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By the time the civil war ended, there were very few anarchists
left. Scarcely one tiny group that managed to cross the Pyrenees
into France and thence on to Mexico. Simén Radowitzky tirelessly
followed his star, his ideal. His vitality was nothing dented by the
awful defeat in Spain.

In Mexico he had occasion to make periodic trips into the
United States and visit his relations, whilst swapping views with
the anarchist organisations there. The Uruguayan poet Angel
Falco found him work there in the consulate which he headed.
Radowitzky was to change his name, going by the commonplace
name Juan Gomez and was to share his boarding-house apartment
with a woman, the first woman he had known in his whole life.

And so his last sixteen years of life slipped away: amid work,
talks, and lectures with his fellow-believers and at home. Until, on
4 March 1956—at the age of sixty five—he dropped dead from a
heart attack: death was instantaneous. His friends paid for a simple
funeral. His name is as vilified by repressors as ever it was—to the
extent that the cadet school of the Argentinian police is still called
after Ramon L. Falcon—and venerated by those who still feel some
attachment to the anarchist ideal.
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Against Franco and Fascism

The challenge issued to the Spanish Republic on 18 July 1936 by
Francisco Franco was construed by anarchists the world over as a
matter of honour, a matter of life or death. And they all set off on a
long march: Madrid would be the rendez-vous. Among the band of
men who came from Argentina, Brazil, and Uruguay bringing noth-
ing with them but determination and courage, was Simén Radow-
itzky. They came to gamble their lives and confront their enemies,
face to face this time. The ex-convict from Ushuaia was to render
sterling services in assisting the anarchist troops on the various
fronts. He was in Madrid virtually all of the time, attached to the
anarcho-syndicalist command. Radowitzky believed that the Span-
ish civil war had made a reality of his old dream of unity among
all on the left. That is, until, in 1939 he was the eye-witness to
an unwelcome truth: In Madrid, Valencia, and Barcelona, the shoot-
ings of anarchists began. Not at the hands of the Francoist muti-
neers, though. But at the hands of the communists who, “in order to
forestall indiscipline” and impose their own united command, ruth-
lessly wiped out anything reminiscent of anarchism. Hundreds of
boys and men inured to battle were forced to dig their own graves
and were then mown down by their own “allies”. This, without prej-
udice and opportunity. Radowitzky must have thought more than
once that the bourgeoisie had at least afforded him the chance of a
trial and the chance to produce a birth certificate, and that a pres-
ident described as senile, weak, and irresolute had pardoned him
regardless of everybody. But the communists did not: they gunned
people down in the name of dialectical materialism.
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Here we offer an outline biography of the young anarchist who,
at as young an age as 14 had been wounded in Kiev (Russia) in 1905
for his participation in popular campaigns: who spent 21 years in
prison over Falcon: who fought alongside the Republicans in the
battle against Francisco Franco’s fascist uprising: and who, with the
passage of time. was to become a legend and a symbol of working
class integrity in the face of adversity.



Introduction

By the reckoning of the oligarchy, the military, the police,
the clergy—which is to say, of all who stood for the system of
exploitation—the young anarchist who gave the hated police chief
Colonel Ramon L. Falcén his just deserts in November 1909, belonged
“to that caste of helots who veg-etated on the steppes of Russia, eking
out their wretched lives amid the inclemency of nature and the
rudeness of an inferior status.”

As far as the people were concerned, though, his had been the
avenging hand that, in an individual act separated from the masses,
had carried out an act of revolutionary legitimacy: avenging all the
workers whom the police had massacred just weeks before. Here we
offer an outline biography of the young anarchist who, at as young an
age as 14 had been wounded in Kiev (Russia) in 1905 for his participa-
tion in popular campaigns: who spent 21 years in prison over Falcon:
who fought alongside the Republicans in the battle against Francisco
Franco’s fascist uprising: and who, with the passage of time. was to
become a legend and a symbol of working class integrity in face of
adversity.

The first of May 1909 dawned cold but sunny: later, around
noon, clouds began to gather as if a storm was brewing: a storm
that featured not thunderclaps and lightning but bullets, bloodshed
and hatred.

There was little in the way of news in the newspapers, except
notice of the birth of Juliana, heiress to the Dutch throne, and at
the Odeén Casa Paterna was playing, with Emma Gramatica at the
top of the bill. But more than one bourgeois will have read with
a touch of anxiety two small ads, every letter of which seemed,

the police authorities have had dealings with him only
in connection with simple suspicions, only too readily
explicable given his history as a very hotheaded anar-
chist: and, although he gave public talks here of an an-
archist tenor, his conduct has at all times been proper,
the conduct of a thoroughly decent man who sought
contact with persons beyond reproach, many of them
dissenters from his philosophical creed”

This marked the end of one phase in Radowitzky’s life, the
prison phase. He was now to embark upon far-ranging travels
with his less and less numerous fellow-believers.
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there were dire. He had to sleep in a sort of basement or cellar that
had formerly housed sheep. His lawyer, Frugoni, protested and de-
manded that he be made available to the proper legal jurisdiction.
But all that he managed was to ensure that the detainee was al-
lowed to bed down in a lavatory instead of a cellar. Several weeks
passed and the political tension in Uruguay lessened.

