
WHO THE HELLWHO THE HELL
IS JACK LONDON?IS JACK LONDON?

There are a few obvious les-There are a few obvious les-
sons from this history: don’t sons from this history: don’t 
be a racist, don’t gaslight your be a racist, don’t gaslight your 
lovers, don’t be a hypocrite, lovers, don’t be a hypocrite, 
etc. But there’s also a certain etc. But there’s also a certain 
poetry hidden amid the gar-poetry hidden amid the gar-
bage, and I’ll leave you with bage, and I’ll leave you with 
one last taste.one last taste.

Jack London’s ex-wife hat-Jack London’s ex-wife hat-
ed the house he built for her. ed the house he built for her. 
So did their two daughters. So did their two daughters. 
To them it was haunted with To them it was haunted with 
the darkness of his memo-the darkness of his memo-
ry. They eventually left, and ry. They eventually left, and 
one day the house was torn one day the house was torn 
down.down.

Today, it’s now the location of Today, it’s now the location of 
a mosque, the Islamic Center a mosque, the Islamic Center 
of Oakland, and in front of it of Oakland, and in front of it 
is my favorite market, Oasis. is my favorite market, Oasis. 



 When I was growing up in East Oakland, my parents took me and 
my sister across the city to play around Lake Merritt. We usually went to 
the Eastshore Park right next to the Lakeview Public Library, and back 
then the play structures were all made of wood and metal. My favourite 
structure was the metal, three-legged UFO with a ladder leading up to the 
insides where my sister and I could pretend we were aliens arriving in Oak-
land. That UFO isn’t there anymore.
 If we were lucky, our parents would walk us under the freeway to 
go get candy at the little tobacco shop next to the Grand Lake Theatre. 
Apparently, that’s not there anymore either. Every once in a while, instead 
of get candy at this long-lost tobacco shop, our broke-ass parents surprised 
us with a cheap matinee at the Grand Lake, an occasion I always cherished.
 When we passed under the freeway on our way towards the theatre, 
I always stared at the vast mural that stretches beneath all eight lanes of 
the 580. Until this day, I’ve never known who painted this mural or what 

it was called. All I knew back then was that it was a colourful mural filled 
with artists and dancers, and yet one person was alone. He wore a leather 
jacket, wrote in a blank notebook, and was painted in black and white un-

INTRODUCTION
high on his ego, because he started to treat the Italian workers rudely, as if he were 
actually the padrone. In one of his letters, he refers to them as my inefficient Italian 
labourers, an excuse he always wielded when asking about his new mansion. These 
anarchists must have been very angry at him, given he had boldly announced to 
the press that socialism has cost me hundreds of thousands of dollars. 
 After years of building this mansion, when it was all but completed, the 
Wolf House caught fire and burned to the ground on the night of August 22, 
1913. Jack London had every intention of living in this mansion, just as he was 
about to cut off his funding of the Mexican Revolution, and both of these reasons 
must have been enough for these anarchists to torch the Wolf House. It was offi-
cially ruled an accident and Jack received $10,000 in insurance pay-out, $30,000 
less than the total he’d spent, mostly on wages for his inefficient Italian labourers. 
 Jack London was filled with bitterness after this fire, his efforts at being 
an accomplice now turned to ash. In April 1914, the US invaded the port of Ve-
racruz and placed it under martial law, a counter-revolutionary measure enforced 
by 8,000 soldiers. There were a lot of US petroleum interests who wanted the oil 
lands in the state of Veracruz, and this invasion was a way of securing them. Before 
the invasion actually began, Jack was hired by Collier’s to board an army transport 
ship in Texas and cover the war in Veracruz. For this, he was paid $1,000 a week. 
 While he was waiting at the port of Galveston, all the other journalists 
received their credentials and shipped out with the invasion fleet, leaving him 
alone and accused of writing a 1912 flier titled “Young Man, Don’t Be A Soldier, 
Be A Man!” His credentials were held up by General Funston himself, probably 
because the army suspected him of being a radical spy, and he was eventually 
allowed to reach Veracruz after denying he’d written the text. Jack London stayed 
in the occupied city until June, doing nothing useful. Rumours of him leading a 
guerrilla band in Northern Mexico were already circulating when the first of his 
Collier’s articles appeared, flooring everyone who’d once believed in him.
 I’m not going to quote any of the racist filth he published, but trust me, 
it’s just as bad as “The Yellow Peril” and justifies every aspect of this US interven-
tion in Mexico. After these articles, Jack had thoroughly exiled himself from the 
radical movement. He was accused of being paid by US oil interests, of being a 
traitor to the revolution, and Jack withdrew into his Sonoma County ranch. After 
WWI broke out, Jack cynically observed that nearly all of the European socialists 
voted to join in the war effort, something US socialists would also do in 1917, 
although he wouldn’t live to see it. Jack London killed himself with morphine on 
the night of November 22, 1916.     
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like all the others. After seeing this man for years of my life, I finally asked 
my mom who he was. She told me his name was Jack London, and that he 
was a famous writer from Oakland. Turns out, it wasn’t that simple.
 Who the hell is Jack London? To be honest, as far as I know, he 
was a racist piece of shit, an anti-capitalist militant, a world-famous writer, 
an anti-Asian demagogue, a gun-smuggler, a farmer, a pirate, a snitch, a 
hobo, a horrible father, a shitty lover, a failed gold-miner, an anarchist spy, 
a socialist street-orator, and a couple dozen other descriptions that would 

