Sartre, “The Wall”
They pushed us into a big white room and I began to blink because the light hurt my
eyes. Then I saw a table and four men behind the table, civilians, looking over the
papers. They had bunched another group of prisoners in the back and we had to
cross the whole room to join them. There were several I knew and some others who
must have been foreigners. The two in front of me were blond with round skulls:
they looked alike. I supposed they were French. The smaller one kept hitching up his
pants: nerves.
It lasted about three hours: I was dizzy and my head was empty; but the room was
well heated and I found that pleasant enough: for the past 24 hours we hadn't
stopped shivering. The guards brought the prisoners up to the table, one after the
other. The four men asked each one his name and occupation. Most of the time they
didn't go any further--or they would simply ask a question here and there: "Did you
have anything to do with the sabotage of munitions?" Or "Where were you the
morning of the 9th and what were you doing?" They didn't listen to the answers or at
least didn't seem to. They were quiet for a moment and then looking straight in front
of them began to write. They asked Tom if it were true he was in the International
Brigade: Tom couldn't tell them otherwise because of the papers they found in his
coat. They didn't ask Juan anything but they wrote for a long time after he told them
his name.
"My brother Jose is the anarchist," Juan said "You know he isn't here any more. I
don't belong to any party. I never had anything to do with politics."
They didn't answer. Juan went on, "I haven't done anything. I don't want to pay for
somebody else."
His lips trembled. A guard shut him up and took him away. It was my turn.
"Your name is Pablo Ibbieta?"
"Yes."
The man looked at the papers and asked me "Where's Ramon Gris?"
"I don't know."
"You hid him in your house from the 6th to the 19th."
"No."
They wrote for a minute and then the guards took me out. In the corridor Tom and
Juan were waiting between two guards. We started walking. Tom asked one of the
guards, "So?"
"So what?" the guard said.

"Was that the cross-examination or the sentence?"
"Sentence" the guard said.
"What are they going to do with us?"
The guard answered dryly, "Sentence will be read in your cell."
As a matter of fact, our cell was one of the hospital cellars. It was terrifically cold
there because of the drafts. We shivered all night and it wasn't much better during
the day. I had spent the previous five days in a cell in a monastery, a sort of hole in
the wall that must have dated from the middle ages: since there were a lot of
prisoners and not much room, they locked us up anywhere. I didn't miss my cell; I
hadn't suffered too much from the cold but I was alone; after a long time it gets
irritating. In the cellar I had company. Juan hardly ever spoke: he was afraid and he
was too young to have anything to say. But Tom was a good talker and he knew
Spanish well.
There was a bench in the cellar and four mats. When they took us back we sat and
waited in silence. After a long moment, Tom said, "We're screwed."
"l think so too," I said, "but I don't think they'll do any thing to the kid.".
"They don't have a thing against him," said Tom. "He's the brother of a militiaman
and that's all."
I looked at Juan: he didn't seem to hear. Tom went on, "You know what they do in
Saragossa? They lay the men down on the road and run over them with trucks. A
Moroccan deserter told us that. They said it was to save ammunition."
"It doesn't save gas." I said.
I was annoyed at Tom: he shouldn't have said that.
"Then there's officers walking along the road," he went on, "supervising it all. They
stick their hands in their pockets and smoke cigarettes. You think they finish off the
guys? Hell no. They let them scream. Sometimes for an hour. The Moroccan said he
damned near puked the first time."
"I don't believe they'll do that here," I said. "Unless they're really short on
ammunition."
Day was coming in through four air holes and a round opening they had made in the
ceiling on the left, and you could see the sky through it. Through this hole, usually
closed by a trap, they unloaded coal into the cellar. Just below the hole there was a
big pile of coal dust: it had been used to heat the hospital, but since the beginning of
the war the patients were evacuated and the coal stayed there, unused; sometimes
it even got rained on because they had forgotten to close the trap.
Tom began to shiver. "Good Jesus Christ, I'm cold," he said. "Here it goes again."

