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Praise for Melting Point:


‘Meticulously researched, elegantly constructed, unforgettable.’


Jonathan Freedland


‘A truly radical book; radical in subject, radical in form. For the most tragic reasons, it could not feel more immediate; and yet it’s a fluid, fast-paced, hugely enjoyable and engaging read.’


Andrew Marr


‘Utterly compelling, at times amusing, at times heartbreaking. The characters of Melting Point will live with you long after the final page.’


Antonia Fraser


‘Cockerell deftly interweaves memoir with world-changing events and tells a story that is both important and beautiful. This is a riveting, timeless and timely book. It is history that reads like a novel. Melting Point is simply extraordinary.’


Ariana Neumann


‘It is every historian’s challenge to make their readers feel present in the past. With innovative stylistic daring and a wonderful gift for narrative, Rachel Cockerell succeeds triumphantly. This exceptionally moving, multigenerational story ranges across continents and time, addressing the biggest questions of identity, hope and belonging, while never losing touch with the humanity of her extraordinary ancestors.’


Juliet Nicolson


‘A strikingly original, brilliantly crafted, vividly drawn work of history and memoir – Cockerell’s storytelling brings the period to life.’


Paul Caruana Galizia, author of A Death in Malta


‘A fascinating saga, full of unexpected twists and encounters ranging across continents, compellingly told through contemporary snippets and insights. A bold and surprisingly successful formula.’


Adam Zamoyski, author of Napoleon and Poland: A History


‘At a time when there is so much false history and misleading mythology about Israel and Zionism, this gripping account of Jews seeking sanctuary from Europe’s deadly antisemitism is a timely and necessary work that deserves to be widely read. Their desperation, hope, idealism and determination to survive leaves a profound sense of a people in need of a home, wherever they could find one.’


Dave Rich, author of Everyday Hate: How antisemitism is built into our world – and how you can change it


‘Rachel Cockerell has crafted a superbly original work of narrative history – an epic tale of memory and migration. It would be difficult to read this superb book and remain unmoved.’


Francisco Garcia, author of We All Go Into the Dark









About the Book


MELTING POINT


Family, Memory and the Search for a Promised Land


For fans of Philippe Sands and Edmund du Waal, this Jewish family history charts the attempt by 10,000 Eastern Europeans to found a Jewish State in Texas, USA – led by Rachel’s great-grandfather.


On June 7th 1907, a ship packed with Russian Jews sets sail into the Atlantic. It is heading not to Jerusalem or New York, as many on board have dreamt, but to Texas. The man who persuades the passengers to go is David Jochelmann, Rachel Cockerell’s great-grandfather. It marks the beginning of the Galveston Movement, a forgotten moment in history when 10,000 Jews fled to Texas in the lead-up to WWI.


The charismatic leader of the movement is Jochelmann’s closest friend, Israel Zangwill, whose beloved novels have made him a household name across Europe and America. As Russia becomes infected by anti-Semitic violence, and Theodor Herzl tries and fails to create a Jewish state, Zangwill embarks on a desperate search across the continents for a temporary homeland: from Australia to Canada, Angola to Antarctica. He reluctantly settles on Galveston, Texas. He fears the Jewish people will be absorbed into the great American melting pot, but there is no other hope.


The story is told in a highly inventive format: there is no 21st-century narration. Instead the author weaves together a vivid and colourful account from an extraordinary array of sources - letters, diaries, memoirs, newspaper articles and interviews. Melting Point follows Zangwill and the Jochelmann family through two world wars, to London, New York and Jerusalem – as their lives intertwine with some of the most significant figures of the twentieth century, and each chooses whether to cling to their history, or brush it off like dust and melt into their new surroundings. It is a story that asks questions of belonging, identity, and what can be salvaged from the past.









For Jo









Author’s Note




Spellings, especially the names of far-flung places and people, were more open to interpretation at the beginning of the twentieth century. I have left them unchanged, in part to illustrate (as one character says in the book) that ‘the distance between countries was greater than it is now, mentally.’


I have also left grammar and punctuation as it originally appeared.


Some sources have been edited down for clarity, but never added to.












If we cannot get the Holy Land,


we can make another land holy.


– Israel Zangwill, 1906
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Preface




This book consists entirely of memories – taken from diaries, letters, memoirs, articles and recordings. They reinforce each other, bristle against each other, converse with each other, and come together to build a story which, I hope, has a memory-like quality: elastic, shifting, filled with small details. The book explores a line said by one of the characters: ‘You can’t trust witnesses.’


I have always instinctively recoiled from books that claim to be ‘experimental’, but I hope in this case the form serves the function. My first draft was written conventionally, with my own narrative woven through primary sources. As I revised, I began to notice my irritation at my own interjections, and found myself reaching to delete them.


Everything I said fell into three categories: a twenty-first-century-tinged observation, a paraphrase of a primary source, or a description of a character’s feelings. All of them felt useless. The first took the reader out of the story, the second could be substituted with the original quotation, and the third could be shown, not told. At the time I was listening to a lot of interviews with George Saunders, whose 2017 Booker-winning Lincoln in the Bardo had lodged in my brain. The novel is set in the American Civil War, and contains real nineteenth-century accounts. ‘The question was,’ Saunders said in one interview, ‘how do you get all this historical backstory in? I turned to myself and said, “Put it into the reader’s head the way it got into your head.”’


I gradually began to delete more and more of my own ‘voiceover’. At a certain point I realised it might be possible to tell the entire story through the eyes of those who were there, and create something that felt more like a novel than a history.


A line from Robert Macfarlane’s The Old Ways has been with me constantly for the last three years. ‘The past felt fissile, its recovery only partially possible at best. There is dust on the phonograph needle: voices, if heard at all, reach us through a burr of distortion, or are snatched briefly from the static as we twist the tuning wheel.’ Above all this book is an attempt to transport myself back in time, to see things as they really were. Sometimes, after finding one evocative sentence in an otherwise dull and lengthy hundred-year-old newspaper article, smudged with ink and almost illegible, I knew I had only caught a glimpse of the past, heard the faintest, most distant voice. Other times, I would stumble out of a day of research feeling like I had been transported to the cobbled streets of Vienna in 1897, the oleander-lined boulevards of Galveston in 1911, the cacophonous alleys of the Lower East Side of New York in 1926, the bomb-ravaged terraces of London in 1944, or the unpaved tracks of Jerusalem in 1951.


