
the lab and work solidly from nine o’clock in the morning till seven or
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eight at night, or even later; and I continved to fill in my time with
the reading of chemical texthooks and articles in chemical reviews.

With this almost complete absence of distraction, my work progressed
rather well, and when Professor Perkin returned, about six or seven
weeks after our first interview, I was glad to have something to show
him. He seemed pleased, and was most encouraging; he placed at my
disposal two research men, whom I could employ on special subjects.
They were not the best men available, but they were pleasant people
and willing workers. Later I had as my assistant a young demonstrator
by the name of Pickles, a Lancashire boy with a massive northern
accent. He was an extremely likable fellow, whose only defect was his
illusion that he could speak German,

I have special reason to remember the first work I did in England,
for in a curious way it came up again in sclentific circles after a lapse
of aver three decades. The subject is perhaps nat without interest for
the general reader. We established a reaction between magnesium
organic compounds and phthalic anhydrides, leading to a new class of
compoynds which in turn can be converted into derivatives of anthra-
cene, the basis of certain important dyestuffs. The scientific value of the
discavery lay in the fact that the chemical structure of the anthracene
derivatives so produced was, unlike those produced by previous methods,
unambiguous, Nothing much was done with our method until the
thirties, when research work on synthetic carcinogenous (cancer-pro-
ducing) substances set in, prompted by the discovery that coal tar
owes its carcinogenic action on the skin to the presence of a hydrocarbon
which is also an anthracene derivative and can be made synthetically.
This aroused interest in methods for the synthesis of such somewhat
complicated hydrocarbons, and with the group of my co-workers which
formed the Rehovoth team (concerning which I shall have much to tell
later) in Palestine, we made investigations in greater detail and ex-
tended our earlier observations in various directions. In the hands of
Professor Fieser of Harvard, and his pupils, our method became a
valuable tool in their well-known research on the relations between
molecular structure and cancer-producing activity. Professor Dufraisse
of Paris made use of our reaction for his studies on photo-oxidation,
and actually investigated a number of new substances which we sent
him from Rehovoth,

There was one brief interruption in my work of which I shall tell
later, The term began at the university, and my laboratory was enlivened
from time to time by invasions of young students and senior research
men, I began to make the acquaintance of my colleagues. By this time
T was speaking English of a sort, and my relations with the college
follc were such as to make me desire to stay in the laboratory and.
become part of their world, Indeed I cherished this ambition, but I
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was s0 far from dreaming that it could come true that I did not speak
of it to anyone.

Three months had passed, and I was face to face with the problem
of how to continue my existence in Manchester. My savings and my
income from Shrirow had given out. I reflected that if there was any~
thing at all in my secret ambition, a year or two at least would have
to pass before it could be realized and I would be given employment in
the school ol chemistry. I was at an impasse.

Two things happened, almost simultancously, to resolve my diffi-
culties. First, Chatles Dreyfus invited me to do some research for his
firm, It was a type of work that would not interfere with my college
program, and in fact I would not have to leave my laboratory, to which
[ had by now become very much attached, After obtaining the permis-
sion of Professor Perkin, I agteed to combine the two dutics, and in
this wise obtained the bare minimum required to support me in Man-
chester. So, from November 1904 on, 1 was more or less secure from
the material point of view., My budget was a very modest one; it did
not exceed £3. a week, all told—board, lodging, laboratory expenses,
books, everything, T even had a small sum to send my sister who had
just begun her studies in Zurich.

I was so engrossed in my work that, had it not been for my weekly
visit to the Massels, T would never have known any other street than
the one which led from my Jodgings to the college. I was living with
Jewish family on Cecil Street—the Levys, who had probably originated
on Cheetham Hill, but who pretended to have nothing to do with it.
In fact they pretended to know nothing about the Jewish community
generally, and to be entirely innocent of Yiddish. I had my suspicions
regarding the accent of the older members of the family, but it was
hinted to me that it was Australian; my knowledge of English did not
extend to the niceties of colonial pronunciation so I could not challenge
the claim, However, they were kindly people, and made me feel at home
with them. I saw little of them for I went out early in the morning,
and came home late. My room was never invaded by members of the
family, and I could live alone with my books, my letters and my
thoughts,

I was slowly accustoming myself to Manchester life. My greatest
difficulty was with the fogs, which depressed me terribly. They seemed
always to be thickest in my basement laboratory ; my eyes suffered and
I wag tormented by a permanent cold. Tom thought that such colds
could be cured by inhaling chemical fumes, but though I thought highly
of Tom's worldly wisdom I did not feel I could extend this good opinion
to his medical knowledge, and I declined his advice, Toward Christmas
I found myself feeling unusually tired and depressed. I was overworked;;
I was homesick for my European surroundings; I was cut off from
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Zionist work; and I had seen my flancée only once since my departure
from Geneva. And then, with complete unexpectedness came my second
stroke of gaod fortune, and my gloom was dispelled miraculously by a
conversation I had with my professor just before we parted for the
Christmas vacation (he went away, I stayed in Manchester); he said
that when the next term began I might try to deliver a weekly lecture
on some branch of chemistry with which I was most familiar; and he
urged me not to be discouraged by the linguistic difficulties I would
experience in the heginning, He himself, he said, had passed through
this stage when he delivered his first lectures in a German university.
He would advise his senior men to come to my lectures, and I would
find them, he assured me, “well behaved.” He also suggested that he
would propose my name for a research scholarship, to begin with the
year.