One by one the prisoners on the Isla de Flores were being freed.
Every departure provoked shouts of delight, singing and revived
hopes of release for those left behind. But that prospect looked in-
creasingly remote for Radowitzky. He and four other leaders stayed
locked up.

Frugoni pressed on indefatigably with his case. On 21 March
1936 (after 15 months of imprisonment in the land which had granted
him asylum)Radowitzky was granted his yearned for freedom. The
anarchist packed up his three or four prisoner’s items and set off
for Montevideo. There, with the utmost courtesy—a courtesy only
too familiar to him, so that he preferred a beating to such honeyed
treatment—he was told that he would have to remain under house
arrest. But the fact is that he no longer had a home, because he was
still living in digs. The police were emphatic: he would have to re-

main in prison “pending further instructions”. “Further instructions”

took their time coming. The cell doors opened six months later for
the last time. From then up until he died, Radowitzky enjoyed his
freedom although it was only in his final years that he had any rest.
It is interesting to read the final release order handed down by
Judge Pitamaglio Buquet, in that it fully captures the idiosyncrasies
of Radowitzky, in the time he spent in Uruguay at any rate.
The finding in his favour reads:

“Montevideo June 25 1936. Hearing: in strict confor-
mity with the proofs adduced by the defence and the
information provided in the book of evidence, it has
to be stated unhesitatingly that Simén Radowitzky is
not an undesirable: ever since he settled in this country
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in their fearful imaginings, to give off a whiff of grapeshot. Two
labour meetings were announced: one was organised by the (so-
cialist) General Union of Workers and was scheduled for 3.00 p.m.
(“A. Mantecén and Alfredo L. Palacios will speak”): the other would
be a FORA (anarchist) affair, for which people were invited to as-
semble in the Plaza Lorea for a march down the Avenida de Mayo
and Florida to the Plaza San Martin and on to the Paseo de Julio
(today’s Paseo Leandro N. Alem) and the Plaza Mazzini.

There will be no problem with the socialists, of course—the
more nervous of them will have been thinking—but the anarchists?



A Killer Called Falcon

1909 was a rather fraught time in Argentina. Figueroa Alcorta
was in government of a world that appeared to be changing thanks
to an irreversible invasion: the flood of new Argentinians, immi-
grants and their offspring. Direct action, scientism and, economic
ideas all were having their impact on Buenos Aires, which was in-
creasingly coming to resemble a European city.

Later, after noon, the Plaza Lorea began to fill with folk not
habitues of the city centre: lots of moustaches, berets, neckerchiefs,
patched trousers, lots of fair hair, lots of freckled faces, lots of Ital-
ians. lots of “Russians” (as the Jewish immigrant was called in those
days) and quite a few Catalans.

Along came the anarchists with their red flags: “Death to the
bourgeois! War on the bourgeoisie!” were the first cries heard.

The preference was for gold lettering on red banners, spelling
out the various anarchist organisations.

By 2.00 pm the square was crammedwith people. There was en-
thusiasm, shouting “Vivas!”, singing, and a murmur that grew like
a wave. The high point came when the “Luz al Soldado” (Enlighten
the Soldier) anarchist association showed up. They had come down
the Calle Entre Rios and seemed to be the noisiest group. Later, the
police report (and we all know how the police have always needed to
invent excuses for their own brutality) would say that this column:
as it passed, smashed the windows of bakeries that had failed to
close their doors to mark their support for the Festival of Labour,
bludgeoning the trams conductors and drivers and destroying hire
cabs and unhitching the horses.

A Prisoner Once More

But the democratic system in Uruguay was drawing to an end
and along came the Terra dictatorship, It boded ill for all on the left
by early 1933.

All of 1933 and for much of 1934, Radowitzky was virtually un-
noticed as he made his trips to Brazil and engaged in minor organ-
isation business. Up until a warm 7 December that year, when a
police report placed him at 1159 Calle Rambla Wilson. They identi-
fied him there and politely informed that he would be under house
arrest. They posted a guard at the door of his digs and off they
went. Apparently, Radowitzky was cursed by fate. He had endured
all those years of imprisonment only to wind up in the same old
way: harassed by the authorities.