The book began as the story of my grandmother and her sister, who raised their children together in a giant, Edwardian North London house in the 1940s. Their father, David Jochelmann, had bought 22 Mapesbury Road soon after the family arrived in England from Kyiv at the outbreak of the First World War. I thought perhaps at the start of the book I should mention how and why they came to England – in a sentence or two, a paragraph at most. My dad, his siblings and his cousins had always maintained that David Jochelmann was a businessman, involved somehow in stocks and shares. The only other fact they knew about him was that as soon as he landed on British shores he removed the extra ‘n’ from the family surname, for fear of sounding German. I imagined he had a banking job in Kyiv, and he was transferred to London. However, being an assiduous researcher, I decided I might as well double-check, so I googled him – just to see what, if anything, came up.


A surprising number of search results appeared, and none of them mentioned stocks or shares. Instead, his name always appeared in the same sentence as the word Galveston. What, or who, was Galveston, I wondered, vaguely annoyed that my neat summation of my great-grandfather was threatening to become more complicated. (Unfortunately I was not taught much Texan geography at school.) Eventually I discovered that Galveston was not a person but a place, and the destination for 10,000 Jews in the years leading up to the First World War – sent there from Russia by my great-grandfather. None of my family knew about this: at some point the story of the Galveston Plan, and my great-grandfather’s role in it, was lost down the generations. Perhaps David Jochelmann told his daughters about his work in Russia, or perhaps, as a new arrival in England in the 1910s and ’20s, his pre-war existence belonged to a lost world. ‘I think how little we can hold in mind,’ wrote W. G. Sebald, ‘how everything is constantly lapsing into oblivion with every extinguished life, how the world is, as it were, draining itself.’


The Galveston Plan was part of the search for a temporary Jewish homeland that took place in the early twentieth century, a search that looked beyond Palestine to Kenya (mistakenly identified at the time as Uganda), Australia, Canada, Mexico and many other places. In hindsight, the idea of establishing a Jewish state in any of these countries seems slightly surreal, but they were all seriously considered. A Jewish homeland in Palestine was only one of several possibilities: as one character in the book says, ‘It’s never inevitable at the time.’


My family’s arrival in England had roots that seemed to go deeper and deeper. I learnt that the Galveston Plan was a direct result of the early Zionist movement, another subject I knew nothing about. There was a vague link in my mind between Zionism and the name Theodor Herzl, but I imagined him as a wizened, solemn figure with a white beard, stranded in a bygone era. I soon realised my mistake: Herzl was a charismatic Viennese journalist who founded the Zionist movement aged thirty-five, and half thought he would soon return to his articles and columns. I had certainly never heard of Israel Zangwill, the most famous Jewish figure in the English-speaking world at the turn of the century, and an early adopter of Zionism, but I soon began to understand his significance – both to the early twentieth century and to my family. The Canadian novelist Emily St. John Mandel has written about ‘the pieces of a pattern drifting closer together’: Zionism is an unlikely place for this story to begin, but it set the trajectory for all that followed.


A few months into my research, I discovered that David Jochelmann had been married before he met my great-grandmother. He and his first wife lived in Vilna, Lithuania, and had three children. Their youngest son, Emmanuel, born in 1898, was sent to America aged fourteen. David accompanied him across the Atlantic on the Kaiser Wilhelm II, which docked in New York in October 1912, six months after the sinking of the Titanic. As a young man Emmanuel became a playwright, founding a theatre which aimed to reflect life in 1920s New York and ‘the rush and roar of things as they are’. In 1929 he married Doris Elisa Troutman, an actress from North Carolina, and in 1930 they had a daughter, half a Southerner and half a Russian-Jewish New Yorker.


I wondered for a while how to structure the story, until I realised it naturally fell into three parts. The first part is about Zionism, Galveston, the scouring of the globe for a homeland outside Palestine, and my great-grandfather’s role in some of this. Part Two takes place after Emmanuel’s arrival in New York. Part Three begins with David’s arrival in England with his second wife and their two daughters: my grandmother, Fanny, and her sister, Sonia. And, eventually, it is the story of Sonia and Fanny’s children – including my dad, Michael.


Unlike the other figures in the book, my great-grandfather wrote nothing about himself. He was, as one character puts it, ‘a mysteriously (and deliberately) unpublicized personage’. He does not appear until a quarter of the way through, although he witnessed the earlier events. He is the almost silent figure at the heart of Melting Point. My only image of him growing up took the form of a huge, sombre portrait, probably painted in the 1920s, which hangs in the living room at Mapesbury Road, where my dad grew up. He has dark hair and dark clothes, and seems about to be enveloped by the surrounding gloom – a perfect metaphor for the obscurity he has fallen into, even for his family, since he died. My three-year attempt to grapple with this evasive figure is encapsulated in a line from Laura Cumming’s On Chapel Sands: ‘And though he is my grandfather, and I have his blood, he is like all long-distant ancestors to me – these people of the past who elude us, no matter how hard we try to drag them back out of time’s tide.’ I hope if he were somehow alive today and read this book, he would be amazed at how much of his life, and the world he lived in, has been dragged back from time’s tide.
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Part One



Vienna, Basel, Galveston









Chapter 1




London Star, 1901


A year ago, while I was drinking afternoon tea in a London drawing room, there entered a tall, lithe man, with coal black hair, beard and mustaches, restless visionary eyes, and a nervous mouth, twitching with half sad humour. I did not know him, but he magnetised me immediately.


At that time Herzl could not speak a word of English. After a few commonplaces he drifted away again, leaving me profoundly interested in his romantic genius. He had done nothing, said nothing, but he had been himself. Now, the man who can be himself in a drawing room is rare. And this man’s self was so bizarre, so disturbing, so strange, that I caught myself wondering at its persistence in my mind. Why should I keep in my memory so clear a picture of Herzl when so many other men and women fade out of it like shadows of shadows?
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Ray Frank, American Hebrew, 1898


In appearance, Herzl is not only handsome, but royal – tall, broad-shouldered, with finely shaped head and features.







William Durban, Pall Mall Gazette


Those who see him for the first time are at once both attracted and repelled. He has the face and bearing of a king, with a reserve which at first keeps the stranger at a distance, but he quickly fascinates by the dignity of his bearing and by the classic beauty of his face and figure.







Cyrus L. Sulzberger


An artist might paint him, and without the slightest idealization, make an ideal picture. Tall, handsome, black-bearded, clear-eyed, erect in bearing, suave in manner, he looks like kings ought to look.







Jacob de Haas


He was graceful in every movement. Without posing, he assumed a royal air, and even those to whom nothing of him was a mystery, could never rid themselves of a certain awe and reverence which his presence compelled. His individuality was striking, and he was fully conscious of it; he liked to be surrounded by friends. In society he would flash a hundred phrases of polished thought. He had a wonderful capacity for detail, and would throw an odd phrase back at one, years after its utterance.