1 was in heaven.

I devoted the entire three weeks of the Christmas vacation to the
preparation of my lectures, and in January 1905, I delivered my first
lecture on chemistry in English. I went into the lecture theater with a
beating heart, I was used to public speaking, I had addressed large
audiences in many towns in Russia, Swilzerland and Germany ; but no
political speech I ever delivered, no matter how important and critical
the issue, has ever affected me as deeply as this first lecture at an
English university. I did not yet know the English students, In the
short time I had spent in Manchester I had had litile opportunity of
getting near them, They seemed to me, from a distance, to be tesribly
young, and terribly boisterous, I thought that they took their studies
less seriously than the heavy-weight German students to whom I was
accustomed. They made an impression of flippancy and superficiality.
In all this, I discovered, I was seriously mistaken,

When I came into the lecture theater they received me with a {riend-
liness which encouraged me to put my case before them as well as I
could. I was a foreigner, I said, and had been in the country only a few
months; I was consequently at their mercy. I would do my best, but
I would certainly perpetrate many howlers. They could make all the
jokes they wanted at my expense-—after the lecture. The effect of this
little introductory appeal was remarkable. They listened to the lecture
with the closest attention; when the hour was over, they did not leave
the theater, hut stayed on and surrounded me, putting 2 great many
questions to me which showed they had understood the main points of
the lecture, and were genuinely interested. So the first ordeal passed
triumphantly ; the next lecture, a week later, was already routine,

When about a month had passed Professor Perkin suggested that I
take a special tutorial class in connection with his own lectures on
organic chemistry. 1 jumped at the offer, and again put my best into
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the preparation. The “tuts,” which were voluntary and informal, be-
came very popular. Between these and my regular lectures I found
myself in intimate contact with the students, and the experience was ane
of the finest I can look back on. We established a cordial relationship
from the outset, but I did not hesitate to subject my students to a
discipline and a schedule of work to which they were not at all ac-
customed, I insisted on great cleanliness in the laboratory—uot an
easy thing to achieve under local climatic conditions, aggravated as they
were by the smoke of many factories, I insisted also on neat records, I
followed up the work of each student, having set myself the ambition
of taking over the whole course in organic chemistry. I concentrated,
in particular, on the seminars, which I tried o make as interesting ag
possible, introducing material that did not appear in the textbooks, I
watched my men, I used to tell the class that if a man worked well
during the year, but did badly in the examinations, it would not weigh
much with me, and he could depend on me to defend him before the
visiting examiners, On the other hand, if a bad student happened, by
fluke, to do well in the examination, he could count only on the strict
minimum of credit. These Lancashire students, who had a keen sense
of justice, agreed with me tacitly, and after a sojourn of a year or two
in Manchester, T was completely at home with them.

A curious incident out of those days, in no way connecled with my
student contacts, comes to my mind, shedding an indirect light on the
spitit of hospitality which was the pride of Manchester University, I
arrived in England at the height of ihe Russo-Japanese War, and
shortly after Perkin’s return from Europe a Japanese student was sent
to share my basement lab. He took me for a Russian, and was, of
course, very careful to allude neither to the war nor its causes. Now
and again he would bring a mewspaper into the lab; so would I. We
read the war reports with close attention, and when we discussed—
each in his own variety of English—the day’s news, it was always in
relation to some quite trivial incident. Listening to us, you would have
thought the war did not exist. In actual fact we were both rejoicing
in the progress of events—but for different reasons. I saw in this
wretched war the possibility of the discrediting of czarism, perhaps
even its overthrow, The Jap was an ardent patriot and prayed silently
for the triumph of his country’s arms. When the news of the battle of
Psuschima, in which the Russian armada was completely annihilated,
was reported, we sat at opposite ends of the laboratory, each eagerly
devouring the special edition of the evening papers. The Jap could na
longer contain his feelings: after he had finished reading, he came over
and silently pressed my hand in condolence, I was fully aware of the
misunderstanding, but my English was not equal to an explanation. I
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accepted his sympathy in silence and went on with my work. We never
got round to a discussion of the war.

A few months later I was astounded to read in the Apnual Report
of the Director of Lahoratories a paragraph referring proudly to the
international character of the Manchester Chemical School, and rejoic-
ing over the unifying influence of science which bridged the gulf be-
tween nation and nation, and made it possible for a Japanese and a
Russian to work side by side during the tragic period of the Russo-
Japanese War. It was not until some years later that I felt able to
explain to my acquaintances what my real feelings had been about the
Russian defeats.

