
ELEANOR, DAUGHTER OF KARL MARX:
PERSONAL REMINISCENCES

BY AARON ROSEBURY

The author of the following article, my father, was born in 1867.
He was 24 when he first met Eleanor Marx and she was 36. As he
makes clear, he was a Russian immigrant, only too conscious of a meager
self-acquired education, whereas she was the gifted daughter of an already
famous father. The principal bond between them seems to have been
their common devotion to socialism; but Eleanor was warmly friendly
toward my father, and his feelings toward her suggest idolatry, tinged
with infatuation. He had come to England some ten years before, and
seems to have remained a factory worker and union organizer. He mar-
ried my mother about 1900, two years after the following account ends
with Eleanor's death. He emigrated to New York in 1909, where we
joined him the following year. In England he had begun to write articles
on labor matters for the Jewish Daily Chronicle. In New York he worked
as editor, writer, and translator for the Ladies Garment Workers Union
and the Fur Workers Union, using mainly Yiddish and English, although
he had become adept M several other languages as well. His jobs with both
unions ended some time in the 192'Os for reasons never made fully clear
to us children, although we knew they were bitter times for him, and
there seemed to be some connection with the labor upheavals in this
country which followed the Russian Revolution. Thereafter, and until he
died in 1934, he and my mother undertook a series of ventures to make
a living, including running a neighborhood movie theater, a summer
boarding house in upstate New York, and a lodging house near Gramercy
Park. In 1924 he published a book in Yiddish, A Short History of the
British Labor Movement (New York: Jewish Socialist Verband). The
article that follows, written about 1927, has been in my possession since
my father's death. When I turned it up not long ago and re-read it, I
thought it might be of interest today: It speaks warmly of an early
feminist; it shows that rifts on the Left are nothing new; and it raises by
implication the interesting question, did William Archer take credit for
translations of Ibsen actually made by Eleanor Marx?

- Theodor Rosebury
29
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I first met Eleanor Marx Aveling in 1891. Together with
other Russian refugees, I had joined a new movement in the
East End of London, an offshoot of one dominated by Baku-
nin and Kropotkin. As secretary of this group I wrote to her,
and she responded with an expression of lively interest in our
"new movement for clear-cut Social Democracy," and invited
me to call on her. So I visited her apartment near the Temple,
a neighborhood then inhabited by lawyers and writers. Some of
my associates were jealous of the honor Eleanor had thus con-
ferred on me, and threatened to supplant me as secretary at
the end of my term. What with one thing and another, I ap-
proached so renowned a personality with some awe and misgiv-
ing, rehearsing a form of deferential address as I came near,
picturing a forbiddingly elegant apartment with a maid-in-
waiting. I adjusted my tie for the seventh time as I knocked
on her door. Eleanor opened the door herself, smilingly called
me by name, shook my hand warmly, and soon put me at
ease. She must have noticed my surprise at finding the apart-
ment small, rather dark, and poorly furnished, reflecting pov-
erty rather than elegance. She motioned me to a faded arm-
chair and said, "Don't stand on ceremony with me, comrade.
Take off your coat and make yourself at home." Then she left
me for a long minute and returned with a tray of tea things
and seed cake, and asked me to join her in this customary
English social amenity. "You see," she explained as she poured,
"I follow the domestic custom of my parents." She added that
she always entertained comrades in this fashion, provided only
that she had the wherewithal-an allusion to the recurrent
poverty under which the Avelings were struggling.

For more than an hour she listened to my account of the
new organization and of its activities and future plans, and she
gave hearty approval to our aims and methods. She accepted
my invitation to speak to the group in our meeting rooms, even
though with standing room they could hold no more than
three hundred. "I like small audiences," she said. "You reach
the hearts more surely." I asked her to speak in simple Ger-
man, and to expect hecklers, and she accepted the challenge
in high spirits.

When Eleanor arrived to address us that first time, I met
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her outside and escorted her to the platform. She took appreci-
ative note of the large photographs of Marx and Lassalle on
the wall, as she moved through the packed hall amid loud
applause. She dealt with the hecklers with wit and conviction,
and the meeting was a great success. Our association gained
many adherents as a result of her talks.

Eleanor urged me with evident sincerity not to be a strang-
er, and I took her at her word and visited her about once a
month, always at about 11 o'clock in the morning, when I
knew she would be relaxing after a morning's work. I looked
forward to these meetings keenly. Edward was rarely at home,
with the perennial excuse of theatrical business, although his
infidelity was known by then to everybody. Eleanor tried to
cover her pain by excusing Edward on one ground or an-
other. Publicly she put a brave face on the whole sorry busi-
ness, brushing aside snubs and disregarding ostracism. But she
was obviously glad to have receptive company, somebody on
whom she could exercise the breadth of her knowledge. As soon
as I arrived she would bring tea, make an excuse for Edward's
absence, listen to my report of the work of my organization,
and slowly expand in warm and friendly conversation. Feeling
very much the ignorant factory worker, I tended to be reserved
and was glad to be a good listener.

