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: Introduction

Tom Barker was sexzenty six when I met him. That was in London, in 1963, in his
ped rooms in Kentish Town, on a grey autumn day when the mist softened the rows
‘old apartment houses. He l?ved_ in one of these, indistinguishable from thousands: a
heavy door, a_du'n entrance with linoleum on the floor, shabby Victorian fittings, the
_mmll of co?kmg, a common staircase to his landing, a couple of rooms there. Here he

3 gm[ his Pol{sh born wzfe, who had bgen a ballet dancer, had made a home which was
crowded with memories and busy with activities.

He was a sl_irn man, s.;lig_h(ly built, his movements quick and his mind alert. He
brushed age ssnd:-:, for his life was too busy to bother with it. he was absorbed in his
work as a Councillor of St. Pancras Borough, where he had been Mayor a few years
previously. He devoted himself wholeheartedly to these unpaid duties. Housing,
~ hospitals, schools, playgrounds, anything to do with the welfare of the people of his
- district had his attention, both in detail and as a contribution towards national needs. He
~ still found time for many other interests, especially in music and drama and in the
company of young people whose freshness and enthusiasm he shared. He corresponded
with friends in every continent and read the books and journals which they sent him in
‘many languages. His life was full.

Age had marked him benignly. He was immediately recognisable from his
‘photograph as a youth, in the uniform of the 8th Hussars. It showed his sensitive
features, inquiring eyes and the quiet determination of an intelligent, well-mannered, but
independent lad. Now his restless hands shook a little. His white hair was thinning. The
lines of his puckish face gathered to the corners of his eyes as he quizzically reviewed
the past. His brow wrinkled when he searched his memory for a name. Yet he told his
story as vigorously as he had lived it

With the wisdom of age he appraised his experiences calmly, without malice towards
his jailers and persecutors, nor towards those who prospered in the labour movement by
choosing easier paths. The former he saw as less free than he, as prisoners of their
circumstances. For the latter he had some contempt, tempered by the understanding ofa
responsible man who knows how affairs Are run and how slow changes can be. He
looked back on a human comedy, not a life of tragedy, despite the passion, struggle and
self sacrifice. The humour of it all constantly showed in his smile, chuckle and joyous
laughter. He told his story without bitterness or recriminations. He had instinctively and
systematically rejected every shibboleth of society, sustained by idealism and by the gay
disdain of a fighter who knows he was born to fight, no matter what the odds against
him. He had seen some of his hopes achieved and others disappointed. This he accepted.

Fifty years before Tom Barker had been a leader of the Industrial Workers of the
World in New Zealand and Australia. In 1909 he arrived in New Zealand as a young
English migrant. Soon he was Secretary of the Auckland Branch of the New Zealand
Socialist Party and then an organiser for the IWW in dramatic struggles. When he was
forced o leave New Zealand, early in 1914, he moved to Sydney. Here he quickly
became the driving force in the Australian IWW as editor, organiser and spokesman. In
the crucial years of 1916 and 1917 the IWW in Australia attained its greatest influence
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under Tom Barker’s inspiration. Jail sentences for his acti

deportation to South America

behind him.

From South America, where he organised trade uni
Soviet l.Jm'on as an international labour leader. For ﬁv;ifr:;r:?n\t;f: |t8~1%l’: (;pe an.d e
mﬂ;le for the major work of recruiting American technicians to a;sist Seo:::
pe d:;a development. Later he travelled to many parts of the world before settling in

Tom Barkegr’s story is a drama of people. It is full of memories of the men he kne
and worked with, some great and powerful then or later, but no higher in his esteem ‘t:;
thnt reason than scores of humble comrades. Although it is a personal account it is i
emlrlely without vanity. He told what happened around him, never saying or believin
that it happened solely because of him. His philosophy of society and of changes in if
looked fur deeper causes than single persons. He saw himself and his companions as
expressing and developing certain social forces and thereby influencing events.

_ This outlook, as much as the lapse of time, enabled him to speak objectively about
himself and tolerantly about his opponents. All his youthful experiences had led him to
the IWW He gave himself to that movement and never regretted doing so. Yet he
recognised that the IWW was only a stage in working class thought and action. He
moved on from it when it’s part was played, for he never lived in the past. He retained
an abiding conviction that the working class must rely fundamentally on the strength of
its mn:lusmal organisations to defend and advance its interests.

Back in his beloved St. Pancras Tom Barker’s picture as a former Lord Mayor hung
with others in the Town Hall, the only Mayor who declined to wear the robes of office
He spoke proudly of the two freemen of the Borough whom St Pancras had honoured,
George Bernard Shaw and Krishna Menon, both former Councillors. Here he would
continue to work for his people. He had no regrets for a hard life which had left him
poor. He had laboured for the betterment of mankind. He had sought nothing for
‘himself.

' ) vities culminated in his
in 1918, He was little more than thirty when all this lay

This is Tom Barker’s story, essentially as he told it to me. In converting it from
spoken to written form 1 have made some re-arrangements, summarised portions and
reluctantly omitted parts which journey too far from Australia and New Zealand. For the
editing I have been able to use Tom Barker’s articles, manuscripts and papers which he
made available to me. So this narrative is Tom Barker’s, and most of it is in his spoken
words.

Dr. R A Gollan of the Australian National University first drew my attention to Tom
Barker.

Dr. 1A H. Turner of Monash University provided material from his thesis on
Industrial Labor and Politics which helped me formulate questions about the Industrial
Workers of the World.

EC. Fry.

Tom Barker and the IWW

name is Tom Barker and I was born in England in Westmoreland, in the Lake

. My father was a farm labourer who married a farmer’s daughter. I was born on

'§5 ne, 188‘1", whlch_makes me seventy six years old now, My childhood was spent

rather difficult c1r‘cumstances, for families were big in those days and wages were

. My mother contrived to look after us. The first three children died and I was the

st of the six that lived. Now one is dead and the rest are scattered all over the world

The first thing I did really in earning my living was to work for a farmer, an old lady

o had a small farm. I got nothing a week. I had to do not only the bits of farm work

- also to go to school half time and do a certain amount of housework - [ was a

~ skivvy, in short. T was fed all right, but I was bossed around considerably. I remember
‘once when there was only one good apple tree in the orchard and I was up it picking the

nles, which I found were very good to eat. [ was very fond of whistling in those days,

| did a lot of whistling and singing. Next thing I heard a voice at the bottom of the tree

" saying, “ Stop thee eating up there and start with thee whistling”. She didn’t want me to

~ eat the apples.

" Then I got a job with another farmer. He was a driver and he paid me one and six

~ (15¢) a week . I think I was more there because he had a nice daughter than anything

" else, Like many men I got into the habit early in life of hanging round where the beauty

* was. He drove me very hard, considering he paid me hardly anything

One morning he sent me into a turnip field to dig furnips. Now the turnips were

" frozen in the ground and it was very difficult for me to pull them up; 1 had to kick them

" with my clogs to shift them and when you got hold of the tops they slipped through

" your hands. I thought to myself, “This is a hell of a life. Why do I put up with it™ I

heard the local train coming down the line - the field was right alongside the railway line

and only about forty or fifty yards from the station 1 had enough money to pay for a

ticket to Liverpool and I had an address there, so I got on the train and went to

Liverpool in my clogs. I disappeared entirely. I left the chopper in one of the turnips and

that farmer didn’t know for years afterwards what happened to his hired hand. /

1 was about fifteen years old when I ran away to Liverpool. I knew there was a milk
house there of which I had the address. The people had come from my own area ‘and at
that time in Liverpool it was common to keep cows in the city and s?ell Fhe'milk right
from the cow, The cowkeeper used to distribute his milk and sell it in his little shop. He
was a very nice person and so was his wife. They engaged me at six bob a week to be
the general runaround in this cow house and deliver milk. : '

At that time, it will give you some idea of conditions in Liverpool, it was quite
common for a farthing’s (V4¢) worth of milk to be sold; not merely bought and sold, but
carried to the house, too. At the end of the week you would collect a penny three
farthings (1'2¢) for seven farthings’ worth of milk. This was in the pr?orest part of
Liverpool. My six bob a week was a big rise in wages and 1 had nothing to worry about
on the food side, for the missus was a good cook and a North Countrywoman from my
own area. : : i

I got around Liverpool. I was a curious bloke, digging into everything: going to
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football matches where they stam

ped your hand at half time if v
o e oo 1 me if you wanted to 20 out,

ppodrome. I remember seeing Har
: G s 8 ry Lauder
even Charlie Chaplin in his early days, and many of the great comedians and g,
those days. 1 also prowled around the courts when I had time and one thing | rememb

: o S
very clearly was a man named Kensit, who was a sectarian Protestant leader, being 5

killed by someone throwing a brick. The police picked up a fellow named John
McKeever. He was an Irish Boy.

there and
ctors of

Sectarianism
At that time Liverpool was split in two by sectarianism and battle royals took place
on St. Patrick’s day and various other days. They carried these grudges into the football
mat(fhes: Liverpool was strongly Protestant and Everton was strongly Catholic which
continues in a subdued way today.

On the night when this boy was on trial in St George’s Hall the whole of the front
was taken up by a gigantic crowd of people yelling their heads off on behalf of John
The jury ultimately brought in a verdict of “Not Guilty.” Well, the Irish went to town
that night. John got off and they never caught the actual killer of this man Kensit

I noticed some curious things at that time in Liverpool — unemployed getting
together and people leading them up the garden telling them fairy stories. I got very
interested in life around the Docks. In short, I was a nosey sort of bloke. T wanted to be
in on everything that was going on — so far as six bob would allow me.

Soldier

Then I got the Army bug in my head and thought T would like to be a horse soldier
It was a very strong feeling with me, but I was young. One day I told the boss I was
going to join the Army. He said, “You’re a fool. It will never do you any good” So |
went down near St. George’s Hall, where there was a recruiting centre. I wanted to join
the 16th Lancers. I wanted to be all dressed up, you know. When I went into this
recruiting place the doctor ran the ropes over me. There was a bath there, you were
supposed to take a bath before the doctor saw you, but I have never seen, in all my life,
such a filthy bath, Nobody ever dare put his toe into the blinking thing. You had to be
nineteen years old. I said that 1 was nineteen years and one month, whereas I was only
seventeen years and five months. The doctor tumbled to me and turned me down

That didn’t stop me. Next day I went out to Seaforth, about ten miles from
Liverpool, Where there was another recruiting centre. They would not put me into the
regiment I fancied: they put me into the 8th Hussars. The 8th Hussars was an Irish
cavalry regiment then lying in Aldershot, so a few days later I came by train to London,
went to Aldershot and became a Hussar. :

Life in the Army was very tough in those days. You had no time to yourself between
drilling on the square, learning equitation, the training and riding of horses, and looking
after your horse. Then at night when [ had finished everything, T used to go to school. In
the first year I got a second class certificate of education and in the s:econd year I got
the Army’s first class certificate of education. I was the only person in the regiment
during those years who took a first class certificate, although I never really had anything
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‘more than half time schooling, I had ac
rather lucky in my examination.
: By t.his time we had shifted to Colchester and I had passed out in all my drills and
everything. Having a good knowledge of horses from the farm, they made me into a
W of remounts. We used to put these young horses through their paces to make
hem into cavalry horses. That’s quite a problem because you have to teach horses not
to gallop when everybody else is galloping; they have to be taught to stand by the
: roadside when. others are going past, and trained for field actions and gallops and
1 charges and things like that. That was one of my jobs, with other men, training these

- young horses.
: Llfe in the regiment ':ts:elf was quite simple and easy, for it was an Irish regiment and
i discipline was not very strict. It was easy going, I got along well with the soldiers, who
. were a very mixed bag. Soon after I got my first class certificate of education I could
not be held back and they gave me a lance stripe. That meant I had to do a lot more
; work for maybe two bob (20¢) a week more. T was a Lance Jack But [ could say ina
. way, that if I had been able to stay in the Army and had had ambitions to rise [ certainly
could have done so by virtue of my education, which I had acquired really with out the
benefit of schooling. But fortunately, or unfortunately as you may estimate it, I went
down with an attack of scarlet fever and had to go to hospital. This was an Army
Isolation Hospital outside Colchester
I'found one of the nurses there very atiractive indeed. Her name was Nancy Lee and
she was to my mind in those days a very luscious looking girl. she was a bit older than T
‘was but I was probably a little older than my years anyhow, precocious in that sense. We
fell in love with each other and later on, when I went back to the barracks, we used to
see one another quite often. Sometimes, against all the regulations and in deadly peril, I
used to go over back fences to the hospital and she would make coffee for me and we'd
sit and do what they do, you know, and honestly if I had been caught I would have been
put in the can and she would have got the sack, because it was an infectious hospital,
Anyway, it went along all right. A little while later I began to get troubles around the
heart and they decided that the scarlet fever and rheumatic fever had affected my heart
so that I had a tremor. I came before a Medical Board who passed me out, discharged
me with a good character as medically unfit for further service. This was in 1909 when I
had almost three years’ service.
That brought me back to Liverpool again and things weren’t good at Liverpool at
that time. It has always been a hard city, I think. It is probably the toughest city in this
country, tougher than Glasgow, certainly a lot tougher than London was in those days.
I got a job on the tramways. There was no union and wages were five pence (5¢) an
hour for the first year for a conductor and we worked a ten hour day, but not ten
straight hours. You had to work that ten hours in anything up to four shifts, sometimes
starting at seven and finishing at midnight; that’s how you got your day in. The only
fares were pennies and tuppences and nobody ever had any silver. When you had done a
trip with a full load of people you would be weighed down by pennies. I remember once
I was working from the Smithdown Road depot on the tram to Pier Head and I had

quired a good deal of knowledge and T was
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seventy five passengers and they all paid tuppence and when 1 ¢
only one threepenny bit, all the rest was in coppers. That was a

New Zealand

In the meantime one of my sisters had gone to New Zealand
in 1897 the family split up. We three boys stuck together for a w
their uncles and one to a grandmother. Then one boy went to a
uncles went to New Zealand and took my sister Jenny with him
Auckland. I didn’t see any future for myself in Liverpool

When I was on the trams the conditions were so hard that T though we ought to
establish a union to rectify things. This thing got plainly into my head. So, like the goof |
was, | wrote a letter to one of the evening papers, I think it was the Liverpool Echo. |
wrote this letter making a proposal in view of the conditions that it was time we formed
a union. Then I looked day after day for this letter to appear, but it never did. It didn’t
work. They weren’t going to stand for anything like that in Liverpool. That was in the
days before the big dock strike and before the coming of Tom Mann and the other
people who put Liverpool on the map a few years later.