equally do him justice. 
Does any of that make 
sense? Probably not, but 
if you’ve grown up in 
Oakland, you’ve definite-
ly heard his name, and if 
you keep reading this lit-
tle pamphlet, you might 
not like what you find. 
On the other hand, you’ll 
probably be glad you did.
 Jack London grew 
up in a grimy-ass Victo-
rian Oakland that’s still 
visible in certain places, 
especially along the wa-
terfront. During the ear-
ly-1890s, he lived his life 

on boats and made friends with the type of shady characters you can still 
find on the same shoreline. Imagine my surprise when I discovered that my 
favourite childhood play structure, the metal UFO, was now resting at the 
5th Avenue Marina as part of some wing-nut sailor art sculpture. Nothing 
that’s lost in Oakland ever stays lost, for better and worse, so now it’s time 
to dredge up some dirty, forgotten history about this town we call home.

dreams of his victorious comrades defeating the dictatorship and overthrowing 
capitalism. 
 As Jack London described, once started, the Revolution would take care of 
itself. The whole Diaz machine would go down like a house of cards. The border was 
ready to rise. One Yankee, with a hundred IWW men, waited the word to cross over 
the border and begin to conquest of Lower California. But he needed guns. And clear 
across to the Atlantic, the junta in touch with them all and all of them needing guns, 
were adventurers, soldiers of fortune, bandits, disgruntled American union men, so-
cialists, anarchists, rough-necks, Mexican exiles, peons escaped from bondage, whipped 
miners from the bull pens of Coeur d’Alene and Colorado who desired only the more 
vindictively to fight—all the flotsam and jetsam of wild spirits from the madly compli-
cated modern world. And it was guns and ammunition, ammunition and guns—the 
unceasing and eternal cry.
 Some of this could be seen as Jack London bragging about arming the 
revolutionists, and that wouldn’t be far from the truth. In his story, he expresses 
open sympathy with the cause and describes the nightmare; the waste of ground 
before the company’s store; the thousands of starving workers; General Rosalio Marti-
nez and the soldiers of Porfirio Díaz; and the death-spitting rifles that seemed never 
to cease spitting, while the workers’ wrongs were washed and washed again in their 
own blood. Later in the story, as Felipe Rivera landed his final blows, a vision of 
countless rifles blinded his eyes. Every face in the audience, far as he could see, to the 
high dollar-seats, was transformed into a rifle. And he saw the long Mexican border 
arid and sun-washed and aching, and along it he saw the ragged bands that delayed 
only for the guns...his knees trembled under him and he was sobbing from exhaustion. 
Before his eyes the hated faces swayed back and forth in the giddiness of nausea. Then 
he remembered they were guns. The guns were his. The Revolution could go on.” After 
all that, I hope it’s clear Jack was on the side of the Mexican Revolution.
 As this uprising was unfolding along the border, Jack wrote an open letter 
to his dear, brave comrades of the Mexican Revolution. We socialists, anarchists, hobos, 
chicken thieves, outlaws and undesirable citizens of the United States are with you 
heart and soul in your effort to overthrow slavery and autocracy in Mexico. You will 
notice we are not respectable in these days of the reign of property. All the names you 
are being called, we have been called. And when graft and greed get up and begin to 
call names, honest men, brave men, patriotic men and martyrs can expect nothing else 
than to be called chicken thieves and outlaws. So be it. But I for one wish that there 
were more chicken thieves and outlaws of the sort that formed the gallant band that 
took Mexicali, of the sort that is heroically enduring the prison holes of Díaz, of the sort 
that is fighting and dying and sacrificing in Mexico today. I subscribe myself a chicken 
thief and revolutionist.      
 Jack London continued to pump money into the Revolution over the 
next years, using the Wolf House as his laundry scheme. He must have been really 
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 Long story short, Jack London wrote a disgusting article in 1904 
called “The Yellow Peril.” You’ve probably heard the expression “Yellow 
Peril” before, and the reason you’ve heard it before is because Jack London 
made it famous. He wrote plenty of racist shit before that, but this is why 
he’s well known as an anti-Asian racist, and his words on the subject con-
tributed to the discourse justifying US imperialism. 
 By US imperialism, I mean the US military occupation of the Ha-
waiian Islands in 1898 and the Philippines shortly afterward. After prom-
ising freedom and independence to the newly created Philippine Republic, 
the US declared war on them in 1899, a genocide that would last until 