When she came to know me better she once asked me, "Do
you write sometimes? Your letters are pithy and to the point.
You show the knack of it." And in response to my apprecia-
tive nod she began giving me some suggestions toward improv-
ing the clarity of my writing. At the time I hardly thought of
writing for publication. Eleanor encouraged me. "All you
need," she urged, "is clearness of expression; the rest comes
by practice." She showed me how to avoid repetition, how
crudities could be eliminated in revision, and emphasized the
desirability of terse phrasing. Her teaching and encouragement
led me to become labor correspondent of the Jewish Chronicle
and years later opened up for me an official connection as
secretary for three years of the British LT.O. Federation, part
of Israel Zangwill's Jewish Territorial Organization.

Eleanor was the youngest of Karl Marx's daughters and
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his favorite. She was genial, ardent, and unconventional enough
to live her own life. She lived with Dr. Edward B. Aveling
for fifteen years. She was "Mrs. Aveling" to her friends, but
he was always her "Edward," never "husband." She carne to
a tragic end.

She had many of the qualities of her parents. Her charm-
ing nature was like her mother's, who, as Jenny von West-
phalen, traced her lineage partly to the British Dukes of Ar-
gyle. She resembled her father, the son of a prominent German
Jewish lawyer, in her reasoning power and her linguistic
ability. The marriage of Karl and Jenny was evidently a good
one; despite many years of privation there is no record of
family discord in their nearly forty years together.

But of privation there was plenty, especially during the
years from 1850 to 1860 in London, when the family lived
close to starvation and suffered sickness and death among the
children. Jenny wrote to a friend that Karl "is almost over-
whelmed here by the pettiest cares"; and Karl in his tum
wrote to Friedrich Engels in 1851, "It will bring my wife down
to the grave if it lasts much longer. ... [She] has to endure the
most dismal poverty from morning till night." Much of the
time they lived on bread and potatoes; sometimes even this was
lacking. Two children were born in their cramped rooms and
three died. The famished babies pulled at their mother's nipples
until they drew blood. Laura Lafargue, the elder daughter,
wrote in a letter to Marx's first English biographer, John
Spargo:

My mother was a beautiful woman, very tall, with a fine,
full figure. . . . I can remember how, when we were children,
[Marx] used to walk up and down the room with her, his arm
around her waist . . . singing the ecstatic lines from Goethe's
May song:

U nd Freund! und Wonne
Aus jeder Brust.
o Erd! 0 Sonne!
o GIiick! 0 Lust!
o Lieb! 0 Liebe!
So Golden Schon,
Wie morgenwolken
Auf jenen Hohn!

Friend! and sweetness
In each breast.
o Earth! 0 Sun!
Joy and ecstasy!
Love and beloved!
So beautifully golden,
Like the morning clouds
There on high!

(Translation by A. R.)



ELEANOR, DAUGHTER OF MARX 33

When Eleanor was born, in 1855, she was so puny and
poorly developed that the doctor did not expect her to survive.
It is said that on his orders she was fed on milk alone for five
years, and mainly on milk for another five. At all events she
grew plump and healthy and became the darling of the family.
At school she showed remarkable aptitude, especially in history
and the arts. "At twenty-four," says Eduard Bernstein in My
Lite in Exile,

Eleanor Marx was a blooming maiden . . . with the black eyes
of her father . . . and unusually vivacious. . . . In her sen-
sitive and emotional manner she took part in our discussion of
party matters .... Eleanor dedicated herself to the socialist move-
ment. But there was another influence which had taken hold
upon her soul-that of the theater. Eleanor Marx was an inspired
worshipper at the shrine of the dramatic muse.

She showed much talent for acting and evidently looked
forward to a stage career, but her mother's death and her
meeting with Dr. Aveling seem to have deflected her from
such a course. Perhaps her yearning for the limelight conflicted
with her wish to serve the socialist movement. Bernstein alludes
to such a conflict. Her father does not seem to have been op-
posed, but neither did he express enthusiasm for her stage am-
bition. She settled for amateur theatricals, in which she par-
ticipated, together with Aveling, "for the benefit of the move-
ment."

In 1887, Eleanor, with Wilhelm Liebknecht and Aveling,
visited America and addressed meetings in New York and
elsewhere. The editor of the Jewish Daily Forward, Abraham
Cahan, mentioned in the Yiddish edition of his Leaves from My
Lite that her thoughtful eloquence made a profound impres-
sion. She wore "a green velvet costume in the ancient Greek
style, . . . had a ringing musical voice, full of fire, [and]
polished English diction." Cahan was equally impressed with
her when he met her again in London four years later. Al-
though Eleanor was hardly a match for her father in erudi-
tion and dialectical skill, she seems to have been a better
speaker than he was. But even the gifted daughter of a great
father, in the radical company she kept, could not gain recog-
nition in the face of the late Victorian conscience. She was
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not forgiven for her companionate marriage with a married
man separated from his wife.