He got up and began to do exercises. At each movement his shirt opened on his
chest, white and hairy. He lay on his back, raised his legs in the air and bicycled. I
saw his great rump trembling. Tom was husky but he had too much fat. I thought
how riffle bullets or the sharp points of bayonets would soon be sunk into this mass
of tender flesh as in a lump of butter. It wouldn't have made me feel like that if he'd
been thin.
I wasn't exactly cold, but I couldn't feel my arms and shoulders any more.
Sometimes I had the impression I was missing something and began to look around
for my coat and then suddenly remembered they hadn't given me a coat. It was
rather uncomfortable. They took our clothes and gave them to their soldiers leaving
us only our shirts--and those canvas pants that hospital patients wear in the middle
of summer. After a while Tom got up and sat next to me, breathing heavily.
"Warmer?"
"Good Christ, no. But I'm out of wind."
Around eight o'clock in the evening a major came in with two falangistas. He had a
sheet of paper in his hand. He asked the guard, "What are the names of those
three?"
"Steinbock, Ibbieta and Mirbal," the guard said.
The major put on his eyeglasses and scanned the list: "Steinbock...Steinbock...Oh
yes...You are sentenced to death. You will be shot tomorrow morning." He went on
looking. "The other two as well."
"That's not possible," Juan said. "Not me." The major looked at him amazed. "What's
your name?"
"Juan Mirbal" he said.
"Well your name is there," said the major. "You're sentenced."
"I didn't do anything," Juan said.
The major shrugged his shoulders and turned to Tom and me.
"You're Basque?"
"Nobody is Basque."
He looked annoyed. "They told me there were three Basques. I'm not going to waste
my time running after them. Then naturally you don't want a priest?"
We didn't even answer.
He said, "A Belgian doctor is coming shortly. He is authorized to spend the night with
you." He made a military salute and left.

"What did I tell you," Tom said. "We get it."
"Yes, I said, "it's a rotten deal for the kid."
I said that to be decent but I didn't like the kid. His face was too thin and fear and
suffering had disfigured it, twisting all his features. Three days before he was a
smart sort of kid, not too bad; but now he looked like an old fairy and I thought how
he'd never be young again, even if they were to let him go. It wouldn't have been
too hard to have a little pity for him but pity disgusts me, or rather it horrifies me.
He hadn't said anything more but he had turned grey; his face and hands were both
grey. He sat down again and looked at the ground with round eyes. Tom was good
hearted, he wanted to take his arm, but the kid tore himself away violently and
made a face.
"Let him alone," I said in a low voice, "you can see he's going to blubber."
Tom obeyed regretfully: he would have liked to comfort the kid, it would have
passed his time and he wouldn't have been tempted to think about himself. But it
annoyed me: I'd never thought about death because I never had any reason to, but
now the reason was here and there was nothing to do but think about it.
Tom began to talk. "So you think you've knocked guys off, do you?" he asked me. I
didn't answer. He began explaining to me that he had knocked off six since the
beginning of August; he didn't realize the situation and I could tell he didn't want to
realize it. I hadn't quite realized it myself, I wondered if it hurt much, I thought of
bullets, I imagined their burning hail through my body. All that was beside the real
question; but I was calm: we had all night to understand. After a while Tom stopped
talking and I watched him out of the corner of my eye; I saw he too had turned grey
and he looked rotten; I told myself "Now it starts." It was almost dark, a dim glow
filtered through the air holes and the pile of coal and made a big stain beneath the
spot of sky; I could already see a star through the hole in the ceiling: the night
would be pure and icy.
The door opened and two guards came in, followed by a blonde man in a tan
uniform. He saluted us. "I am the doctor," he said. "I have authorization to help you
in these trying hours."
He had an agreeable and distinguished voice. I said, "What do you want here?"
"I am at your disposal. I shall do all I can to make your last moments less difficult."
"What did you come here for? There are others, the hospital's full of them."
"I was sent here," he answered with a vague look. "Ah! Would you like to smoke?"
he added hurriedly, "I have cigarettes and even cigars."
He offered us English cigarettes and puros, but we refused. I looked him in the eyes
and he seemed irritated. I said to him, "You aren't here on an errand of mercy.