Arthur Schnitzler to Theodor Herzl


I still remember the first time I saw you. You were making a speech, and being ‘sharp’ – so sharp! You were smiling ironically. And I began to envy you. If only I could speak and smile in that way, I thought to myself. I remember a meeting with you at some ball or other one night. I was in a particularly happy mood that evening and, as I thought, inexpressibly elegant. Then you appeared. With a steady haughty glance you examined my tie and crushed me. It was clear that I must learn how to make up my ties better, or at least to do something distinguished in some other field.







Leon Kellner


I regard him as the most successful man I know. When I meet him in the street in Vienna I always join him even if he is going north while I intended going south, for invariably Herzl is going right.







Vladimir Jabotinsky


Theodor Herzl made a colossal impression on me. This is no exaggeration. There is no other word for it: colossal. Altogether, in my life’s experience, I do not remember anybody who ‘made an impression’ on me, either before Herzl or after him.







Pall Mall Gazette, 1897


Dr. Herzl has practised law and written plays, and is now one of the best known journalists and literary men in Austria.







Stefan Zweig


He had become the darling of the Vienna public. His readers were fascinated by his essays, now faintly tinged with melancholy, now brilliantly sparkling, full of profound pathos, and yet as lucid as crystal. None was more beloved, better known or more celebrated than he among the entire bourgeoisie – and also the aristocracy – of old Austria. To me his authority was the highest, his judgment fundamental and absolute. And thus, when I wrote my first short story – I was then nineteen years old – it never occurred to me to submit it to any one but him. As I did not know him personally, and had no means of meeting him, I chose, with the happy naïveté and now irretrievably lost courage of youth, the simplest way of all: to look him up in the editorial office of his paper.


I had made inquiry as to his office hours, which, I believe, were from two to three o’clock in the afternoon; and one fine day I simply went to see him. To my surprise, I was admitted at once; to my even greater amazement, into a very narrow little room with but one window, a room reeking with dust and printer’s ink. And suddenly, before I had collected my thoughts, I stood before him; and he had risen politely and offered me a chair beside his desk.


His natural, charming courtesy cast its spell upon me at that first moment and at every one of our later meetings. The character of that courtesy was French, but his majestic appearance unquestionably gave it something of the dignity of kings or great diplomats. His very physical appearance was sufficient to cause everyone to defer to him involuntarily.


He welcomed me in friendly fashion, and asked me what I had brought him. Wasting no time with introductions, I stammered words to the effect that I wanted to submit a story to him. He took it from me, counted the pages of the manuscript, regarded the first page with great interest, leaned back in his chair. It was with a certain feeling of terror that I watched him begin to read in my presence. The minutes seemed to pass slowly; but this first view of his face, seen from one side, made a deep impression upon me. It was a faultlessly handsome face. The soft, well-kept black beard gave it a clear, almost rectangular outline, into which the clean-cut nose, set exactly in the middle, fitted well, as did also the high, slightly rounded forehead. But this beauty – perhaps almost too regular, too much like a work of art – was deepened by the almond-shaped eyes with their heavy black, melancholy lashes – ancient Oriental eyes in this somewhat French face, in this face which would have seemed slightly artificial or effeminate, or suggestive of the beau, had not the thousand-year-old melancholy of his soul shone through it. He seemed to notice that I was observing him, for once, as he turned a page, he looked at me keenly, but not severely. He was used to being regarded; perhaps he even liked it.


Finally he turned over the last page, and went through a remarkable performance: shaking the pages into place, he put them together, wrote something on them with a blue pencil, and put them into a drawer on his left. Only then, after these curious actions, evidently intended for effect (for he was never free from a strange theatrical pose), did he turn to me and say, conscious of making a great announcement: ‘Your story is accepted.’







Theodor Herzl, June 1895


For some time past, I have been occupied with a work of infinite grandeur. At the moment I do not know if I shall complete it. It has the appearance of a dream, but for days and weeks it has possessed me beyond the limits of consciousness. It accompanies me wherever I go, it hovers over my ordinary conversation, looks over my shoulder at my comically trivial journalistic work, haunts me and intoxicates me.


It is still too early to surmise what will come of it. But my experience tells me that even as a dream it is something remarkable, and that I ought to write it down – if not as a reminder to mankind, then at least for my own delight or reflection in later years. And if my conception is not translated into reality, at least out of my activity can come a novel. Title: The Promised Land.


I wrote walking, standing, lying down, on the street, at the table, at night when it roused me out of my sleep. I cannot remember ever having written anything in such a mood of exaltation. Heine tells us that he heard the flapping of eagles’ wings above his head when he wrote certain verses. I too seemed to hear the flutter of wings above my head while I wrote this book. I worked on it every day until I was quite exhausted. When I had finished it, I offered the manuscript to one of my oldest friends to read. While he was reading it he suddenly began to weep. This I found quite natural, because he was a Jew; while writing it I had often wept myself. But to my consternation he gave quite other grounds for his tears. He thought I had gone out of my mind, and because he was my friend, my misfortune made him most unhappy.







Stefan Zweig


As the century approached its close, there gradually penetrated a rumour (for no one ever dreamed of reading his pamphlet) that this graceful, aristocratic, masterly causeur had, without warning, written an abstruse treatise which demanded nothing less than that the Jews should leave their Ringstrasse homes and their villas, their businesses and their offices – in short, that they should emigrate, bag and baggage, to Palestine, there establish a nation.


I can still remember the general astonishment and annoyance of the bourgeois Jewish circles of Vienna. What had happened, they said angrily, to this otherwise intelligent, witty, and cultivated writer? What foolishness is this that he has thought up and writes about? Why should we go to Palestine? Our language is German and not Hebrew, and Austria is our homeland. Why does he attempt to separate us, when every day brings us more closely and intimately into the German world?







Erwin Rosenberger


In Vienna, he caught looks and hints: ‘A very gifted man, indeed a man of genius, but unfortunately something is not quite right – you know, the business with the Jewish state.’ Many had supposed that Herzl would abandon the Jewish theme after that peculiar aberration, and return to writing beautiful, innocuous, completely non-political feuilletons.







Stefan Zweig


When he entered the theatre, a sibilation arose on all sides: ‘His Majesty has arrived.’ This ironic title peered at him through every conversation, every glance.







Theodor Herzl


Dr. Beck, my parents’ old family physician, has examined me and diagnosed a heart ailment caused by excitement. He cannot understand why I concern myself with the Jewish cause, and among the Jews he associates with, no one understands it either. Acquaintances ask me: ‘Is that pamphlet people are talking about by you? Is it a joke or something meant to be serious?’