Before I met Eleanor I had heard her speak several times.
I remember being one of five thousand who listened to her in
Hyde Park, and I shared the general delight in her musical
voice and the force of her logic. She never spoke from notes.
Then thirty-five, she had a mass of glistening black hair, dark
piercing eyes, and what Liebknecht called a "blood and milk"
complexion. She was full-figured and attractively feminine in
her graceful platform manner, tossing her head and waving
her arms as she spoke-an orator, indeed a spellbinder. She
was continually in demand by labor organizations and served
them willingly, often paying her own carfare. Like her parents,
she made friends easily among untutored horny-handed work-
ers. Yet she was always modest: I don't remember her ever
boasting or strutting as did some of the outstanding men of
her group.

During much of this period the Avelings were apparently
living beyond their means, contracting small debts and often
feeling the pinch. Before Engels died in 1895 they made ends
meet on an irregular income from literary work. Both Edward
and Eleanor were able translators, and they published books
and pamphlets separately and together. They collaborated espe-
cially in their earlier and happier years. Aveling translated
several things from the Russian; he also translated Marx's
Capital from the German original, aided by Samuel Moore,
and in addition wrote popular socialistic and agnostic essays.
After their American trip the Avelings issued The W orking-
Class Movement in America under both their names, and An
American Journey under Aveling's alone. For several years, as
well, Aveling edited the monthly magazine Progress, to which
Eleanor contributed.

Eleanor independently translated most of Ibsen's plays
from the Norwegian. These were subsequently edited by Wil-
liam Archer. She also translated, from the French, Flaubert's
Madame Bovary and the History of the Commune of 1871 by
P. O. Lissagaray; her father's Revolution and Counter-Revolu-
tion in Germany; and Anarchism and Socialism by George
Plekhanov. In addition. she edited some of her father's minor
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works. Some of this labor repaid her only in stimulation. There
was no money for such services in the labor movement, which
could provide a salary for a full-time secretary here and there,
while other administrative workers, as well as lecturers and
writers, served as willing volunteers. Eleanor was one of the
first to do so. Tom Mann, in his Memoirs, says this of Eleanor
in connection with the dockers' strike of 1889:

One of the volunteers who rendered valuable clerical service
was Eleanor Marx Aveling, a most capable woman. Possessing a
complete mastery of economics, she was able, alike in conversa-
tion and on a public platform, to hold her own with the best.
Furthermore, she was ever ready to give close attention to detailed
work.

Even in those days the movement was split into warring
factions, which only occasionally came together for specific
purposes. There were political actionists, conservative trade un-
ionists, and red revolutionists. The more notable leaders were
George Bernard Shaw and Sidney Webb of the Fabian Society,
H. M. Hyndman of the militant socialists, the Reverend Stewart
Headlam of the Christian Socialists, and the artist-poet William
Morris of the anti-Parliamentarians. The old trade unions were
rich and strong, and content with things as they were. The new
unions of unskilled workers tended to be zealous and aggressive,
bringing to the fore such notable men as James Keir Hardie,
George Lansbury, and Will Thorne. Eleanor served this last
group mainly; she and Aveling both held membership cards in
the Gas Workers and General Laborers' Union, which admitted
"brain workers" as well as manual workers.

Eleanor had devoted her life to the socialist movement,
but her alliance with Aveling was frowned upon by the leaders,
and she fell back on her fellowship with workers and local of-
ficials, who supported her staunchly. The more intellectual
radicals of the day talked much of their scientific approach to
life, but few of them had any patience with such advanced
women as Eleanor. An example is H. M. Hyndman, with whom
I once had occasion to plead in person that Eleanor and Aveling
be included among an invited group.

Hyndman looked like a patriarch, with his strong physique,
his untrimmed dark brown beard and flashing gray eyes. He
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had a ringing voice, almost metallic in quality, and was known
and respected for forthright speech. But he was also feared
and disliked for personal attacks on those who disagreed with
him, a trait which may have limited his influence to a small
part of the British labor movement. Our organization had in-
vited leaders of all sections of the movement to celebrate the
opening of our permanent club rooms. Eleanor and Dr. Aveling
promptly accepted, but Hyndman failed to reply. I approached
him at a delegates' meeting. Being young in the movement and
innocent of the leaders' likes and dislikes, I blurted out the
names of the Avelings. Hyndman frowned and said, "I won't
speak on one platform with that fellow." I argued that Mrs.
Aveling was indispensable to us. Several people stopped to lis-
ten, seeing in me, as a representative of the immigrant East
End, a curiosity among British radicals.

"Eleanor Marx does good work," Hyndman admitted.
"She would wear the mantle of her father among us if not for
her second choice of the Irishman. If she had only stuck to the
Frenchman, her first choice." The reference was to Lissagaray,
who had paid court to Eleanor before she met Aveling. One of
our hearers remarked that Eleanor had a man's brain and a
woman's heart, and that her choice-even her blunder-was
her inalienable right. This seemed to convince Hyndman, who
responded quickly, "I'll be there. I hope Aveling and I will not
come to blows." I did not know Aveling, of course, and the
remark seemed strange to me. At all events Hyndman came to
our celebration, made a stirring speech, and left immediately
afterward.