Besides, I know you. I saw you with the fascists in the barracks yard the day I was
arrested."

I was going to continue, but something surprising suddenly happened to me; the
presence of this doctor no longer interested me. Generally when I'm on somebody I
don't let go. But the desire to talk left me completely; I shrugged and turned my
eyes away. A little later I raised my head; he was watching me curiously. The guards
were sitting on a mat. Pedro, the tall thin one, was twiddling his thumbs, the other
shook his head from time to time to keep from falling asleep.
"Do you want a light?" Pedro suddenly asked the doctor. The other nodded "Yes": I
think he was about as smart as a log, but he surely wasn't bad. Looking in his cold
blue eyes it seemed to me that his only sin was lack of imagination. Pedro went out
and came back with an oil lamp which he set on the corner of the bench. It gave a
bad light but it was better than nothing: they had left us in the dark the night before.
For a long time I watched the circle of light the lamp made on the ceiling. I was
fascinated. Then suddenly I woke up, the circle of light disappeared and I felt myself
crushed under an enormous weight. It was not the thought of death, or fear; it was
nameless. My cheeks burned and my head ached.
I shook myself and looked at my two friends. Tom had hidden his face in his hands. I
could only see the fat white nape of his neck. Little Juan was the worst, his mouth
was open and his nostrils trembled. The doctor went to him and put his hand on his
shoulder to comfort him: but his eyes stayed cold. Then I saw the Belgian's hand
drop stealthily along Juan's arm, down to the wrist. Juan paid no attention. The
Belgian took his wrist between three fingers, distractedly, the same time drawing
back a little and turning his back to me. But I leaned backward and saw him take a
watch from his pocket and look at it for a moment, never letting go of the wrist.
After a minute he let the hand fall inert and went and leaned his back against the
wall, then, as if he suddenly remembered something very important which had to be
jotted down on the spot, he took a notebook from his pocket and wrote a few lines.
"Bastard," I thought angrily, "let him come and take my pulse. I'll shove my fist in
his rotten face."
He didn't come but I felt him watching me. I raised my head and returned his look.
Impersonally, he said to me "Doesn't it seem cold to you here?" He looked cold, he
was blue.
I'm not cold," I told him.
He never took his hard eyes off me. Suddenly I understood and my hands went to
my face: I was drenched in sweat. In this cellar, in the midst of winter, in the midst
of drafts, I was sweating. I ran my hands through my hair, gummed together with
perspiration: at the same time I saw my shirt was damp and sticking to my skin: I
had been dripping for an hour and hadn't felt it. But that swine of a Belgian hadn't
missed a thing; he had seen the drops rolling down my cheeks and thought: this is
the manifestation of an almost pathological state of terror; and he had felt normal
and proud of being alive because he was cold. I wanted to stand up and smash his
face but no sooner had I made the slightest gesture than my rage and shame were
wiped out; I fell back on the bench with indifference.
I satisfied myself by rubbing my neck with my handkerchief because now I felt the
sweat dropping from my hair onto my neck and it was unpleasant. I soon gave up
rubbing, it was useless; my handkerchief was already soaked and I was still

sweating. My buttocks were sweating too and my damp trousers were glued to the
bench.
Suddenly Juan spoke. "You're a doctor?"
"Yes," the Belgian said.
"Does it hurt... very long?"
"Huh? When... ? Oh, no" the Belgian said paternally "Not at all. It's over quickly." He
acted as though he were calming a cash customer.
"But I... they told me... sometimes they have to fire twice."
"Sometimes," the Belgian said, nodding. "It may happen that the first volley reaches
no vital organs."
"Then they have to reload their rifles and aim all over again?" He thought for a
moment and then added hoarsely, "That takes time!"
He had a terrible fear of suffering, it was all he thought about: it was his age. I never
thought much about it and it wasn't fear of suffering that made me sweat.