Stefan Zweig


Vienna, where he thought himself most secure because he had been beloved there for so many years, not only deserted him but even laughed at him. But then the answer roared suddenly back with such force that he was almost frightened to see how mighty a movement he had brought into being with his few dozen pages. True, it did not come from the well-situated, comfortable bourgeois Jews of the West but from the gigantic masses of the East, from the Galicians, the Polish, the Russians of the ghetto.







Shmarya Levin


Theodor Herzl came into the orbit of Jewish life with the unexpectedness and the mysteriousness of a comet. To us, to Russian Jewry, only the fanlike rays of the comet were visible, and the great voice reached us from a distance. Overnight the name Theodor Herzl became a household word. No one had seen the man, but stories were told about him which already bore the character of legends.







Chaim Weizmann


The personality of Herzl grew not only in the eyes of those who came into direct contact with him but also in those of people who never saw him. He became a monumental, mythical Jewish figure – something of a legend. Herzl’s brochure did not remain just on paper. The message was soon passed on to every town, great or small, in Poland and Russia in which a Jewish ghetto existed.







Utica Sunday Journal


Recent movements seem to indicate that the wandering Jew is near the end of his wanderings.







Jersey City News


That one watchword, the ‘Jewish State,’ has been sufficient to rouse the Jews to a state of enthusiasm in the remotest corners of the earth.







Middlesex Gazette


If the project reaches realisation it will have to be considered as one of the world’s marvels. Imagine the spectacle of a million or more men and women, scattered all over the face of the earth at present, journeying back to the place of the origination of their race – with all its peculiarities intact – after eighteen centuries of persecution.







Pall Mall Gazette


Until about thirty years ago old men made pilgrimages in order that their bones might be laid to rest in the sacred soil. When a Jew died in Europe a little of the dust of Palestine was sprinkled over his closed eyes.







Wichita Daily Eagle


It has always been the pious Jew’s desire ‘to die in Jerusalem;’ to be buried in the holy ground with his forefathers. Today the young generation joins the old in the wish to go to Palestine not to die, but to live.







Jewish Chronicle


We are face to face with a new phenomenon. The astonishing sight is now presented of the revival of the old, and as one imagined dead, ideal of a Jewish nationality. Dr Herzl takes a dark and discouraging view. Anti-Semitism, he holds, changes its dress but not its essence. He foresees coming storms all over the civilised world. From these catastrophes there is, in his view, no possible escape, unless the Jews deliberately determine to remove themselves from the storm-laden atmosphere before the irresistible doom breaks over them. We find it ourselves hard to accept these gloomy prognostications. We hardly anticipate a great future for a scheme which is the outcome of despair. But we do not wish to anticipate our reader’s judgment.







Elmira Morning Telegram


It will be interesting to glance at this country.







New York Sun


The entire country is only 150 miles long and 80 miles wide at the widest part. The area is smaller than the State of New Jersey.







Elmira Morning Telegram


The climate of Palestine is very much like that of southern California. It is claimed that the soil of Palestine, which is generally considered unproductive, is barren because it has been deserted for centuries. All that Palestine needs to restore it to its pristine fertility is the work of men’s hands. Let the trees be restored, the wells dug as of old, and the holy land will again flow with milk and honey. Even now, desolate as it is, burning in the blazing sun, and left to be the home of the Bedouin and the desert dweller, Palestine produces apricots as sweet as any on earth, oranges and lemons, figs and dates; olives, from which oil as clear as water is pressed.







Julius Uprimny, Maccabaean


Herzl has realized the dream of every man to make for himself a name famous in every clime. His friends marvel at his unceasing activity. He is always at work either receiving people, attending conferences, writing letters or doing his literary work. One task follows the other in quick succession, but everything is executed thoroughly down to the minutest details. The few moments he can spare from his work he is anxious to devote to his private life. Dr. Herzl resides in the suburbs where the cultured classes of Vienna live. His reception room is at the same time his library and study. The walls are hidden by bookcases, with everything in the neatest order. A youthful portrait of the occupant of the room has space on the wall.


The most striking piece of furniture in this study is the desk. The desk appears striking because of an arrangement of pigeon-holes, which contain documents and other papers carefully arranged in a manner liked by Dr. Herzl. Nothing is untidy; even the bunch of cigars and Viennese holders have their fixed place. Herzl is intensely methodical; he opens his letters with care, and the gist of each one is caught in a single glance, and is assigned to its place for immediate answer or reference. This room is the scene of the evening reunion of the whole family. This is the happiest hour that is spent by them. In the midst of this sits Dr. Herzl and – works. The prattling of his children is to the ears of the loving father music which quickens his thoughts.
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To understand Theodor Herzl you need but watch the flash of his magnetic eyes; they are constantly changing; and while you read there the power to dream, you gather in a restful moment an idea of unflinching determination and patience.







Theodor Herzl, 21 November 1895


The campaign’s centre of gravity is shifted to London. Visit to Israel Zangwill, the writer. He lives in Kilburn, N.W. A drive in the fog through endless streets. Arrived a bit out of sorts. The house is rather shabby. In his book-lined study Zangwill sits before an enormous writing table with his back to the fireplace. Also close to the fire, his brother, reading.


Israel Zangwill is of the long-nosed Negroid type, with very woolly deep-black hair, parted in the middle. The disorder in his room and on his desk leads me to infer that he is an internalised person. I have not read any of his writings, but I think I know him.







Israel Zangwill


I was the first person that Dr. Herzl came to in London. He had heard of me, but I had never heard of him then.







Louis Zangwill


I have the most vivid recollection of that bitterly freezing afternoon – between two blizzards – of Thursday, November 21, 1895. As Herzl appeared, framed in the doorway, his handsome presence and extraordinarily stately demeanour at once made a deep impression on us. He was obviously ‘foreign’: you would take him at a glance as a personage of distinction, playing a high part in some one of the European capitals. That sombre face, with its contemplative eyes, framed by the black beard, once seen, was unforgettable. A remarkable contrast, indeed, to the English type of ‘gentleman.’ His waistcoat was cut low, revealing a long length of shirt front, and his frock-coat with its voluminous skirts was, in its lines, of a turn quite alien to Savile Row. The English ‘gentleman’ of the day had a bluff breeziness – a free, frank approach. Herzl was neither bluff nor breezy. His gravity of demeanour exercised an immediate charm of its own. He spoke on calmly and earnestly, yet at times rising, and addressing us standing.