Months later, after getting to know Aveling a little better,
I came to understand why he could be so cordially disliked.
During the spring after the celebration of our club rooms-I
believe it was at a Sunday morning May Day conference with
all sections of the movement present-I found Eleanor and
Aveling together. As the three of us walked off, Eleanor re-
marked that I was a receptive pupil. Aveling assented, but
quickly changing the subject, suggested that we have a drink
together, and led the way to a pub. He ushered us in through
the "Gentlemen's" door and then ordered the cheapest drink,
ale, which I had not learned to enjoy. Although he was a good
platform speaker his private conversation tended to be banal.
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When he thought he could not be overheard he asked me
gruffly to lend him half a sovereign-a goodly sum at the time.
Eleanor was visibly distressed; but, before her eyes could warn
me, I handed him the gold coin, remarking that it was part of
my club funds. He promised to repay it in a week and added
that if he didn't, "Tussy" would. I had not heard Eleanor's
nickname before. Aveling grinned oddly as he pronounced it-
somewhat maliciously, I thought; and Eleanor, flushed and try-
ing to smile, explained that it was the name her parents had
used for her. There ensued some strained banter between them,
with a feeble effort to pass the thing off as humorous. Eleanor
had evidently been hurt, but Aveling did not seem disconcerted.

I knew they were living from hand to mouth then, and
that Eleanor was coming to be the main source of such funds
as they had. She worked hard and took pleasure in doing so, and
was not above letting others put their names to her work; but
even so there was not enough money for their needs. Aveling
was getting indolent as a provider but remained lavish as a
spender. Eduard Bernstein writes, "He had a passion for having
everything of the best . . . a shameless manner of borrowing to
pay for his pleasures, borrowing the scanty cash of the poorest
of his acquaintances. His was the gift of fascinating the in-
genuous, women mostly, by his lyrical and esthetic affectation
and flirtation in order to exploit them." Even worse things
were said of him, from petty miserable wrongs to acts that might
have sent him to prison. By the time Eleanor recognized these
vices in Aveling, she was unable to pull back but held on, be-
lieving in her ability to reclaim him.

Having found the scene in the pub painful, but knowing
that it must have been much more painful for Eleanor, I sent
her a note a few days later begging her to forget it and assur-
ing her, untruthfully, of course, that I could wait indefinitely
for the money-"until you get rich." I added that I valued her
society and the instruction she had given me far above money,
and followed up the note by visiting her before the end of the
week. She apologized to me for Edward;

"You see, already too many people know our circum-
stances. Edward had no business to bring you in. We are not
in immediate need and our credit is good. I expect a good
round sum of money by the first."
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It seemed to me that she overdid her attempt to be reas-
suring, and I wondered how acute her need really was. I could
not help saying:

"Look here, Mrs. Aveling! The ten shillings do not worry
me, and circumstances are no discredit. I have a little pile in
the post-office savings bank for a rainy day, and the club funds
will not suffer. Please tell me if you are in need. When you get
rich ... lowe you a debt."

"No, you don't. It gives me pleasure to teach you." Elea-
nor's glance fell on my black suit and shiny necktie. Both must
have seemed to her of surprisingly good quality for the poor
immigrant I was; and sensing what was behind her look I ex-
plained: both suit and tie had been cast-offs, given to me, in
fact, by a wealthy man in Birmingham when I worked there in
a lamp factory, as a sort of reward for identifying correctly the
book and chapter of the Bible of certain texts he gave me.

"They look new," said Eleanor, skeptically.
"They've been mine since 1888. I wear them only on great
. "occasions,
"Five years! And today is a great occasion?"
It was my turn to be abashed, but Eleanor gave me an

understanding smile. I was glad to get off the subject with the
help of a book I had noticed on her table, Lawrence Gron-
lund's The Cooperative Commonwealth.

"This is one of the first books on socialism I read," I said
haltingly, regaining my composure.

"Quite a good book. Nothing new to me, but worth read-
ing. You are not so dull, then. Those Bible texts and the silk
necktie are decidedly suspicious. I have a good mind to investi-
gate. Cherchez la femme."

"Sounds like French," I ventured, staring blankly.
"Yes, it means 'look for the woman.''' I must have

blushed.
"How quickly you've guessed it, Mrs. Aveling!" I coun-

tered. "She was a well-to-do Irish woman with a poor diges-
tion .... I wonder if I could learn French. It was so annoying
to miss the meaning of Buckle's French footnotes in his History
of Civilization in England."

"So you don't want me to unravel the mystery. And you
have read Buckle, have you?"
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Yes, I spent two months on the first volume, read parts
of it three times, and filled several notebooks with extracts."

"Then you merely pretend to be ignorant. Shall I give you
a few lessons in elementary French?"

"I should appreciate it very much. Am I worthy of it?"
"Please don't talk nonsense. We'll begin on your next visit.

Today you must escort me to the matinee. I consider you wor-
thy of that, at all events."