I got up and walked to the pile of coal dust. Tom jumped up and threw me a hateful
look: I had annoyed him because my shoes squeaked. I wondered if my face looked
as frightened as his: I saw he was sweating too. The sky was superb, no light filtered
into the dark corner and I had only to raise my head to see the Big Dipper. But it
wasn't like it had been: the night before I could see a great piece of sky from my
monastery cell and each hour of the day brought me a different memory. Morning,
when the sky was a hard, light blue, I thought of beaches on the Atlantic: at noon I
saw the sun and I remembered a bar in Seville where I drank manzanilla and ate
olives and anchovies: afternoons I was in the shade and I thought of the deep
shadow which spreads over half a bull-ring leaving the other half shimmering in
sunlight: it was really hard to see the whole world reflected in the sky like that. But
now I could watch the sky as much as I pleased, it no longer evoked anything tn me.
I liked that better. I came back and sat near Tom. A long moment passed.
Tom began speaking in a low voice. He had to talk, without that he wouldn't have
been able no recognize himself in his own mind. I thought he was talking to me but
he wasn't looking at me. He was undoubtedly afraid to see me as I was, grey and
sweating: we were alike and worse than mirrors of each other. He watched the
Belgian, the living.
"Do you understand?" he said. "I don't understand."
I began to speak in a low voice too. I watched the Belgian. "Why? What's the
matter?"
"Something is going to happen to us than I can't understand."

There was a strange smell about Tom. It seemed to me I was more sensitive than
usual to odors. I grinned. "You'll understand in a while."
"It isn't clear," he said obstinately. "I want to be brave but first I have to know. . .
.Listen, they're going to take us into the courtyard. Good. They're going to stand up
in front of us. How many?"
"l don't know. Five or eight. Not more."
"All right. There'll be eight. Someone'll holler 'aim!' and I'll see eight rifles looking at
me. I'll think how I'd like to get inside the wall, I'll push against it with my back. . . .
with every ounce of strength I have, but the wall will stay, like in a nightmare. I can
imagine all that. If you only knew how well I can imagine it."
"All right, all right!" I said. "I can imagine it too."
"lt must hurt like hell. You know they aim at the eyes and the mouth to disfigure
you," he added mechanically. "I can feel the wounds already. I've had pains in my
head and in my neck for the past hour. Not real pains. Worse. This is what I'm going
to feel tomorrow morning. And then what?"
I well understood what he meant but I didn't want to act as if I did. I had pains too,
pains in my body like a crowd of tiny scars. I couldn't get used to it. But I was like
him. I attached no importance to it. "After," I said. "you'll be pushing up daisies."
He began to talk to himself: he never stopped watching the Belgian. The Belgian
didn't seem to be listening. I knew what he had come to do; he wasn't interested in
what we thought; he came to watch our bodies, bodies dying in agony while yet
alive.
"It's like a nightmare," Tom was saying. "You want to think something, you always
have the impression that it's all right, that you're going to understand and then it
slips, it escapes you and fades away. I tell myself there will be nothing afterwards.
But I don't understand what it means. Sometimes I almost can.... and then it fades
away and I start thinking about the pains again, bullets, explosions. I'm a
materialist, I swear it to you; I'm not going crazy. But something's the matter. I see
my corpse; that's not hard but I'm the one who sees it, with my eyes. I've got to
think... think that I won't see anything anymore and the world will go on for the
others. We aren't made to think that, Pablo. Believe me: I've already stayed up a
whole night waiting for something. But this isn't the same: this will creep up behind
us, Pablo, and we won't be able to prepare for it."
"Shut up," I said, "Do you want me to call a priest?"
He didn't answer. I had already noticed he had the tendency to act like a prophet
and call me Pablo, speaking in a toneless voice. I didn't like that: but it seems all the
Irish are that way. I had the vague impression he smelled of urine. Fundamentally, I
hadn't much sympathy for Tom and I didn't see why, under the pretext of dying
together, I should have any more. It would have been different with some others.
With Ramon Gris, for example. But I felt alone between Tom and Juan. I liked that

better, anyhow: with Ramon I might have been more deeply moved. But I was
terribly hard just then and I wanted to stay hard.