Israel Zangwill


He was a man of striking personal beauty, with a long black beard and glowing eyes, and the face of the old Assyrian Kings. His manner was courtly, his conversation fascinating.







Theodor Herzl


Our conversation is laborious. We speak in French, his command of which is inadequate. I don’t even know whether he understands me. Still, we agree on major points.







Israel Zangwill


A black-bearded stranger knocked at my study-door, like one dropped from the skies, and said: ‘I am Theodor Herzl. Help me to rebuild the Jewish State.’












Chapter 2




Referee, 1891


There is a new writer of the astonishing name of Zangwill.







Vogue, 1896


When, about five years ago, the name I. Zangwill began to appear, many people must, like myself, have believed it to be a pseudonym. Then, as books bearing the name began to be praised for the brilliancy of their wit and style, it was discovered that there really was such a person as I. Zangwill; and that he was a young Hebrew.







G. B. Burgin, Harper’s Weekly


Walk down Fleet Street some bright spring afternoon, and see Zangwill come slowly along, peering with shortsighted vision into shop windows, with an abstracted air. He generally carries some manuscripts under his arm, is slightly round-shouldered, thin, without a particle of color, stoops a little, and scorns an umbrella in any weather.







Grand Ledge Independent


Mr Zangwill possesses a peculiar hawklike cast of countenance.







New York Herald


The very archetype of his race – shrewd, witty, wise; spare of form and bent of shoulder, and with a face that suggests nothing so much as one of those sculptured gargoyles in a mediaeval cathedral.







Washington Times


The dramatist is not so much of any type as he is a type of himself. He is tall and rather slight, with long arms, long legs, long fingers, and exceedingly long black hair.







New York Press


He looks as if he had stepped out of an old book. I am half convinced that he did. He is dark – altogether dark. When he sits with the shadows playing across his face, he looks more than ever as if he were a black and white illustration done by a great artist.







Hayden Church


Zangwill was the very limit of Bohemian carelessness in his dress.







Reuben Brainin


He was always a little – to express it mildly – negligent of his apparel.







Alfred Sutro


He was probably one of the worst-dressed men in London. He wore a long and ill-cut frock-coat, over which his hair would straggle; with his flashing eyes he looked like a Hebrew prophet.







Hamlin Garland


Walking the streets of London with Zangwill I found him to be one of the best known and most generally recognized men in English public life. To tread a crowd with him is to perceive the faces of people in the street light up with a smile and to hear the whispered words, ‘There’s Zangwill.’ In a crowd at the International Art Gallery, in the swarming Strand, or in Piccadilly, the large, plain, kindly face, the thick curly hair, the peculiar shuffling walk distinguish him to hundreds. Men and women stop him to say, ‘You don’t know me, but I know you. I’ve just read,’ etc. For all his keen wit and gift of sarcasm he is of a kindly nature and listens patiently to those laborious compliments, though a sly gleam in his big black eyes betrays his humorous perception of the speaker’s folly. It was observable that the brightest and handsomest women are surest of an audience with him.
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Boston Budget


When I first met him I thought him the homeliest man I ever saw. He came toward us walking with slightly bent shoulders and a loose gait, his spectacled gaze wandering everywhere, and apparently noting nothing. A cape coat hung loosely about him, its pockets overflowing with manuscripts, proof-sheets, newspaper clippings – in fact, every scrap he had thought worth saving for days past. He has a trick of pulling out a worn bundle of letters and jotting down a stray note or two, more for the sake of memorizing by writing, I think, than as a future reference, since the task of sorting such a mass of hieroglyphics must be herculean. I came back a victim to the charms of this young Englishman, of whom all the English reading world is talking.







New York Times


Mr. Zangwill lives in a little house in a very quiet street in St. John’s Wood, London, up two flights of very steep, straight stairs. When I entered he was stirring the fire, his back toward the door, nor did he turn around to receive me. ‘Come in,’ he said. ‘Take a seat. It’s foggy out, isn’t it?’ The beauty of his voice made me forgive the uncompromising, unfriendly back.







Hayden Church


I well remember the first time I called upon him there. For a few moments, Zangwill, who was busy at his desk, seemed to be wholly unconscious of my presence. Accordingly I had the opportunity to take him in in detail, and told myself that never had I seen so ill groomed a man of genius. An instant later, however, Zangwill had come out of his trance and greeted me courteously, after which his glance wandered to the window. ‘Ah, the fogs,’ he murmured dreamily, ‘the fogs! They come too early.’







Isidore Harris, The Bookman


His library is barely-furnished and untidy-looking, filled with books that are for use and not for ornament. The only books one misses from the shelves are the author’s own works, of which he can never keep a set, they are either begged, borrowed, or stolen. As for papers they litter the whole room, and overflow into an adjoining one. Drawers are stuffed full of letters from all sorts of eminent people. A large battered trunk is crammed with press cuttings.







Billboard


Mr. Zangwill is manifestly a genius, for no less gifted sort of person could find anything when he wanted it in that den of his. Open bookshelves line every available inch of the total wall space from floor to ceiling. The desk, the chairs, the window ledge, and even the floor in places are covered with stray manuscripts, old letters, and bits of writing paper.







New York Press


He has a wonderful faculty, most fascinating and also inexplicable to a visitor, of simply extending one of his long arms and bringing in any book or paper that he wants, as if he had known all the time exactly where it was.







G. B. Burgin


Of course everyone knows what books Zangwill has written, but it has not been given to everyone to see him after he has just finished a book. His method of work is to start a book and work at it day and night without cessation until it is finished. He emerges from the struggle pale, cavernous-eyed, exhausted – looking more like a corpse than a living man.
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Illustrated Buffalo Express


As the well-informed reader knows, Mr. Zangwill’s pen is one of the brightest and ablest in the literature of the day.







American Israelite


It may be said that this man, young though he may be, is the foremost writer of the day in England. He has been styled by his admirers ‘The Dickens of the Ghetto,’ and with much reason, for never, since the death of the author of ‘David Copperfield’ and ‘Pickwick,’ has an author arisen who has, by the power of his pen, so thoroughly endeared himself to his readers.







Louisville Courier-Journal


Zangwill is the man who first threw wide open the doors of the Ghetto to the English-speaking world and took the Gentile hand in hand through the crowded, dingy streets of the Jewish quarter.







Gentlewoman


If you have not read the ‘Children of the Ghetto’ you are, as yet, unacquainted with the East-end of London, and a new and interesting experience lies before you.