There was virtually no unionism in Liverpool at all then. We were harassed a good
deal by inspectors who would get on a tram and if they found anything wrong or if they

found a fare had not been collected, they would give you a blister. It meant you had to
£o down to the head office in Hatton Garden and take the whole day off explaining how
you missed this fare. That cut seriously into whatever little money you had to come

So I got the idea of going to New Zealand and my second brother, Bob, who was
working on a farm, agreed to go with me to Auckland to join my sister and the family
she was with. We had actually booked to go, I think about ten days later. I was still on
the trams and when we were coming to Upper Parliament Street there was an inspector
called Johnson who was a real nark. He made nothing but trouble and he got on the
tram. He went around and, certainly without the slightest error, he found I had not
collected a fare. So he came to the back.

He said, “Conductor, you're going down to explain in a couple of days why you
didn’t collect that fare”. I said to him, “That’s what you think”. He said, “What do you
mean, that’s what I think?” I said, “I'm not going down there”. He said, “You're not!
Do you know that you’ll get fired?” I took the bag and bellpunch and stuck it over his
head. 1 said, “You take the bloody thing. I'm going to New Zealand next week and you
can go to hell and so can the trams too!” So I left him with the tram and 1 never even
went to collect my wages because I was on my way to New Zealand. That was the way
I left Liverpool.

We went to New Zealand and when we arrived at Wellington the Immigration
Officer looked me over, put his hand on my shoulder and said, “You’ve been in the
service?” | agreed. He said, “What were you in?” 1 said, “I was in the 8th Hussars”.
“Well,” he said, “You know, you are the very man we are looking for in this brand new
country of ours”. That set me up quite a deal,

We went up to Auckland on the main trunk line which had been opened a few
months before. Life was very different there but jobs were still hard to get even in

ame to cash up [ haq
sign of the poverty

When my mother died
hile, two sisters went to
grandfather. One of (he
. She is still living in

d at that time. That was in 1909, Auckland had only been founded about
enty years before; it was just, you might say, a colonial backwater, although it was
‘biggest town in New Zealand. It was a beautifully situated city, standing between the
uraki Gulf and Manukau Harbour. 1 liked the place. We lived out in Ponsonby in
oden houses with outside toilets that the night soil man cleared once a week.
After trying a job with a milk house and hurting myself going down the steps in the
‘dark, I finally got a job with the trams in Auckland. They were electric trams and owned
by Americans. That was the day from which you can say my part in the labour
‘movement began.
- The first thing that I had always in my mind there was the necessity for unions and
for means of protecting the working people against their employers. 1 had two or three
‘weeks training and learning the different routes and saw there were many problems in
- Auckland on the trams, that is to say, there were no glass fronts, there were no air
brakes, there were a lot of shortcomings on what was quite a hilly town. The work
required a tremendous amount of strength. I was sent to the Ponsonby Depot which
wasn'’t far from home.
- The first thing I did was to join the Union when the Union Secretary came around.

~ His name was Arthur Rosser. He had one eye. He was a big, fat bloke and they called
him, at least the driver I settled down with used to call him, “The Artful Josser”. I paid
my first union dues and since that day, I think in November 1909, I have been a trade
unionist. I was with my trade union branch yesterday which was 23rd November, 1963.
I happened to mention in the course of the debate that I had been a trade union member
in the various countries wherever I had been for the last fifty four years, which is quite a
long time in anybody’s life.

Socialism
I became very active in the trade union, attending all the meetings and taking quite a
left wing stand. Of course, I wasn’t indoctrinated in anything. You could say [ was in
favour of the business system but I thought it could be improved a bit. I wouldn't say 1
was religious but I hadn’t got to the stage where I could be called an agnostic either. It
took me time to wean myself away from religion. ‘
As 1 said before, I was very nosey, I wanted to know everything that was going on,
and I found people were holding meetings on socialism and religion and one or two
more things. I found there was a branch of the New Zealand Socialist Party in A_uckland
and it wasn't long before they made me Secretary. This was about 1910 and it did
happen during the time I was Secretary of the Party that we moved pretty qulf:kly
forward. At that time Auckland, being so far away from the world, haq very little
entertainment. People had to make their own interests and so, for the time and place,
Auckland was a very active place politically. _

I was made Secretary of the Socialist Party which was an advanced party in the
sense that it had Marxist ideas. We had a paid lecturer from Australia', Harry Scott
Bennett, Harry had been a member of parliament in Victoria as a soma]lsl.. He had come
to New Zealand, I don’t know just why, and we used to take John Fuller’s opera house
at the bottom of Wellesley Street for £5 every Sunday night for him to lecture and I
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think the theatre probably held about fifteen hundred

Hall, which is an old gospel hall at the other end of Wellesley Street near Hobson §

and that costs a fiver a week. We paid Scott £5 a week, 50 our outgoings were abL !
3 : out

£18 or £20 a week which meant that we had a very active party.

The way we found the money was largely with these meetings that Scott addresseq -
we got very good collections. We used to sell vast quantities of American literature frop,
the IWW and Socialist Party, from the Kerr Company, that we brought in. People used
to buy the stuff because there was a certain amount of unemployment in those days and
New Zealanders, like Australians, are very generous with their money; they are not so
mean and ha’penny counting as the Englishmen are at home, although that’s changed a
bit.

We used to hold meetings on Sunday at the Queen’s Wharf and get quite big crowds
there. Our chairman was a brewery worker who was from Victoria and had been a miner
there. His name was Michael Joseph Savage. He was a gypsy-looking chap who was
very knowledgeable on financial matters although he was only a labourer in the brewery,
He was in a sense very advanced in things that could be said to be outside the fields of
propaganda. The vice-chairman, he had arrived in New Zealand only a few weeks
before, had some experience in England. He was born in a cottage in Invernesshire; he
was a pawky Scotsman, with about two teeth in front and his name was Peter Fraser.
Peter was a very quiet fellow. He spoke in broad Scots and he was a man who was
deeply read and had spoken quite a lot in Hyde Park when he was in London.

My life in Auckland with the Socialist Party was very active. I enjoyed it vastly
because Scott Bennett was already giving economic classes which I used to attend On
one occasion, I remember, we had to wait a long time for Scott to come and when he
did come he wandered in and went up to the lectern where he gave his talks and then
put his arms around it and fell flat on his back. The trouble was that Scott was suffering
from that famous Australian complaint of being boozed. He did a lot for promoting
Marxian education. We studied Value, Price and Profit, Wage Labour and Capital, we
had Dietzen, we had Ernest Untermann, and Bebel’s Woman and virtually the whole
gamut of socialist education at that time, mainly printed by the C. H. Kerr Company. I
acquired myself a considerable library including the first volume of Capital and most of
the socialist classics published by Kerr. Strange to say there was very little that came
from Britain. The influence of the United States was much more evident at that time in
New Zealand, probably because it was closer. We read The Appeal to Reason, a rather
reformist four sheet journal which came out of Kansas; and now and then the New York
Call, I think.

There was always a constant flow of people from the West Coast North American
ports to New Zealand, some of them going to Australia, sometimes stopping over, and
there was a bigger flow of education and that kind of thing from the Pacific than there
was from Britain. I can say that at that time the New Zealand Socialist Party, which
ultimately became the New Zealand Labour Party, was very advanced as a political
organisation in so far as we really went to town in giving people a good Marxist

education. I don’t know in my experience since, wherever I have been, where this kind

people. We rented the Federal
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of education was so consistently and regularly done as it was in Auckland in those days,
Scott Bennett was a man who was a master not merely of economics and Marxist
philosophy but also of Comparative religion too, and his talks on religion in the Opera
House were larger and more complete, let us say, than the ones on Marxist education,
As I said befo_re, we made most of our money from these Sunday night lectures by
Scott. Sometimes we had to have pickets out to keep the crowd in order. They wanted
to get in and the place would be packed.

I must not forget that my beautiful nurse had decided to come to New Zealand to
join me and we would get married. In due time I paid the fares for her and a friend and
they came over and she went to stay with a friend of mine for a while By this time she
was a State Registered Nurse, the top of her profession, but somehow or other, due to
my new, wild, hectic life, she thought I had changed and it all went quietly by the board
and we parted on quite good terms. She opened a nursing home of her own. Being
young, we had grown away from one another and I had really got so deeply immersed in
other things that they became first consideration with me. Women didn’t matter very
much then and I thought very little about them. My time was taken up between my
duties on the trams, the Union and the Socialist Party.

At that time the industrial movement was coming up very strongly in New Zealand
and we had a monthly paper called The Maoriland Worker printed in Wellington, It had
a bright red cover and it was a most attractive journal. Soon I got the job of doing the
Auckland Notes and I used to do a page every issue under the name of “Spanwire”,
which was the name I used in connection with my tramway work.

The Federation of Labour was largely based on the miners, especially in the South
Island, the coalminers and gold miners, and the organiser was a bloke named Bab
Semple, who was an Australian. He was a hard-hitting fellow, an expert tunneller who
had lost about three fingers on one hand. He was very lean and he used to crack one
hand into the other with tremendous force when he was making a point. Bob was to be
a Cabinet Minister many years later, Minister of Public Works in the New Zealand
Labour Government.

The fact was that this Socialist Party was the forerunner of the New Zealand Labour
Party, there is no doubt at all about that, and the people who came up thmugh Auckland
as far as the political side was concerned were people who came to power, like Fraser
and Joe Savage, who were both, of course Prime Ministers later on. :

During that period, too, Harry Holland came across from Australia, where he was
born. Harry was one of the great gladiators of the working class movement. He alrea.dy
had a built up reputation. He had been sentenced to two years at Albury for his part in
the Broken Hill strike. He was active in the Socialist Party when he went to Wellington.
He was anti-militarist and far to the left. Although he was a cripple he had a won@erful
speaking voice and an immense range of knowledge. He was almqst. re!igious in his
devotion to working class principles. Later he was busy in the Waihi strike and I was
with him in the Terrace jail at Wellington in the 1913 strike. Harry was a very great man
in every way. We were close friends until his death : .

My socialist education was advancing. There was a strong feeling at that time that
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power reposed on the industrial field and that if anything was goi g
Zealand it would have to be done by the industrial )\(:rorkging cslags?gfclfut:: i:;ne I:‘l -'\{ew
set-up was such that they could not get very far with the two existing pkarties pTo! g

a by-election in Auckland about 1912 and we decided to run Joe Savage on his 1“|em o
election campaign as a straight Socialist candidate and to our surprise he po“e;i ﬁr:[te
hundred votes which, in small electorates, as they were at that time e
gain. He went very far and that was the first time I took the
for him in Newton.

, Was a tremendoys
public platform, speaking

Industrial Workers of the World

Meantime, the IWW had entered New Zealand. There was always a free run of TWW
people from San Francisco and Vancouver to Sydney backwards and forward and
had already established themselves in Australia.

There were two wings in the IWW. There was the old Daniel De Leon wing and
afterwards there was the Chicago group which became headed by Big Bill Haywood. He
was also one of my close friends until his death.

The propaganda was coming over and it fell on fertile ground as far as T was
concerned because I began to think I wasn’t politically minded enough, since I didn’t
have a parliamentary mind and I never have had one. 1 don’t know whether it is a
shortcoming or not but certainly if I had had a parliamentary mind I wouldn’t be here
today talking into this microphone. I would either be planted in a cemetery in New
Zealand or Australia or I might be a Cabinet Minister or something like that, because
there couldn’t have been anything less for me in my then state of activity. I left the
Socialist Party — they had to find a new Secretary — but I maintained my friendship with
the people in it. I joined the IWW and I was very active with them, holding meetings

Amongst the people who came over from America was a fellow named George
Hardy. He came across from Vancouver to Auckland to find work there. George was
_married, with a wife and two children. He soon went to work on the railways in Poverty
Bay, then got the urge to go back to Canada. He came to Auckland and stayed for a
while waiting for his boat, and we had him on the platform. Like myself he was an
interminable talker when he got on a platform - he never knew when to get down. We
had a fair amount in common: he was a Yorkshire man, with a broad Yorkshire accent;
he had served with the 14th Hussars at a time when I was in the 8th Hussars. He was a
short burly bloke with such a tremendous moustache you would think it came out of an
opera or something like that. George went back to Vancouver where he was in the
Teamsters’ Union and became the General Secretary of the IWW in Chicago. I met him
a good deal later in London and we went to various parts of the world together, both
having credentials to attend conferences. He is living right here in London now.

Anyway, I joined the IWW. I joined the IWW because I supported industrial
unionism. New Zealand, like many places, had mostly craft unions, many of which had
their origin in Britain, like the AEU. At that time, except for the miners, you could say

they were largely craft unions and the IWW philosophy was one union on one job.
That’s what appealed to me strongly.
In order to get the best out of the power you have, you must be united. We haven’t
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even got it in Britain yet; we have craft unionism hanging on and no real effort to put an
end to it, although there is a good deal of latent solidarity which largely gets over these
problems. That was the idea which got hold of me and once I got an idea I went
forward with it.

The IWW members apparently thought a lot more of me than I knew, for in 1913
when we had a meeting in Auckland they asked me if T would go out organising for
them. I had just got the sack off the trams because I did not take the tram home one
night. So I decided to go out when they asked me. I was only twenty six years old and T
was game for anything. That was in 1913.

Let me go back for a moment before that because in the middle of 1912 a big strike
broke out in the North Island. The gold miners of Waihi struck against the mining
company, one of the richest in New Zealand. This strike had an important effect on the
industrial movement in New Zealand because the strike went on for many weeks, the
police were brought in and there was much violence. I went to Waihi myself and was
there when riots and fighting were going on, until finally the police got the upper hand
Over eighty of the men were arrested and put in Mt. Eden prison.

One man was killed, I think his name was Timothy Evans. The unions brought his
body to Auckland for a funeral because it was the largest place and they wanted to get
the maximum out of the propaganda side. I am sure it was the biggest industrial
procession ever held in New Zealand. Literally the whole of the working class in
Auckland marched that day and I marched with them to the cemetery behind the remains
of this miner who had been killed in the troubles. Eventually the men went back to
work. This had a profound effect upon the attitude of the New Zealand worker towards
the police and the government and the authorities generally. It stands out in my mind as
the first industrial battle in which I played a part although I was not living in Waihi at the
time.

Reverting to 1913, I first went to Wellington organising for the IWW. I held
meetings around the docks and at the railway workshops and in the Post Office Square.
We put out propaganda, we made a lot of contacts, a branch was established. After that
I went to Christchurch and Lyttleton and there I spent about a month. T was arrested -
there for selling literature without a permit and I was fined ten shillings but I never paid
the fine and was never caught for it. We held meetings and we formed a branch there.

At that time a lot of feeling was building up against the Arbitration Act in New
Zealand because it was possible for an employer to get a batch of men togethe.r under
the Arbitration Act and let them constitute themselves into a trade union, I think only
ten men were necessary. Then the employers could make an agreement wit}i that srpal]
batch of men and could apply it to the whole industry. This had been done in tll1e mines
in the South Island and it was raising a tremendous feeling against the Arbitration and
Conciliation Act. This built up later to New Zealand’s biggest strike.