1913 and kill over one mil-
lion Filipinos. In 1900, the 
US helped invade the Chinese 
mainland and crush the an-
ti-imperialist Boxer Rebellion, 
securing their trade interests 
in the South China Sea. All 
the while, shipyards in San 
Francisco were busy churning 
out warships for the Imperial 
Japanese Navy, an imperial-
ist power that fought a war 
against the Russian Empire in 
1904, the year Jack London 
wrote “The Yellow Peril.”
 Jack London covered the 
Russo-Japanese War for Wil-
liam Randolph Hearst’s Ex-

aminer and was one of the few journalists to make it to Korea, the country 
that Japan and Russia were fighting to occupy. While he was there, he 
viscously beat a Korean horse-groomer and hired a male Korean servant 
to accompany him back to San Francisco. When he returned, Jack went 
to his friends in the socialist party, themselves a group of anti-Asian rac-
ists, and asked to give a lecture about what he’d seen in Korea. His racist 
friends agreed, but even they were shocked when they heard his hateful 

JACK LONDON WAS A RACIST

Yihequan rebels, 1900Yihequan rebels, 1900
“The Boxer Rebellion”“The Boxer Rebellion”

 “Jack, you’re being silly,” Mother scolded him gently. “We shall be perfectly 
safe here, just as we have always been. Besides, who on earth would want to rob us? We 
haven’t any valuables.”  
 But his fears would not be allayed, and again and again he returned to the 
subject...when at last his departure could no longer be delayed and he was beginning 
his farewell admonitions and promises, he drew from his overcoat pocket a bulky par-
cel, wrapped in heavy brown paper and tied with twine, and held it out to Mother.
 “Here, take this. Don’t argue with me about it, just put it in a safe place 
where you can get it easily if you ever need it. I would never have a moment’s peace if 
I thought you and the babies were here alone without a weapon for protection.”      
 In the end, Jack forced Bessie to keep the revolver, although she refused 
to even unwrap the parcel. Bessie placed the weapon on the tallest shelf in the 
linen closet, and every night, before going to bed, Joan and her sister Becky had 
to walk down the hall past this dangerous linen closet. As she described, we used 
to dash through the hall shrieking in mock terror at the thought that the gun might, 
just might, go off accidentally, and often after we had been put to bed for the night, 
we used to frighten each other deliciously with such suggestions as, “Suppose there was 
another earthquake...”

JACK LONDON WAS STILL A RACIST
 What I’m going to tell you next is true, but I have to tell it fast, given I’m 
supposed to be wrapping things up. If you hadn’t guessed already, Jack London 
was a really good hustler, grifter, and money launderer. In 1910, he concocted 
his greatest scheme, a giant mansion called the Wolf House that would launder 
almost $30,000 into the anarchist movement. That year, a bunch of Italian anar-
chists from San Francisco flooded into the Sonoma Valley, all of them stone-ma-
sons and carpenters. This rotating army of single men pitched their tents on Jack’s 
ranch, worked slowly and lazily, and returned to San Francisco laden with cash. 
Most of this money then flowed south to Mexico where an uprising was being 
planned against the dictatorship of Porfirio Díaz. At the time, $1,000 could buy 
35 modern Winchester rifles, capable of firing ten rounds before needing to be re-
loaded, and Jack contributed as much as he could before the Mexican Revolution 
broke out just south of the US border.
 Unable to help himself, Jack published a short story in The Saturday Eve-
ning Post called “The Mexican” just after the indigenous, the anarchist Magoni-
stas, the liberal Maderistas, and the IWW seized the entire US-Mexican border 
from the Pacific to the Rio Grande in January 1911. In this story, Jack describes a 
young Mexican anarchist named Felipe Rivera who enters a boxing ring in order 
to win money so he can buy arms for the revolution. As this Mexican insur-
gent slowly beats his opponent into unconsciousness, his mind wanders into day-
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words about “the yellow peril” across the Pacific. The socialists told Jack to 
dial back his racism, however much they might agree with him, and they 
claimed these extremist views might isolate them from the middle-class, 
or some bullshit like that. If you don’t believe me, I’m sorry, but this all a 
matter of fact. Trust me, it get’s even stranger.
 “The Yellow Peril” represents the peak of Jack London’s racism. 
As soon as he gives his racist speech to the socialists, guess what happens? 
He’s inducted into the super-right-wing, super-capitalist, and now infa-