Reform Advocate


The ‘Children of the Ghetto’ is what the title implies, a portrayal of the life of the inmates of the London Ghetto. It is a vivid presentation, sparing no truth, and picturing the minutest details. His work might be described as a living photograph, if such a thing were possible.







Queen


We are glad to have these descriptions of a life quite unknown to us – a life as remote from our experience as if it were 200 years ago and 1000 miles away.







Washington Gladden, American Hebrew


With the firm strokes of a great artist, the author brings before you the poverty, the squalor, the narrowness of the convictions in which so many of these people live.







Derby Daily Telegraph


‘Children of the Ghetto’ has charmed the public beyond measure.







New York Herald


Few books have within the present half-century created such a sensation.







South Wales Daily Post


Zangwill will carve his name deep in English literature. No one who has read ‘Children of the Ghetto’ will be disposed to doubt it.







American Hebrew, 26 August 1898


After many ‘ifs’ and ‘perhaps,’ Israel Zangwill is nearing our shores, and we bid him a hearty welcome.







New York Press


Israel Zangwill is the most interesting foreigner that has been in this country in a decade.







American Hebrew


It was an easy task to pick out Mr. Zangwill from among the many passengers upon the ship, the pictures and caricatures of him that have been printed in various publications sufficiently impressing upon the mind his marked features.







Elmira Evening Gazette


I. Zangwill is not a handsome creature. You have seen his pictures. He looks like them.







New York Journal


The first impression one gains of Israel Zangwill is that he is the ugliest man in the world. Mr. Zangwill’s countenance, as it appeared to reporters on the Luciana yesterday morning, was a thing to scare horses with. His apparel was in line with his visage. His necktie was an affair to make a careful dresser dive to the depths of the ocean. But it took but a few words of conversation with him to make one forget all about his powerfully ugly face and his weakly ugly clothes. He is a ‘skimmy’ talker, flitting from one subject to another with the agile grace of the man who jumps over a long line of elephants in the circus, touching each elephant with his toe as he sails toward the mattress.







Boston Budget


His conversation is brilliant with those epigrams and pithy remarks that have already added the word ‘Zangwillism’ to our English vocabulary. His eyes beam with a shy twinkle, in inward appreciation of his own quaint sayings.







Buffalo Press


His mind seems an encyclopaedia of every branch of art and science. He reminds one of the fancy glass worker who, with perfect ease, turns out constantly sparkling, glinting creations of beauty.







New York Recorder


You feel yourself irresistibly drawn toward him.







Theodore Dreiser


If he were ignorant, you would turn him out of doors for his looks. As it is, you draw near and listen.







Leon Kellner


It was in the spring when I received an invitation from Herzl. Israel Zangwill was in Vienna. Herzl had invited him to dinner, and fearing that Zangwill knew as little German as he English, he wanted me to be present to act as interpreter. I remember that Frau Herzl, who had been carefully informed by her husband how distinguished a visitor she was about to receive, was visibly disappointed. She had probably expected a tall, well-built man, carefully groomed, dressed in the latest English mode, and displaying perfect society manners. Instead there sat down at her festive table, which had been prepared with such loving care, an average-sized gentleman of grotesquely Jewish appearance and awkward behavior, with ill-fitting and neglected clothes.


In honor of her guest Frau Herzl had prepared crabs for the first course. Zangwill unfolded his napkin, then started back stiffly at the sight of the monster before him, which he apparently did not know how to tackle. Making up his mind swiftly, he seized the crab with an effort at bravado, and put it to his mouth. An outcry from Frau Herzl, a polite smile from the host – and we tried to show the impossible Englishman how to handle the beast on his plate. It was of no avail. There was a signal from Theodor Herzl, the crabs were removed, and Zangwill enjoyed the other dishes in comfort.


His table manners did not contrast too awkwardly with those of good society, and the meal continued under a barrage of intellectual fireworks between Herzl and Zangwill. But Frau Herzl did not wait a minute longer than was compatible with good manners, and when the dessert was being served she left the room without a word.












Chapter 3




Brooklyn Daily Eagle, 24 July 1897


Since Dr. Theodore Herzl a few months ago published his ‘The Jewish State,’ the word Zionism has been a favorite term in the press. The great Project of the celebrated Vienna author has attracted universal attention, and the subject will have more amplified discussion at the general conference of Jews from all over the world.







Albany Times-Union


And now an Associated Press dispatch comes from Switzerland, to the effect that a universal congress of Zionists will be held beneath the shadow of the Alps to devise ways and means of establishing a Jewish state. Almost all European countries, America, Asia and Africa, have announced coming delegates.







Theodor Herzl, 23 August 1897


On the train, en route to Basel, to the Zionist congress. The amount of work in recent days was enormous.







Yehoshua Thon


It was Herzl alone who organised the congress, all by himself, with his own money and his own labour. He saw to every detail, nothing escaped his attention. There were times when he sat up all night and did all sorts of jobs, even addressing envelopes.







Erwin Rosenberger


He assumed the entire burden of carrying it out. Headquarters of the whole undertaking was his study. Day after day, I saw him sitting quietly writing the innumerable letters to future participants in the congress. Several times, speaking of the Zionist movement, he had said to me: ‘If I should stop working today, the whole apparatus would come to a standstill.’ And what he said was true. He had invented the apparatus, he had constructed it, and now he serviced it – a master mechanic whom no one could replace. He assumed a burden of work that would have taxed three or four men.







Theodor Herzl


Most of the threads I have spun up to now will converge in Basel. Stage-managing the congress will involve a rare feat. I have to run the show impersonally and yet cannot afford to let go of the reins.







Oswego Daily Times


The Zionist congress at Basle, Switzerland, though the name may suggest nothing to most of us, is one of the epoch making gatherings of this century.







Theodor Herzl


Every train brings Congress members from all sorts of places, caked with coal-dust, sweaty from their journey.







Berthold Feiwel


Stirred by earnest thoughts, our hearts filled by joyful expectation, we travel towards Basel. The journey is an excellent introduction to the Congress. It is congress in a railway carriage, one improvised by chance. When we left we were only a small company, but by the time we had arrived we had become a considerable gathering. What joy there was when we found a ‘Basler’ and made each other’s acquaintance. There were hearty, brotherly handshakes and then we got to know each other. What did we speak about? Congress, of course, was the main subject. We did not want to betray how tensely and hopefully we regarded it.







Israel Zangwill


Writers and journalists, poets and novelists and merchants, professors and men of professions come from many places; from far lands and from near, from unknown villages of Bukowina and the Caucasus, and from the great European capitals; thickliest from the pales of persecution, in rare units from the free realms of England and America – a strange phantasmagoria of faces.