Parallel with this process of adjustment to English university life
there was going on in me a deep inner struggle round the repression of
my Zionist activities—a repression which was only partial at best,
The perpetual problem of “the proper course of action” returned to
haunt me, Here I was, quictly ensconced in Manchester, pursuing an
academic career, while “over there,” in the Zionist world, in the Jewish
world, in the wortld at latge, issues clamored for attention. In Septem-
ber 1904, before Professor Perkin returned from his vacation, I inter-
rupted my work to make a dash for Vienna, where the Actions Com-
mittee held its first meeting after the death of Herzl. It was a deptessing
affair; the helplessness of those on whom the leadership had devolved
was painfully obvious. The best they seemed to hope for was some
sort of an attempt to keep in existence the work which had heen ini-
tiated by the departed leader, I saw some of my old Zionist friends on
this trip, and, of course, I saw my fiancée, I returned to Manchester
with my sense of frustration deepened. Letters continued to reach me,
describing the condition of the movement abroad. I was out of things.
The fact that I had, in a sense, planned this did not make the condition
more acceptable,

I had little affinity with the Zionists in England, who were still con-
centrating, for the larger part, on the possibilities of Uganda. Many
of them even thought that if Uganda was found to be unsuitable then
all we had to do was start looking for another territory, Only a few
still adhered to those temets which were the soul of the movement,
Zionism as such was in a state of stagnation, and Zionist activity was
limited to the usual clichés and claptrap performances of Jewish societies
in English provincial towns. I felt no incentive to agsociate myself with
this sort of thing. Moreover, I was still regarded with. suspicion as an
opponent of the views being propagated by the leaders in London. In
one way then, it was not hard for me to hold myself aloof; but the
discouragement from the outside did nothing to lessen my own feeling
* of isolation and futility, '

My first contact with the Manchester Zionist Society of those days
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was rather disastrous. I went with my friend Massel to a meeting for
which thete had heen announced a lecture by a man called Belisha. The
title of the lecture was: “Stray Observations of 2 Wandering Jew” 1
thought I would meet in the lecturer a fellow-wanderer who had per-
haps gone through much the same experiences as myself before my
arrival in England. To my utter astonishment and dismay, the wander-
ings of the lecturer proved to have covered nothing more than a trip
from London to Brussels, He described in great detail how he had
bought his ticket at Cooks’, how he had crossed the Channel, how he had
fanded at Calais, and how he had traveled on to Brussels. I listened
patiently, waiting at least for some description of the Jews and Jewish
Ife hie had met on his very brief pilgrimage, My patience was not re-
warded even to this limited extent. Only toward the end of his paper
did the speaker mention, quite casually, a synagogue in Brussels, which
he had visited and found wanting, I failed to see what all this talk had
to do with Jews or Jewish wanderings, and was puzzled to find 2 room-
ful of people listening with deference to the speaker, and apparently
taking his remarks as real spiritual sustenance for Zionists,

At the conclusion of the meeting, the chairman was inspired by
someone—probably my friend Massel—to call on me to move a vote of
thanks. I was too new to the country and its usages to know what this
meant—namely, that T was expected to approve the lecture, and add a
number of compliments. I only realized that I was being asked to say
sotnething, and I took my responsibility literally and seriously. I felt
that the lecture had been, in inlellectual content, beneath criticism, and
T gave vent to my feelings in o uncertajn terms, The consternation of
the good Zionists of Manchester may be better imagined than described,
T had committed something worse than a foux pas: I had confirmed all
the evil reports which were current about me as an obstreperous fellow,
a natural rebel and a born obstructionist. It took me months to live
the incident down.

The setback only served to convince me that sustained abstention
from Zionist work was psychologically impossible for me. I went back
to my laboratory and my classes, but the pressure of events, or rather of
their report, broke in on my academic retreat, destroyed my peace of
mind, and finished by paralyzing my scientific work, My new English
acquaintances sometimes spoke of Russia with me; but they spoke of it
as of a curiosity, a survival from a past quite inconceivable to them,
with which they had no real concern, I never liked these conversations;
for to me all these questions were matters of bitter and intimate con-
cern, to my friends they were abstract subjects for discussion, It was
apparently impossible for them to realize that these were things affect-
ing vitally the everyday life of people like themselves—their contem-
poraries in another country.
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My hatred of the Russian regime grew as I contrasted life in Russia
with life in England, where freedom of speech and thought were things
taken for granted, like the air one breathed. The hopes which were born
of the impending defeat of Russia made it harder for me than ever to
bear with my self-imposed exile from public affairs, A great struggle
was going on over there; the will of the Russian people was beginning
to manifest itself, a desperate and tottering bureaucracy was striking
back with the last remnants of its forces, The people emerged with a
partial victory. A parliament (with very limited powers, it is true, but
still a parliament) was brought into being, and if its legislative actions
were canceled by imperial ukases, at least a tribune had been created
from which the Russian people could address the world. We naturally
hoped that in the fundamental changes which were taking place, Jewry,
which had given its full share to the toll of victims in the struggle,
would also receive its share of the benefits. Perhaps the era of savage -
oppressions was over, perhaps the intolerable laws which hedged in
the life of the Jewish community would be rescinded, All these hopes
were doomed to disappointment. A few Jewish deputies were elected
to the Duma, and there they had the opportunity of speaking up on
behalf of the inarticulate' millions which they represented. But the
Russian-Imperial Government had already chosen the path which was
to lead, a decade later, to its irretrievable ruin. The Revolution was
liguidated amid Jewish pogroms; the Duma was repressed, the ancient
tyranny returned.