mous Bohemian Club. And why 
wouldn’t he be? With his Korean 
man-servant Manyoungi in tow, 
with his anti-Asian racism now 
well-known, Jack London fit right 
in with this crowd, it would seem. 
However, within months of this 
induction, Jack London begins 
to smuggle guns to Russian rebels 
fighting the Czar, gives speeches 
championing the Russian Revolu-
tion of 1905, and travels the coun-
try telling thousands of students 
to join the Russians in revolution.
 In December of 1905, Jack 
London uses his Bohemian Club 
connections to address a crowd of 
capitalists in New York City. In 
this speech, he tells the audience: 
You have been entrusted with the 
world; you have muddled and mis-

managed it. You are incompetent, despite all your boasting. A million years 
ago the caveman, without tools, with small brain, and with nothing but the 
strength of his body, managed to feed his wife and children, so that through him 
the race survived. You, on the other hand, armed with all the modern means 
of production, multiplying the productive capacity of the caveman a million 
times – you incompetents and muddlers, you are unable to secure to millions 
even the paltry amount of bread that would sustain their physical life. You have 
mismanaged the world, and it shall be taken from you!  

Manyoungi arrives in Manyoungi arrives in 
San Francisco, 1904San Francisco, 1904

Hawaii. 
 Before leaving, Jack let his Korean servant go, now free as a US citizen. 
This man, known to us as Manyoungi, was a Korean radical brought over to pose 
as Jack’s servant, part of his act for getting into the Bohemian Club. Shortly after 
establishing Manyoungi’s immigration route from Asia, Jack’s journalist friend 
helped bring a Japanese anarchist named Kōtoku Shūsui to San Francisco. By 
1907, there was a steady flow of Korean, Japanese, and Chinese anarchists, all of 
them taking on a variety of covers in order to obtain citizenship. Many of them 
later returned, establishing anarchist movements in their home countries, but 
some remained in San Francisco, finally connecting the radicals in Chinatown 
with the radicals in the Latin Quarter. Long story short, San Francisco was the 
mother ship which created the nucleus for Chinese anarchism. As we all know, 
or don’t know, Mao Tse-Tung started his political career as an anarchist, and if 
you compare his tactics with those of, say, 
the Bolsheviks, you have to admit, the anar-
chy-vibes become glaring. 
 So was it fucked up what Jack did? 
Yeah. He perpetuated the racist, colonial 
tradition of Asian servants in a time of an-
ti-Asian racism. When I leafed through the 
giant picture-books Jack London left after he 
died, I saw picture after picture of Manyoun-
gi smiling. I found him swimming, eating, 
siting deep in thought with a table of other 
people, all discussing something important. 
When I flipped through Jack’s picture-books 
from Korea, I see Asian people identified as 
friends, all of them smiling. I have no real 
reason to redeem Jack London, and I’m not 
going to, but something never added up 
about him, and the more I looked at the 
known facts, the more confusing it got.
 I’m going to start wrapping this up, 
but before I do, I want to provide one last 
proof that Jack London was into some heavy 
shit by 1907, dangerous conspiracies that 
made him fear for the life of his ex-wife and 
their two daughters, given he was about to 
sail for Hawaii. As Joan London would re-
count, he seemed obsessed with the idea that marauders would break into the bunga-
low, rob us, harm us. 
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 That same month, Jack London describes the United States as fol-
lows: the home of oppression and injustice, a nightmare of misery, an inferno of 
suffering, a human hell, a jungle of wild beasts. In 1906, Jack London writes 
a science-fiction novel called The Iron Heel, a book that would become a 
staple of radicals across the United States with its depiction of the Chicago 
Commune and its fight against the Oligarchy.
 What does all this mean? To be clear, Jack London was a racist. 
He was also making quite an effort to be seen as racist, especially in 1904, 
the year he was inducted into the Bohemian Club. After that, his racism 
fades away, coming back only when he needed to make money by writing 
a bunch of hateful nonsense US readers couldn’t get enough of. Before I 
confuse you more than you already are, I’ll just say it plainly: Jack London 
infiltrated the Bohemian Club on behalf of his anarchist friends. He felt 
guilty about his past history of racism, so he basically did anything these 
anarchists wanted him to do. In this case, he monitored the San Francisco 
capitalists from inside their Bohemian Clubhouse. You might be asking 
yourself, who the hell is Jack London? Not only was he an anti-Asian 
racist, as a child he was breast-fed by a black woman. For all of his life, Jack 
London was never racist to black people.