Three days before Christmas, which he never celebrated in that
it was a bourgeois feast, he was visited by the punctilious chief
of Uruguay’s detectives, Sefior Casas, who told him that he was
deeply sorry but that he would have to leave the country with some
urgency since he was subject to the “law on undesirable aliens”. Rad-
owitzky had no option but to take the hint and he replied that he
would be leaving Uruguay just as soon as he could. But his friends
raised his case with Doctor Emilio Frugoni, the socialist leader, and
perhaps the most brilliant jurist Uruguay had ever had.

And Frugoni agreed to act for him. He advised him not to quit
Uruguay because his case would provide a precedent for many oth-
ers suffering political persecution. Alerted to this, the chief of po-
lice ordered that Radowitzky be arrested forthwith. Along with
many another leader of the Uruguayan left, Radowitzky was ar-
rested and interned on the Isla de Flores, off Carrasco. Conditions
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them—would be waiting impatiently: as soon as they got hold of
the list of names, they hot-footed it to the government where they
obtained the appropriate asylum permit.

In this way a lot of Italians and Russians, instead of ending up in
Mussolini’s Italy or Stalinist Russia, got to stay on the welcoming
soil of Uruguay.

Radowitzky was one of the people picked for this task, Sciutto
remembers him as a man of average height, a touch lame, burly,
with a receding hairline that made his forehead look larger and
with his hair long at the sides “like Einstein”. He had a youthful look
about him, with pinkish skin, perhaps on account of the southern
clime that he had had to contend with for so many years.
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But worse was to come. In the Avenida de Mayo, a vehicle unex-
pectedly drew up. It was Colonel Ramon Falcoén, the chief of police,
arriving in person to direct the forces of repression.

People recognised him and began to shriek: “Down with Colonel
Falcon! Death to the Cossacks! War on the Bourgeoisie!” And defi-
antly the flags and banners were waved. Falcon, only metres from
where the anarchists were massed, looked on impassively, as if tak-
ing the measure of crowd. It looked as if he was taking stock of
the enemy’s strength, like a general before battle. Falcon was re-
garded as an officer “of the old school”, a “priest of discipline”. There
he stood, spare and gaunt, resembling a falcon, opposite workers
who were in his view, as in the eyes of much of the ruling class,
“foreigners, without discipline, without tradition, without roots, anti-
Argentinians”.

Nothing happened during the speeches, but afterwards, as the
crowd set off on the march westwards along Rivadavia, the carnage
erupted. After a quick word with Jolly Medrano, the commander of
the security squad, Falcén gave the go-ahead for the attack. First
in were the cavalry, riding over the people, then the shooting.

Many decided to run for it, but not all. The ones who decided
not to beat a retreat did not even bother to take cover behind a
tree but boldly faced the repression. But after a half hour of tough
and unequal fighting, the square was cleared. Leaving the pave-
ments littered with berets, hats, walking sticks, neckerchiefs, and
thirtysix pools of blood. Three corpses and forty seriously wounded
were removed immediately. The dead were Miguel Bech, a seventy
two year old Spanish street pedlar living at 92 Pasco; José Silva, a
twenty three year old Spanish shopworker living an 955 Santiago
del Estero; and Juan Semino, a nineteen year old Argentinian hod
carrier. A few hours later, Luis Pantaleone and Manuel Fernandez
(a thirty six year old Spanish tram conductor) passed away. Virtually
all of the wounded were Spanish, Italian, and Russian.



Same Old Story

On the morning of the following Monday, the bourgeois sighed
with relief: the newspapers had come out as usual even though the
Buenos Aires Printing Federation had joined the general strike. Which
means that the government had managed to break the unity of the
movement.

But there was no lessening in the pugnacity of the workers. At
3055 Cochabamba, a band of workers tried to seize the Vasena fac-
tory (the very same factory that would be the scene of the Tragic
Week, tens years on), but were repelled. Blood was spilled: but even
then the morale of the workers was unbroken. And every act led
to further mobilisation. Thus, some five thousand people assem-
bled outside the morgue to claim the bodies of the dead anarchists.
To the workers’ demand that Falcon resign, President Figueroa Al-
corta emphatically replied:

“Falcon will resign on 12 October 1912, when I
complete my presidential term.” Then the police
reported the arrests of “further Russian nihilists”. And
La Prensa—the system’s journalists always used the
same ploys—carried a pathetic account of how the
wife of one of the anarchists killed in the Plaza Lorea
(Antonio Rey de Fernindez) had left her husband “on
account of the latter’s violent ideas”.