He kept on chewing his words, with something like distraction. He certainly talked to
keep himself from thinking. He smelled of urine like an old prostate case. Naturally, I
agreed with him. I could have said everything he said: it isn't natural to die. And
since I was going to die, nothing seemed natural to me, not this pile of coal dust, or
the bench, or Pedro's ugly face. Only it didn't please me to think the same things as
Tom. And I knew that, all through the night, every five minutes, we would keep on
thinking things at the same time. I looked at him sideways and for the first time he
seemed strange to me: he wore death on his face. My pride was wounded: for the
past 24 hours I had lived next to Tom, I had listened to him. I had spoken to him
and I knew we had nothing in common. And now we looked as much alike as twin
brothers, simply because we were going to die together. Tom took my hand without
looking at me.
"Pablo. I wonder... I wonder if it's really true that everything ends."
I took my hand away and said, "Look between your feet, you pig."
There was a big puddle between his feet and drops fell from his pants-leg.
"What is it," he asked, frightened.
"You're pissing in your pants," I told him.
"lt isn't true," he said furiously. "I'm not pissing. I
don't feel anything."
The Belgian approached us. He asked with false solicitude. "Do you feel ill?"
Tom did not answer. The Belgian looked at the puddle and said nothing.
"I don't know what it is," Tom said ferociously. "But I'm not afraid. I swear I'm not
afraid."
The Belgian did not answer. Tom got up and went to piss in a corner. He came back
buttoning his fly, and sat down without a word. The Belgian was taking notes.
All three of us watched him because he was alive. He had the motions of a living
human being, the cares of a living human being; he shivered in the cellar the way
the living are supposed to shiver; he had an obedient, well-fed body. The rest of us
hardly felt ours--not in the same way anyhow. I wanted to feel my pants between
my legs but I didn't dare; I watched the Belgian, balancing on his legs, master of his
muscles, someone who could think about tomorrow. There we were, three bloodless
shadows; we watched him and we sucked his life like vampires.
Finally he went over to little Juan. Did he want to feel his neck for some professional
motive or was he obeying an impulse of charity? If he was acting by charity it was
the only time during the whole night.

He caressed Juan's head and neck. The kid let himself be handled, his eyes never
leaving him, then suddenly he seized the hand and looked at it strangely. He held
the Belgian's hand between his own two hands and there was nothing pleasant about
them, two grey pincers gripping this fat and reddish hand. I suspected what was
going to happen and Tom must have suspected it too: but the Belgian didn't see a
thing, he smiled paternally. After a moment the kid brought the fat red hand to his
mouth and tried to bite it. The Belgian pulled away quickly and stumbled back
against the wall. For a second he looked at us with horror, he must have suddenly
understood that we were not men like him. I began to laugh and one of the guards
jumped up. The other was asleep, his wide open eyes were blank.
I felt relaxed and over-excited at the same time. I didn't want to think any more
about what would happen at dawn, at death. It made no sense. I only found words
or emptiness. But as soon as I tried to think of anything else I saw rifle barrels
pointing at me. Perhaps I lived through my execution twenty times; once I even
thought it was for good: I must have slept a minute. They were dragging me to the
wall and I was struggling; I was asking for mercy. I woke up with a start and looked
at the Belgian: I was afraid I might have cried out in my sleep. But he was stroking
his moustache, he hadn't noticed anything. If I had wanted to, I think I could have
slept a while; I had been awake for 48 hours. I was at the end of my rope. But I
didn't want to lose two hours of life; they would come to wake me up at dawn. I
would follow them, stupefied with sleep and I would have croaked without so much
as an "Oof!"; I didn't want that. I didn't want to die like an animal, I wanted to
understand. Then I was afraid of having nightmares. I got up, walked back and forth,
and, to change my ideas, I began to think about my past life. A crowd of memories
came back to me pell-mell. There were good and bad ones--or at least I called them
that before. There were faces and incidents. I saw the face of a little novillero who
was gored tn Valencia during the Feria, the face of one of my uncles, the face of
Ramon Gris. I remembered my whole life: how I was out of work for three months in
1926, how I almost starved to death. I remembered a night I spent on a bench in
Granada: I hadn't eaten for three days. I was angry, I didn't want to die. That made
me smile. How madly I ran after happiness, after women, after liberty. Why? I
wanted to free Spain, I admired Pi y Margall, I joined the anarchist movement, I
spoke in public meetings: I took everything as seriously as if I were immortal.