JACK LONDON WAS A HYPOCRITE
 To be honest, I’m glad this story is complicated. I mean, did you 
know Jack London was raised by an escaped-slave named Virginia Prentiss? 
His own mother couldn’t produce any milk, and Virginia had just miscar-
ried her child. The two families were neighbours, so Virginia was paid to 
be Jack’s wet-nurse. Virginia must not have liked Jack’s mother’s influence, 
because she gave Jack $300 (about $9,000 in today’s money) and told him 
to go be a pirate. He used this money to buy a boat and spent the next year 
stealing oysters to sell on the Oakland waterfront. After paying Virginia 
back, he spent all his money on alcohol and was eventually captured by the 
Fish Patrol. Rather than go to jail, Jack served his sentence as a member of 
the Fish Patrol and turned his maritime skills against his former comrades. 
Like I said, Jack London was a snitch.
 While he might have been raised by a black woman, Jack still called 
Virginia by the name Mammy, a term from the days of slavery. Even his el-

police. So there you have it. At the time, thousands of Italians were living in exile 
within the US, all of them facing jail or execution at the hands of the government. 
In this repressive climate, Jack London and a dozen anarchists fought the police 
in La Spezia after singing an illegal song, at least according to him. In any case, 
when Jack London got back to the US in 1903, he was deeply enmeshed in the 
anarchist underworld, a place he would remain until 1914, the year he resumed 
spouting his racist hatred.
 As I mentioned earlier, Jack London smuggled guns into Russia in 1905, 
just as he told the high capitalists of New York City, You have mismanaged the 
world, and it shall be taken from you! Prior to that, he had secured membership in 
the Bohemian Club, allowing him to serve as a spy for the anarchist movement. 
You might ask why the anarchists allowed this, given Jack London had to openly 
display pro-imperialist sentiment and anti-Asian racism in order to secure that 
membership. The answer is actually simple.
 In the Bay Area of the time, literally all of the labor unions were racist. 
And by all of them, I mean all of them. And not just racist to Asians, Mexicans, 
the indigenous, and black people, but to Italians, Greeks, Basques, French, and 
Spanish people. Basically, only Germans, Anglo-Saxon yanquis, and the Irish were 
white people, at the time. This was true for the labor movement, but it was also 
true for the socialist movement in the US. Sorry to break this to you, but on pa-
per, in their virulent anti-Asian propaganda, the socialist movement was almost as 
racist as today’s Trump voters. Sorry, but not sorry. This is just common knowl-
edge. There are a few exceptions, like Anna Strunsky, but even Eugene Debbs was 
racist, and socialists still love the guy.
 Given this complete shit-pool of bigotry, the anarchists seemed not to 
care what their new infiltrator did in order to gain access to San Francisco’s cap-
italist elite, so long as he got the goods. Whatever they thought, Jack London 
immediately began preaching anti-capitalism and boosting the 1905 Russian Rev-
olution after he achieved life-long membership in the Bohemian Club, probably 
trying to make up for the absolute disgrace of writing “The Yellow Peril,” a term 
still used today. It is odd that, after warning the world of Japan’s military might, 
he immediately begins to champion the downfall of the Czar, arch-enemy of the 
Japanese Empire. 
 Jack made a lot of enemies in 1905 and 1906. His membership in the Bo-
hemian Club gave him access to what was happening behind the political scenes, 
a moment when the corrupt Union Labor Party was making deals with anyone, 
including the New York City capitalists sent to San Francisco by JP Morgan. 
This allegedly pro-union administration remained in control of City Hall until 
after the Great Earthquake and Fire of 1906, when the entire city was destroyed. 
There was no more Bohemian Clubhouse to infiltrate, no information to be easily 
gathered, so Jack and his new wife made plans to get on a boat and sail away for 