Strike!
This spirit was growing when 1 came across to the West coast of the South Island
which as far as industry is concerned is all coal and gold mining. I went ground on foot
from one mining camp to another, sometimes up three thousand feet hillsides and
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trudging along tram tracks to get to the mines at Denniston, Millerton Blackbal
Queen Elizabeth mine at Runanga, and others. These mines were prelt‘\f buL‘ / 1|d .

because a lot of their coal went direct either from Greymouth or Wcstﬁnrt :\1 l\“ﬂ-]
The west coast was very isolated and probably would not be populated at altl iifliltmah'(1
for the mines in the old days They had largely folded up although there w. )
alluvial mining around Reefton and Waiuta and places like that

I remember one night going for a meeting out at a place called Quarry workers |
was about six miles from Westport and there was a little railway to carry the stone: into
Westport. To get there you had to go on a pumper on the railway, two men pushing
themselves along, it was very hard work. You have the ocean on one side, the ﬁ}mfm- ins
on the other, and this night there were forest fires all around. ; oy

At Cape Foulwind there is an immense light-house and this gigantic light turns
slowly around in a tremendous arc. 1 remember coming back on that old pumper,
sweating tears, and at the side of us were these forest fires, all burning, and smouldering
and smoking and spluttering. Every now and then this gigantic flash came around on m}a
of us and then went away. It was one of the most eerie experiences of my life, that night
on the pumper, getting back into Westport. But that’s only by the way. We did a lot of
work amongst the quarry workers there and amongst the lighthouse keepers too.

1 decided it was time to go back to Wellington because things were happening on
the industrial front. There had been a lock out on the wharves there and no sooner had 1
arrived than the shipwrights went on strike. This was the light which starts off the
greatest gonﬂa.grntion which the New Zealand people ever had. We knew at once that
other workers would be drawn in and meetings were held quickly by dock workers,
seamen and various other bodies in Wellington. There were cbvious signs of support
elsewhere.

I met some of my fellow workers and we decided that next morning at six o’clock,
the normal time when the dock workers were coming to work, we would hold a meeting
in the Post Office Square which was right in the centre of the City and had been the
traditional place for street meetings. That morning we started and in no time at all much
of New Zealand was tied up by the spread of strikes.

A strike committee was formed in Wellington. They called me in and asked me if 1
would take charge of meetings which they wanted to go on continuously in the Post
Office Square and I undertook to do this. By relays of speakers, by IWW songs which
were catching on, we kept these meetings going continuously and at the same time we
did not neglect the organising of pickets and the various groups for seeing that there
was no scabbery and getting the best results from the stoppage.

Most of the active leaders from outside Wellington were staying in the Arcadia Hotel
in Ghunee Street, which was kept by a Swede called Otto England. We used to hold our
committee meetings there. We were so packed we slept on the floor at night. Otto was a

real good proletarian, for he put up with a lot of nuisance from us. Amongst us at that
time was Peter Fraser who also slept on the floor. I was fortunate. I had a bed for some

special reason, I don’t know why. Possibly because I wasn’t going to be a future Prime

asn’t
as still some
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In a day or two, due to the shortage of police, the authorities called for volunteers
from the farmers to come to town to act as Special Constables and out of that arose one
or two incidents that figure vividly in my mind. The road into Wellington has steep
gorges on one side and the sea on the other side. The road was fenced off from the sea
by barbed wire. At night time when we got word from cyclists that the farmers were
coming we would stretch this barbed wire across the road then get up on the hill sides
and pry big stones down on them. Not being accustomed to this kind of treatment, the
farmers would make a dash for it and land up in the barbed wire, in many cases getting
badly cut.

The farmers nevertheless got into town, where they were quartered in the big
compound which the Post and Telegraph Department used for storing equipment. Here
the cockies were up with tents and their horses were picketed out. We decided to raid
them. The wall was made of inverted railway sleepers and it wasn’t difficult for us to
help one another over this fence into the middle of the compound where these fellows
were dossing in their tents. Of course, when we came over the fence with a Maori war
cry they woke up suddenly, thinking the end of the world had come, and it darn near
had, too.

They rushed for their horses. These horses were farm animals, not cavalry mounts:
they were more used to ploughing. The men scrambled on board these prads and they all
decided to make for the gate at the one time. The gate space was limited and they were
numerous, so when they were going through the gate they jammed and pulled one
another down. By the time they had scrambled through the gate they were half
frightened to death. When they got out into the road some railway shop men who were
on strike had helped themselves to nuts and bolts from the railway shop and scattered
these nuts and bolts amongst the horses.

We learned a few tactics about handling mounted police because apart from
spreading marbles and such on the surface of the road, we also had a method of using
ropes by which men passed a rope underneath the horse’s legs and yanked the horses
down. It was a very difficult time for anybody on the government side who had a horse.

1 remember being stuck up, I think it was in Willies Street, by a man with a gun, but
he shook so much that he was a bigger danger to himself than he was to me. We were
holding strike meetings in the Basin Reserve, which anyone who follows New Ze.ala.nd
football will know. People like Peter Fraser and Bob Semple and others were taking
their place on the platform. The police were there with their notebooks and quite g
unknown to us at the time, they were planning to charge us with some kind of serious
offence for what we said. I don’t remember what 1 said but I do remember what [ got
out ofit.

News came from Auckland that they wanted me to g0 back there because the
general strike had stopped all the daily papers in the city. We had a monthly called the
Industrial Unionist and it was decided to bring this out three times a _week. I had to go
there to help with it. We printed anything we could gather from American papers and
Stop Press news about the strike. When we got an edition out we went down on the
streets and sold it, the next day we went on the booze and the following day got the
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next edition out. It was a catch as catch can business. I le
: . 1 learned mo
and emergencies on the press than I could have got anywhere else 7 g g aciers

Sedition!

Everyone was buying the paper. 1 remember being in Queen i
of Auckland, one afternoon; and I had sold over sevfn hﬁ:red S;::fs ;??hn;mn o
absolutely ?veighed down with coppers. I could hardly move and I had them S?:SE I'd
along the su!e of the street. I was just completing the sale of my last paper when a]Eo
came & policeman who asked me, quite courteously, to go to the Police Station wizhng
him. He didn’t know why I was wanted.

.A.: the Polio‘e Court the Magistrate was sitting and he told me 1 was charged with
sedition in Wellington during the time of the meetings in Post Office Square. Because
the authorities weren’t sure how to deal with it they had charged me for the same words
thtze times, once under the Justices of the Peace Act, once under the Crimes Act and
again under another Act. In fact, the government was as lost on some these things as we
were. It w_asailb_n;ndnewtothem, I think 1 was the first person in New Zealand to be
dnrglad with sedition. The Magistrate said I would have to appear, I think in about four
days, in Weﬂmgton He told the police to put me in the cells then escort me to
m in time @)r the hearing. But the police objected that being shorthanded and
every policeman being needed on the strike in Auckland, they couldn’t possibly spare
anyone. So the Magistrate turned to me and said, “Look, Mr. Barker, if we let you go,
on your word of honour, will. you take yourself to Wellington?” And that’s just what
happened.

3 1 went on this trip to Wellington with Joe Savage. He was going down to participate
n&emkemd g0 the two of us set out by train. The railways were working at this
time although all other industries were pretty well flat. When we were near Wellington, 1
think at & place called Otaki, we saw a crowd on the station and found that the
Govemor-General himself was to board the train. He and his entourage got on the train
and when we came to Wellington a gigantic crowd was waiting. We thought they were
there to welcome the Governor-General, but they weren't waiting for the Governor-
General at all — they were waiting for us! When we got off the train we found that they
had brought a horse coach; they took the two horses out, got ropes and towed Joe
Savage and myself into the Post Office Square where we had to make another harangue
to the audience. This great crowd rather flattered us when we saw they were waiting for
us and that nobody cared a continental about the Governor-General.

The following day I had to go and surrender myself in court. When I got there I
couldn’t get into the court because it was surrounded by farmers and police. They were
all standing around because they were afraid of the strikers marching on it, and I had a
deviiofnjobtosuist‘ythmhavingnoemon,thnlwaswmtedinthccoun. I had no

to prove it, mind you, because the papers had been sent by post from Auckland.
&ﬁzawhileandnaarlybeingcnuhedmdmh,lmnuivedtogetmyselfimo court
where | was committed to the Terrace Jail up on the hill, to be tried later.

‘When I had to be taken up to the jail another of these horse cabs was waiting for me
and this time I had an escort. He was a policeman with a bandage around one eye. This
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was one of the police w_ho got slapped in the Post and Telegraph store earlier, but they
were s0 hard up for pollce. that they had to use the ones with only one eye. When I saw
this fellow I was sq.ared stiff that he would recognise me as one of the fellows who had
gone over the top in the scramble, because we sat facing one another in the cab
Fortunately, he didnit’ recognise me, or if he did he kept it to himself. He probably had
enough trouble on his shoulders anyway.

This old time jail was built of wood and some corrugated iron. There was a case
before we came in, they said, of a man doing a life sentence for murder who got out by
using a can opener. That’s what they said about it and it might have been true. They
brought me to a cell which had been washed out; it was quite wet. [ went inside. I
thought, “I'm landed here at last”. I sat down

As 1 said before, I've got an incorrigible habit of whistling and warbling and I
started to warble an IWW song. Soon there was temific banging and “Quit that in the
cooler”, or something like that. The screw opened the door and said, “Pack that up,
mate, or you’ll be in serious trouble. This is not a place where you can sing, I can tell
you”. And it wasn't. After a while he took me to the hospital cell to get some food.
When I got in there who should I find but Peter Fraser, Bob Semple, a dock worker
named George Bailey, Harry Holland, with his limp, and Tom Young the Secretary of
the Seamen’s Union. The six of us were in. Three of us lived in cells but Peter, Harry
Holland and Bob Semple stayed permanently in the hospital cell. During the day we
were all together there and we told stories to one another and had our food there, which
mostly came from outside anyway. We had quite a nice time, you might say. We were
treated as honoured guests.

The strike had developed to such an extent that it was affecting the home boats.
There was a great import and export business from New Zealand to Britain and it
wasn’t long before the seamen on the ships started to go on strike. Some of them were
arrested. They were brought to the jail and there wasn’t much room in the cells so they
were camping in the alleyways of the jail itself and you could hardly move on account of
these fellows dossing on the bare boards, There were cases, 1 understand, of the men
refusing to work on the ship and the captain getting other men to take the st}ip out,
then, when they got outside the three mile limit, charging the crew with mutiny. That
can be a very serious offence. ‘

We used to get visits from all kinds of people and on Sunday night the Waterside
Workers’ band used to come and play outside the walls. They used to play “The _Red
Flag” and “The Internationale” and TWW songs. Most of our food was brought into us
from the outside through the unions or through the strike committee. We »:veren’t taking
any harm really except that we were out of the battle. OF course a lot of things happened
in the jail which would make amusing reading but I am not touching upon .those now. In
the meantime, we were all taken down to court, they sorted out the legal side, and I_
think they dealt with us under the Justices of the Peace Act. T don’t see myself how it
was possible to deal with a crime like sedition under the ordinary processes of a police
court, It should have been a matter for a higher jurisdiction. ;

As | said before, they were very ham-handed and mixed up themselves about this
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and as the strike was beginning to taper off, they decided t .
B e & e s o Lo founc | :;ts‘:;flti;lgie i i
less Imown than the others and for some strange reason the authorities put ?u;? iy
valuation on me. The bonds they wanted for the others were something lik \d 3 £
the most whereas mine was £1500. e
By the time Christmas came around - I had been arrested in November — T think
most of them were 01:1t except George Bailey. At Christmas I was to have a mea]”nk
brought in from outside. This came from a pub nearby and I expected, of course. r
duck and_ plum pudding and all the trimmings but I got rather a shock when I fotlng s
was nothing more than tripe and onions, That was the oddest Christmas Dinner | ha]t
ever had and I can tell you, I have never eaten tripe and onions since. I have gone 0{\;
oompl?tely. I can’t say that I didn’t enjoy it but it wasn’t anything like what I was i

: In January a shoe merchant in Upper Queen Street, Auckland, who was liberal
minded a_nd well off, agreed to take up two of my bonds of £500. The other one was my
own. Ultimately I was released. The strike had pretty well closed down then and 1 wem}
back to Auckland but I didn’t go out of action, although I was actually under bond to
keep the peace for twelve months. I attended meetings. I don’t say I did a great deal but
George Higgms the shoe merchant, lived near where the meetings were held. He knew
what was going on and he began to get worried about his bonds. He said, “Look Tom
I’'m afraid very much they’re going to pull you in on something else and my bonds will
be gone. I don’t want to pass you back to the authorities or put you back in again. 1
_want to give you a chance of closing down or doing something about it. But I'm getting
really worried about this money I have put up on you”. I told him I would give him an
answer the next day and went home to sort it out. This was about February, 1914. 1 got
the idea that I'd go across to Sydney. Once I got out of New Zealand I would be out of
the way and whatever happened to me couldn’t affect my bondsman or anybody else.

Sydney

1 got a ticket on the “Maheno” and sailed for Sydney. That was going to be a new
country for me but you have to appreciate that there was a great coming and going of
people between New Zealand and Australia although they were about four days apart by
tut'. Sintm, miners and skilled tradesmen went from one country to the other,
particularly smgle men and married men who had forgotten where their wives were
Downbdov_v lyu;g on the bottom of the ship, you would find dozens and dozens of
these men who went across for three or four pounds. It was said then that the people
who travelled first class were second class and the people who travelled third class were
no class at all. That could be said of me when I landed in Sydney.

1 soon found the IWW headquarters in Sydney, an old Gospel Hall at 330
w Strl{et. They were producing Direct Action, quite a lively monthly paper,
like the one leﬁ in Auckland which died out when the strike was over. It wasn’t long
before I got into harness there doing various jobs. We had ambitions for a weekly and
we wanted to get hold of a press of some kind so that we could print our own paper on
our own premises.
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We found an old Wharfedale printing machine. I think it was probably built about
1840 or 1850, It was a very faithful hardworking old press. Every copy had to go
through twice, for it was a flat press. The problem was buying it. It cost about £80.
There wasn’t anything like that in the kitty; but one of our fellows, Jack Hamilton, had
some money saved up which he advanced and so we got our printing press.

Free Press?

Now that we had a weekly paper we decided that we had to crack the restrictions on
Sydney Domain At that time you weren't allowed to sell anything of a printed character
in the Domain. It was just as restricted in that way as Hyde Park is today in London. We
decided that we would establish our right to sell the paper in the Domain. That meant
having our names taken, it meant going to court, a fine and a prison sentence if you
didn’t pay the fine. We wouldn’t pay fines on principle: we always timed it out in the
nick. That was the rule of the TWW in those days, you never paid a fine. At the first
meeting my name was taken with about half a dozen others. Some of these men who
had just come into town and were gone and they didn’t catch up with them at all. They
didn’t even go to court. I went to court. I think my fine was ten shillings or seven days.
I didn’t pay the fine and in due course they came and collected me and I went to Long
Bay to do the seven days, which wasn't much, although the jail was hard enough, God
knows!