"Gladly," I agreed eagerly. But my voice must have shown
concern: I had very little money. She added quickly, "Don't
be alarmed. Not much money to spend. I have the tickets. Ed-
ward is somewhere out of town with a troupe of players. Tire-
some people." A faint sigh escaped from her.

I don't remember the theatre. It may have been the Drury
Lane or the Gaiety; but we saw "A Trip to Chinatown." As
we came out into the lobby, Eleanor pronounced it "a rattling
good musical comedy." I thanked her.

"I ought to thank you for coming with me," she said.
"I wouldn't have gone alone. And to stay in those cheerless
rooms without company brings on the blues. I promised to speak
tonight at the Playgoers Club, and you have certainly helped
me into the mood for it. You must come there with me. Have
you met Eduard Bernstein? I expect him there." Bernstein was
then the official representative in England of the German So-
cial Democratic Party.

It was becoming clear to me that Eleanor disliked my ef-
forts to be grateful or complimentary, but I couldn't help
thanking her again for providing what to me had been a great
occasion, and telling her how highly I valued her friendship.
She replied that people reproved her for wanting friendship,
just as if it were a weakness, "as though insolence and vanity
were virtues. Are not such things distorted in our age?" A
woman, she seemed to say, was not permitted to reach out for
the friendship of a man. I had no words to meet this expression
of her loneliness. But, as always, she was able to bridge the
awkward moment herself.

"We have a good two hours yet," she said, "and I don't
feel like going back to my rooms. How about tea and a stroll
by the river?"
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It was a cool tranquil evening, misty on the horizon but
clear and starry overhead. As we strolled along the Thames
Embankment, Eleanor talked of her parents' home life. Some-
times she forgot herself and became emotional and eloquent.
Here is the gist of what I remembered later and wrote down:

"My father worshipped in no church. That is something
for successful men to do. They thank the Lord for their wealth
and ability to exploit rent payers and laborers. My father was
not a success in the bourgeois sense. He despised that kind of
success. But who will ever say that he did not live the good
life, or that he wronged anybody? In his last years he came to
admit that he might have been mistaken in some of his pre-
dictions and assertions. Had he been able to finish his work, he
would surely have made needed revisions in it. Illness made him
irritable at times, but both father and mother had sterling
characters. With them, love and sympathy for others came first.
We often had men in working clothes at our table, and my
mother was very cordial to them."

I told her that at our club one evening the assertion had
been made and challenged that Karl Marx had said things
against the Jewish people, and asked her if there was any truth
in it. She said it had been right to challenge such a statement:

"He said nothing that truthful Jews would not admit to
be true-things for which the Prophets were stoned and mar-
tyred. In our day Isaiah would be called an anti-Semite-by the
rich. I think of myself as a Jewess, although I'm irreligious.
It is not what you believe or profess but the way you act. Isn't
it so?"

I agreed, and suggested that Judaism is more a matter of
principles than of rites and ceremonies.

"Well said," she replied. "My parents stood for princi-
ples. What if my father was poor? His name will shine through
the ages. What if his great work, Capital) earned him no
money? He didn't write it for money."

I mentioned having heard that John Milton had received
five pounds for Paradise Lost) with a little more later on.

"My father used to say that Capital would not bring in
enough to pay for the cigars he smoked while writing it. But
the world will continue to talk about it and argue about it until
a better day dawns."
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I said I thought it must have been wonderful to have been
brought up under such inspiring conditions. She agreed that
there had been great stimulation in her childhood, in spite of
poverty. "My father loved poetry and the drama. My sisters
and I memorized whole pages of Shakespeare and Burns."
Karl Marx had enjoyed Fielding, the elder Dumas, Cervantes,
Balzac. His favorites were Aeschylus, Dante and Goethe. He
had a special talent for languages and read many European
journals in the originals. At fifty he began to learn Russian,
and was reading and enjoying Pushkin and Gogol in six months.
"We had more than a thousand books in our library."

It seemed to me that she had wasted herself on Aveling.
If this gifted woman had had a more congenial man . . . I
must have sighed.

"What are you thinking about?"
"That great minds should have to suffer so much," I

countered. "Didn't George Meredith have to live for a while
on oatmeal and water?"

She suggested that some great men had nothing rich bu t
their thoughts. "Yet my father was very happy at times. He
especially loved children. After serious work he could relax
and be playful and entertaining. He used to make friends with
the schoolboys he met on his walks, and talk to them about
their lessons. Children loved him. My sisters and I looked for-
ward to the Sundays when all of us, including visitors who
came to see us, would go picnicking on Hampstead Heath. We
used to romp with him, call him 'Mohr' [Moor], and make him
tell us fairy tales. He knew so many of them."

She paused for breath. "And our friend Friedrich Engels-
what a dear old man! I must take you to him one evening."

We had by now COmenear the Playgoers Club, and Elea-
nor, all aglow with the pleasure of her own recollections, took
my arm as we walked in. Eduard Bernstein was already there,
and she introduced me to him.