-5- -14-



dest daughter Joan refused to call her this name, and in 1906 she asked Vir-
ginia, didn’t they ever call a white lady who took care of their children Mammy? 
In response, Virginia told her, I don’t think I ever knew of any white ladies in 
the South who took care of other people’s children. It was only us. Joan London 

was definitely more woke than 
her father, and in the book 
where I got these quotes, I 
also learned that Jack London 
was a truly terrible father and 
a manipulative ex-husband. 
He compared Joan to a colt 
that hadn’t been sufficiently 
trained, or broken. He told 
her he wouldn’t go to her fu-
neral, that he wouldn’t care if 
she went to his. He once got 
mad at her sister Becky, dan-
gled her out the window, and 
when he pulled her back in-
side, he accidentally smashed 
her leg against the glass, leav-

ing a nasty cut. Joan’s book, The Daughters of Jack London, is one of the 
saddest I’ve ever read, but it also provides a lot of insight into what was 
happening in their lives between 1901, the year of Joan’s birth, and 1916, 
the year Jack London killed himself.   
 If he was such a shitty father, why did he want to have kids? The 
simple answer is eugenics. That’s right, eugenics, put there in his head 
by racist professors from Stanford and UC Berkeley. It was his fault for 
listening, but either way, he decided that human reproduction should be 
the domain of human logic, not the human heart. To him, it was okay to 
have sex out of love, desire, passion, that was fine, but it wasn’t okay to have 
children out of love, desire, or passion. In his mind, there were lovers and 
mates, and a mate should be selected for their physical qualities, including 
a body able to bear children. I guess this was enough for Jack London, then 
23 years-old, but all that eugenic nonsense was challenged when he fell 
madly in love with a Jew. 
 Her name was Anna Strunsky, and she would be the one who de-

Virginia Prentiss and her Virginia Prentiss and her 
children. Alameda, 1880children. Alameda, 1880

JACK LONDON WAS DOWN TO FUCK SHIT UP
 One day, by some accident, I ended up homeless in France, and it was 
here I learned that it wasn’t just Russia where Jack London was worshipped. 
French kids who got brought up in socialist or communist families all read his 
books, given that Moscow had given their approval. Whenever I told someone I 
was from Oakland, every other French person was like, oh, so you know the writer 
Jack London, yes? Back then, I didn’t know a lot about the guy, so I couldn’t make 
sense of all the stories those crazy French people told me about him. The oddest 
one took place in 1903 and involved Jack London helping some Italian anarchists 
blow up an oil-pipeline owned by JD Rockefeller’s Standard Oil Company, a 
pipeline that ran from the Bakersfield oil wells to the refinery in Richmond, the 
one that still stands over the bay.

 I guess I forgot about this sto-
ry, then something happened, 
then I started digging around 
in the archives. That’s when I 
discovered there really was an 
explosion in 1903, but it wasn’t 
against a pipeline, it was against 
the Richmond refinery itself. 
JD Rockefeller was being skew-
ered in the press back then, so it 
makes sense that Standard Oil 
reported it as an accident, espe-

cially given that hundreds of thousands were reading Ida Tarbell’s merciless A 
History of the Standard Oil Company, a book that was serialized in monthly instal-
ments between 1902 and 1904. There was no greater villain than JD Rockefeller 
in those days, and I believe Jack London probably did help anarchists bomb the 
Richmond refinery, given his desperate need to appear the good guy.
 Jack’s entry point into the anarchist underworld was Anna Strunsky, as 
I mentioned. His desire to win her heart fuelled his writing of The People of the 
Abyss, and once he left London to travel across Europe in late-1902, Jack met 
members on the Anarchist International, a massive, decentralized network that 
spanned the globe. It’s not clear who he met with in Europe, but by 1902, Jack 
London was already friends with Emma Goldman, the high priestess of anarchy, 
who herself was friends with Anna Strunsky and her family.
 One fragment of his time in Europe comes from a letter recollecting his 
stay in La Spezia, an Italian port town just north of Pisa. As he wrote, birds of a 
feather, you know—and by 3 in the morning there were a dozen of us [in La Spezia], 
singing the Marseillaise [the Anarchist International’s anthem], and clashing with the 
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feated Jack’s racist, eugenic logic. It would take a few years, but by 1904, 
she’d pulled him deep into the socialist and anarchist underworld, a fact 
that few people are aware of. Anna and Jack met in 1899 and had a short 