The paper we sold was at that time edited by an Irishman from Galway called Tom
Glynn. Tom had worked on the trams in Sydney. He was a down to earth Marxian
Irishman, if you can imagine what that means. He had been in the South African police
when there was a rebellion, I think, in part of Cape Colony and the police were directed
in searching the woods and thickets to shoot on sight. That was the order. He refused.
In one case a boy was there; he refused to shoot anybody and he was arrested for not
carrying out his duties as a policeman and was sentenced to prison and discharged from
the South African police. He played a part, and a considerable part, in the big strike I
think it was in 1912, in Johannesburg. He was the editor and he had a magnificent style
of provocative writing. He had a great flow of English and could reduce things to their
essentials. He was a man with a very logical mind. He could really hammer things
through Direct Action. 1t became, in my opinion, one of the most formidable
newspapers that have been published. I have been editor of it, too. I mean formidable
compared to the general run of socialist papers at that time. There were one or two
around, they were as different as chalk and cheese. Perhaps that is what made the
authorities take more notice of us than they did of the Socialist Party.

We decided, although I had done my time, that we would make an issue of this
trying to prevent us selling the paper in the Sydney Domain. The first occasion we took
this. We went to Macquarie Street to see the Minister, Flowers. We got into the office
all right. Two cabinet ministers were there and Flowers said to us, “How are you fellows
getting on at Newcastle 7" We said, “We're not from Newcastle, We are from !helIW“!’
We found that when we got upstairs he thought we were a delegation from the miners in
Newcastle. So we were ushered promptly by the attendants down into the street.

That didn’t satisfy us. We waited a while, saw the miners go in and come out, and
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went into the Domain to sit down and think it out. We discovered that there was a
ladder up to the Minister’s window. Some work had been going on, the men ha;i gone
away for lunch, this ladder was standing right up into the office. We didn’t know what
the chance but Glynn went up first, I went up second and we appeared at the window

You ought have seen the faces of those two cabinet ministers, standing there with
their cigars and the whisky on the table. Flowers wanted to prevent us coming in but we
told him straight out that we wanted his prohibition on selling papers in the Domain
stopped. We wanted our rights established permanently. He was going to ring for the
police and do one thing or another until Glynn said, “look Flowers, 1 knew you a couple
of years ago when you had the seat out of your pants. You were the leader of the
unemployed then. Today you’re a cabinet minister. Now you come down to earth, I'll
tell you what, if you don’t put an end to this business of stopping us selling our papers
we'll have ten thousand unemployed down to these offices in a couple of days.” That ‘
brought Mr Flowers to time and he allowed us in at the window and we had a big
wrangle. He wouldn't let us have any whisky, but finally he said he would go into it.

That wasn’t the end of it, because a few days later the Political Labour Leagues of
New South Wales were holding their annual conference. All the Cabinet Ministers were
there, including Holman, the Premier, David Robert Hall, who was Attorney General
and Minister of Justice, and a whole crowd I have forgotten, just the same as the people
of New South Wales have forgotten them. It was in the Oddfellows Hall in Elizabeth
Street, I think.

Our plan was that some speaker from the body of the Hall should raise this matter
mq at that moment our fellows should barricade the outside doors and put the light
switches out. I was sitting at the back, for a number of us had gone into the public part
of the hall. The question was raised, D. R Hall began to make a statement about it, then,
at that moment the light switches were pulled out and the barricade boards put across
the doors so that nobody could get out, and the place was in darkness, Well, there was
pmdﬁ!-mnium inside the hall. Somebody got up in the dark and suggested they send for
the police, so a resolution was carried that the Premier himself, Holman, should go and
fetch the police. He was just as helpless as any baby, even if he was Premier of the State
They broke a window and made a big shout and finally the police came and released the
whole lot of us. Out of these various battles we established the right to sell the paper in
tbf' Sydney Domain and cleared every other body for the same thing. That was the real
gain we made for the freedom of the press in the State of New South Wales.

Bbudduim had a circulation of about fifteen thousand in the big days. It was such
& circulation that it kept the old Wharfedale going day and night. As there was a Chinese
laundryman on the other side of us just behind the fence near the press, we used to geta
lot of black looks and hard words and swearing in Chinese. The paper had to come out

1 mnembet once, we had got everything ready for the meeting in the Sydney
Domain on Sunday, all the papers published and everything, and a few days before 1
took about two thousand copies of Direct Action to a meeting at Bulli. It was an
outdoor meeting and it was washed out by rain. so we were left with two thousand
papers. On Sunday morning the coppers raided our headquarters — they usually came on

“an

a Sunday — and seized everything in the place. To the astonishment of the police we had
Direct Action on sale as usual in the Domain on Sunday afternoon, because the two
thousand copies had been brought back from Bulli. The police never knew how: it
happened.

Free Speech?

Whenever there was a liberty to be fought for, we'd go to the bat with it. It wasn’t
always easy to establish the freedom of speech. The police and the authorities would
make it very difficult. They’d want you to get permits And that kind of thing before you
could hold a meeting. We jealously maintained freedom of meeting and where it wasn’t
established, we went to town to get it.

One of these cases just after the beginning of the War was the free speech fight at
Port Pirie in South Australia. There were a lot of construction workers and a lot of men
from Broken Hill in the town. The local authorities, when we held meetings, decided
that the best way to cure the disease was to put the men in jail. I forget the number of
men who were arrested but it was almost enough to stuff Port Pirie jail. When they got
into that jail these fellows, being well organised, tuned it upside down. They made it
such a misery for the staff of the jail and for the authorities that they were only too glad
to get rid of them. There was no more trouble about public speaking in Port Pirie.

Soon after another free speech battle started in Newcastle and a large number of our
fellows were put inside the Maitland Prison. They had been fined but they wouldn’t pay
the fines, They went in and they turned the Maitland jail upside-down so the authorities
were not getting any change out of the men in jail. In Sydney for a while the police
started to arrest men for speaking. We adopted all kinds of ways of counteracting this.
We would start a meeting somewhere and then when the police were gathering around,
we’d pack up and clear off to some other place that was already planned. By keeping
the police running around, they never knew where we were going to be next. They got
very tired of that. [ remember on one occasion we had a wagon with a horse in it and a
speaker sitting on a chair on the back of the wagon and everybody marching behind as
we went along the street. That put the authorities in a spot because they couldn’t say
that the crowd was blocking the street or anything like that, which was their usual
excuse for stopping these meetings.

Anyway, we pretty well established the principle of freedom of speech. The
authorities got tired of trying to fight us. They knew we were determined. They knew
the jails would be packed with men. To a lot of men it wasn’t much different being in jail
or being out, because there was a lot of unemployment at that time. They enjoyed it,
really. They knew they wouldn’t be in there for long, That’s what created forour
organisation, the TWW, a reputation of being a general nuisance to the prison autl'{on'nes
and to the police. It got in such a way that when they did get a batch of us into prison —
I’'m not talking about the ordinary rank and file but about the men who were in the
leadership — their job was to split us up and send us as far away from one another as
possible, to make us innocuous by distance from one another. This happened in my own
case as well as in others.
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Ballad of Maitland Jail

Amongst our characters was a fellow named Stanley West. He was an Englishm
with a cultured accent, presumed to have been educated at Oxford. He had a flair fc;l ;
rhyming. He wrote a playlet, or an opera bouffe, a parody of ““The Ballad of Readin. d
Gaol” (by Oscar Wilde), and called it “The Ballad of Maitland Gaol”. It lasted ahomg
forty five minutes and we produced it in the Concordia Hall in Elizabeth Street. I know 1
played the part of a prison warder in it, which was something exceptional for me; my
name was “Warder Stoneage”. It had voices over here and voices over there and‘
warders running around trying to catch you. It was notorious that while our fellows
were in Maitland Gaol they set things on fire and whenever the warder said, “Right
turn”, they all went left and did everything back to front. That was part of the game.
This opera bouffe was a great success. The whole script of it appeared in one of the
issues of Direct Action.

There had been two IWW bodies. The Detroit IWW was mainly political, following
the teaching of Daniel de Leon, who had an industrial union in his mind on the industrial
field and a political party on the political field, like the Socialist Labour Party at that
time. One or two people in Sydney plodded on keeping up the ideas of the Detroit body.
We were based upon the Chicago Direct Action group, which stood for direct action :
and industrial unionism rather than politics as the basis for working class action. We
might be said to be non-political, at the mildest, or anti-political, because we never had
any use for politicians, and I can say this has stayed with me pretty well all my life. I feel
now, seeing what’s happening in Australia and New Zealand on the political field, that
the working people, if they’re going to get anywhere, have to depend almost entirely
upon industrial organisations.

War, What For?

1 must revert to a short time before the war, to May Day, 1914. There was a
premonition in the air that something was building up between Germany and Britain and
there was a strong anti-militarist movement in the United States at that time. A writer
called Kirkpatrick wrote a famous book called War, What For? It was a compilation of
material against war and we used to bring hundreds, 1'd say thousands, of these over
from the United States and sell them at half a crown (25¢) a copy.

We sold them in the Domain, where we had established the right to sell literature and
amongst my documents I still have a photograph of that meeting which we held on the
first of May in Sydney Domain. By this time we had a magnificent banner with “Indus-
trial Workers of the World” and then the world underneath, that is, the IWW badge, and
then underneath that “Workers of the World, Unite”. It was a beautiful red banner which
cost a considerable amount of money even with the work done by our own people. In
this photograph the banner stands at the back. On the platform is Donald Grant, who

got fifteen years in 1916, part of that over myself and what I'd done. The photograph
lhm.ﬂ many of the characters of that period, including myself. I am holding Direct
Action in my hand and on a stool in front of the speaker stands a big pile of War, What
For? at half a crown.
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1 can say without any doubt at all that this book played a tremendous part in the fight
against conscription. I am sure that the work we did made all the difference to the
Australian workers and the Australian people generally when the question of
conscription came up in 1916 and 1917. There is no doubt at all in my mind, if it hadn’t
been for the presence of our organisation and what we did in those days, the history of

. Australia might have been vastly different as far as the war itself was concerned.

The photograph shows our American connections. Our organisation had its origin in
America, was based there and largely got its ideas from America. What went on in
America was of considerably more interest to us industrially than what was happening in
Britain or Europe. We faced towards the United States.

At that time there was a great strike of silk workers in the town of Paterson New
Jersey, where Elizabeth Gurley Flynn made her reputation. In this strike a cartoon or
motif was used that appealed to me very strongly. It was the picture of an industrial
worker rising over the top of a great factory. It impressed me because that was the idea
in my mind: that the worker should be over the factory. He should be the boss. He
should be dictating policy. He shouldn’t be just a worker down below, but he should be

" the over-riding person when it came to what the factory was doing and what it should

do. This attracted my attention so much as I edited a particular issue of Direct Action
that T decided to have it right on the front page. One of our fellows who was good with
a chisel cut it out from linoleum. This May Day photograph shows the industrial worker
arising over the factory, under the paper’s title of Direct Action.

This idea was to stay with me for a very much longer time than my life in Australia
because some years later, when I became interested far away in Siberia in the
organisation of industry there, I utilised this particular figure or sign as a badge for the
organisation, it stayed that way and still remains as evidence of how we felt about the
industrial workers being the masters of the industry in which they work.

This photograph tells most by the people in it. I see amongst them men who did long
terms in prison later on in the fight against conscription and other things that went on in
Australia in the hurly-burly of the War.

It was an extraordinary time to live in. I am always grateful for the experiences I had
because I learned so much from them and I think that in a way, too, the Australians
themselves learned much. Of course, these things don’t last for ever, but they do create
an atmosphere at the time that can make for success, even when the whole forces of
government are against you.

It must be remembered, that many times the governments, both the Federal
government and the government of New South Wales, were really very worried about
whether we might not have sufficient powers to tum them out or to break them up and
even, in a sense, to become masters in our turn, It never came to that, but I can assure
you from my experience of those days, they were worried people indeed. The way they
put men into prison, the way they framed witnesses and the way they deported people to
various parts of the world showed that they were very worried, especially when, to their
great astonishment, the two referenda about conscription went ags‘u'nst them and they
found that in spite of all the power they had and all the wealth behind them, they
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couldn’t get away with it.

Membership of the IWW was denied to anybody but wage workers The preamble of

the IWW started with the memorable Marxian precept that the working class and the
employing class have nothing in common. The organisation was masculine, To a great
extent they were of the migratory type. We had the Home Guard, from Sydney, but mos;
of the members worked in the country, came into Sydney from time to time toc;k out
t_heir card, and would take a bundle of papers and sell them wherever they went. Often
they worked as miners until the shearing season came, then went up to North
Queensland started to shear and followed the sun until they got down to Victoria, which
was quite a long time. They would come to Sydney to spend their money and see the
lassies, then start and do the same again. The same applied to gold miners from the
West. They'd come over and perhaps go to Broken Hill. Broken Hill was a strong TWW
town. In North Queensland from Cloncurry to the copper belt the bulk of working
people were indoctrinated or associated with the IWW philosophy.

We had very few women members, although one of our strongest supporter was
May, May Hewitt I think, who was barmaid at the First And Last. That’s at Circular
Quay, the first pub arriving at Sydney and the last leaving. She married Jock Wilson
afterwards. She married him in Long Bay jail when he was under order for deportation,
before he was deported to Britain - that was luck I never had myself. They lived here
for a long period until they went back to Western Australia, from which May came. She
was one of the outstanding heroines, I would say, of that period in the work she did a
time when very few women were gathered into our organisation,

: The IWW never became in any sense an industrial union. We were really an outside
influence on the unions through their membership. Our ideas were propounded and
made to stick at the branch meetings of the unions and our influence then was very
considerable indeed. There wasn’t any campaign against us by the craft unions. They
tolerated us, I think because we spoke a language that was plainer than they spoke
the_rr}se}ves. We were always down to earth and we didn’t go in for woolly ideas of
waiting till Christmas. We wanted everything that could be done to be done as quickly
as possible and the weight brought to bear on the employers.

As an example, some shearers went on strike in North Queensland. I forget how

x mnch they wanted a hundred, but the squatters wouldn’t come through, so the, men
decided to wait. They didn’t have any money, naturally enough, coming back to start the
season, they were all dead broke. They camped on the banks of a river near a road
!mdge and got in touch with us in Sydney. We took collections on the following Sunday
in the Sydney Domain and we sent dozens and dozens of pounds to them so these
fellows could buy themselves flour and keep alive until the squatters came to time. They
won, through us finding the money on the Sydney Domain to keep them on strike.