These hloody developments had a direct bearing on the character of
the Zionist movement. At first they had resulted in the panic mood
which had expressed itself in the Uganda and other territorial proposals.
As the utter impracticability of Uganda was revealed, the deeper
strength of Zionism reasserted itself. The movement was more than a
relief organization; it was the source of endurance of the Jewish people.
During the preponderance of the Herzlian view, Palestine had been
merely an incidental patt of the plan; now it was beginning to be
realized that the cementing of an intimate bond between the movement
and Palestine was in itself a source of moral comfort, hope and rehabili-
tation, The stage was being set for the resolution of the conflict between
“political Zionism” and “practical Zionism.” The actual synthesis did
not take place for some years, but the change of heart in the Zionists
was beginning—and it was this that made possible my gradual resump-
tion of activities,

The Manchester Zionist Society abandoned their “syllabus,” ag they
called it (it was a hodgepodge of random subjects covered by random
speakers) in favor of a more serious program of lectures on Zionism
and Zionist aspirations, The change attracted numbers of the younger
members of the community, who for the first time heard something of
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real Jewish life. As my anti-Ugandist sins and my shocking faux pas
at the Belisha lecture receded into the background, I ceased to be the
sinister figure of my early Manchester days. I was invited to speak at
the Zionist Society. I answered questions, I encouraged discussion; it
was discovered that the exchange of views was interesting as well as
instructive.

Slowly Manchester became a center of Zionist thought which was
destined, after months and years of laborious effort, to spread its in-
fluence through the surrounding towns and to leave dts -impress on
English Zionism as a whole. The details of this growth belong to later
pages of this story. They were bound up, naturally, with a gradual
extension of my contacts, I found out that Manchester was not the
Jewish intellectual wilderness I had imagined it to be. I formed many
iriendships there, friendships which were not only of a personal char-
acter, but which grew into lifelong comradeship in Ziomst work, I
met, soon after my arrival, Charles Dreyfus, who was the chairman of
the Manchester Zionist Society. About that time I also became ac-
quainted with Harry Sacher, who was then beginning lis distinguished
career in journalism and law, and who was to play an important role
in the Zionist movement, Simon Marks and Israel Sieff, who have
rendered long years of service to Zionism, came into the orbit of the
movement some years later. Of these friends I shall speak again,

The beginnings of my integration with English Zionism belong to
the 1905 to 1906 period. One lortuitous circumstance helped to make
that transition time easier for me: Achad Ha-am came to live in Lon-
don, and though journeys to London were luxuvies I could ill afford,
I managed now and then to go down and spend a week end with him
in his modest house in Hampstead.

I had known Achad Ha-am for many years, first as a name, then
personally when I was a student in Berlin, and later in occasional con-
tacts. He had been one of the formative forces in my eatly life. Now
he became, though neatly twenty years my senior, a friend, and T ob-
served at closer range this personality which has left such a mark on
the Jewish thought of the last generation. Tt has often been thrown up
to me that I have not been as critical of Achad Ha-am as of the other
Zionist personalities. The truth is that I thought of him always as the
philosopher, not as the man of action. A music critic does not have to
play an instrument, but his criticism is not the less valid. T did not
expect from Achad Ha-am what I expected from Herzl; my approach
was altogether different,

In the days when I, as little more than a youth, had already become
critical of Herzl and the “Western” outlook on Zionism, I felt myself
particularly drawn toward Achad Ha-am, He, the clear thinker and
mature man, understood the significance of the cleavage between East
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and West better than I, though he carried his distrust too far; {or he
attended only the first Zionist Congress, and could never be induced
to attend another. If there were some who acclaimed Herzl with un-
critical and unbalanced enthusiasm, Achad Ha-am was overcautious in
his appraisal of the man and of the instrument he had created, the
Congress. At the first festive gathering in Basle, he sat (as he reported
later) “like a mourner at 4 wedding.” He tremhled for the moral values
of the movement. Jewish dignity, Jewish freedom, Jewish self-emanci-
pation, were not to be won by public demonstrations, but by inner
discipline and self-rnastery. As he had criticized the “Lovers of Zion”
and the administration of the Rothschild colonies in Palestine, so he
criticized the Congress for what he thought was the essential emptiness
of its program.

