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No, no Mr. Newspaperman! I do not have time for you now. My train leaves 

Barcelona in [look at watch]… well, I suppose I have a few moments. Do you 

mind if I pack while I talk? All right then. 

 

[Start unpacking drawers] So, you want to speak to the infamous Red Emma 

Goldman, do you? There is a lot for me to tell. I am a radical, and an anarchist – a 

person who believes in the absence of laws in society, in case you were not certain. 

And I am not ashamed of it! Everything I have ever done has been against 

government and for anarchy. I reason, why should I, or anyone else, be forced to 

kneel before laws, when I could be free to love, to be creative, to be independent, if 

governed by my own self. It was by that that I lived and spoke, from the moment I 

escaped the dictatorship of my unloving parents in Russia, to the moment I am now 

speaking to you. [Find handkerchief while unpacking] 

 

If you want a scrap of history from my life, this is one of the most important 

reminders. The tears I shed on Black Friday, November 11, 1887, still stain this 

handkerchief. I have left them there these 52 years to remind myself and others of 

the bravery of the men butchered that day, and of the legacy they left behind for 

me to carry out. [Sit down] There were eight of them, anarchists all, who were 

speaking peacefully in Haymarket Square when a bomb was thrown, and of course 

the first people the government blamed were the anarchists. All they were trying to 

do was speak! Their constitutional right, or so it was supposed to be. But the 

government did not listen, and eventually four of them were hung on Black Friday. 

I cannot understand how the government can deny them this right they claim to 

grant to every American citizen, except for peaceful anarchists, I suppose. [Stand 

up, pack handkerchief] 

 

So, an anarchist I became, devoted to eliminating the silencing laws. And I am still 

fighting. It is for anarchy that today I am going to Canada. I am going to raise 

money for some Italian anarchists. I cannot go to Italy because I was banned from 



there, just as I was once banished and deported from the United States. They were 

always looking for a way to get me out of the county, so on December 22, 1919, 

they sent me and 248 other anarchists to Russia, to be rid of the only people who 

truly understood the atrocities of the government. [Find articles in drawers, put on 

glasses] These are some articles that I saved that went out of their way to slay us; 

perhaps one of them is from your newspaper. The Cleveland Plain Dealer: “It is 

hoped, and expected, that many more vessels, larger, more commodious, 

carrying similar cargo, will follow in her wake.” The St. Paul Pioneer Press: 

“Banished Reds Curse America.” I did not curse America. In fact, I warned them 

of the inevitable turning of events. [Put down cane, straighten up, take two steps 

forward, as if going back in time to a younger Emma] This government has 

signed its death warrant with these deportations. This is the beginning of the 

end of the United States government, but I will not stop my work as long as 

life rests with me. [Slouch, step back, pick up cane, go back to older Emma] That 

was a long time ago; twenty years only, but it seems more like a century. 

 

But I am off the subject and we have so little time. Now, everyone knows that the 

government is run by men, and oy, if I have not had problems with them both. 

[Find picture of Johann Most] This is one of the most important men in my new 

life in America, Johann Most. Aye, he was a homely man, but a brilliant speaker 

who taught me to speak just like him to the very souls of my comrades. [Pack 

picture of Johann] But one night, as I was giving a speech for Johann in Cleveland, 

urging the futility of the struggle for the eight-hour work day, an elderly man 

brought to my attention how useless my argument was. And I realized that I was 

nothing but a creation of Johann’s, speaking only what he told me to speak. I knew 

that if I were to be a true anarchist, I must speak with what came from my own 

heart. When I approached Johann about this, he flew into a rage and shouted at me, 

“Whoever is not with me is against me – I will not have it otherwise!” Now 

you would expect a tiny, 21-year-old girl to shrink back in fear and obedience. But 

you are speaking to Emma Goldman! And I told him I would not repeat his 

beliefs, I would not fall into the slavery of marriage, and I would not advocate 

violence as a method for reinforcing my beliefs. Ironically, the one time I was 

forced to use violence to reinforce my beliefs was against Johann. In front of a 

crowd Johann verbally attacked my dear friend Alexander Berkman, my own dear 

Sasha, for a crime that Sasha had committed in the name of anarchy. And I, 

enraged that anyone should dare to slay Alexander’s name, leapt onto that stage 

and attacked Johann with a horsewhip, and cracked it over my knee. [Pretend to 

crack cane over knee] I will not allow anyone to slay me or my partner, whether it 

is the government or the man who gave me my start.  

 



Then there is my Sasha, my anarchist partner until his death three years ago. [Find 

Sasha’s picture] Together we fought the evils of law and brought many new lost 

souls to the beauty of anarchy. Our greatest stand against authoritative unfairness 

was when he sought to murder the industrialist Henry Clay Frick, who in 

collaboration with Andrew Carnegie sought to initiate and 18 percent wage cut – 

18 percent! – to the workers of the Carnegie Steel Company. The Homestead 

Strike incited from this, and the union was destroyed. [Pack picture of Sasha] We 

felt it was our duty to these people to do away with Frick. Sasha shot him twice but 

Frick did not die, and Sasha was sentenced to prison for his pains, 21 years. [Find 

letters in drawer] These letters are a painful reminder of the nine years he spent in 

prison, and a painful journal of the one time I was forced to turn my back on my 

partner for something I believed in. [Sit down with letters]  

 

You are probably too young to remember the assassination of President William 

McKinley in 1901, but it is fresh in my mind, as is the sad face of his assassin, a 

young Polish man named Leon Czolgosz. Leon was an aspiring anarchist, listened 

to my speeches religiously, occasionally offering his own interpretation. He did 

what he thought he had to do for the good of the people, and how was I to turn my 

back on him when my own Sasha had committed the same sort of violence. [Stand 

up, pack letters] Sasha, from where he waited in prison, wrote that he felt it not to 

be a proper stand against the government; he and my fellow anarchists felt that the 

assassination had done the movement more harm than good. So there I was, caught 

between my partner and fellow anarchists, and my true opinions and beliefs, 

frustrated, confused as to where I should go. But my dedication to my cause 

overrides everyone and everything, and I chose to stand by him and offer him the 

support of a woman who understands the need to do what one thinks is right. 

 

But now they are all gone, and I am alone. Do you see what the men in my life 

have done to me? They have angered me, inspired me, challenged me, into living 

and breathing my cause so that it will never leave me, even when society says that 

a seven-decade old woman should be planting flowers and doing cross-stitch. 

Never will you find Emma Goldman in idle retirement. My body is old, but my 

heart is still young with the hope for a peaceful society. 

 

Now I am all done and you must go. I have many more stories to tell you, but you 

could not fill your whole newspaper with all of my protests and riots. But just 

remember this – one day the Queen of the Reds will be victorious in banishing 

government and establishing a society without laws, without war, and at peace. 
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