That was Just one of the incidents that occurred during those days, in which we
played a part in all matters affecting working class interests, always going directly to it
rll!uﬂhnntahngthe long way round that the politicians have, and getting results much
quicker. We were a very loose organisation. You had to be a wage worker to be a
member and any wage worker could join. We had our business meetings of course. We

didn’t have a paid organiser anywhere. Some people who came in from the Socialist
Party might have been paid, but virtually everything was done by voluntary, unpaid
effort. There were no strap hangers or people who were living on the organisation. |
think I was about the only person who was full time and the little T got out of it was
hardly comparable with what else I got for it.

 Where Does The Money Come From?

. One important question always comes up when you are dealing with an organisation:
where does its money come from? In the first place, most of the work in the
organisation was done voluntarily. My own total income, although I was working full
time was thirty shillings a week, and I never took any more than that. My breakfast was
tea and toast, which used to cost threepence at that time, and my lunch was prepared for
me by a sweet girl over in Elizabeth Street, who had an eating place, and that didn’t cost

- much. I lived very simply, as most of us did at that time.

Our main income came from literature sales in the Sydney Domain, sales of Direct
Action, Solidarity and Industrial Worker from America, The Industrial Unionist and
various other journals, and War, What For? by Kirkpatrick. We had a hand-cart at that
time; we used to call it our “machine-gun Carriage”. We would bring all our literature to
the Domain on the hand-cart and cart away the money. We had quite a job counting it
when we got back to the office. I have a distinct recollection of taking £100 away on
each of six successive Sundays from sales of literature and the collection. Contributions
made by our members were generous, for the time and place; we had a lot of support in
the country from fellows who sent in money.

We were doing our own printing and publishing, the price of paper was reasonable
‘and, even on a journal that sold at a penny at that time, you could make a profit if you
were doing most of the work yourself. The only things we were really paying for were
the linotype and the paper. Inside the office we always had a big heap of paper waiting
to be used and the printing press was in a little alcove at the back — this flat Wharfedale
machine that I spoke about before, and which itself hadn’t finished its history. It is
probably doing some government work even today, perhaps somewhere in Macquarie
Street, because it was seized afterwards by the authorities. We were not law-abiding and
considerate enough to register the damn thing, so they seized it as an un-registered press
after three or four years of not realising this.

That was how we got our funds. It didn’t alter the fact that a great number of our
most reliable workers always found enough money for beer. Their famous hang-out was
Mrs. MacDonald’s bar in Elizabeth Street, not far from the office. That was the place
where many of the things were cooked up while most of the people were in a state of
intoxication. I was one of the lucky ones, for I didn’t care much for drink, but I liked to
go and listen to what was going on, when I had time.

T would like to give you an idea of the way our headquarters at 330 Castlereagh
Street worked. The address disappeared later when the tunnel was put through from
Central Station to the Harbour. Although it was not large, we held big meetings upstairs
Sunday nights. During the week it was a busy place indeed.

As far as the printing went, when I came on to Direct Action 1 had a little
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Songbook

We had the TWW Song Book and songs like Casey Jones and others of that nafure,

including many parodies on topical favourites. These had a tremendous effect and we

used to have some really good singing at our meetings. In some ways we were like the
Salvation Army. As a matter of fact, we usually picked up the Salvation Army crowd
when they had finished and marched away from Goulburn Street to their headquarters.
We were waiting behind the girls with the poke bonnets and, once they'd given the big
drum a bang and set off to go, we'd take over, put up our platform and carry on with
the philosophy of the working class as we saw it. Many of our songs were American in
origin. A very famous one was about Joe Hill. He was alleged to have committed a
murder and was executed in Utah and cremated.

There is a story about this — I may as well get it off my chest — although it came later
because at that time we had moved into another old gospel hall in Sussex Street. After
Joe Hill had been executed, one Saturday morning, to my astonishment, I got a parcel
from the I'WW organisation at Salt Lake City containing a portion of the ashes of Joe
Hill. We decided that we would have a ceremonial depositing of the ashes on the
following Sunday in the garden near the Domain, so we could say that we had Joe
planted firmly in Australia,

The plan would have worked except for one thing — about two hours afterwards the
police raided us. We were all thrown out, the police went through the place. They had
the habit of coming in, seizing the place and throwing you out for two or three days
They were searching for all kinds of things, they thought we had fire dope there, they
were looking for incriminating material, for letters and that kind of thing, because we
were using the theory of sabotage as a method of upsetting the industrial machinery at
that time. We made a great display of this, and they were anxious to pin any type of
action that could be called to sabotage on to us. They would come in and raid the place,
leave a couple of them in possession, ransack the place from top to bottom and then,
two or three days later, they’d see me down the street and say, “Well, you can go and
take over again, Barker”, and I would move back. When I returned I found that Joe

Hill’s ashes had gone, so I went to Central Police Station and asked the Chief about
them. “Oh”, he said, “you’re too late, | threw them on the back of the fire”. So that was
the end of Joe Hill’s ashes. They were at the back of the fire in police headquarters. But
that didn’t cut down the status of Joe Hill in our minds.

Characters
We had a remarkable bunch of characters around the organisation, including some
aracters. We had a member who was ship’s painter by trade,
k. He came from Dundee in Scotland, so we used to call
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swasn’t very anxious for it, but sometimes he used to get hungry. One day when 1,
walking along Sussex Street he saw a digger asleep on a doorstep. The digger m'e }:v >
have been a bank manager or something when he was a civilian, for he had lakenIg ‘
his money and counted it up in piles on the doorstep, beside him. e
Dundee, who hadn’t had a meal the previous day, was in a terri iti
what to do about it. He knew that if he didn’t do soLething, some l;l:rsg: t‘;z?dﬂh b
along and get the lot, for the digger was too drunk to waken. When I came into tEm:-e
later Dundee was looking quite fresh, so I asked him if he had been eating. He saidel .
h'.d had a very good meal and told me the story. “I found this money” he slajd “with]e
thirty five shillings counted up in silver and coppers. I thought, shall I leave it )there fi
some bum to knock off, shall I take the lot or shall I be kind-hearted ? So I split the 4
thing two ways: I took half for services and I put the other half back in his pocket”
Do;;?lncnélﬁer after I had don_e my seven days in 1914 for selling literature in the
i a fellow I had known in New Zealand drifted into the hall. He used to talk
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eoille;le z::r'l;s i::, m;tailce h1m :o_the police station to do his seven r:la),Pr,sI.J It worked ;ei?'gcﬂv.
L ths::-J::‘ Sir, excuse me, have you got a man named Jones here?”
S i e m.o kv:::[:mi tail.nd Jones looked as if he would murder the whole lot
S ki abc:l: hjne, r;;d},l but w.h‘e:-n they got as farb as Mark Foy’s store
o bl ; e says: “Look, do you mind waiting here a
< A g pick up fmoth.er bloke and I may as well take you both in
bmmloke ; ;( es agreed to wait until the copper came back to collect him. The bi
%€ Just went round the block, came back and sat down in the hall i 7
waited for half an hour and then he came to the c A anes i
onclusion that something had
wrong. When he returned to the hall, who should h itting in hi - -
i € see sitting in his chair playing cards

but the bloke who had pi G T g :
BN oo i tW.pmc:hed him. Life wasn’t all a serious struggle. We had our

When I was in Broken Hill
authorities wanted him s bazlly room mate was a German called Fritz Georgie. The
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ﬂmmour : Wt;r;m T!I:;ym\:::;ld intern any Ggrmn.ns at that time and they used to say
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, and, i
Fritz e s:e:a:m;:fom of the book_s on the IWW case, the staunchness of
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Jail myself, Holman, the Premier, went to Broken Hill on a
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anda tour for the Labor Party. The miners surrounded his train and demanded to
Enow. “How about that bloke Barker?” Holman said that my case had nothing to do
with him because 1 had been imprisoned by the Federal government, The miners said
they didn’t care what government it was, but Holman wasn’t going to speak there until
Barker got out of jail. He couldn’t even get off the train; he had to stay on it and go

back to Adelaide.
The Mayor of Broken Hill before that had been the famous Jabez Wright. He was a

short fellow who never wore 2 collar or tie and he was the local undertaker. When Lord
Denman, the Governor-General made a State visit to Broken Hill with the New South
Wales Lancers, Jabez was in 2 pickle. He'd never had a Governor-General there before
and he didn’t know what to do. He was very cynical and hostile to authority in any case
He got some of his boon companions in the boozer to work out a program, so the result
was that the Governor-General’s train came in next morning the Mayor of Broken Hill,
Mr. Jabez Wright, was waiting to welcome him, clad in a suit of brand new pyjamas. He
came down in the hearse. The Governor-General rather relished this idea. He thought it
was something unique and typically Australian, but Lady Denman was snooty and very
annoyed about it.

In welcoming the Governor-General, Jabez said “Well, the orders are given. Orders,
Governor-General that when you come into any pub they set them up for you, and that’s
at my expense.” For the procession down the main street Jabez rode in his hearse
behind the escort of New South Wales Lancers, all spruced up specially for the
occasion, and ahead of the Governor-General. That's the way Lord Denman came on a
State visit to Broken Hill.

When I was there, a by-election was being held for one of the two Broken Hill seats
in the New South Wales Parliament. Jabez was the member for one seat and the
candidate for the by-election was a miner called Jack (Percy) Brookfield, who did a lot
later for the release of the TWW twelve. At this meeting the Chairman was making his
opening remarks and Jabez was standing at the side, about to raise a big pint of beer
right off the ice, to his lips, when the Chairman said, “The next speaker will be Mr.
Jabez Wright”. Everybody looked at Jabez, he didn’t get more than a swallow of the
beer, and there was nothing else for it than to get up on the platform. This is what Jabez
said “Fellow citizens, I come here to speak for Jack Brookfield, whom we want to have
elected to be the next member for the Sturt seat. Now, I'm what they call a concluding
speaker and I'm going to conclude by asking you again to vote for Jack on election
day”. Then he got down and went back to the beer.

I should tell you a story about another character, perhaps this story has never been
spilled before. A fellow called James Wilson, a seaman from Liverpool and a great
drunk, used to come into our Castlereagh Street Headquarters to sleep it off. James or
“Paddy” as we called him, used to sleep in the room where the paper was kept,
sometimes on the top of the paper itself. While the trouble with the soldiers from
Liverpool camp was on in Sydney, a certain Greek restaurant keeper was murdered, in
Goulburn or Bathurst Street. Somebody got into his shop going after money and he got
in the way. This was at night time. They were looking for the murderer all over the
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walls and a bloke waiting on the corner with some more ready to post them up the
moment he’d gone on to remove the next one. The police had the thankless job of

ing these posters down. This was in 1915, 1 think it was about May, and it was
before the Defence Department were very strong on fighting the war in Australia, so
they weren't yet going to start to make a noise about it.

At the same time I'd printed a number of small stickers without putting a printer’s
imprint on them. They decided, since they were sloshing me on the poster, that they'd
get me on the others also. They brought me into Court in September of that year. The
Magistrate wasn’t a man of any great reputation, He was regarded quite favourably, I
understand, in a certain number of disorderly houses and, some years previously, one of
the madams in these establishments had got the idea he was so good and kind, such a
friend to the ladies of the profession, that they decided to make a public presentation to
him, That almost got him the sack, but, after all, it’s Australia I'm talking about and not
the highly moral land of Britain. In any event, the magistrate fined me £50 or six months
for the poster and £20 or three months for the stickers. This meant that I was going to
do time. It could only be six months because the two sentences were concurrent.

After getting legal advice on this matter, I lodged an appeal in the next Court. About
a month later I came up in the little court in the middle of Macquarie Street, just near
the entrance to the park, and it was discovered that the sentences were ultra vires. What
happened was that when the war came on the States all undertook their own parts in it, «
but, as time went by, the Federal Government got tired of this sectional business and so
they took over the whole of the legislation that had to deal with the war. It happened,
very luckily for me, that on the day previous to me getting my sentence from the
Magistrate in the Central Police Court, the Federal government had taken over these
powers,

Therefore, at the moment when I was sentenced in New South Wales by the New
South Wales authority, the Federal government had the power, and the sentences were
dismissed as being ultra vires. I got out of that one by the kindness of the Federal
government. It was just an accident.

The war was moving on and a tremendous number of Australian lads were going for
patriotic reasons and adventure in the armies to the Middle East and France, and getting
knocked about considerably too. They found that the old Australian method of fighting
with bottles wasn’t quite the same thing as fighting with bayonets and rifles. That came
to a head later with the first conscription issue. A fair number of Australian lads didn’t
mind serving and doing the drill but they weren’t intent upon going to fight, and so
when the draft was due to go they used to just clear off, get into civvies and go over to
Queensland or South Australia and join again as a brand new soldier. Some of these
fellows had been soldiers in every State but had never got as far as the battlefield. They
might have been called the wise ones. Australians, having rather odd sentiments on these
matters, did that kind of thing.

In the first few months of the war, when the soldiers were going away from Sydney
they were brought from Liverpool camp to Central Station, then they’d march down
Elizabeth Street to Circular Quay, with the bands playing. That worked all right for a
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while, But some of these fellows had been caught unawares, so, by and by wha did the:
do? They used to have everything ready to unhitch and, as they went down marching ey
they'd just drop the rifle and bundle on their back, cut into the nearest pub and olear .
through it. This became a real scandal, and finally daylight marches were stopped First
they shut the pubs and posted a tremendous army of regimental police there Then they
decided to march them away at night. .

~ Liverpool Breakout!

