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Rachel Cockerell was born and raised in London, the sixth of seven children. Melting Point is her first book. Her research has taken her to Texas, Ohio, New York, Tel Aviv and Jerusalem.




Praise for Melting Point:

‘Meticulously researched, elegantly constructed, unforgettable.’

Jonathan Freedland

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

Andrew Marr

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

Antonia Fraser

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

Ariana Neumann

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

Juliet Nicolson

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

Paul Caruana Galizia, author of A Death in Malta

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

Adam Zamoyski, author of Napoleon and Poland: A History

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

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

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

Francisco Garcia, author of We All Go Into the Dark




About the Book

MELTING POINT

Family, Memory and the Search for a Promised Land

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

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

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

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




For Jo




Author’s Note


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

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

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






If we cannot get the Holy Land,

we can make another land holy.

– Israel Zangwill, 1906
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Preface


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Vienna, Basel, Galveston




Chapter 1


London Star, 1901

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

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

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




William Durban, Pall Mall Gazette

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




Cyrus L. Sulzberger

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




Jacob de Haas

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




Arthur Schnitzler to Theodor Herzl

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




Leon Kellner

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




Vladimir Jabotinsky

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




Pall Mall Gazette, 1897

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




Stefan Zweig

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

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

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

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

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




Theodor Herzl, June 1895

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

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

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




Stefan Zweig

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

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




Erwin Rosenberger

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




Stefan Zweig

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




Theodor Herzl

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




Stefan Zweig

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




Shmarya Levin

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




Chaim Weizmann

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




Utica Sunday Journal

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




Jersey City News

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




Middlesex Gazette

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




Pall Mall Gazette

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




Wichita Daily Eagle

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




Jewish Chronicle

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




Elmira Morning Telegram

It will be interesting to glance at this country.




New York Sun

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




Elmira Morning Telegram

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




Julius Uprimny, Maccabaean

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

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




Theodor Herzl, 21 November 1895

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

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




Israel Zangwill

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




Louis Zangwill

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




Israel Zangwill

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




Theodor Herzl

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




Israel Zangwill

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