Syracuse Daily Journal


This parliament of Jews contains almost every type of the Hebrew race. There are many swarthy Jews with long black unkempt hair and bronzed complexions from Russia, Roumania and Palestine; blonde, fair haired, blue eyed, pale skinned Jews from Galicia. The great majority of the delegates from Russia and the East wear the quaint costume which distinguishes Jews in their countries from their fellow inhabitants. This consists of a round black cap and a long cloak. These delegates also wear little ringlets of hair hanging down on each temple, which is the especial characteristic of the Russian Jews.







Jewish Chronicle


Prominent were our Russian coreligionists. Let not the reader think for a moment to identify them with the haggard, wistful looking immigrant one is wont to meet in the neighbourhood of Brick Lane or Whitechapel. Dressed in a thorough European style, with intelligence and nobility marked on almost every face, one could only recognise them by their native tongue (Russian) in which they conversed.







Pall Mall Gazette


Every street corner of this strange, old-fashioned yet massive-built town has its little group of Jews gesticulating passionately and talking at a tremendous rate. The excited throng includes Jews from England, France, Holland, Germany, Austria, Hungary, Galicia, Russia, Bulgaria, Poland, Algeria, New York, Baltimore, and four from Palestine itself. Dr. Herzl, himself a Jew of the thorough Assyrian type, tall, with jet black hair, and eyes of rare lustre, is the hero of the hour.


[image: image]







Theodor Herzl


Everybody came to me for information about everything, important and indifferent. Four or five people were always talking to me at the same time. An enormous mental strain, since everybody had to be given a definite decision. I felt as though I had to play thirty-two games of chess simultaneously.







Pall Mall Gazette


Good humour and friendly feeling prevails. There is but one Jewish restaurant in Basle, and it is here that the delegates may be found morn, noon, and night, discussing, chatting, raising a clamour of tongues and a clatter of culinary utensils. Hebrew, German, Platt-Deutsch, Russian, Roumanian mix up horribly, and the English delegates are silent in self-defence.







London Daily News


Never has such a conglomeration of tongues been exercised in the same place at the same time – and simultaneously.







Jacob de Haas


Perhaps the streets of no city have ever listened to the like.







Berthold Feiwel


All possible languages are heard, but we all understand one another, for all the languages contain the same word: Zion.







Jacob de Haas


With sunset everybody was down at work, a crowd of journalists buzzing round every group, taking notes, writing impressions. It was early into the next morning that a majority of us obtained even a modicum of rest. And still there was no Congress, and no one could say what the congress would be like. Telegrams were pouring in in loads and mail needed sorting and thousands of details required attention. And yet we were confident, strangely confident that out of this mixed medley order would come.







Theodor Herzl


One of my first practical ideas, months ago, was that people should be made to attend the opening session in tails and white tie. This worked out splendidly. Formal dress makes most people stiff. This stiffness immediately gave rise to a sedate tone – one they might not have had in light-coloured summer suits or travel clothes – and I did not fail to heighten this tone to the point of solemnity.







Joseph Cohen


The first time I saw Herzl was in Basle in 1897, dressed in evening clothes at ten o’clock in the morning. He had given strict orders that all delegates were to appear at this First Zionist Congress in festive attire. This was not snobbery. He wished to impress the world with the fact that the Jews were coming out of the ghetto and were from then on to be regarded as a normal people. What immediately impressed me about the man was his Jewish and Biblical appearance. He possessed that intangible thing which is nowadays called ‘charm’ to a greater extent than any person I have ever met before or since. And this appeal was to all classes and races, whether Russian students in the gallery of the Congress, hansom cab drivers in London, old orange-selling women in the streets of any city or Rabbis from the ghetto. All looked up to him with a glint in their eyes as if struck by something of another world.
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Berthold Feiwel


The entrance ticket to Congress is much coveted. Even the day before Congress people crowded the office, applying for tickets. Many had to be sent away and fed with hopes of tickets for the afternoon, for tomorrow or the day after. There is sometimes even a small fight when someone goes away for a minute and finds upon his return that someone else has stolen his seat in the meantime. The gallery is filled long before the session begins.







Jewish Chronicle


The opening session was announced for nine o’clock this (Sunday) morning. By this time, nearly two hundred gentlemen, most of them in evening dress, and a few ladies, had assembled in the body of the hall, and in the gallery were a considerable number of spectators.







Die Welt


The great hall of the town casino is full to suffocation. All seats are occupied long before the opening. Everybody is seized with impatience.







Jacob de Haas


Buzz and buzz for half an hour, of delegates being seated, evening dress and black frock coats the order of the day, the audience in the gallery craning their necks, and all expectancy. Then Dr. Herzl came out of the side room and stepped on to the platform. The gathering leaped to its feet and cheered and cheered, in the acclaiming notes of a dozen nationalities.







Jewish Chronicle


To say that he was received with an ovation is to use too mild an expression. Such cheering, such excitement is rarely experienced in England, and it was some minutes before the meeting resumed the calm that had hitherto characterised it. A less strong man than Herzl would have been unnerved by his reception.







Theodor Herzl


I was greeted with storms of applause, but I was calm and remained so, and deliberately refrained from bowing, so as to keep things at the outset from turning into a cheap performance.







Jacob de Haas


No man perhaps in this generation has been listened to with such spell-bound, tense, ear-straining attention as Dr. Herzl as he delivered his first address.







Israel Zangwill


His voice is for the most part subdued; there is a dry undertone, almost harsh. And yet beneath all this statesmanlike prose, lurk the romance of the poet, the dramatic self-consciousness of the literary artist.







Theodor Herzl


Fellow Delegates: as one of those who called this Congress into being I have been granted the privilege of welcoming you. This I shall do briefly, for if we wish to serve the cause we should economize the valuable moments of the Congress. We want to lay the cornerstone of the edifice which is one day to house the Jewish nation. The task is so great that we may treat of it in none but the simplest terms.


A summary of the present status of the Jewish question will be submitted within the coming three days. We shall hear reports of the Jewish situation in the various countries. You all know, even if only in a vague way, that with few exceptions the situation is not cheering. Were it otherwise we should probably not have convened. The scattered fragments of the Jewish people have everywhere undergone similar ills. In these times, so progressive in most respects, we know ourselves to be surrounded by the old, old hatred.
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At this moment the hopes of thousands upon thousands of our people depend on our assemblage. In the coming hour the news of our deliberations and decisions will fly to distant lands, over the seven seas. Therefore enlightenment should go forth from this Congress. Let everyone find out what Zionism really is – that it is a moral, lawful, humanitarian movement, directed toward the long-yearned-for goal of our people. Today we are here in the hospitable limits of this free city – where shall we be next year?