1 think it can be said that our influence on the Australian Army was at that time quite
considerable, apart from what we did on the industrial front, because it was natural
enough that men who had been influenced by the TWW would join and, when
Wﬁm and food and that kind of thing got bad, their minds would revert to
“direct action” as a means of rectifying it. In Liverpool camp there was a famous break-
out, wiwnthousa.nda of the soldiers decided they had had enough of the lousy food and
ﬂndl_laplme. Tlfeywemto Liverpool station and stopped the Melbourne Express by
m on the line. They cashed everybody off the train and compelled the engine-
driver to take the whole gang, in the train and on top of the train, into Central Station
Then they went to town in a big way. They were particularly interested in breaking up
the Greek places because there was trouble about the Greek position in the War. They
really ruled Sydney for about three days, -
i.:n mu;ber bemg in Bathurst Street, not far from Anthony Hordern’s store, when
oo h:: i:‘these blfnilggm were sfanding' around a nice, pleasant businessman. They
e mw:: 1d one bloke smd”t? him, "Now,_look you, aren’t we going to fight
iy imsmd, “yes, yes, yes .”Well,” the digger said, “What are you going to
o i 0 your pockets, son!” That’s a fact. I used to get round the streets
ik mmﬂy Was going on among these fellows that were on the ramp, and they
b mhﬂchﬂg CophI::'s about;.they were breaking places open; they were raiding

: % Wyw. : pz:s:;nl?:tlh z;Sydney for a good three days, and it took a
T“E::‘y ‘:u year I took part msayd c:ntrover;y in the british Telegraph about this. When
posy mmm thinguremspr y m rises a mighty man wh_o comes to denounce

, e for “OF . smd Glidmgm als about a great army in which he fought

msell, "Of course”, , was trouble up at Liverpool camp. As a matter of

started, he went up, flashed his TWW card in front of the recruiting Officer

and he was out for good. We had i
- 10 stop taking members for a long time b
W““ﬂfﬁmmﬂr wanted the card to get out of the A:l:y.ong e Tl
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Anti-Conscription

Just prior to the first conscription referendum the government, Hugh_es and Pcarce
and rest of the gang, were cocksure that they were going to get away with conscription.
They'd promised it and they were certain they could rlelwer_ it, so they’d already called a
lot of the lads up in advance. They used to dress these lads in blue dungarees and they
were called the “Hugheseliers”. The day before the conscription vote — I remember this
very vividly and plainly — I was in Wentworth Avenue at the bottom of Elizabeth Street
when a battalion of these kids came along. Whatever they were there for, they weren't
carrying out orders. They started to shout, “Vote No, No, No.” In short, it had just the
opposite effect to what Hughes intended because, once they got out on the road there,
they became, like Australians are, very vocal and they let everybody know that they
were against conscription and that they didn’t want to go to fight. This army streaming
down Wentworth Avenue, and all these lads bellowing at the top of their voices, “Vote
No, No, No,” will never fade in my memory.

Great crowds used to come to our anti-conscription meetings, up to a sixth of the
population of Sydney gathered around and trying to hear the speakers. We got on well
with the Irish workers, who have always been a substantial part of the population in
Australia, first or second or even third generation Irish descended. They were
enormously proud of themselves and Archbishop Mannix was, in a way, sympathetic to
us. I mean, we had a common fight on our hands. Although nobody could be wider
apart than the TWW and the Archbishop on matters ecclesiastical, it did happen that the
Archbishop felt profoundly that this wasn’t the kind of war in which Irishmen should
engage, still less be forced to engage. So we regarded him somehow as one of our
superior fathers. We might not have followed him to heaven, but we certainly weren’t
going to deny him his right as a partner in the battle.

We had a good cartoonist at the time, Syd Nicholls. He was a young fellow who
could get a bright idea. A little while before, the prospectus for the new war loan had
appeared, pointing out that this was a good investment, because the interest was far
higher than in normal times. So Sid got this idea. He made a cartoon of a gigantic field
gun with a soldier crucified on it and top hatted persons collecting his dripping blood in
bowls. Underneath it we put this piece from the prospectus of the new war loan,
Nobody thought anything about it. It was just one of the things we were publishing and
nothing happened for a couple of months. Then, in a training camp in Western Australia,
an officer came upon this and started a big song about it. I was brought to Court under
the War Precautions Act of the Federal government and convicted of “prejudicing
recruiting”. They didn’t make any mistake. They kept me tied up and when I came
before the beak he fined me £100 or twelve months. Of course, I refused to pay the fine
and my appeal was dismissed. I had to go to jail.

Censorship
This sentence of mine was for a newspaper offence. It doesn’t occur often in Austra-
lia that men are sent to prison for something they’ve printed in a newspaper. In the main,
it didn’t happen at that time, because there was censorship in the first place. We didn’t
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always give our stuff to the censor in time, or we didn’t shove ev
him. Maybe the blocks hadn’t been made, and sometimes the cen.
and we would rewrite them. But we never really had any serious
censor, because, once we'd pulled the proofs, they had to go out i

them before we could use them. This meant we h:d to usega lot o;‘%ﬁzgl}:sr;::?p ,0”-
probability is that there may have been somebody in the censor’s office who wain%s e
entirely against us - put it that way - because you could never tel| i
time where your friends were.

I c:buld tell some humorous and odd stories about Parramatta
more about the penal system in Australia through Parramatta than most /a5 2
dingy old jail of the colonial days, used for previously convicted cﬁnﬂnallsjsevc:fi):: Ic])tn ‘?as *
sentences. The prisoners included murderers, forgers, garrotters and hold-up men bThe
cells were dark, cold and lonely. We were allowed nothing to read.

: There was a resident “football team” amongst the warders. They used to take
prisoners into the downs cell and boot them into insensibility, so they were called the
football team”. One fellow there, Black Jack, they never could subdue. He could stand
up to them and he was doing, I think, a life sentence. He was a man they’d got tired of
trying to cow. He just wouldn’t wear it.

One of the warders, Charlie keys, he was engineer cum warder in the jail,
actually he used to smuggle in Direct Action to me. He had come to hate the life and
wanted to toss it all in, but he stayed on to help me. The day after I was released he
threw off his I}mfumg told them what he thought of them and came down to our
l::ragquarters in Sydney to join the TWW It was a great pleasure for me to hand him his

L only served three months of that sentence. When I was jailed, a campaign to “Set
Barker Free” started and gained a lot of support. They used to bring out Direct Action
with just tl_mse words on the front page, and there was a tremendous noise about it At
tl}e same time the authorities themselves were thinking about something else which was
blgge.r than I was - the Trial of the Twelve. My feeling is that, when they released me at
!:ha't time, they made it appear that the campaign and the agitation was done to
mdm the Government, and this is a phrase that they brought a few months later at
the.mal of the Twelve. It appeared that they had been compelled to release me by force
majeure, and th_ﬂt the TWW had done this, and they brought this forward as one of the
w in the trial. They' released me not because they loved me. They released me to

: the steam out of things for a while, but all the time they were concocting the
biggest scheme which they had in mind.

The Iww 12
m arrests of the IWW Twelve started in September, 1916, a month before the first
B I Refmndurfi. They were charged with treason and then tried for sedition
conspiracy to commit Arson, and to get me released from jail by unlawful means,
There was & habit then in several countries, when they had troubles of a similar kind,
mﬂwmmmmmmdve. Twelve was a sacred number. In any event they short of one
Up the team, so to speak, so they picked up an innocent New Zealander
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erything in front of
50T would cut oyt

arts
trouble with the i

in Australia at that

jail, for I got to know

lmﬁ' ed Tom Moore who had no more to do with it than anything under the sun. He got
{en years. They just picked hirr_l up so they wguld have the round dozen. That was ti}e
type of justice they were handing out at the time They wanted. the twelve fmd th'ey Just
took you in and, of course, when you came in front of a beak like Mr. Justice Pringle
Wu]f;.r:lf D(?:ant, later a Senator, was pinched because he made a speech in the Sydney
Domain when 1 was in prison saying, “For very day Barker is in jail, it will cost the
uﬁpitalist ten thousand pounds”. He got fifteen years for fifteen words, as Harry Boote
of The Worker put it. And wharehouses and big places did go up in fire. It was very
easy for anyone who got in with the staff. After all, there was nothing new about fire
dope. It was just a mixture of phosphorous and calcium disulphide. It was a well known
method of making fire, wrapping these components together in a wet rag and then, by
and by, when it dried out, the phosphorous set up spontaneous combustion. There was
no secret about it.

It had a long history behind it in Ireland, where they called it “Fenian Fire”. It had
been used in Australia by shearers over many generations to get rid of faulty
accommodation. If the owner wouldn’t put in decent buildings and sleeping quarters,
when the boys left to go on to the next station they took some of this stuff, rolled it up
in wet newspaper or cloth, and about two days after they had gone something happened.
When they came back the next year there were brand new buildings waiting for them
That was a method of cajoling the cocky into doing what the law required him to do

‘We had many little groups working amongst us who were doing various things, and
those things were deadly secret and they kept them to themselves, so that you might be
God Almighty in the organisation, but you wouldn’t know half a dozen things that were
going on. There was a chemist, Scully, who ratted on the IWW, who made the mixture
Others, there was no doubt at all about it, had some knowledge of it and had some of it,
but they were never caught with it, so in law there was no evidence against them. The
point is this: the police never did catch anyone actually with the stuff. They certainly had
it themselves in the Police Department, and I believe the thing occurred exactly as Mr
Justice Ewing found when he examined it

The police were naturally born lazy, they were always hopelessly out of touch with
everything, so if they couldn’t find evidence they had to make it. Planting stuff on men is
common and the police are always in a strong position to do that. I met Joe Fagan, one
of the Twelve, when I came back to Australia in the 1930’s and he told me what
happened when he was arrested. joe was a Russian and he’d been in the United States.
He lived at Kings Cross. when the police came to collect him that night he didn’t know
that he was on for fifteen years. They searched him, took something out of his pockets,
a packet of fire dope, and said, “What's this you’ve got on you?” Joe said, “You know
what it is. You bloody well put it there yourselves”. And so they had, Joe told me.

They were released in 1920 after Mr Justice Ewing’s Royal Commission. Of course,
1 was far away from Australia at that time. We should never forget the tremendous work
done in this connection by Harry Boote of The Worker. His efforts for these men were
absolutely magnificent. He was one of the finest men I've ever met, and I was always a
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friend of his until his death. Then Jack Brookdield held out for the release of the
men before he would put the Storey Government into power - he was Independent
Labor. Jack was a very direct and splendid type of man.

In those days I was always in danger of being picked up by the police. as most of
were, and we got to know a good deal about the police and their habits. There was
nothing much in the New South Wales police force during my stay in Sydney that
impressed me. I thought some of them were a lot of heels, and that might be a pleasan
way of talking about them. If you went into the jails, as T did, you heard the professional
criminals talking about the police and, naturally, you don’t expect criminals who are in
constant trouble with the police to have a good word for them, but you did learn some
of the methods the police adopted. In our own case of the IWW, they were very much at

sea. We were so different in our ways and habits that they were never quite sure whether

they were going to get anywhere with us. Of course, if they got orders to pick us up,
they c}ud, and we were always very cautious, from experience, about them planting
anything on us. As a matter of fact, that’s not entirely unknown here in London.

Where’s The Files?

The State authorities got very busy in the early days of the War. They used to come
down on our headquarters and close it up, and then you had to get out of it for several
days until they’d finished raiding the place. But there’s one thing you could hand to the
New South.Wa]es police - they were the laziest lot of so-and-so’s I've ever known
They'd get into a place and, honestly, they couldn’t even find the telephone, if there was
one. We _had one case that stands out. When we moved from Castlereagh S;reet to the
old Hall in Sussex Street that had been used for regulating the lives of girls who went on
the streets, we set up one part as an office. We decided we must have a secret place to
keep our files so we pulled out the fireplace in the office and put it on castors and then
we dug a great big hole out in the back with plenty of room. When everything was done
we put our files and siuﬂ' in there and then pushed the old frame of the stove back into
glf:;i :zd::‘ut a ﬁ.re in it ona cold day as you would do anywhere. Well, on three
<o :ur :i] ;:l;c:z l::re in charge of that place, and they never discovered that way of

I remember, just taking an example, when I lived in a room at the back of Hyde

Park, on the edge of the Lo,
ke e gnj : ca.:1 e : (Woolloomooloo). I had only a very small room with very

started to question him. Mrs, i . 8
searched him and found the Job came upstairs and explained who he was. They still

the eggs. I'll never f; h “
S ey ° orget the old sergeant. “What have you got
under he said. “Eggs”, the fellow replied. “Open them up. Open them up. Thgy
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might be bombs, might be qubs”. This was ai‘mut t_hree o’clock in the morning.

‘When the authorities decided that we hadn’t registered our press, they came ‘down to
the hall in Sussex street to seize it. They pushed us all outside tlhe hall anfi went in to
take the old Wharfedale press I’veyspoken about. It was a considerable piece of old
scrap iron, It was built away back in the days' of‘heavy industry. It was heavy, and the'y
didn’t know much about it, so they got on with it very slowly. A couple of the detective
sergeants were in charge. One of them, Sergeant Leary, we all knew very _well and the
type of specimen he was. He got a bright idea. Our fellows were all standing around so
he told them to go downstairs and lend the police a hand in getting the press up. One of
our fellows, I am not sure of his name, I think it was Callaghan and he came from
Western Australia, just looked at the Sergeant, who was in plain clothes, and said,
“You're a big, lazy bastard, aren’t you? You don’t seem to be doing much”. He
launched out And he hit Sergeant Leary on the chin, and it took about twenty minutes
before Sergeant Leary came to. Callaghan got three months for that. It was a great
pleasure to me to see that big bum lying there senseless on the pavement.

A police sergeant, a plain clothes man, came to all our meetings in the Sydney
Domain to take shorthand notes. his name was Mackay. He was destined afterwards to
become the Commissioner of Police for New South Wales. There’s one thing I am going
to say about the top ranks of the police department in Sydney: you'd never see any more
shiny backsides than you’d see on the top numbers at police headquarters; and he had as
shiny a backside as any of them through sitting and not doing anything. If you showed
any signs of any activity at all, they’d send you out to Temora or Wagga Wagga or
somewhere else North or somewhere West, but they’d get you away from Sydney.
Mackay wasn't an ordinary street copper. He'd come in for the gravy. Being a shorthand
writer, at a time like that he was fully occupied getting hold of evidence. It was some of
his evidence that sent Donald Grant to jail for speeches in the Sydney Domain. He was
really, as far as the speaking side was concerned, the key man, and he was always there
with his notebook. How far his notebook was true to fact it’s very difficult to say,
because pieces were picked out, as they always are in these cases, and used out of
context.

I can tell you not from my own experience, another story about Mackay. When we
were deported in 1918 to Chile by the Federal Government, there were three more
people from Britain with me. One of these was a fellow called Mick Smith. He was a
Jewish bloke, whose original name was Isidore Isserman. He came from the East End
and having been trained as a boxer, was very deft with his fists, if he had to be. After
he’d been sentenced he was in the cell by himself at the Central Police Station in Sydney
when Sergeant Mackay walked in. “Oh”, he said, “Smith, I was looking for you for a
long time. I've got you now”. He grabbed hold of Mick by the shoulder and hauled up
with his right fist. He had Mick against the wall. When he hit at poor Mick’s head, Mick
had already dodged. Mackay crashed his fist into the wall and put himself off duty for a
couple of weeks. So that was a sample of the future up and coming Commissioner, as

Mick told it to me,
It is a curious thing that when I arrived back in London from South America in 1920
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to carry on a campaign for the release of the twelve men, it wasn’t long before 5 very
distinguished police officer tumned up at Scotland Yard for a course. Who should he pe
but the one-time Sergeant Mackay! He'd come over to be trained in the Scotiang Yard
tradition. We were both in London at the same time. I didn’t learn this until afterwarqs
but this is where he came to get that super-intelligence that was going to fit him to be
the Commissioner of Police for New South Wales.