At that moment I felt that I had my whole life in front of me and I thought, "It's a
damned lie." It was worth nothing because it was finished. I wondered how I'd been
able to walk, to laugh with the girls: I wouldn't have moved so much as my little
finger if I had only imagined I would die like this. My life was in front of me, shut,
closed, like a bag and yet everything inside of it was unfinished. For an instant I tried
to judge it. I wanted to tell myself, this is a beautiful life. But I couldn't pass
judgment on it; it was only a sketch; I had spent my time counterfeiting eternity, I
had understood nothing. I missed nothing: there were so many things I could have
missed, the taste of manzanilla or the baths I took in summer in a little creek near
Cadiz; but death had disenchanted everything.
The Belgian suddenly had a bright idea. "My friends," he told us, "I will undertake--if
the military administration will allow it--to send a message for you, a souvenir to
those who love you. . . ."
Tom mumbled, "I don't have anybody."

I said nothing. Tom waited an instant then looked at me with curiosity. "You don't
have anything to say to Concha?"
"No."
I hated this tender complicity: it was my own fault, I had talked about Concha the
night before. I should have controlled myself. I was with her for a year. Last night I
would have given an arm to see her again for five minutes. That was why I talked
about her, it was stronger than I was. Now I had no more desire to see her, I had
nothing more to say to her. I would not even have wanted to hold her in my arms:
my body filled me with horror because it was grey and sweating--and I wasn't sure
that her body didn't fill me with horror. Concha would cry when she found out I was
dead, she would have no taste for life for months afterward. But I was still the one
who was going to die. I thought of her soft, beautiful eyes. When she looked at me
something passed from her to me. But I knew it was over: if she looked at me now
the look would stay in her eyes, it wouldn't reach me. I was alone.
Tom was alone too but not in the same way. Sitting cross-legged, he had begun to
stare at the bench with a sort of smile, he looked amazed. He put out his hand and
touched the wood cautiously as if he were afraid of breaking something, then drew
back his hand quickly and shuddered. If I had been Tom I wouldn't have amused
myself by touching the bench; this was some more Irish nonsense, but I too found
that objects had a funny look: they were more obliterated, less dense than usual. It
was enough for me to look at the bench, the lamp, the pile of coal dust, to feel that I
was going to die. Naturally I couldn't think clearly about my death but I saw it
everywhere, on things, in the way things fell back and kept their distance, discreetly,
as people who speak quietly at the bedside of a dying man. It was his death which
Tom had just touched on the bench.
In the state I was in, if someone had come and told me I could go home quietly, that
they would leave me my life whole, it would have left me cold: several hours or
several years of waiting is all the same when you have lost the illusion of being
eternal. I clung to nothing, in a way I was calm. But it was a horrible calm--because
of my body; my body, I saw with its eyes, I heard with its ears, but it was no longer
me; it sweated and trembled by itself and I didn't recognize it any more. I had to
touch it and look at it to find out what was happening, as if it were the body of
someone else. At times I could still feel it, I felt sinkings, and fallings, as when you're
in a plane taking a nose dive, or I felt my heart beating. But that didn't reassure me.
Everything that came from my body was all cockeyed. Most of the time it was quiet
and I felt no more than a sort of weight, a filthy presence against me; I had the
impression of being tied to an enormous vermin. Once I felt my pants and I felt they
were damp; I didn't know whether it was sweat or urine, but I went to piss on the
coal pile as a precaution.
The Belgian took out his watch, looked at it. He said, "It is three-thirty."
Bastard! He must have done it on purpose. Tom jumped; we hadn't noticed time was
running out; night surrounded us like a shapeless, somber mass. I couldn't even
remember that it had begun.