Eleanor spoke on "Naturalism in Modern Drama." Her
audience seemed enchanted, as much by the quality of her
voice and the beauty of her language as by what she said.
Bernstein left no doubt that he was one of her admirers. I heard
a woman sitting in front of me whisper to her neighbor, "A
poetess and an artiste." The discussion brought out some opposi-
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tion to her advanced ideas, but one of those who opposed her
in substance still complimented her on the beauty of her lan-
guage.

A certain Professor Garside, who had come from America,
was stirring up dissension in the ranks of unskilled labor, the
very people among whom Eleanor had great influence. Armed
with reports indicating that Garside had served cross-purposes
in New York and had even been suspected of spying, I visited
Eleanor late one morning to urge her to take action against
him. But clearly I had intruded on the aftermath of a quarrel
with Aveling. She looked as if she had been crying. I could say
nothing, and was in fact ready to withdraw; but she made me
stay and explained that Aveling had gone off with her last
penny, leaving her without so much as tea and cake in the
house. She asked me to take her out to a nearby restaurant
for a midday meal: "Are you rich enough today?"

Fortunately I had enough, and was glad of a chance to re-
pay her for entertaining me so many times. "Rich," I remember
quipping. "Sufficient for the day is the silver thereof." Which
made her smile and say, as she went to get ready, "You seem
to have a Biblical text for every occasion."

Overcome with sympathy for her plight, I tried to press
some silver coins on her by putting them in her glove in her
absence, and we nearly came to a quarrel ourselves. I mumbled
something about owing her for the French lessons and only
made matters worse. But she accepted my apology gracefully
and told me she had tickets for a play by Oscar Wilde and
that we were to visit Friedrich Engels afterward.

She led me to a modest little restaurant in Lincoln's Inn
Fields, a home-like place for clerks and salesmen, where we
had a good simple meal for very little money. Garside had been
forgotten, and even my attempt to mention that, since I had seen
her last, I had read and enjoyed Wilde's article, The Soul of
Man under Socialism J got no response from her un til she had
satisfied her hunger: she'must have been famished. It was not
until we had left the restaurant and were walking in quiet
back streets, away from the noises of traffic, that she said:

"Now I'm in a mood to talk about Wilde. I think him
physically repulsive. But how lofty his thoughts are! Like Wil-
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liam Morris, he is an individualist-anarchist. Most artists and
writers are that, as he points out so well in his article. I don't
really disagree with him. Wilde and Morris have in mind a
stage of socialist society long after the transition period, all set-
tled and in good working order. We social democrats are the
spade workers, preparing the ground for that transition. Artists
begin with a definite idea in their heads and shape their pic-
ture, play, or novel to that end, whether as a representation of
nature or as a message. But life itself is complex and elusive.
It's all very well to be dogmatic about the future, but I'm not
even sure we are headed toward better things. As things are
now, they are certainly wrong. That's the main thing to empha-
. "SIze.

After the play we walked to the neighborhood of Fitzroy
Square, where Engels lived, as Eleanor continued to talk in the
same strain, winding up with a reference to her father. "His
critics say he was dogmatic and fanatical. I should like to know
what man with a great message is not. He was no more asser-
tive and outspoken than Darwin or Spencer or Haeckel. But
part of his subject was the martyrdom of man by man for
greed and lust. He may have been mistaken in his previsions,
but certainly not in his criticism."

It is well known that the life-long friendship between Karl
Marx and Friedrich Engels was of a rare quality. From 1850
to 1869 Engels helped the Marx family from time to time with
gifts of money out of his salary. In 1869, when Engels retired
with a fortune from his father's business in Manchester, he paid
Marx's debts of more than £200, and settled on his friend an
annuity of £350 to enable him to go on with his work. After
Marx's death, Engels centered his friendship on the two sur-
viving daughters, Eleanor Aveling and Laura Lafargue.

Engels's house was a haven for foreign socialist visitors,
and he had congenial company almost every evening. With
British and French visitors he tended toward serious conversa-
tion, but German guests made him more relaxed and convivial.
Eleanor and I were lucky that evening to find him with ex-
clusively German company, and in high good humor.

"The old darling is at his best tonight," Eleanor whispered
to me as she introduced me. "Don't get drunk." They made her
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drink some wine and join in the singing, a popular ditty by
William Morris with the line, "He that will not glasses clink/
Down among the dead men! /Down among the dead men/
Let him lie!"

Engels seemed to take great pleasure in the singing. He
was hale and hearty, his round beard iron-gray, his features
mobile, his eyes smiling and wise. After I had drunk two glasses
of wine he got me to one side and we talked of serious things.
I was more talkative than usual, but Eleanor overheard and
assured me afterward that I had made sense.

Meanwhile the singing continued. One lively drinking song
stayed in my memory, but I could not reconstruct it exactly
until I saw the words later, quoted in Bernstein's My Lite in
Exile. Engels himself had translated it from an old English
song of three jolly post-boys sitting in an inn called Dragon
and emptying many a flagon. Part of it goes:

Wer guten Wein hat
Und doch sich nichtern halt,
Ist wie das diirre Laub
Das irn Herbst zu Boden Fallt.