love affair, one that affected both of them deep-
ly. However, there was a serious problem. Not 
only was Jack in love with Anna, this love went 
against all his eugenic logic, for how could he, an 
Anglo-Saxon, procreate with a Jew? Rather than 
renounce his eugenics, Jack renounced his love for 
Anna, and soon enough he’d found an Anglo-Sax-
on mate to reproduce with.
 Her name was Bessie Maddern, and she was 
engaged to Jack’s childhood friend until a series of 
unfortunate events befell this hapless white man. 
Jack’s friend had gotten engaged to Bessie but then 

signed up to join the US Army in its occupation of the Philippines. Just 
before he shipped out, this man decided to cheat on his fiance and went 
into a certain brothel on the Barbary Coast, the red-light district of San 
Francisco, where he contracted an extreme variety of STD, a disease that 
would kill him before he ever reached the Philippines. After he died, Jack 
went to comfort Bessie, and in this moment he decided she would be his 
mate woman, even if he didn’t love her the way he loved Anna Strunsky. In 
a very short amount of time, Jack and Bessie were married, a development 
Anna didn’t learn about un-
til the day before the wedding. 
Soon enough, Bessie was preg-
nant with their first daughter 
Joan, named after Jean d’Arc.
 Anna tried not to be 
hurt, she treated Jack like a 
comrade, a friend, and between 
1901 and 1903, they co-wrote a 
book called The Kempton-Wace 
Letters. The book was a series 
of letters written between two fictional characters. Jack wrote as Herbert 
Wace, a believer in eugenics and breeding. Anna wrote as Dane Kempton, 
a believer in love and inspiration. This book would be the contest between 

miliar with the work of a racist pirate from Oakland, California. 
 To this day, every summer, thousands of Russians make the pil-
grimage to Sonoma Valley where Jack London owned a bunch of land. You 
can see these blouse-wearing Russians tour his house, his vineyard, his farm 
buildings, his orchards, and his burned down mansion, the Wolf House. I 
couldn’t tell you what’s going through their heads, nor could I tell you what 
it was like to project myself out of some Siberian worker’s city and pretend 
I was stealing oysters in the San Francisco Bay rather than shovelling coal. 
All these poor Russians were forced to read his books, given they were some 
of the rare state-approved literature, but I do know people really liked his 
stories in Russia, even Vladimir Putin.
 I don’t think he’s ever visited Jack London’s ranch at Glen Ellen, 
but if he did, Putin 
and the other Rus-
sian tourists could 
all stare at the ruins 
of the Wolf House, 
burned to the ground 
in 1913. They might 
stare at these ruins, 
but none of them 
would ever guess that 
Jack London used the 
construction of this 
mansion to launder 
money into the an-
archist movement, 
just as it was these 
same anarchists who 
burned down the 
mansion after they 
finished building it 
for him. As the say-
ing went back then, 
no one is fit to rule and 
no one deserves to be a 
slave.   

White Fang by Jack London,White Fang by Jack London,
a Soviet Film, 1946a Soviet Film, 1946
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their two philosophies, and in the end, Anna Strunsky beat Jack London, 
whose character admits defeat at the end of the novel. 
 While they were writing this novel, Bessie was pregnant with their 
second daughter, Becky London. Sometime in 1902, Jack invited Anna to 
his house in Piedmont, and while Bessie was literally barefoot and pregnant 
in the kitchen, Jack asked Anna to marry him. At first Anna said yes, but 
then a few weeks later she said no, encouraging him to be committed to his 
wife and children. This was too much for Jack, and he soon left for the UK 
where he wrote a book called The People of the Abyss, a study of poverty in 
East London. 
 This book is where 
we can mostly clearly see 
Anna’s influence creeping in. 
Confronted with the misery 
of Imperial London, Jack 
realized the Anglo-Saxon race 
could hardly feed, clothe, 
or shelter itself, even in the 
world’s richest city, and the 
book is literally free from 
any racist thought. He wrote 
a ton of letters to Anna while 
he was there, only she never 
responded, and The People 
of the Abyss was probably his 
way of winning her over, of 
proving he had changed. De-
spite all that, when he got 
back to San Francisco, Anna 
had just left the city, and the two would not see each other again for anoth-
er year. By then, both of them were running guns to Russia, but that’s an 
entirely different story, one for later. 
 Just know that The People of the Abyss went on to influence George 
Orwell, who read Jack London as a teenager. One of his favourite London 
novels was The Iron Heel, a book that could be found in every IWW union 
hall across the US. Not only was The Iron Heel a cult-favourite of the work-
ing-class, it was the first dystopian science-fiction novel of the 20th cen-