The Zionist movement stood for a time under the double sign of
Herzl and Achad Ha-am. There was Herzlian Zionism, with its great
political vistas and its deferment of the practical work; there was the
Zionism of Achad Ha-am, concentrating on the qualitative progress of
the resettlement in Palestine, It was only in later years that the two
views wete synthesized, and much of my thought and work was given
to the achievement of this synthesis. But as between the two men, there
had always been a feeling of mutual respect. Achad Ha-am was imper-
sonal and impartial in his criticism; he was guided by a deep-rooted
intellectual probity; and the Russian Zionists in particular took his
strictures to heart.

On the personal side, Achad Ha-am was of a quiet, reserved and
retiring nature, Though primarily a thinker he had a strong streak of
practicality; the great tea firm of Wissotzky had sent him to London
to manage the English branch, and he did this extremely well. Very
certainly Wissotzky would not otherwise have employed him., With all
his high qualities, or because of them, Achad Ha-am was modest, and
had an aversion to the limelight. His pen name, Achad Ha-am—*One of
the People”—was chosen without affectation. In his habits as in his
systematic thinking, he was exact to the point of pedantry, I remember
how, on one occasion, he was two minutes late for an appointment with
us, and was so distressed that I had to assure him that our watches
were wrong by exactly two minutes,

I bave never understood why this self-effacing individual was singled
out by the anti-Semites as the leader of that mysterious and melo-
dramatic conspiracy which goes under the name of “The Elders of
Zien” They were forever alluding to “Usher Ginsburg,” the man
behind the sinister Jewish plot for world domination. Perhaps it was
because the famous “Protocols” started somewhere in south Russia,
and Achad Ha-am was the secretary of the old Odessa Committee for
Palestine in the days of the Chibath Zion. Whatever the reason, a more
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absurd juxtaposition surely never existed than the one Detween {he
archploiter against Western civilization who was supposed to head
“The Elders of Zion,” and the academic and rather prim litlle man
whose mind was filled with philosophic concepts, and who never
meddled in non-Jewish affairs, But then, it may be rather absurd on my
part to look for rhyme or reason in the weird workings of the anti-
Semitic mind,



CHAPTER &
Taking Root

My First Meeting with Arthur James Balfour—Marringe—
Doubling in Science and Zionism~—Our Older Son Is Borti—
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and Tervitovickism—W orking the Provincial Communitios—
Manchester University—Arthur Schuster—Samuel Alesander
—Ernest Rutherford—The Great City of Monchester.

PERHAPS this is the best point to enter into the record a tmemor-
able encounter which symbolized for me the far-off beginnings of a
new chapter in the relationship between England and Zionism. It also
has a special place in my fife. It was about this time that I had resumed
my Zionist activities in the new and limited setting of Manchester and
the English provinces; and the meeting with Arthur James Balfour
has set a stamp on the entire period.

Charles Dreyfus, whom I have mentioned as managing director of
the Clayton Aniline Works, and chairman of the Manchester Zionist
Society, was also a member of the Manchester Town Council and chait-
man of the Conservative party in Manchester. In spite of the fact that
he was an ardent Ugandist, and was forever arguing the issue with me,
we developed friendly relations which lasted many years—in fact, until
his death, which occurred at a very advanced age. Early in 1906 a
general election took place in England, and Balfour was chosen to con-
test the Clayton division of North Manchester, In the midst of the con-
fusion and hullabaloo of the campaign Balfour, at Dreyfus’ suggestion,
consented to receive me, He was interested in meeting one of the Jews
who had fought against the acceptance of the Uganda offer, made by
his Government, That I was anxious to meet Balfour goes without
saying. Dreyfus’ interest in the matter was to have Balfour convince
me that T had been wrong in my attitude; it did not occur to him that
the upshot of the interview would be in the contrary sense.

I was brought in to Balfour in a room in the old-fashioned Queen's
Hotel, on Piccadilly, which served as his headquatters. The corridots
were crowded with people waiting for a word with the candidate, I
surmised that Mr. Balfour had consented to see me for a few minutes
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—g quarter of an hour,” Dreyfus warned me—simply to break the
monotony of his routine, He kept me for well over an hour,

