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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE.

In my transiation I have endeavored to pre-
setve a2 much of the delightful freshoess and
racy Birength of Lisblknecht's atyle as I could
withoot dolng violence to the epirit of the Hng-
lish lamguage. If I bhave siceeaded in saving
enough of the charm of the orlginal to make the
reader forget that he Is reading a tranalatlon I
ghall he well awarded for my exertions. For I
ghall then feel that the Emglish-gpealking com-
rades, while eoming closer to Marx through
Liebknecht, are brought nearer to Llebknecht
by me. What better recompense could I find?

I am Indebted to Comrades A. M. Blmons and
Chariera H. Eerr for valnable puggestions.

‘B, UNTERMANN,

Bwitzerland, Florida, December, 1000,
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AUTHOR'S PREFACE.

“Better s the enemy of Good” ls an old com-
monplace, but ke most commonplaces, it never
theless contalne a truth, bebind which T retire
for shelter In presenting the following Hifle
book. A hundred times I have been asked to
write about Marx and my personal relations to
him, but I have always declined io da s0o. And
declined from—how ghall I call it?—a certain
holy awe—or how shall [ expresa myself more
correctly I—from reverence of Marx., Nobleasa
oblige. And a Marx imposes walghty obllga-
tiong. Could I do him justice? Had I the abil-
ity? Had I the time? TUnder the continoally
growlng pressure of work I was condemnped to
haste, to superficial working. And a eulogistic
danbery, with Marx for ite ohject, that would be
an insnlting lack of respect.

But I was belng pressad harder and bharder;
my hesitation was met by the arguments, that a
qulekly executed sketch need not necessarily bhe
a eulogistic daubery; that I should be able to
say & good many things about and of Marx that
nobody else could say; that anything bringing
Marx nearer to onr workets, to our party, would
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be wvalpable; and that In & case where there
wis only a cholee between an incomplete pub-
lication of the sort that I alone could offer,
or ponpublication of what I was able to say,
the former eurely deserved preference—even
though it were only the lesser of two evila,
And fnelly, I had to admit this myself. In
the meantime, Engels also has died; the only
obe Who was asspciated pearly as much and as
lntimately as myself with Marx, the man and
his family, during the London exfle up to the
beginning of the sixtdes. From the sommer of
1850 untl]l the beginning of the year 1882, when
I felt o longing to retorn to Germany, I was
almost dally and for years nearly all day In the
house of Marx, forming a part of hig family.
Of conree, many others besldes myself found ad-
mizsion there. For natorally thé house of
Marx—conelsting before he moved into the cot-
tage of Maltland Park Read, of a modest floor in
modest Dean street, Boho Bguare—was g plgeon-
loft, where a multitode of varions Bobemian,
fogitive and refugee folk went In and out, Httle,
great and greatest animals. It was forither-
more the natural center of all settled comrades,
Troe, o settled abode was & very eluglve possi-
bility. TIn London It was extremely difficult to
obtaln & secure Hvelihood, and the hunger drove
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miost of the fugitives inte the country or to
Americe, providing it did not make short work
by giving to the poor devil of & fogitive, If not
an abode, &t least a permanent place in a Lon-
don graveyard. I lived through It, and I was,
with the exception of the faithful Lessner and
the no leag faithinl Lochner, who, however, could
only come less frequently, the only one of the
London “community™ who, during the whole
Hime—with only a short iInterroption to be men-
tioned later in the skeirhes—frequented the
house of “MOHR"* (negro)—the nicknome of
Marx—like a member of the famlly. Under
these ¢clvrcumstances, one cannot help learning
and geeing more than othern.

Marx, the man of sclencs, the editor of the
*Rhelnische Zettung” (Journal of the Rbine),
one of the founders of the “Dentsch-Fransoe-
elgchen Jahrbuecher” (Gorman-French Annals),
one of the authors of the Communist Manifesto,
the creator of “Oapital”—this Marx belopgs to
publicity, be stands forth before the whole
world, the target of criticlam, challenging
oritique, not hiding the smallest wrinkle to the
searching eye—were I to attempt writing abont
this il::r:. then I should be guilty of & reckliess

"The coal black halr, mustache and beard of Marx
okroed this slckname for m.—Teanslgtor.