As the days passed, the strike weakened. However, the politi-
cians and the upper classes were startled by the extraordinary dis-
play of mourning in the shape of the sixty thousand workers who
escorted the remains of their fallen comrades to the cemetery.
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Helping the Comrades

Once the initial curiosity subsided, Radowitzky endured a pe-
riod of exhaustion and nervousness. The hustle and bustle grated
on his nerves. He felt at a loss like a monk transported to the cen-
tre of a city after twenty years of monastery life. But he learned
to adapt. and instead of retreating into himself, he gradually fell in
with the rhythm of his new life.

When the feting and welcoming of Radowitzky had finished a
job was found for him. As a mechanic, what else? He handled the
light work, for his lungs ruled out heavy exertion. And so several
months passed, But the change of climate led to a notable deteri-
oration in the anarchist’s health, so his comrades decided that he
should do even lighter work. These “light” tasks were to arouse po-
lice suspicion and prompted them to intervene. Radowitzky was to
make a number of trips to Brazil, “for rest and recreation”, as his an-
archist friends put it. “Carrying messages and co-ordinating actions”,
the police argued. The Uruguayan journalist Luis Sciutto (Diego
Lucero) has told us that when he, while still a boy, was working
for Italcable, he was one of the first people to board the sea—going
vessels coming in from Buenos Aires.

This was in 1930 and 1931, under the Uriburu government,
when the residency laws (deportation from the country) was
being used against all foreign anarchists, Those seagoing vessels
always bore a few deportees. They would put into Montevideo for
a few hours and he had to seize his chance: the anarchists knew
that Sciutto was ready to receive the list of anarchist deportees
handed to him while he was on board and would take it to a
nearby cafe where two or three comrades—Radowitzky among
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In any event the questions continued and Radowitzky painstak-
ingly answered them all. Until, with a smile, but with determina-
tion, he was escorted to a taxi by the anarchist leaders, and taken
from there to 2058 Calle Justicia. The taxi set off and Radowitzky
waved to the applauding workers.

The myth grew. And the man, the working man, his self-
education restricted by twenty one years of incarceration, began
his return to normal life.

Ironically, Radowitzky was now living on Justice Street, and re-
porters visited him there for interviews. His eyes twinkled as he
told of the day in Ushuaia when he learned of the pardon. Regard-
ing his release, he opined:

“My release was secured by the worldwide proletariat

and in appending his signature to it, Doctor Yrigoyen
performed an act of justice demanded by the people”
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People’s Justice

And it was in fact just by the exit from one cemetery—the La
Recoleta cemetery— that the main event m our tale was to take
place.

Colonel Falcon was returning in his barouche from the inter-
ment of his friend Antonio Ballve, the governor of the National Pen-
itentiary and a former police official. Falcon seemed downhearted,
but in fact he was mulling over the report that he had to submit
to the Interior minister on the basis of inquiries carried out by the
superintendent of the Social Order branch, Jose Vieyra. Subject: An-
archist activities.

A few days earlier, an anarchist attack had been thwarted just
as Pablo Karaschin was about to plant a born in the main nave of
the El Carmen chapel. Falcon had a file on Karaschin as leader of
a group of activists who lived at 971 Junin, at the “La Esparola”
laundry along with his wife and two little daughters: and in view
of the report and the aborted attack, the chief of police was consid-
ering the measures that he would put to the minister, Avellaneda,
measures which were in his view, essential “if similar acts are to
be prevented”. Meanwhile, his coach was travelling slowly down
the Avenida Quintana. It was driven by the Italian Ferrari, a driver
who had joined the department in 1888. Alongside Falcon sat 20
year old Alberto Lartigau, the only son of a family of nine children,
for whom his father had secured a position as Falcén’s private sec-
retary with the rationale that working with Falcon would “make a
man of him.”

The coach turned into the Avenida Callao, heading south. It was
at this point that two men—the driver José Fornes, who was at the
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wheel of the car behind Falcons vehicle, and the War Ministry clerk
Zoilo Agiiero—spotted a foreign-looking strapping lad starting to
run flat out behind the police chief’s carriage. He had something
in his hand. Quickly, as he drew alongside the coach, the stranger
ran obliquely at it and tossed a package in side. There was an explo-
sion a half second later and the youth looked all around him before
setting off at a run towards the Avenida Alvear.

After his initial surprise, Fornes got out of his car and, with
Agiiero’s help, began to chase the stranger who had a head start of
some seventy metres. They raised a great alarm and more people
joined the pursuit, among them police officers Benigno Guzman
and Enrique Miiller. Their quarry ran desperately on, straining to
add some distance, because he knew that he might well be lynched
or gunned down on the spot.

As he ran, he could taste death on his tongue and in the lungs
that were fit to burst from the strain. He raced along the Avenida
Alvear and spotted a building site. He made for it as if it might have
offered some refuge, a bolthole where he might at least get his face
out of sight. He stopped. His pursuers were almost on him. He drew
out a revolver and set off again on a run.