Illegality?

When the 'WW was declared an unlawful association, it brought some problems in
our work. The biggest was about the paper, because one of the things that we lost. an
it was a very serious loss, was the right to use the Post. It became a criminal offence to
post a copy of Direct Action. To overcome that, on nights when the paper was ready,
we had to seal and stamp every one separately, then the men would go out all over the
place and put them through the Post boxes. As a matter of fact, it’s said that the paper
was better delivered in the time when it was illegal than it was before, because people
took a pride in getting it and a pride in posting it, and the postmen were largely on our
side. A good deal of our stuff went to places like Goulbumn by train or by boat to
Westem Australia, so it didn’t come into the postal system. We just made them up into
rail parcgls to go that way. They didn’t get much change out of us. The paper kept alive
but_hangmg over our heads all the time was the fact that the press had never been
registered, so that eventually it was seized.

We kept functioning after we had been declared illegal. They didn’t take the offices
away from us; once we’d paid our rent we were safe there. We did carry on but, of
cuur::e, we became very much more the subjects of supervision and that kind ol: thing
tTl;hey d given us so long to get out of the organisation so the time inevitably came when

ey began to pick us up. They aimed at the top first, picked us up and charged us and
deported anyone who was born outside the country, which happened in my case and

many other cases. They didn’t always send you to the country you belonged to, but they

bS::; you :; some counmf which had no immigration laws, and that’s how they came to

s, rﬁl:p on some foreign shore. Many, many dozens of men were picked up for that.

awmﬁﬁ%re;tad m:;s of peop]e_got by. They didn’t get looked for or taken, and the

o didn‘tsgq o :ugg? ex|133nenc.eﬁc]lJ the problem of having too many IWW’s in one jail

! ing. I don’t think we ever thought much ab

& : : about what we should do
We were declared illegal. We expected it 1o come and we just waited until it did come

and then carried on despite j it di
: pite it. In that sense, it didn’t cut int iviti
In tl}e middle of 1917 the law against th e

ing to have another crack at conscription later in the

Doin’ Time
x nk. About ten of us were sentenced that day, to six
ome of the men went to Long Bay jail for distribution,

I was sentenced in Ay, i
Zust, 1 thi
months and then depoﬂaﬁon.
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t two of us were selected to g0, of a.lll places, to Albury j.aiL They dildn’t tell us
about it, or even put us into prison clothgs, They just PUt us into 9 wagon of
some kind and took us to Central Station. An engine was standing there with o_nlyi one
railway carriage. we had two prison warders with us and we hal.d the w!m!e train, just
with this engine and one coach, all to ourselves to Albur.y. During the time we were on
the road we never passed any movement of traffic or train at all, for the rail strike was
on, but they laid on a Special for us to go down to the town of Albury. ¥

Albury wasn’t a bad prison. Smaller prisons are usually better th‘an big ones; the
discipline is easier and the food is better. Mind you, it was pretty grim at first. We slept
on coir matting on the concrete floor and the warders were a mixed bag. 1 remember
their nicknames of the Bird, the Ghost and so on. Every evening when I was locked in
my cell I would do my exercise - five steps diagonally across the cell was all you could
take. I would swing my arms and exercise and practise my public speaking. You would
go mad if you didn’t do something like this. [ used to recite everything I could
remember: Omar Khayam, Hamlet’s soliloquy, Ingersoll’s oration on Napoleon, Edwin
Markham’s Man with the Hoe, Edgar Allen Poe’s The Bells, Henry Lawson, and
anything else I could call to mind. I got hold of a dog-eared French primer and studied
French from it. It was helpful later with my Spanish in South America.

After a while I was put on working around the jail, which was much better. I found a
friendly warder who used to do me small favours with food and smuggle in newspapers
and Direct Action. T got to know the other prisoners and used to have some fun with
them. It wasn’t too bad. They weren’t going to let me out though. When my six month’s
sentence expired they just held me for deportation, so I was in jail until the middle of
1918. Harry Holland had been jailed at Albury eight years previously, for his part in the
Broken Hill strike. My cell was the same one as Tom Mann had been held in, when he
was awaiting trial there with Harry Holland. Tom was acquitted that time.

In November of 1917, the Governor of the jail called me in to ask me who these
Bolsheviks were. They’d just had the October Revolution in Russia and he thought I
was a bloke who might know. I'd never heard of Lenin or Trotsky but I had organised
meetings in Sydney in support of the February Revolution, so I was able to tell him
something about the struggles of the Russian people.

‘When my time was up they held me for deportation and the British authorities
wouldn’t take me. I suppose they had enough trouble of their own at that time. That's
how they came to send me to Chile, which didn’t have any immigration law. T was sent
to Long Bay jail in Sydney and eight of us were taken straight from the jail to Newcastle
And put on a ship for Valparaiso. I was not to see Australia again for many years.

Monty Miller

Question: You have mentioned many people whom you knew in New Zealand and
Australia. Could you tell us about any others?

I would like to tell you about Monty Miller. He was one of our star speakers in the
latter days, when we were illegal, and he didn’t fail on anything. He’d been Arrested in
Perth and then he came east to campaign for the release of the Twelve and to speak for
the IWW He was about eighty five at that time. After he was released from jail the
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'Hughes Government cut aﬂ' his o]c! age pensi(?n. He came ﬁ-pm Tasmania ori
 had been a carpenter, working at his trade until very late in life.
" He must have been quite an up and coming lad when he fought at the Eyrel,
Stockade. He knew that he was in a special position. He knew that nobody C(:ul‘d tak
away the honour and glory that belonged to him by virtue of the fact he was one o: |C
few survivors — there must have been only about two or three at that time ; of Ey \[.7(‘
They ;emmbered very little about Eureka by that time but they knew it was a ui(i:ri(fk :
qmde in the hugry of their country and that it made the difference whether ,-{uu I ::J‘\
was going to remain a colony or whether it was going to ﬁnd a nature and character ml
its own. It was, in .ns own way, a most tremendous event in Australian history In our
M wFa!ways tried to give pe(_)ple Fhe idea that, although you're part of an
international world, a world of big things, you could have your own special organ;
and way of expressing yourself "
Alth i
& nugh‘Mfmty was an old man w!}en the IWW reached Australia. he under stood
adopted its ideas. It was stuff that, in a sense, had been forming in his own mind. 1
the same way, when I was in Liverpool working on the trams and conditi ]
B i i A 1 conditions were hard
g that a trade union might be good way of doi i
T . /ay of doing something
about realise until I got to New Zealand what it could d i
i . could do and what it
embod&edﬂem i ftE onty was always looking forward.
ond of i q i
Bt s m : ‘MErson as a guide — I'm not an Emersonian myself - but that
P aking up ideas that came along after Emerson, for h i
man. He was able. His hands were strong. He had a d e i U
wuﬁkeépmphet, it : i roopy moustache. He was tall. He
> e 5 rj:m ahil ; :i:{l hk('; :i)ne of the Old Testament prophets, standin gin
; uhim]m_ i € wilderness. People were coming up to him and
meeting s always surrounded by lots of youn |
e it }lrd g p]eop e, to whom he was
i fec"’_ atmned,’ ] , r old people, to be i i ;
generation that's coming and be able to talk to them. e

ginally ang

ing Union. isi
When I was organising Kuzbass I was insistent that,

€. Lhave a photograph thim‘::,:]? Mann should be a member of the

The lllt time I saw hi
Zealand and, Whﬁmnrh::;:”caz:ht i HOteI_' Peter Fraser was over from New
when he was Prime Minister, he always invited us to
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of life, I've had all

ation

so there was Tom Mann. That was the last time I saw Tom alive. Tom
ghties then. 1 remember chatting to him a]:ld sayi.ng, “Well, Tom,
yaute Jooking very v'vell”. “You may think I look very well,” he satd,_ butl 'I can tetlll :zu
straight, I don’t care if the Recording Angel gets me tomorrow morning. | m just tir

I can take”. Those are the last words he said to me

The influence of the IWW spread far in those days. Some months ago | had a letter
from Ken Baxter, who is the General Secretary of the New Zealand Federation of
Labour, which I knew when it was called the “Red Fed” in time of Bob Semple. I found
that he was born somewhere around Dunedin, took up printing, setting type, and then
was in the general strike of 1913, but At that time he was only a lad. He must be a good
fen years or more younger than I am. I got in touch with him some months ago because
the fiftieth anniversary of the General Strike was coming and I wrote the Secretary - |
didn’t know who he was even — to see if they were going to do anything to celebrate
this important event in the history of the industrial movement in New Zealand.

1 got back a long letter from Ken Baxter who, to my astonishment, recited the names
of the men of that time and the meetings he went to. He told me how later he came to
our offices in Sussex Street, Sydney. He came to a meeting and saw me, a fellow named
Tom Barker, and asked how he could join the IWW [ asked him what was his trade and
when he replied that he was a printer I told him that he qualified. So he got his IWW
card from me. He remembers that distinctly and he says so. It shows how these things
stuck in the minds of people and how far the ideas of the IWW reached, because Ken
Baxter was actually at that time a waiter-printer on one of the Trans-Pacific boats. He
was a printer during the day doing the menus and that kind of thing and a waiter also
He followed that and was in the Seaman’s Union in Britain and America. The he went
back to New Zealand and came to the top through the New Zealand Seamen's Union
Today he is General Secretary of the New Zealand Federation of Labour and he’s plying
me with stuff, with their bulletins and everything, as they come out, so that we're on
very good terms. I didn’t know where he was or who he was any more than he knew
where I was, until I wrote him that letter.

I remember Bill McKell as a young fellow from our Sussex Street days. He was a
boilermaker by trade. He lived with his mother at Redfern. He was an active member of
the labour movement even then. Afterwards he went into politics, became the member
for Redfern in the State legislature and then studied law and became a barrister. I met
him when I came back to Australia in 1931, He was Minister of Justice then. We had
lunch together and we had a very happy time discussing things that had gone on in the
early days. Later he became Governor General, the second Australian-born Governor
General, and I've had létters from him ever since. My memories of Billy have always
been very, very good ones, he is a first class Australian in every sense.

Bob Heffron, the present Premier of New South wales, is a new Zealander whom [
knew during the Waihi gold miners’ strike. He was a member of the New Zealand
Socialist Party. I was sorry that when he was in London a little while ago I missed
meeting him_ Although I see very little of him, we’ve been in touch by letter. My
memories of Bob are very good. There’s one thing I'm sure of, he won't do New South
Wales any harm. I am very pleased to see him Premier, for he is a fine man
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IWW Chile

The IWW could be said to have come about in a time when it was absolutely
essential That was a time of great unemployment, backward industry and vast -
movements of working people, especially single men. Migratory people looked fir
support when they came to a new place and if they found an TWW branch they knew
they were amongst friends, and that created a solidarity of spirit that was something
more than words. Tt was the fact that wherever there was an IWW branch, you cmﬂu oo
there for friendship and help and also to get on to a job. This was shown in the case m“:
the eight of us who were deported to Chile in 1918. When we came into Port at
Valparaiso we weren’t going to leave the ship at first, because we didn’t want 10 be
landed there. We had a police escort on board but we were down below in the hold
We were looking over the side of the ship as she lay out in the bay, and who should
come .in a boat with a boatman but Julius Muhlberg. He was one of our fellows, an
Est9mm who had b_een a frequenter of Sydney Domain and had been deported to Chile
earlier. He was looking up at us. He called out to me, “Hello, Tom. They’ve landed you
over herg?" I'said, “Yes”. “Well, what are you waiting for?” So I said, “We've decided
we're going to go on to the end of the line and back to Britain, or wherever it is " “Oh.”
he says, “to hell with _that, Come off. You're amongst friends here.” At that time he
happened to bf" work.mg on a Chilean barge. He was a very expert carpenter. I've still
got some of his handiwork at home. He was a really great man in every sense. He
worked all over the world on all kinds of ships and there wasn’t anything in the
:::vd;:ﬂft Itl:e: :ven ttl) th,e bmld%ng of Chjnese_ pagodas, which he did on film sets in
_ at he couldn’t put his hand to. Julius told us to get our stuff down on to
his boat and come ashore. When he said it, T knew it was all right.
i Z:’: larnded at 1fl}e wha.rf;. alongside th_e }mendenzia, that was the Governor’s house
province of Valparaiso, because it is a federal republic, and ther lice
or anybody to see us. We just walked ashore as if - e
, @5 1l we were going from one side of

came after him, he’d have got them first.
used to have us for dinner each night, and he was a wonderfil friend. On
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Janded there was such a noise about it that the union of port

workers M E:;icl‘?s}t'ed to the TWW, threw a party for us, a picnic at the b-ack of the hill.
e ng up those hills — they were very steep, as they are in that part of South

ﬁ::::i‘::?;a donkey climbing in front of me Hg bore .two b.arrels t}fhwina one "
slung on each side of him, and under eacl} arm I carried a live chlckgn. ey “]’gf; gomng
to be the sacrifice. We had a marvellous time, I never knew how CPII&:;QS cou‘ ance
so wonderfully on broken glass and rock. They were absolutely splendid people
y Argentina FORA

After a while the Chilean government decided they olught to have an immigration
law, so they grabbed us and dumped us over the border into thet Argeptme The i
Argentine authorities were waiting for us. They put us strallghl into jail, but they du?n t
keep us there long, Julius Muhlberg and I got to Buenos Aires and stafted to organise
the foreign-going seamen in the port, who were in a bad mess at that tlme._Maqy men
were on the beach, and kept on the beach, with the recruiting of crews entirely in the
hands of shanghai-ers, shipping masters, as they called themselves. Men could be kept
starving for months and months, sleeping in box-cars, sleeping out on the docks.

The Boca is the well known dock-area of Buenos Aires. The word is Spanish - it’s

just “mouth”, It’s the mouth of the main harbour, and if you belong to the Boca, you live
in the Boca, you work in the Boca, you're a Bocarense. It’s such a place that the
Argentine Government, when they were calling men up on the conscription scheme for
the Army, would never take anyone from the Boca. If you came from the Boca they
would not enlist you in the Army. The place had a bad name as far as the Government
was concerned. You weren’t allowed by law to carry revolvers or knives but as a matter
of fact everybody did carry them; they were law-abiding to the extent that they didn’t
use them very much.

At that time the union set-up in Buenos Aires was largely syndicalist and they were
always spoiling for a fight. The Transport Federation had wonderful methods in the way
it handled job disputes. Some of the executive. who weren’t at work, were always
present to deal with any affair that might arise. You could always depend upon them if
you had any troubles of your own_ If our seamen’s Union wanted to tie a ship up, all
you had to do was to go round to one of the four branches of the port workers there
They were a great help to us in the building of the union of foreign-going seamen.