T had been less than two years in the country, and my English was
still not easy to listen to. I remember how Balfour sat in his usual pose,
his legs stretched out in front of him, an imperturbable expression on
his face. We plunged at once into the subject of our interview, He
asked me why some Jews, Zionists, were so bitterly opposed to the
Uganda offer, The British Government was really anxious to do some-
thing to relieve the misery of the Jews; and the problem was a practical
one, calling for a practical approach. In reply I plunged into what I
recall as a long harangue on the meaning of the Zionist movement, I
dwelt on the spiritual side of Zionism, I pointed out that nothing but a
deep religious conviction expressed in modern political terms could
keep the movement alive, and that this conviction had to be based on
Palestine and on Palestine alone, Any deflection from Palestine was—
well, a form of idolatry, I added that if Moses had come into the sixth
Zionist Congress when it was adopting the resolution in favor of the
Commission for Uganda, he would surely have broken the lablets once
again. We knew that the Uganda offer was well meant, and on the
surface it might appear the more practical road. But I was surc that—
quite apart from the availability and suitability of the territory—the
Jewish people would never produce either the money or the energy
required in order to build up a wasteland and make it habitable, unless
that land were Palestine, Palestine has this magic and romantic appeal
for the Jews; our history has been what it is because of our tenacious
hold on Palestine, We have never accepted defeat and have never for-
saken the memory of Palestine, Such a tradition could be converted
into real motive power, and we were trying to do just that, struggling
against great difficulties, but sure that the day would come when we
would succeed.

I looked at my listener, and suddenly became afraid that this appear-
ance of interest and courtesy might be nothing more than a mask, I
remember that I was sweating blood and I tried to find some less
ponderous way of expressing myself. I was ready to bow myself out
of the room, but Balfour held me back, and put some questions to me
regarding the growth of the movement. He had heard of “Dr. Herz"—
a very distinguished leader, who had founded and organized it, 1 ven-
tured to correct him, pointing out that Herzl had indeed placed the
mavement on a new footing, and had given the tradition a modern
political setting; but Herzl had died young; and he had left us this
legacy of Uganda, which we were trying to liquidate.

Then suddenly I said: “Mr. Balfour, supposing I were to offer you
Paris instead of London, would you take it?"

He sat up, looked at me, and answered: “But, Dr. Weizmann, we
have London.”
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“That is true,” T said. "But we had Jerusalem when London was a
marsh,”

He leaned back, continued to stare at me, and said two things which
I remember vividly. The first was: “Are there many Jews who think
fike you?’ .

T answered: “I believe I speak the mind of millions of Jews whom
you will never see and who cannot speak for themselves, but with
whom I could pave the streets of the country I come from.”

To this he said: “If that is so, you will one day be a force.”

Shortly before I withdrew, Balfour said: “It is curious. The Jews I
meet are quite different.”

I answered: “Mr. Balfour, you meet the wrong kind of Jews.”

Before I go on to tell of the more immediate consequences of this
interview, let me mention an odd episode which came like an echo, at
the end of three decades, to my last remark. Balfour was maintaining,
at the time of our meeting, a correspondence with Mrs. Leopold Roths-
child, the mather of Anthony and Lionel Rothschild, and soon after our
conversation he wrote her a letter in which he said: “I had a most
interesting conversation with a young Russian Jew, a lecturer at the
university.” Now Mrs, Rothschild was & bitter anti-Zionist. When Mrs,
Blanche E, T, Dugdale, Balfour’s niece, who had become his literary
executrix, was collecting material for his hiography, she wrote to Mrs,
Rothschild asking if she could use any of her uncle’s letters to her.
Mrs. Rothschild sent them all, with the exception of this one, which
her son read out to me—quite inadvertently, of course—after her death.
T had said to Balfour: “You meet the wrong kind of Jews.” Of course,
I did not set eyes on the Rothschilds until years later.

I return to the narrative, The conversation with Balfour taught me
two important things. The first was that, in spite of years of Zionist
propaganda in England, bath in the press and by word of mouth, a
leading British statesman like Mr, Balfour had only the most naive and
rudimentary notion of the movement, The second was that if someone
had been found to present the case of Paleslite to the British author-
ities, it would not have been difficult to enlist their sympathies and
perhaps, in certain circumstances, their active support. Mr. Dreyfus’
plan for my re-education had gone awry; for I was now more con-
vinced than ever that instead of going off on the wild goose chase that
was Uganda, we should have made our position clear to England from
the outset.

There followed a period in my life on which I lock back with not
3 little astonishment at my powers of physical endurance, At a time
when I undertook the responsibility of marriage, and when it was of
the utmost importance for me to establish myself firmly in my academic
career, I was drawn again into Zionist activity by my feeling that the
time was ripe for the thoroughgoing change in the character of the
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movement, We were about to move beyond the Uganda deadpoint, and
I could no Jonger abstain from work. The conversation with Balfour—
about which I published nothing until many years later—was like o
tocsin or alarm. I was not free to choose my cotrse of action,

T must, however, put developments more or less in their chronological
order.

My fiancée had stayed on in Geneva to complete her medical course.
In the summer of 1906 she graduated, returned to Rostov to visit her
family and obtain certain necessary marriage papers, and then came up
to Danzig, to meet me. We were martied in the near-by townlet of
Zopott, with only four members of my family present, my father and
mother, my older brother Feivel and my sister Miriam, Immediately
after the marriage we went to Cologne, where a meeting of the Actions
Committee, under the chairmanship of David Wolffsohn, Herzl's suc-
cessor, was being held, and there, for a week, my young bride practically
lost sight of me.

