Emma Goldman, Living My Life

Volume Two
CHAPTER XLV

My presence of mind prevents bloodshed
louder and louder, berating the hoodlums, now reasoning with them, now holding them up to scorn. His
words seemed to impress them. They became quiet. Then, suddenly, a husky brute in front shouted: "Let's
charge the platform! Let's get the slacker!" In an instant the audience were on their feet. Some ran up to
grab the soldier. I rushed to Sasha's side. In my highest pitch I cried: "Friends, friends--wait, wait!" The
suddenness of my appearance attracted everyone's attention. "The soldiers and sailors have been sent here
to cause trouble," I admonished the people, "and the police are in league with them. If we lose our heads
there will be bloodshed, and it will be our blood they will shed!" There were cries of "She's right!" "It's
true!" I took advantage of the momentous pause. "Your presence here," I continued, "and the presence of
the multitude outside shouting their approval of every word they can catch, are convincing proof that you
do not believe in violence, and it equally proves that you understand that war is the most fiendish violence.
War kills deliberately, ruthlessly, and destroys innocent lives. No, it is not we who have come to create a
riot here. We must refuse to be provoked to it. Intelligence and a passionate faith are more convincing
than armed police, machine-guns, and rowdies in soldiers' coats. We have demonstrated it tonight. We
still have many speakers, some of them with illustrious American names. But nothing they or I could say
will add to the splendid example you have given. Therefore I declare the meeting closed. File out orderly,
intone our inspiring revolutionary songs, and leave the soldiers to their tragic fate, which at present they
are too ignorant to realize."
The strains of the Internationale rose above the approval shouted by the audience, and the song was taken
up by the many-throated mass outside. Patiently they had waited for five hours and every word that had
reached them through the open windows had found a strong echo in their hearts. All through the meeting
their applause had thundered back to us, and now their jubilant song.
In the committee room a reporter of the New York World rushed up to me. "Your presence of mind saved
the situation," he congratulated me. "But what will you report in your paper?" I asked. "Will you tell of
the rough-house the soldiers tried to make, and the refusal of the police to stop them?" He would, he said,
but I was certain that no truthful report would be published, even if he should have the courage to write it.
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