Refrain:

Komm Schankwirt, giess die Becher vall,
Bis zum uberlaulen,
Heute wollen wir frohlich sein,
Heute wollen wir fr6hlich sein,
Heute wollen wir fr6hlich sein,
U nd morgen Wasser saufen.

A change of occupation prevented me from seeing Eleanor
as often as I had done, or from visiting with her at all. During
eighteen months I met her only four times, at public gatherings.
But in the spring of 1895 she wrote and asked me to see her,
and I took a day off to do so.

She was in much better financial condition and expressed
eagerness to help me. Was I following up my French? Was I
keeping up with important articles in the magazines? Eleanor
had heard that several of my club associates had gone to Ameri-
ca; was I thinking of doing so as well? I had indeed been
thinking about it; the struggle in England had been hard. The
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admission seemed to affect her strongly, but I could get no
hint of the reason for her feeling. I knew that her life with
Aveling had grown, if anything, worse. Scathing articles about
his unethical behavior had appeared in the radical press, dis-
guised but unmistakably pointing to him. He had been ex-
cluded from a branch of the budding Labor Party. At Engels's
house, guests left abruptly when they saw him there.

It was then that I asked Eleanor to help me with details
of her life so that I could complete a notebook I had been
keeping about her. She agreed, with the condition that I keep
it confidential during her lifetime. I was taken aback by the
suggestion and the sigh that accompanied it; and although she
laughed as if to reassure me, she admitted to being sometimes
tired of life, especially when it seemed that the movement no
longer needed her. My consternation at her pessimism elicited
the retort that she was in fact being reasonable and dispas-
sionate. "You see, my good friend, my conception of the pur-
pose of life is different from other people's. The movement has
been my life, and now only two alternatives remain for me.
If I can't reconcile them soon .... "

She was referring, evidently, to the movement and Aveling,
her need somehow to hold on to both. She felt she could not go
on into a new life with either one without the other, and the
public nature of her dilemma was aggravating it beyond en-
durance.

"If you must go," she went on, "so be it. I suppose you
are puzzled by the attacks on Edward. Alas, they are based on
fact. But I have been with him for twelve years .... All my
friends are worried, but most of them are half-blind to the
problem. You are one of the few who understand. One alterna-
tive is to leave Edward and live by myself. I can't do that; it
would drive him to ruin and wouldn't really help me. I'm a
strange mixture, my friend. My father used to say that I was
more like a boy than a girl. It was Edward who really brought
out the feminine in me. I was irresistibly drawn to him. He had
been to University College and had been graduated with hon-
ors in philosophy and natural science. OU,r tastes were much
the same. He knew more than I about Darwin and evolution.
He was a popular agnostic lecturer. We agreed on socialism.
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We both loved the theatre. Neither of us cared for money. My
father liked him. We could work together effectively."

Eleanor led me to a big bookcase and showed me volumes
and pamphlets bearing both their names.

"If I sacrificed something," she went on, "it was no more
than my mother had done. I was brought up in an atmosphere
of love and candor, and learned to scout conventions. When I
met Edward I had a good position in a boarding school, where
I was respected and esteemed. I had to choose between conceal-
ing my free connection with Edward and risking my position.
I chose to be honest, notified the principal of my choice and
was promptly discharged. If I had gone the other way and
chosen to lead a double life, repudiating the tradition of my
parents, every door in high places might have been open to me.
But although these last few years have been unhappy, I have
the good feeling that, like my parents, I've been true to my
convictions and have not yielded to hypocrisy. I could not have
known that Edward would fail me. Even so, to turn away from
him now would be to succumb to despair. I still have hope for
him. Let the heathen rave; my heart is in the right place."

I would have done anything to help Eleanor, and I think
,he knew it; but there was nothing anybody could do. Con-
ventional people, at the very best, judged her as foolish; re-
ligious people condemned her as unholy. Many of those who
had once idolized her now turned away from her. She seemed
to follow my thought.

"You see, the intellectual aristocrats treated my father
the same way. In his last years the movement ignored him,
breaking off all personal connections. British radicals are still
puritans at heart. But things are not the same in other coun-
tries. Before you think of going to America, wait for the great
socialist labor congress that is being held in London next year.
There will be delegates from all over the civilized world. I be-
lieve it will be an epoch-making event."

Eleanor had recovered her vivacity. "Come on, pull your-
self together," she said. "Let's forget the sham and pretensions
of the world! Let's have something to eat and go to the theater,
and not for the last time!"

"When the verb 'to have' is displaced from the center of
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consciousness," I remember reading somewhere, "life stops be-
ing commercial and becomes artistic." Eleanor Marx followed
this rule until 1895, during the time she was living on tea and
seed cake and burying her troubles in work. She could endure
poverty. She could ignore the snubs of her associates and neigh-
bors. But Edward's growing infidelity slowly wilted her valiant
spirit. In 1895 she suddenly became wealthy. Engels died in
August of that year, leaving legacies of £8000 each to her and
her sister Laura. For a while the Avelings' prospects bright-
ened. Edward became domesticated, and Eleanor renewed her
hopes of reforming him. They took a large house in Sydenham,
in southeast London, with lawns and trees. I had occasion to
visit them there in connection with the forthcoming London
congress of 1896, and it was gratifying to see them both happily
working in preparation for the meeting, their knowledge of
languages having made them invaluable to the international
secretariat. Eleanor was then forty-one. She was smiling and
seemed contented, and looked much younger.