And then, as he raced on, he was shot in the right breast and
fell on the ground.
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Now all doubts were banished: this really was Simén Radowitzky
“best-loved comrade,” “victim of the bourgeoisie”, and “avenger of the
honour of the humble classes”. He wore a light-coloured three-piece
gabardine suit, a scarf wrapped around his neck and a hat. All items
bought from a pedlar in Ushuaia, with money sent to him by anar-
chist sympathisers.

He hailed his comrades by waving his hat. “Long live anar-
chism!”” “Long live Simon!”, they cried from the quayside.

Police horses began to prance. The comrades began to come to
life and the six main leaders climbed on to the landing-stage. No-
body made a move to stop them. This was Uruguay. Everything was
different there. They all hugged Simén at some length. Whenever
they made to take him ashore, two immigration service doctors po-
litely stopped them: the passenger had to undergo an examination.
Regulations were regulations and had to be complied with.

Further delay. The examination was thorough. They took him
into a room and twenty minutes later they gave their findings: “He
can be brought ashore, but his left lung is seriously infected.”

And so Simén Radowitzky stepped on to Uruguyan soil. He, in
his broad-brimmed hat, was surrounded by a sea of people wearing
berets, neckerchiefs, and sandals. The scene was a little off-beat.
There he was in the flesh, the myth, the martyr, the avenger.

He grinned and slowly gestured his thanks. Then came the first
press reports. And their disinformation led them into their first
mistake: it was said that he would spend a few days in Uruguay,
and then travel on to Russia. Russia? The anarchist leaders looked
at one another. Was he perhaps ignorant of the Stalinist massacre
of the anarchist sailors in Kronstadt? Was he unaware that in Rus-
sia anarchists were labeled enemies of the State? Had Radowitzky
emerged from prison with the naive intention of talking to all the
leaders of the proletariat and uniting them?

In fact, Radowitzky had not dreamed of a trip to Russia nor did
he ever make the trip. Maybe it had been just a throwaway refer-
ence to his desire to bring unity.
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“Avenger of the Honour of the
Humble Classes’™

Those passengers who had just been speaking to Radowitzky
looked at one another, somewhat disappointed. Was this Radow-
itzky? They had imagined him to be demonic, sinister, someone
of terrify-ing appearance and destructive demeanour. And the fact
was that he was only a rough and ready sort, with a bricklayer’s
face and hands, smiling, making apologies, and amiably answering
questions.

But the passengers were not the only people to suffer disap-
pointment.

The ‘Ciudad de Buenos Aires’ docked in Montevideo. And
there they were: about a hundred comrades who had got wind of
his arrival. There were people from Buenos Aires among them:
Berenguer (of La Protesta), Eusebio Borazo (who had also served
time in Ushuaia), Cotelo, and others. And there were police
pickets on foot and on horse-back. It was 7.15 am. Immigration
officers went on board. All of the passengers could proceed ashore,
except Simén Radowitzky. A disagreeable surprise awaited the
Uruguayan authorities: the deportee had no papers to authenticate
his identity.

They left the ship. The negotiations began. Anarchist leaders
traveled by taxi to Uruguayan government offices. At 9.00 am, the
chief of detectives, Servando Montero, came aboard. Minutes later,
the director of Immigration, Juan Rolando, arrived and it was he
who gave permission for the anarchist to come ashore.
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“A Bomb For Every One Of
You”

Meanwhile Falcon and Lartigau lay bleeding on the street.

They would both be tended at the central police department.
The Argentine Army and police—even in the outlying areas, from
where delegations were sent— would look upon this as an “affront”.
Deeply imbued with an esprit de corps, they all pledged that “there
will never be any pardon for the assassin”. Many years were to pass
but the watchword never altered: “No forgiveness for the killer of Fal-
con”. A watchword th at it took Hipolito Yrigoyen over two decades
of dogged determination to break down.

The anarchist, too, had collapsed in the street. But they pulled
him up by his hair and clothing. They turned him over so that his
face was turned to the sun. It was, as a reporter noted at the time:
disagreeably pale, a little reddish moustache, half-shaven, bony fea-
tures, boxer’s jaws, watery eyes and big, prominent ears: without
doubt, he is a Russian, an anarchist, a worker.

There he lay writhing “panting like some wild boar cornered by
hounds”.

They heaped abuse on him, calling him a “Russian swine” among
other things. His eyes were wide open, staring, awaiting that first
kick in the face. “Long live anarchism!” he shouted: and when the
policemen Miiller and Guzman told him, “Wait and see what is in
store for you now”, he replied in his broken and nasal Spanish: T
don’t care. I have a bomb for every one of you.”