and literally millions of Russian youth projected their dreams and longings 
onto stories written by some sketchy sailor from Oakland. Jack London 
threw down hard for the Russians, and it turns out that one of the main 
Bolsheviks was a rabid fan of his work. Before he was purged by Joseph 
Stalin, Leon Trotsky was Vladimir Lenin’s right-hand man and helped him 
murder hundreds of thousands of people, including anarchists like myself. 
When he wasn’t doing this, Trotsky was apparently reading Jack London.
 As Trotsky would write in 1937, in [The Iron Heel’s] picture of the 
future there remains not a trace of democracy and peaceful progress. Over the 
mass of the deprived rise the castes of labor aristocracy, of praetorian army, of an 
all-penetrating police, with the financial oligarchy at the top. In reading it, one 
does not believe his own eyes: it is precisely the picture of fascism, of its economy, 
of its governmental technique, its political psychology! The fact is incontestable: 
in 1907 Jack London already foresaw and described the fascist regime as the 
inevitable result of the defeat of the proletarian revolution. Whatever may be 
the single ‘errors’ of the novel—and they exist—we cannot help inclining before 
the powerful intuition of the revolutionary artist. That’s what Trostky wrote, 
anyway. Fuck him, though. To be honest, I’m definitely not a Stalinist, but 
I’m happy that Trotsky caught a Stalinist ice-pick in Mexico City, because 
he definitely didn’t deserve to be alive after the number of people’s he’d 
murdered, including anarchists like myself.
 Back in 1905, Trotsky hadn’t become a complete piece of shit yet 
and was fighting in the streets along with thousands of others in the first 
Russian Revolution. He was eventually captured and imprisoned, but even-
tually he and Lenin seized power in 1918, killing all of their enemies and 
even most of their allies. When they were in control of the state, these two 

Bolsheviks approved 
of Jack London’s work 
for the Russian mass-
es, and when Stalin 
took over, he didn’t 
disagree. Because of 
these horrible people, 
millions and millions 
of Russians (and ev-
eryone else caught in 
the USSR) are all fa-
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tury, a massive genre that includes 1984, We, Brave New World, Fahrenheit 
451, the Divergent trilogy, and The Hunger Games trilogy. Jack London’s 
main contribution to this genre was quite simple. Before his book, dystopi-
an science-fiction depicted what would happen if socialists or communists 
took control of the world. Jack London’s The Iron Heel was the first to de-
pict what would happen if capitalists and oligarchs took control, and what 
it would take to beat them.

JACK LONDON WAS NUMBER ONE IN RUSSIA
 Anyway, Jack London never got with Anna Strunsky, but she got 
him to write down on paper that he was wrong about his eugenic concep-
tion of love, life, and reality. He ended up leaving his wife and getting with 
someone else, but in 1905, the year of the first Russian Revolution, Jack 
and Anna met again to smuggle weapons. They did so as part of the Friends 
of Russian Freedom, a network of exiles who aided the rebels fighting the 
Czar. Anna herself had been born in the Russian Empire and her family left 
because of the endless racism and pogroms inflicted on Jews, making this 
a very personal issue for her. On January 22, a massacre known as Bloody 
Sunday took place in Saint Petersburg, just outside the Winter Palace, and 
by the end over 1,000 had been murdered. General strikes and uprisings 

broke out across the Russian Empire, and as I mentioned, Jack London 
quickly joined in the action.
 He did a lot for the Russian rebels in 1905, mostly a propaganda 
tour across the US, but his greatest contribution was a boat-load of guns. 
He donated his sloop The Spray to associates of the Friends of Russian Free-
dom who then filled it with weapons and sailed it to Vladivostok, never to 
be seen again. I haven’t looked, but maybe there’s some record of a sloop 
matching the design of The Spray sitting in one of Vladivostok’s many ma-
rinas, now with a new Russian name painted in the Cyrillic alphabet. Or 
maybe it’s somewhere in Japan, or Korea, or China. It could have made it 
down to Vietnam. It could be anywhere. In any case, it literally just dis-
appears in July 1905 after a single sales notice printed in the daily papers. 
That’s it. In my experience, boat nerds keep very scrupulous track of any 
famous boat, and few boats simply vanish without explanation.
 What I’m telling you isn’t well known, but even if it was, Russian 
people would still love Jack London, mostly because they were forced to 
read him in school. The oldest Russians who lived under communism re-
member WWII, while the youngest are the first Millenials born less than 
a decade before the collapse of the USSR. All of them were allowed to 
read Jack London’s books, whichever ones they could get their hands on, 
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