Then, being a delegate to the congress, I saw both of them
every day during the sessions at Queens Hall which began
July 27, 1896. The congress was impressive. There were great
debates, and even the disharmonies were imposing. Among the
800 delegates were such notables as August Bebel, Wilhelm
Liebknecht and Rosa Luxemburg from Germany; J aures and
Millerand from France; Vandervelde from Belgium; and James
Ramsey MacDonald of England, then a young observer rather
than an active participant. Eleanor was the official translator
into English, and as I watched her on the platform she seemed
to be in her element.

In honor of Liebknecht's seventieth birthday, Eleanor gave
an outdoor "at home" at Sydenham. Hundreds of delegates
were there, mainly the British and German ones. It was a bril-
liant late afternoon in August, with the sun lighting up the
faces of the guests as it sank in the west. Oblong tables spread
with refreshments were arranged in a semicircle on the broad
lawn. The delegates strolled informally in groups of two and
three. I have a vivid recollection of Liebknecht reclining in a
garden chair and talking to a group around him of days thirty-
five years before when he used to play with Marx's children,
who had nicknamed him "Library." I remember, too, the tow-
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ering broad-shouldered figure of Will Thorne, then a gas work-
er, later a Member of Parliament, regaling himself with ham
sandwiches and beer. Another guest was Vera Zasulich, a Rus-
sian delegate, who was known to have shot at General Trepoff
in 1878 in an attempt to avenge a young prisoner who had
been flogged for refusing to bare his head to the general. Vera
was smoking one cigarette after another and gesticulating vehe-
mently as she talked.

This was Eleanor's last appearance at a notable interna-
tional gathering. I remember her acting the hostess, moving
from one group to another in high spirits. But Edward was not
there. He had begun to relapse into his former habits, squander-
ing Engels's legacy; and perhaps he had the grace to avoid
spoiling the party.

Things got worse during 1897. When I saw Eleanor she
was worried and moody again. Their friends had deserted them
again, except for a few, such as George Lansbury, Will Thorne,
and Eduard Bernstein; but the cream of socialist society held
aloof. Toward the end of the year Aveling began to disappear
for weeks at a time. Then, early in 1898, the legacy nearly ex-
hausted, he sold what remained of it over Eleanor's head. His
legal wife had died, and behind Eleanor's back he married a
young actress. There was little she could do. Litigation would
have entailed insufferable scandal and served no useful purpose.
Yet she continued to make excuses for him. She wrote in a let-
ter to a friend on February 5, 1898:

"There are people who lack a certain moral sense, just as
others are deaf or short-sighted or in other ways afflicted ....
One is as little justified in blaming them for the one sort of
disorder as for the other."

And two days later:
"There is a French proverb, 'to understand is to forgive.'

Much suffering has taught me understanding. . . . I do not
need to forgive. I can only love .... "

It was this excessive altruism that Aveling had known so
well how to exploit. On March 31, 1898, Eleanor accepted
ultimate defeat and killed herself with poison. "How sad life
has been all these years!" she wrote in a suicide note. At the
coroner's inquest Aveling testified that Eleanor had been of a
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morose nature and had often talked of suicide. Her shocked
friends could hardly be content with such a statement. But the
conventional world was ready enough to accept it; she had been
at odds with it all her life, and the world that could not under-
stand her in life could as easily misinterpret her death.

Aveling himself may have been profoundly affected by
Eleanor's suicide. Perhaps guilt tormented him; he died in the
same year.

There were no rites at the funeral. Before the cremation,
Eleanor's friends bowed their heads in silence. Will Thorne
spoke, his powerful voice breaking in a tremulous sob. To this
day I can see the tears trickling down his cheeks, expressive of
the silent agony of grief that oppressed all of us.

The Dean of St. Paul's Cathedral thought it necessary to
preach a sermon on Eleanor's death. He linked the tragedy to
her free mode of living; yet between the lines of his thought
there was a tribute to her life of devotion to high purpose-to
her ideals of love and service.

It is felt that women should, in all propriety, acquire only such
knowledge as may be classed under one or the other of two heads:
(I) such knowledge as conduces immediately to a better performance
of domestic service-the domestic sphere; (2) such accomplishments
and dexterity, quasi-scholarly and quasi-artistic, as plainly come in under
the head of a performance of vicarious leisure. Knowledge is felt to be
unfeminine if it is knowledge which expresses the unfolding of the
learner's own life, the acquisition of which proceeds on the learner's
own cognitive interest, without prompting from the canons of property,
and without reference back to a master whose comfort or good repute
is to be enhanced by the employment or the exhibition of it.

-Thorstein Veblen, Theory of the Leisure Class
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