13



Caste of Helots

Due to one of those sometimes unaccountable contradictions
of the system, on this occasion the police failed to abide by the un-
written law whereby they took immediate revenge for the death of
one of their own. Maybe it was because they wanted to find out if
he had had any accomplices, but the material fact is that the sud-
den arrival of assistant superintendent Mariano T. Vila from the
15" precinct prevented summary execution. Vila ordered that he
be loaded aboard a cab and taken to the Fernandez hospital because
the anarchist was losing a lot of blood from the right breastbone. A
search of his clothes revealed a second weapon: a Mauser handgun
in his belt. He was also carrying a polished belt with twenty four
revolver shells and four clips of fresh shells, all of them of .9 calibre.
This guy had been ready for anything. At the Fernandez hospital,
the duty doctor looked him over and the diagnosis was that he had
suffered a slight wound in the right chest area. The prisoner, tem-
porarily bandaged, was removed to the cells at the 15" precinct,
and held strictly incommunicado. Interrogation followed but the
anarchist said nothing except that he was Russian and aged eigh-
teen. That was all they could get out of him.

All that could be added to the police file was a list of the pris-
oner’s clothing:

Navy blue jacket, black trousers, calfskin boots, black
broad-brimmed soft hat, green necktie beneath the
foldee collar of a coloured shirt, carrying no papers
affording any clue to his identity.
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minds to determinism.” But the public paid emotional heed and its
silence was more than religious.

That Sunday was Palm Sunday, the start of Holy Week. A time
for talk of the Lord’s sacrifice and forgiveness of men’s sins. For-
giveness for those who go astray and loving one’s neighbour as
oneself are the basis of Christianity. This was the opportunity upon
which Yrigoyen seized. He was about to strike at the very heart of
those who opposed any forgiveness for Falcon’s killer.

On Monday 14 April 1930, Yrigoyen quietly summoned his sec-
retary and told him:

“Son, fetch me the draft of that decree on pardons.”

And six editions of that day’s papers bore the great news:
“Simoén Radowitzky pardoned.” The edition was a sellout. It was all
the talk of the Avenida de Mayo, the cafes, the tenement yards.
The atmosphere in the anarchist locals was one of triumph. The
old leaders—the ones whose trousers might have been patched
but who could quote from Anatole France— hugged one another
and shed a few tears. It was, perhaps, the happiest experience
Argentina’s anarchists had ever had.
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Radowitzky Free

The Radicals around Yrigoyen urged him to pardon Radowitzky
two or three days ahead of the Buenos Aires parliamentary elec-
tions on 2 February 1930. Were he to do so it was virtually assured
that most of the workers would vote Radical. Yrigoyen heard them
out but said nothing. For one thing he knew that there was a lot
of disquiet in the army and police over any such pardon. The days
passed and the President made no decision. Along came 2 February
and the Radicals were defeated by the Independent Socialists. The
Radicals were in despair: yet again, the old man had let a chance
go a-begging.

But ‘El Peludo’ knew what he was about. He had a good mem-
ory and recalled that in 1916. before he was elected to his first pres-
idential term, he had promised a delegation of anarchists that he
would pardon Radowitzky. And he was one to keep his promises.
True, it was a little late, for 14 years had gone by. He had bided his
time: nobody could say anything to him. But now his colleagues were
beginning to tell him: “Doctor, this would not be the time to pardon
Radowitzky... there is a lot of unease among the military.”

On the morning of Sunday 13 April 1930, there was a huge
rally held in the Moderno cinema—at 932 Boedo— “for the release of
Simén Radowitzky”: it was organised by the Argentinian Regional
Workers’ Federation (FORA) and the Buenos Aires Local Workers’
Federation. The speakers were J. Menéndez, H. Corrales, J. Gracia,
B. Aladino and G. Fochile. Their speeches were peppered with diffi-
cult words and a very special vocabulary: “In order to convict Simoén.
it was necessary to set aside all of the gains of positivist science in
terms of criminal accountability and the judges had to close their
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Meanwhile, the government was ill at ease. The president, the
ministers and high ranking military commanders were placed un-
der guard “to save them from becoming the victims of further at-
tacks”.

Figueroa Alcorta imposed a state of siege and the press was
emphatically forbidden to release any information about the pris-
oner and anarchist activities. After several days of frantic activity,
the police managed to identify him: he was Simén Radovitzky or
Radowitzky, a Russian residing in a tenement at 194 Calle Andres
(today the Calle José Evaristo Uriburu). He had come to Argentina
in March 1908 and gone to Campana, where he was employed as a
mechanic with the Argentine Central Railway workshops.