Little Juan began to cry. He wrung his hands, pleaded, "I don't want to die. I don't
want to die."

He ran across the whole cellar waving his arms in the air then fell sobbing on one of
the mats. Tom watched him with mournful eyes, without the slightest desire to
console him. Because it wasn't worth the trouble: the kid made more noise than we
did, but he was less touched: he was like a sick man who defends himself against his
illness by fever. It's much more serious when there isn't any fever.
He wept: I could clearly see he was pitying himself; he wasn't thinking about death.
For one second, one single second, I wanted to weep myself, to weep with pity for
myself. But the opposite happened: I glanced at the kid, I saw his thin sobbing
shoulders and I felt inhuman: I could pity neither the others nor myself. I said to
myself, "I want to die cleanly."
Tom had gotten up, he placed himself just under the round opening and began to
watch for daylight. I was determined to die cleanly and I only thought of that. But
ever since the doctor told us the time, I felt time flying, flowing away drop by drop.
It was still dark when I heard Tom's voice: "Do you hear them?"
Men were marching in the courtyard.
"Yes."
"What the hell are they doing? They can't shoot in the dark."
After a while we heard no more. I said to Tom, "It's day."
Pedro got up, yawning, and came to blow out the lamp. He said to his buddy, "Cold
as hell."
The cellar was all grey. We heard shots in the distance.
"It's starting," I told Tom. "They must do it in the court in the rear."
Tom asked the doctor for a cigarette. I didn't want one; I didn't want cigarettes or
alcohol. From that moment on they didn't stop firing.
"Do you realize what's happening," Tom said.
He wanted to add something but kept quiet, watching the door. The door opened and
a lieutenant came in with four soldiers. Tom dropped his cigarette.
"Steinbock?"
Tom didn't answer. Pedro pointed him out.
"Juan Mirbal?"
"On the mat."
"Get up," the lieutenant said.

Juan did not move. Two soldiers took him under the arms and set him on his feet.
But he fell as soon as they released him.
The soldiers hesitated.
"He's not the first sick one," said the lieutenant. "You two carry him: they'll fix it up
down there."
He turned to Tom. "Let's go."
Tom went out between two soldiers. Two others followed, carrying the kid by the
armpits. He hadn't fainted; his eyes were wide open and tears ran down his cheeks.
When I wanted to go out the lieutenant stopped me.
"You Ibbieta?"
"Yes."
"You wait here: they'll come for you later."
They left. The Belgian and the two jailers left too, I was alone. I did not understand
what was happening to me but I would have liked it better if they had gotten it over
with right away. I heard shots at almost regular intervals; I shook with each one of
them. I wanted to scream and tear out my hair. But I gritted my teeth and pushed
my hands in my pockets because I wanted to stay clean.
After an hour they came to get me and led me to the first floor, to a small room that
smelt of cigars and where the heat was stifling. There were two officers sitting
smoking in the armchairs, papers on their knees.
"You're Ibbieta?"
"Yes."
"Where is Ramon Gris?"
"l don't know."
The one questioning me was short and fat. His eyes were hard behind his glasses. He
said to me, "Come here."
I went to him. He got up and took my arms, staring at me with a look that should
have pushed me into the earth. At the same time he pinched my biceps with all his
might. It wasn't to hurt me, it was only a game: he wanted to dominate me. He also
thought he had to blow his stinking breath square in my face. We stayed for a
moment like that, and I almost felt like laughing. It takes a lot to intimidate a man
who is going to die; it didn't work. He pushed me back violently and sat down again.
He said, "It's his life against yours. You can have yours if you tell us where he is."

These men dolled up with their riding crops and boots were still going to die. A little
later than I, but not too much. They busied themselves looking for names in their
crumpled papers, they ran after other men to imprison or suppress them: they had
opinions on the future of Spain and on other subjects. Their little activities seemed
shocking and burlesqued to me; I couldn't put myself in their place. I thought they
were insane. The little man was still looking at me, whipping his boots with the riding
crop. All his gestures were calculated to give him the look of a live and ferocious
beast.