Jewish Chronicle


Loud cheers greeted Dr. Herzl as he left the tribune, and from all parts of the room men flocked to shake him by the hand.







Mordecai Ben-Ami


For fifteen minutes the hall shook with the shouts of joy, the applause, the cheers and the feet-stomping. The two-thousand-year dream of our people seemed to be approaching fulfilment; and I was seized by an overpowering desire, in the midst of this storm of joy, to cry out, loudly, for all to hear: ‘Yechi Ha-melech! Long live the King!’







Bernard Horwich


I shall never forget an incident that occurred at the Congress. On my way to the first session, I stopped a poorly-dressed, unattractive-looking young man, to inquire regarding the building where the session was to take place. Assuming that he did not understand English, I said to him in German: ‘Will you please direct me to the hall where the Zionist Congress is to be held?’


Taking my arm, the stranger replied: ‘We can talk Yiddish. I am going there, and you can come along with me.’ When we entered the hall, there was great cheering and applause on all sides. At first I thought the applause was for me, because I was an American; but I immediately realized this was impossible, as very few knew me. I, therefore, responded with a faint smile, and my young friend and I sat down.


Still speaking to him in German-Yiddish, I introduced myself, saying: ‘We might as well get better acquainted with each other. My name is B. Horwich, and I come from Chicago, in America. May I know your name?’


‘My name,’ he answered, ‘is Israel Zangwill, and I come from London, England.’ I was greatly embarrassed and confused, but managed to say: ‘Well, now I know for whom they applauded. I came pretty near making a darn fool of myself.’


‘Oh, no,’ he answered, ‘the applause was for you. They know you are an American, and they expect to get big money from the Americans.’







Leon Kellner


At the first congress, Zangwill was one of the most striking and most observed personages.
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Jacob de Haas


Zangwill began by sitting at the rear. The next morning he had crept up to the journalists’ table and was taking notes. Later I saw him still nearer the front.







Rosa Sonneschein


The Congress was from beginning to end characterized by unremitting work. No social features interrupted its earnest proceedings.







London Daily News


To understand and appreciate the real Jew it is necessary to follow the Zionists as they walk about Basle with their blue and white decorations, in no sense ostentatious, or with thoughtful faces sit through the long day and the still longer night in committee to debate every point. There always seemed to be a moment when the energy of these delegates must give out. Sittings began at 11 a.m., adjourned for lunch, and then with a slight pause continued to three or four hours after midnight.







Isaac Cohen, Sunderland Daily Echo


It seems that each day brings in its train more interesting proceedings than its predecessor.







Yorkshire Post


Mostly all address the Congress in German, though some emit a harsh torrent of Russian, while a few stray into French and occasionally English. One thing is certain – not one word of the Yiddish jargon was heard.







Isaac Cohen


One out of every three delegates you meet is either a professor, doctor, rabbi, theologist, jurist, novelist. There is scarcely one amongst them who is not able to converse in at least three or four languages. It is wonderful to see some of the Russian students, who are the most fiery element of the Congress, when once they step into the speakers’ tribune, burst forth with glowing oratory, commanding the rapt attention of every one of their hearers. With flashing eye and animated gesture they stand, shooting forth firebolts, but at times degenerate into a turbulent state. Only the cool, commanding voice of Dr Herzl could control those excessive outbursts of rhetoric. Contrasted with them the English and German delegates look cold and matter-of-fact.







Theodor Herzl


Once, while Nordau was presiding, I entered the hall from the rear. The long, green table, with the elevated seat of the president, the platform draped in green, the table for the stenographers and the press, all made such a strong impression on me that I quickly walked out again, so as not to lose my composure. Later I found my own explanation why I was so relaxed while everyone else was excited and dazed. I had no idea how magnificent the Congress looked in this sober concert-hall with its unadorned grey walls. I had had no previous experience of such things, otherwise I, too, would probably have been swept with emotion.







Pall Mall Gazette


An historic and unique congress ended this evening. For the first time in Jewish history the dispersed members of Israel have been momentarily united, and the closing scene illustrated well what this meant.







American Hebrew


Amid an impressive silence, Dr. Herzl delivered a short farewell speech.







Pall Mall Gazette


It was a simple, unaffected speech. It was strange to listen to this Jew, with his aristocratic manner, his proud bearing, offering humble excuses for possible presidential mistakes. Then he raised the note slightly: The Congress had been worthy of itself and worthy of Israel, it had been unanimous, it had been enthusiastic, from the ends of the earth they had gathered together, by their efforts they would realise all their desires. Further words were drowned in applause, then came silence again. ‘The congress is at an end.’







American Hebrew


To describe the fervid enthusiasm which ensued is well-nigh an impossible task. No hero ever received a greater ovation than did Dr. Herzl. Men who by their nature are not usually demonstrative caught the infection and shared with the rest the emotions of the moment. The tremendous cheering and the waving of handkerchiefs were renewed again and again.







Pall Mall Gazette


Israel Zangwill, who had been sitting silently at the reporters’ table, sprang up, his face aflame with enthusiasm, cheering, waving his kerchief with energy. It was a scene better seen than imagined.







Jacob de Haas


It was not a question of cheering, but of ventilating hearts full of emotion. I have seen bigger crowds and have heard more vociferous outbursts, but the like of this mass of waving handkerchiefs – I made a mental picture of Zangwill’s spare figure on a chair waving a red bandana in the midst of it all – the like of this I have never seen. The simple words of the president, ‘The first Congress is at an end,’ were heard, but not understood: that is to say, no one realized and no one could realize that after so many ages of separation there was to be so speedy a parting. The delegates remained standing, cheering. Some one broke out into the Hatikvoh; another began singing the ‘Watch on the Jordan.’ From side to side of the hall came shouts of ‘A year to come in Jerusalem.’







Pall Mall Gazette


The barely united were to be re-dispersed. Herzl shook hands with everyone in turn; men invited each other to homes at the four corners of the globe. Even journalists felt this was no common parting. ‘To the next congress,’ ‘A year to come in Jerusalem;’ none dared say more than ‘To our next meeting;’ farewell was too harsh a term.







Jacob de Haas


The scene continued for an hour, and even then the end was not. The delegates collected their scraps of notes. They walked aimlessly and listlessly about the room. They shook hands with each other. A hundred times they bade each other Godspeed in a dozen corners. But at length even the Congress hall had to empty itself. They went down the wide, white stone steps on to the hilly street, and no sooner were they down but they inconsequently reascended, and being up they came down again.
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