Our rules were: all ships must have their crews signed on three days before they left
port, that is, three days before they completed loading; the crews must be signed on, not
at the consulates, but in the union hall; and we had a right to tell the skipper whom he
took. He had to have a very serious complaint against a man if he didn’t take him,
because our rules were that the man who had been ashore longest got the first job, if he
wanted it.

In 1920 I was asked to represent the Argentine Labour Federation, the Transport
Federation, the port workers of Buenos Aires and my own union at a trade union
conference in Oslo, or Christiana, as it was then. The Federation was a syndicalist
organisation and I had credentials for these three hundred thousand members I'd
shipped as crew before, so Julius Muhlberg and I put ourselves down for the crew of the
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“Vela", from Bergen, to go to this conference. I went to see the skipper ang said, “WeJ|

skipper, you'll be having two noble hands this time. Muhlberg and myself are signing on
s A.B.’s on your ship. He said, “Oh, no.” '

“Barker", he said, “T'll take anybody you give me, anybody you like, bu I'm not

going to take you or your mate.” I said, “but you’ve got to take us.” “No,” he said, “1’yy,
damned if I will. I'll go to Stockholm Charlie and get a crew”. I said. “you won't get 5
crew from Stockholm Charlie.”” He was a shanghai-er we’d busted up, you see. The
three days had already run, so we went to the port workers’ union where about ten of
the executive were discussing something, You'd sit at the back, and then the Chairman
would say, “I see delegates from the Ultramar (overseas as they called us). Have yoy
anything to tell us, comrades?” We told them that the captain of the “Vela” in Dock 2
had refused to take two members of the crew and we wanted them to stop the ship until
he came to time. They immediately sent a Delegate and called the port workers off In
about four hours the mate was at our union hall, ready to sign us on. So I got to
Norway for the trade union conference.

won on things,

Whm; T used to go along the docks sometimes, these fellows would reco gnise me,
mld they d say to me, “¢Para este barco, compaiiero secretario?” (Do you want to stop
th!.s ship comrade_secretary?) And they’d sit on the string and laugh. That was the way
things were done in Buenos Aires, which wasn’t very civilised in the Australian or
Anglchnxon manner. But, for people who didn’t have a vote and didn’t know a
politician anyhow, it was a very effective way of getting something done,

" Europe
rom Norw:a{ I went to a conference in Berlin of the Frei Arbeiter Union
(F. q.D.). This was a syndicalist organisation and inclined to anarchy. I

communists from oy
party line at gl our own

M—‘m il: ;samprxml People. At that time most of the Communist Party
u‘hﬂ_ 3 0 political side. They were interested in the political
HWWM el llltfy went, many of them were intellectuals or people who
: = expmence The problem _that was confronting the Soviet
People, nobody appreciated it more than Lenin, was: we’ve won the revolution:

P i
L T L

got to make it work, I remember going to ; mef:ing of the Soviet Miners’
 Chairman of the Union was Tom Sergayeff, or Artem. )
fmdbeen a po‘l)it';itcal prisoner in Siberia under the Tsar. He e_scs:pod into China,
an and worked in Brisbane. I met him for a short while in Queensland. ‘A
[ jpp}g from outside played a very important part after the revoluuon,.and even in
olution itself Tom had gone back in 1917, after the February TeVOII..ltIOI'I. to the

e where he came from, and, being a miner by trade, he became Chairman of t.he

’ Union. He was a rough, tough fellow with a bald head. I was a guest at their

al conference and when I was invited to speak I put things to them along the

: ' ing lines: “The question that stands now is: you have the mir_res now, they b'elong
E‘Wu they've been nationalised. But what are you goi_ng to do with {hem? The)‘f \_fe
iﬁﬁlﬂonded; they’re full of water, their top hamper is in a _nasly condition; the _cml war
has gone over them. You’ve got them, but what are you going to do about putting }hem
into shape and making them into what social property ought to be?” _Thul was the line I
took at the conference. It was reported in the miners’ journal at the time.

- Afew days after the conference Tom was killed in a train accident, visiting a new
pmr'erstation with quite a number of other people from this conference, It was a
coincidence that I was the lucky man out, because I was due to go with them and then a
telephone call had come through from Leningrad, where they wanted me to go and
speak at a meeting of seamen. So reluctantly, I had to turn down this visit to the new
power station. Bertha, my wife, and I went to Leningrad, Petrograd as it then was. That
was not very long after the Kronstadt affair. (Editors note: March 1921 when the Red
Army, lead by Trotsky — following Lenin’s orders — besieged, then butchered the
Kronstadt Communards who wanted Soviet power without the Bolshevik Party. Their
ranks were purged and 1 in 10 shot during the Inquisition afterwards. Ironically Lenin
introduced his New Economic Programme — based on the Kronstadt Communards
demands a year later. The Bolshevik dictatorship and its ‘economics’ had brought
central bureaucracy, police and military repression of strikes: independent workers’
organisations replaced with Party run ‘unions’; unpopular and incompetent military
officers imposed by the Party; nationwide corruption and starvation. )

Kuzbass

I became interested in the Kuzbass project. this was the plan to create the
Autonomous Industrial Republic of the Kuzbass, far beyond the Urals, in Siberia, by
bringing in skilled workers from America and other places. Borodin was one of the men
responsible for it. He'd had a lot of American experience and he was for quite a long
time the eye, the observer for Lenin direct in Germany. He used to come to Moscow to
report what was going on there; that was the time of the Kapp putsch when things were
very mixed up in Germany. Lenin trusted him enormously. I believe he later went to
China.

Lenin was even more interested in and excited about this project than we were. In
his own ideas he was always looking into the future and he was a great man for
visualising the problems that the Soviet Union would have to 80 through.

It was not merely a question of industrial development. It was the future enemies of
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i that had to be considered and planned far in advance and bases built up
against them, Many of these ideas came up in Qiscussign with him. I think his interest i
us and the project was equally as great as our interest in him. At that time he had 5
tremendous number of observers out in the farthest parts of the country. They were men
really special to that particular part, men he knew he could trust, and they would come
back and tell him what was going on. We would take our turn, but one time I remembe,
he was due to address a meeting of the Communist International and he couldn’t turn
up, because he was in close consultation with us. At that time he regarded it as more
important to get the details of this plan for Siberia worked out. He was always on the
end of the telephone to Borodin, who was helping us. We would be staying at the [ux
Hotel. When we got word that he’d like to see us at a certain time we would go down
and be admitted without any formality at all.

Lenin insisted that we come directly under the Council of labour and Defence This
was an authority that went over the economic organs and most of the other
commissariats of th_e Russian Federated republic then. Lenin himself was chairman of it
It was an organisation with over-riding power, and we came directly under its guidance
50 that we would b‘e free from any bureaucratic controls at lower level and would have
every chance of building this industrial area.

\;Ve used to call Lenin “the’ old ma.n": We never said “Lenin”, we just said “the old
man”. That was the way we discussed him. Tt was the familiar In Russian it’s “starik”. in
fact, asa person, he wasn’t really old, but it means “the tops”, the chief, the man who is
really on the job.

@ I[)}i‘;ﬂbne‘;(er forget h1m When I think of him I think of that old cap of his, tossed on
W,';] 4 }:)o case or lying somewhere around the room. He always had it, except in
when he had to wear a fur hat. In summer he would always wear this old
working class cap. I can beli i - .
P. 1 can believe that when he was leaving Ge fi i alf
g Y g Geneva for Russia he got half
ly down the road to the station then discovered he’d fi i ;
b e"d forgotten his cap; so he had to
g 71t and they had to hold the train while the old man got hi He we
s il : ! : nan got his cap. He was a
ze, entirely without affection. He dealt with 5 ;
Al = ealt with a tremendous number of
ephone calls and visitors. When he was sitting h i
o nd S001e ot e itting he would cross his knees over one
$ pen, wnting, writing round and round to come to a corner

}When he had settled the plans for Kuzbass
United States with H S. Calvert to establish o
them that I had been refused a visa to enter (|
have to go there illegally. Then the question
the Co'mmwﬁst party. I told them that woul
IW\_V ideas did not agree with some of the
Lenin and he decided that if Barker want

it was decided that I should g0 to the
ffices, buy equipment and find men. I told
he United States previously, so I would
came up of whether I was expected to join
d go against my grain, because some of the
Communist ideas. They took this matter to
ed to remain a non-Party person that would suit

had come to us. It was, you

~ how we were treated. he was immense

ucation

that was the way we had grown up and the way our ed f
might say, a survival of the sugren;le cor:empte\.;z;ad or

i i : against us. I remember that when Wi .
B malr;ul;\:::s tials:ils.dwf had a celebration dinner in the Lux Hotel in
came to me and said something like: “Well, Tom, I think that of
over here and that I've met and advised, you are the
' T am not saying that to glorify myself, but to show
ly proud of what we had started.

] ‘member, Of course,

completed things anfi
Moscow and Borodin
all the people who have come |
ikeliest bloke that ever came to us.

New York
Bertha and I reached London on Guy Fawkes’ Day, 1921, and it was as foggy !and
sti_ﬁln'ng and lousy a day as 1 can remember in this country. We sta)fed with Bertha’s at
da and we were in New York for Christmas Day.

I’s Court. We got to Cana r 1
Emﬁl spent most of my time in the United States then until about April, 1926. We

established our office in New York in early 1922, Qn our committee we h_ad: (;lair
Killen, an electrician from Detroit; Tom Reese, an ironfounder ﬁ_'om Granite City; Boger
Baldwin, who was Secretary of the American Civil Liberties Union, and who, 1 be.lleve,
is alive today: P. Pascal Cosgrove, who organised the shoe workers and haq been in
Moscow at the same time as us; and Edgar Owen from Detroit, a Communist ijty
organiser. Some of these men were members of the Communist party, from one side or
the other; but we non-affiliated people had the power when it came to the point, for if
one side didn’t back us up the other did.

I had the longest stay of all the people sent to the United States, because the control
of it in New York gradually came on to my shoulders with Cal (Calvert) and some of the
other committee members getting out and some changes in Moscow. They really asked
me to carry it on, you see. I still had guidance from some of these members of the
Committee. By this time we had offices with the Society for Technical Aid to Soviet
Russia, but they were largely engaged in taking people for farming purposes and
bringing tractors into South Russia to cultivate the vast stretches of farmland there, to
get some food for the next Winter.

Afterwards Yasha Gaulus, who was Secretary of the Technical Aid Society, came to
Kuzbass himself. I believe, but I am not quite certain, that later he went back to the
United States because he was a citizen and became a leader of the Party there. He had
been a member of the Communist party in Russia since the earliest days, from about
1905, when he was virtually a boy, I think in White Russia. He was a very fine fellow.

At any rate, that was the time we spent in the United States. In the United States I
did a good deal of travelling and a multiplicity of jobs. We recruited well over four
hundred technicians and skilled men, mine bosses and people of that description. ‘

As it happens a little while ago I heard from one of these fellows, Frank Grund. he
was an American citizen in New York at that time; he didn’t have a great deal of skill,
but he was very eager and keen. We sent him over; we felt he'd be useful there. Only
last year 1 got a letter from Frank at Kemerovo in Siberia, which was the headquarters

of our organisation, to say that he was still there, after forty odd years, and that he was
in charge of the brickmaking industry in the district. That shows how some of them
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stay‘:’fi. didn’t have the money to pay on skill. People had to go over there for (he

experience, because they felt there was a job to dp fTheg »\‘-:rten;:] he&j by time }E I?.,=
period was two years or more. Tl}en they got their are bac c{) the ._.q “j \erever
they wanted to go. One of our chief sources ofpeople in the U mted.._ tate

begmmng was the Finns. They were hardwor‘kmg, well adaptn?d to the :

and many of them were communists. The main probie.m wasn't the tec hnician;

needed engineers, especially chemical and mining engineers. A chemical plant haq been
built at Kemerovo by a French consortium before the War, and never operated. For the
time and place it was quite a good plant and we needed a man with l.“gh c 1|mcat.
qualifications to run it. We also badly wanted engineers with steep pitched coal mining
experience.

The great majority of coal seams in the world are either on the level or undulating,
but in the big coal deposits of the Kuzbass at Kemerovo the seams literally stand on
their ends, and the least you’ll get there is a slope of one in three, or somethin g like tha
This means that the ordinary methods of mining have to be abandoned: you have to use
short wall systems of bringing the coal down The first engineer we sent over was
Halford Pearson from Toledo, Ohio. We paid him, as far as I can remember five
thousand dollars a year, which was a fair amount of money in those days. Pearson was a
man with that type of experience. I still have one of his brochures, reprinted by The
Coal Age in the United States about 1925 He was tremendously enthusiastic about the
future of it, but he came back for family reasons. The next fellow we sent was Jack
Powell from West Virginia.

There are only two areas in the North American continent where you get this type
of coal seam. One is in the State of Washington and the other, I think, is in Canada. but
they are very small. It was vital to increase coal production. Engines on the Trans-
Siberian were still burning wood, with all that coal under the ground there, and you
can’t have a more wasteful way of pushing an engine along than stoking it with wood
At that time coal was a revolutionary thing in parts of this tremendous country

Wl}en 1 went back to the Soviet Union in 1924 I stayed for about six months,
travelling all over the place. Things were changing and a new generation had arisen. The

colony was changing too, and many of the colonists had moved on, T began to look for
something else to do.

Later I worked for the Soviet
viet oil on the world markets. [
parts of the world, including Ausg,
more or less settled in London an
another story.

petroleum organisation when we were trying to sell
was based in London, but the job took me to many
ralia again. For the last twenty five years [ have been
d mainly concerned with affairs in Britain. But that’s




r4'-'\fttar a couple of years as secretary of the New Zealand Social rty,

Tom Barker realised he "didn't have a parliamentary mind”. He left the
party and joined the Industrial Workers of the World — an inte
union for all workers, regardless of trade,

t was 1913 and workers in New Zealand were struggling despe: |

against unemployment, low pay and bad working conditions. A lockout

the wharves in Wellington led to a general strike and - in parallel

australian history — the government recruited farmers to help breal

was jailed for sedition for his part in that dispute and when he got
decided fo try his luck in Australia. .

But fighting for workers' rights in Sydney tumedout to Bhiust_ )
dangerous as it had been in Wellington and before long he was in jail

again! He spent a week in Long Bay for selling Direct Aﬂlm _thg N
weekiy newspaper. :

Soon after this, the first world war started and the Industr
the World were in the forefront of a succesful anti-cons

him to go back and at the end of hls sentence he !
instead. He worked as a union urganlzer in se

from the Argenllne Labour Federation, led him back é
- again — this time to the United Statas. hqmam

struggles of people like Tom paved tt
australian workers today. But, although Wi still
faught for in those early years, wages, workir
prospects are being rapidly eroded by th
bosses and corrup!

As the working class in Australia pre
it's time to study the lessons learnt earl,
Maybe this time we aan‘n‘l#kg_f

L.
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