The sessions of the Actions Committee were long and stormy, We—
that is, the younger group of the Democratic Fraction—were trying to
unseat Wolffsohn, whom we considered unfit for the Presidency, He
was 2 well-meaning and devoted Zionist, generous and hard working,
but without personality or vision. He did his best to imitate his idol,
Herzl, but he had neither Herzl's personality nor his organizing ability.
At bottom Wolffsohn was a businessman, and his passion was the Zion-
ist bank—the Jewish Colonial Trust. He looked upon us younger men
as something like desperadoes, quite unfit to be entrusted with responsi-
bilities, We got him out somewhat later, and substituted for the Pres-
idency @ general Presidium, or Council, with Professor Otto Warburg
as chairman,

But concerning those Cologne sessions I remember chiefly my wife's
extraordinary patience and understanding, and my feelings of guilt.
I remember coming home—to the hotel, that is——at five o'clock one
motning, with a great bouquet of flowers and a basket of peaches as a
peace offering, It wasn’t necessary, but it made me feel a little better.
Such was our honeymoon.

When the sessions of the Actions Committee closed, we took 2 trip
down the Rhine to Switzerland, spent a week there, and returned to
Manchester. We arrived at Victoria Station late one night, with one
shilling in our possession. During the last hour of the trip we debated
whether we ought to spend the shilling on sandwiches ot try to get &
cab to the lodgings which I had arranged for before leaving Manchester.
Fortunately we were met at the station by a friend of mine, a chemist
from the Clayton Works, so we had the sandwiches and the cab,

The first autumn and winter in Manchester was a really horrid time
for my wife. My choice of lodgings had not been 2 very fortunate oge.
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The landlady was a slattern, who spent the whole day with curling pins
in her hair, reading detective novels. The house was dirty, the food
tasteless, the surroundings indescribably drab and dismal. Most of the
time my wife was alone; I stayed late in the laboratory, and when I
did have a free evening I was as likely as not to devote it o a Zionist
meeting. The wives of my colleagues were extraordinarily kind to us,
but in my wile’s case there was, as there had been for me at the begin-
ning, the barrier of language. Here she was, in a gloomy, foggy north-
ern city, cut off from the wotld she had known, and married to a
struggling young scientist who had, as a sideline, a full-time political
interest. I recall that winter with something less than pleasure.

The period that followed saw a gradual improvement. In the spring,
when we were expecting our first child, we moved to a tiny house on
Birchfield Road. This was quite a desperate undertaking. My salary
at the university was, I think, about two hundred and fifty pounds a
year then (twelve hundred and fifty dollars). I was earning another
hundred and fifty a year as research chemist for the Clayton Works.
But of this total T was sending an average of two pounds a week to
two sisters and a brother who were now studying in Zuarich, To furnish
our home—which we did on the installment plan—I undertook the
marking of chemistry papers for Oxford, Cambridge and South Ken-
sington colleges. The payment was a shilling for the lower papers,
half a crown for the higher papers. I had to matk one thousand papers
to pay off Kendal Milne's, the furniture dealers; and it was stone-
breaking, heartbreaking work. I did it at odd hours, day or night, very
often with my new-born son, Benjy, on my lap. I held him there partly
out of affection and partly to give my wife an occasional rest, Now and
again he set up a great wailing, as infants will, and I can only hope
that I was never driven to do any injustice to my unfortunate ex-
aminees,

My wife began her duties as housekeeper and mother under great
handicaps. She had taken a brilliant medical degree, she spoke four
languages, she played the piano excellently, but having left home in her
early youth to pursue her medical studies, she knew nothing at all of
nousekeeping. She likes to recall how, one morning, the maid came in
and announced that the butcher was at the door. “What does he want?”
she asked. “He wants to know what you want,” answered the maid.
“I want meat,” was Mrs. Weizmann's reply. It did not occur to her
that olne had to specify the animal and the ahatomical section of the
animal,

However, she learned quickly, in part with the help of two minister-
ing angels. The first was Mrs. Benfey, the wife of a colleague of mine
at the Clayton Works, and the second was Mrs. Schuster, the wife of
Professor (afterward Sir) Arthur Schuster, one of my senior professors,
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of whom I shall have more to tell, Mrs, Schuster took a tremendous
liking to my wife, She admired her spirit, her charm and her ability,
In particular she was rather astonished that a young woman who had
taken her medical degree at 3 European university shoutd be both beauti-
ful and smart,

Before long our house became organized, simply, modestly and in the
fine taste that was innate with my wife. We were able to receive as well
as to pay visits. My income grew slowly. Our son was a great source of
jay to us, and in time we were able to engage a nurse, so that my wife
could resume her studies. That was in 19og, and in 1911 she graduated,
and obtained a position as medical officer for a number of city clinics
and municipal schools for mothers, under the direction of the health
officer, Dr. Niven, a senior wrangler, a man of high intelligence and
advanced views. By then we were solidly settled; my income at the
university had risen to six hundred a year, my wife was making three
hundred and fifty, and together with some other earnings we had about
a thousand a year between us, a considerable sum in those days. We
were in clover. Qut of this, however, I was helping my brothers and
sisters through their university courses in various parts of Europe,
1o the extent of about two hundred and fifty a year. At one titme my
brother Shemuel came to live with us, and studied at Manchester Uni-
versity ; at another time it was my sister Anna, We were, and have
remained, a rather clannish family,