Later he returned to Buenos Aires to work as a blacksmith
and mechanic. Immediately, Argentinian embassies were asked
for background information and the then Argentinian minister
in Paris, Doctor Ernesto Bosch, replied that Radowitzky “was
involved in riots in Kiev, Russia, in 1905, and for that was sentenced
to six months in prison.

In those “riots”. Simén had received wounds which left him
scarred. In addition, the report contained something very in-
teresting. It noted that Radowitzky belonged to the anarchist
group run by the intellectual Petroff along with the well known
revolutionaries Karaschin, Andrei Ragapeloff, Moisés Scutz, Josef
Buwitz, Maxim Sagarin, Ivan Mikhin and the lecturer Matrena: all
of these were names to raise the hairs on the necks of the comfortable
Buenos Aires bourgeois of the day.

“With the prisoner identified and having acknowledged the crime,
it only remained for him to await the day and the hour when he
would be shot.” Because no one believed that he was just eighteen
years old. Eighteen meant that he was a minor. And, without ex-
ception, all of the newspapers were taking Radowitzky for a man
over twenty five years old.

There was no one to defend him. Not even La Protesta, the anar-
chist daily which had been silenced by a parapolice gang made up
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of fellows from the Northern barrio. “Fellows” who had forced the
doors of the paper’s printworks at 839 Libertad, smashing every
thing that the anarchists were working on.

Nor was there anyone in influential circles to speak out against
Radowitzky’s being dealt with so severely. Military, politicians,
officials—they all favoured “exemplary punishment”. And it did not
need saying that the age of the prisoner had to be ignored in this
case if the death penalty was to be imposed.

Moreover, the statement from the prosecutor, Doctor Manuel
Beltran, was quite explicit as to what it was intended to do with
the prisoner. “Simén Radowitzky”—Beltran opined— “belongs to
that caste of helots that vegetate on the steppes of Russia eking out a
wretched existence amid the inclemency of nature and the rudeness
of an inferior status.”

And in the regime’s press columns there was no forgiveness
for the foreigner, especially when the prosecution was also saying
things like: “At his first arraignment the prisoner stood before the in-
vestigating magistrate arrogant, determined to obstruct all question-
ing relative to his personal identity: he refused to answer the questions
put to him, but, in contrast to that intention, he readily admitted re-
sponsibility for the act under investigation, bragging of its origin and
gloating over Sefior Lartigau’s having perished too.”

At all costs too, he strove to depict Radowitzky as a cunning
and accomplished assassin:

“The sangfroid and arrogance with which he speaks
betray the exhibitionistic intent and sectarian postur-
ing in that first confession, wherein the pride in his
accomplishment is visibly in contention with fear of
punishment. Thus he brags about an act which he can-
not deny and yet at the same time he conceals his per-
sonal details, in the belief that he might thereby keep
the investigation in the dark.”
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the worker comrades who suffer the injustice of
contemporary society as very much my own. Despite
my incarceration, I belong to the proletarian family.
My ideal of redemption endures”

Finally the Critica correspondent obtained a message in writing
from Radowitzky:

“Comrade workers, I avail of the kindness of the rep-
resentative of Critica to send you fraternal greetings
from this faraway spot where fate toys with the vic-
tims of the present society”

There follows a signature: in an uneven hand, rough scratches,
laboured handwriting. But what is surprising is the contents: for all
his twenty years in prison, the basic ideas underlying his ideology
have suffered no erosion.

The report which filled a full page made quite an impact in
Buenos Aires.

By now no one doubted that Radowitzky would have to be par-
doned. The anarchists spared no effort: through their sister organ-
isations in the United States, they managed to trace Radowitzky’s
parents and these wrote to President Yrigoyen:

“Before we die we should like to see our son a free man.”
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The mayor who has been listening in on the interview,
nods agreement. And Radowitzky adds: ‘I do want
strife between workers. In such affairs there is always
a police provocateur acting as a cat’s paw. Even
though I was very young at the time, I have a very
vivid recollection of the pain of that tragic day, the
first of May 1909, which brought sadness forever in to
many proletarian homes. I seek justice’

Radowitzky seemed tormented by the memory of the
sacrifices that his comrades have been making on his
behalf for four years. And after a short silence, he adds:

“Yes, tell the comrade workers not to sacrifice them-
selves on my account. You can say, too, that I am well,
let them concentrate on other comrades who may not
be in this prison or some other one, because they too
deserve help, maybe more than me’

Radowitzky mentioned them softly, striving to make
the characteristic timbre of his voice less rough and
he went on:

T received 500 pesos a little while ago. * “That’s
true’—the mayor confirmed. And Radowitzky adds, ‘I
spread the 500 pesos around the prison’s sick. One
had liver trouble and needed special treatment. The
other, a poor chap by the name of Andres Baby, is
crazy. The care we obtained for them by means of that
financial aid led to an improvement for the former.
And now they will take Baby away to a hospice. Our
library here is dismal. We need more books. What
few we have we know by heart from reading them so
often. In Buenos Aires I have a cousin called Moises.
The rest of my family are in North America. I mean
those linked to me by blood ties, because I also count

Cousin Moisés

Those words showed enormous self-contradiction on the part of
the prosecution. Because Radowitzky was telling the truth: he re-
ally was eighteen. Furthermore: he acknowledged that he alone had
committed the act, covering for a comrade who had been at Callao
and Quintana at the time of the attack, but whose identity has never
been established. And all this despite the “encouragement” to which
the police subjected Simén Radowitzky. The telling report from the
prosecutor went on to say:

“The killer’s physiognomy boasts morphological fea-
tures which display, in exaggerated form, all of the tell-
tale signs of the criminal. Undue development of the
lower jaw, prominence of the zygomatic and supercil-
iary arches, depression of the forehead, ferocious gaze,
slight facial asymmetry, these are the somatic charac-
teristics that betray Radowitzky as the classic criminal

type”

The prosecutor saw Radowitzky as a born criminal, like the ones
who murder in order to steal. He failed to recognise that he was a
product of despair, born in a land where serfdom and the knout
were the rule for the poor, where terrible punishment awaited any
who disobeyed the absolutist rule of the tsars. And, although he had
a few words of mitigation in the light of the prisoner’s Jewish ori-
gins, these were spoken with profound contempt and repugnance:

“Outcasts from the political absolutisms there, prey
to the mas-ter’s discretionary powers, harassed and
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butchered by the ignorance and fanaticism of a people
that looks upon the Israelite as an enemy of society, in
the end they emigrate, like Radowitzky, after suffering
imprisonment merely for subscribing to subversive
ideas”

Finally, Doctor Beltran, after requesting in his opening address
that “for reasons of social prophylaxis” the verdicts “be verbal and
speedily applied”, asked for the death penalty for the anarchist. The
only obstacle in his path was the “minor” matter of his age. In
the Argentina of that time, there was no death penalty for mi-
nors, women, or old folk. But Doctor Beltran devised an original
method to surmount that difficulty. He had “medical experts” calcu-
late the prisoner’s age. Some of them estimated that he was twenty,
whilst others said twenty five. Then the prosecution counsel stated:
Twenty plus twenty five makes forty five, and, halved, that makes
twenty two and a half. Radowitzky is twenty two and a half. Which
makes him old enough for the firing squad.

Blithely, he read out his assessment:

“T have to say here that, although this is the first time
since I took up office that it has fallen to me to seek
the maximum penalty for an offender, I do so with
neither scruple nor undue hesitation, but with the
firmest belief that I have done my duty, because I
reckon that there is nothing so counter-productive in
the social and juridical order as the squeamishness of
wrong-headed philanthropy.”

And to squash any misgivings which the hesitant might have
had, Beltran finished:

“In the light of society’s defenses, we have to
see Radowitzky as an incorrigible element whose
dreadfulness is in direct proportion with the crime
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its prominent bushy eyebrows. Short black hair with the odd grey
streak. Broad forehead with receding hairline. And, on being in-
formed that this was an editor of Critica that wanted to speak with
him, he reached out a hand to give a firm handshake. Smiled rather
sceptically. In a few short words, the journalist persuaded him that
this really was a Critica editor that was talking to him.

Barbero Sarzabal himself told us in 1967 that the magic word
that secured Radowitzky’s trust was ‘T bring greetings from Apoli-
nario”. Apolinario Barrera— manager of Critica—who had figured
in his escape bid in 1918.

And, among other things, Barbero Sarzabal’s report of the in-
terview with Radowitzky stated:

“Simén’s words echoed around the mayor’s office
like hammer blows. Radowitzky radiated a virile
dynamism. When he speaks, it is as if he is screening
his words. And out they come, short and concise,
like a hammer. His jaws look as if they are made of
iron. The fact is that, viewed from any angle, this
person boasts a ro-bust and effervescent mind. Has a
personality of his own. And he tells our newspaper:

‘Tam very pleased to be able to speak, through you, to
the comrades who take an in-terest in me. I am rea-
sonably well. I am still a little anaemic even though I
have not been on punishment for a year now. During
November and December we spent 20 days on hunger
strike by way of protest at the inhuman behaviour of
a superintendent by the name of Juan Jose Sampedro
who punished a convict over some trifling matter and
left him marked. (This was the same Sampedro who led
the beating of Radowitzky at the start of 1918.) That
protest by hunger strike—Convict 155 went on—bore
fruit. Sampedro has been