Anarchist Emma Goldman recalls the Red Scare

The steps halted at our room. There came the rattling of keys; the door was unlocked and noisily thrown open. Two guards
and a matron entered. "Get up now, " they commanded, "get your things ready!" The girls grew nervous Ethel was shaking
as in fever and helplessly rummaging among her bags. Then the guards became impatient. "Hurry there! Hurry! " they
ordered roughly I could not restrain my indignation."Leave us so we can get dressed," I demanded. They walked out, the
door remaining ajar. I was anxious about my letters. I did not want them to fall into the hands of the authorities nor did I
care to destroy them. Maybe I should find someone to entrust them to, I thought. I stuck them into the bosom of my dress
and wrapped myself a large shawl.
In a long corridor dimly lit and unheated, we found the men deportees assembled little Morris Becker among them. He had
been delivered to the island only that afternoon with a number of other Russian boys. One of them was on crutches;
another, suffering from an ulcerated stomach, had been carried from his bed in the island hospital. Sasha was busy helping
the sick men pack their parcels and bundles. They had been hurried out of their cells without being allowed even time to
gather up all their things. Routed from sleep at midnight they were driven bag and baggage into the corridor. Some were
still half-asleep unable to realize what was happening.
I felt tired and cold. No chairs or benches were about, and we stood shivering in the barn-like place. The suddenness of the
attack took the men by surprise and they filled the corridor with a hubbub of exclamations and questions and excited
expostulations. Some had been promised a review of their cases, others were waiting to be bailed out pending final
decision. They had received no notice of the nearness of their deportation and they were overwhelmed by the midnight
assault. They stood helplessly about, at a loss what to do. Sasha gathered them in groups and suggested that an attempt be
made to reach their relatives in the city. The men grasped desperately at that last hope and appointed him their
representative and spokesman. He succeeded in prevailing upon the island commissioner to permit the men to telegraph, at
their own expense, to their friends in New York for money and necessaries [sic].
Messenger boys hurried back and forth, collecting special-delivery letters and wires hastily scribbled. The chance of
reaching their people cheered the forlorn men. The island officials encouraged them and gathered in their messages,
themselves collecting pay for delivery and assuring them that there was plenty of time to receive replies.
Hardly had the last wire been sent when the corridor filled with State and Federal detectives, officers of the Immigration
Bureau and Coast Guards. I recognized Caminetti, Commissioner General of Immigration, at their head. The uniformed
men stationed themselves along the walls, and then came the command, "Line up!" A sudden hush fell upon the room. "
March!" It echoed through the corridor.
Deep snow lay on the ground; the air was cut by a biting wind. A row of armed civilians and soldiers stood along the roast
to the bank. Dimly the outlines of a barge were visible through the morning mist. One by one the deportees marched
flanked on each side by the uniformed men, curses and threats accompanying the thud of their feet on the frozen ground.
When the last man had crossed the gangplank, the girls and I were ordered to follow, officers in front and in back of us.
We were led to a cabin. A large fire roared in the iron stove filling the air with heat and fumes. We felt suffocating [sic].
There was no air nor water. Them came a violent lurch; we were on our way. I looked at my watch. It was 4:20 A.M. on the
day of our Lord, December 21, 1919.
On the deck above us I could hear the men tramping up and down in the wintry blast. I felt dizzy, visioning a transport of
politicals doomed to Siberia, the etape of former Russian days. Russia of the past rose before me and I saw the
revolutionary martyrs being driven into exile. But no, it was New York, it was America, the land of liberty! Through the
port-hole I could see the great city receding into the distance, its sky-line of buildings traceable by their rearing heads. It
was my beloved city, the metropolis of the New World. It was America, indeed America repeating the terrible scenes of
tsarist Russia! I glanced up - the Statue of Liberty!
Emma Goldman, Living My Life, New York: Dover Publications, Inc., 1970, vol. 2, pp. 716-717, as an unabridged
republication of the work originally published in 1931 by Alfred Knopf, Inc., New York.