But I have anticipated, and I must return to the period when we
were counting our pennies and living on short rations—rtations con-
siderably shortened, I should say, by the constant diversion of my
energies into the Zionist movement. The Uganda issue had faded out.
Zangwill, who had been a determining influence in English Zionism,
had definitely left the movement, to attend to his own, newly formed
Jewish Territorial Organization, Although his committee included
some very distinguished and high-sounding names—chiefly of English
Jews who objected to Zionism in its pure form—the organization was
doomed to failure from its birth,

It was in effect a sort of geographical society which scoured the world
to find an empty territory in which to plant the Jews, and it labored
under the same fallacy which had led astray some of the originators of the
modern Zionist movement: namely, that it was possible, by any kind
of territorial project, to cure, as if with a magic wand, the evils from
which Jews suffered in congested areas, and to deflect the stream of
immigrants pouring into highly industrialized Western countries toward
some waste and desolate place such as could only be rendered habitable
after decades of work and the expenditure of untold wealth., The terri-
tories usually discovered were either too hot or too cold. Flowever, the
formation of the JTO had one important advantage; it served to isolate
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this particular fallacy, and to concentrate its adhetents in one place,
leaving the rest of Zionism to go back to its original program, to revise
its position in the light of the experience gained in the recent controversy,
and to set to work accordingly.

In these circumstances, my contact with the English Zionists became,
with 2 few exceptions, more intimate and friendly. They no longer
regarded me as revolutionary, and some of them began to realize that
there are times when “the longest way round is the shortest way home,”

The leadership of the Manchester Jewish Community rested between
Charles Dreyfus and Nathan Laski, father of Harold Laski. Mr, Laski
was of Russian origin, and his interest in the Zionist movement was
therefore more natural, The great majority of German Jews in Man-
chester were disassociated from their people, and many of them were
converts to Christianity, Dreyfus and the other members of his family,
who came from Geneva, were honorable exceptions. There was also in
Manchester a considerable settlement of Sephardic Jews, important
because of the role they played in the cotton trade with India and
Egypt. But by far the largest part of the community was made up of
Russian Jews who were, as usual, very poor, very Jewish and, to me,
very attractive. With them I felt most at home.

In the provinces—ithat is, in Leeds, Hlalifax, Liverpool, Glasgow,
Edinburgh, Bradford—to which I traveled increasingly on Zionist mis-
sionary work, I found communities modeled very much on the Man-
chester pattern; a handful of devotees to the cause among the lower
middle classes, indifference or hostility among the upper classes, whether
of British, German or Russian origin, but with the largest number of
exceptions in the last. With some of the well-to-do Russian Jews one
could at Jeast talk, though they, like the others, displayed their Jewish
interest chiefly in the founding of hospitals and orphan asylums, and
in other local philanthropies—visible and tangible enterprises which
redounded to the credit of the communities and the glory of the
patrons. The Rabhis and Hebrew teachers were friendly to us; so was
the Jewish press—what there was of it. The cld English-Jewish families
might just as well have belonged to another world.

On the whole the communities were somber and drab, There was
rarely a decent hall to hold meetings in; usually we gathered in an
ill-lit room in some gloomy building. T remember how I used to arrive
in Manchester at midnight on Sunday, after a week-end visit to
Edinburgh or Leeds, and had to make the long watk home through the
dreary streets all the way to Withington ; for there were no trams after
midnight, and if a cab was obtainable it was beyond my means. And at
home my wife would be waiting for me with the fire burning and some-
thing warm to eat, for I invariably came home half dead with fatigue



116 TRIAL AND ERROR

and hunger, She looked sad and lonesome, hut never reproachfud. T think
I would have felt better if she had made a bit of a scene.

I liked those poor Jewish communities. They lcarned to [orgive me
for my opposition to Herzl, and I worked hard with them. [ taught, I
explained, I invited discussion. T felt that they were my sort. And in
spite of the drudgery, T was on the whole happy—or I would have been,
if there had not hovered over all of us the shadow of the great Jewish
tragedy in the East. But at least there was a sense of progress now.
The movement had swung back into its proper orbit, and the little we
were doing had meaning and relevance.

London I visited only to see Achad Ha-am, Herbert Bentwich, and
a group of younger Zionists, Harry Sacher, Leon Simon and others.
I was not invited to address any meetings there. The road was still
barred by Greenberg of the Jewish Chronicle. I am afraid that in addi-
tion to his recollection of my opposition to Herzl, he also felt resentment
at the role I was beginning to play amo