"So? You understand?"
I don't know where Gris is," I answered. "I thought he was in Madrid."
The other officer raised his pale hand indolently. This indolence was also calculated. I
saw through all their little schemes and I was stupefied to find there were men who
amused themselves that way.
"You have a quarter of an hour to think it over," he said slowly. "Take him to the
laundry, bring him back in fifteen minutes. If he still refuses he will he executed on
the spot."
They knew what they were doing: I had passed the night in waiting; then they had
made me wait an hour in the cellar while they shot Tom and Juan and now they were
locking me up in the laundry; they must have prepared their game the night before.
They told themselves that nerves eventually wear out and they hoped to get me that
way.
They were badly mistaken. In the laundry I sat on a stool because I felt very weak
and I began to think. But not about their proposition. Of course I knew where Gris
was; he was hiding with his cousins, four kilometers from the city. I also knew that I
would not reveal his hiding place unless they tortured me (but they didn't seem to be
thinking about that). All that was perfectly regulated, definite and in no way
interested me. Only I would have liked to understand the reasons for my conduct. I
would rather die than give up Gris. Why? I didn't like Ramon Gris any more. My
friendship for him had died a little while before dawn at the same time as my love for
Concha, at the same time as my desire to live. Undoubtedly I thought highly of him:
he was tough. But it was not for this reason that I consented to die in his place; his
life had no more value than mine; no life had value. They were going to slap a man
up against a wall and shoot at him till he died, whether it was I or Gris or somebody
else made no difference. I knew he was more useful than I to the cause of Spain but
I thought to hell with Spain and anarchy; nothing was important. Yet I was there, I
could save my skin and give up Gris and I refused to do it. I found that somehow
comic; it was obstinacy. I thought, "I must be stubborn!" And a droll sort of gaiety
spread over me.
They came for me and brought me back to the two officers. A rat ran out from under
my feet and that amused me. I turned to one of the falangistas and said, "Did you
see the rat?"
He didn't answer. He was very sober, he took himself seriously. I wanted to laugh
but I held myself back because I was afraid that once I got started I wouldn't be able
to stop. The falangista had a moustache. I said to him again, "You ought to shave off

your moustache, idiot." I thought it funny that he would let the hairs of his living
being invade his face. He kicked me without great conviction and I kept quiet.
"Well," said the fat officer, "have you thought about it?"
I looked at them with curiosity, as insects of a very rare species. I told them, "I
know where he is. He is hidden in the cemetery. In a vault or in the gravediggers'
shack."
It was a farce. I wanted to see them stand up, buckle their belts and give orders
busily.
They jumped to their feet. "Let's go. Molés, go get fifteen men from Lieutenant
Lopez. You," the fat man said, "I'll let you off if you're telling the truth, but it'll cost
you plenty if you're making monkeys out of us."
"They left in a great clatter and I waited peacefully under the guard of falangistas.
From time to time I smiled, thinking about the spectacle they would make. I felt
stunned and malicious. I imagined them lifting up tombstones, opening the doors of
the vaults one by one. I represented this situation to myself as if I had been
someone else: this prisoner obstinately playing the hero, these grim falangistas with
their moustaches and their men in uniform running among the graves; it was
irresistibly funny. After half an hour the little fat man came back alone. I thought he
had come to give the orders to execute me. The others must have stayed in the
cemetery.
The officer looked at me. He didn't look at all sheepish. "Take him into the big
courtyard with the others," he said. "After the military operations a regular court will
decide what happens to him."
"Then they're not... not going to shoot me?..."
"Not now, anyway. What happens afterwards is none of my business."
I still didn't understand. I asked, "But why...?"
He shrugged his shoulders without answering and the soldiers took me away. In the
big courtyard there were about a hundred prisoners, women, children and a few old
men. I began walking around the central grass plot, I was stupefied. At noon they let
us eat in the mess hall. Two or three people questioned me. I must have known
them, but I didn't answer: I didn't even know where I was.
Around evening they pushed about ten new prisoners into the court. I recognized
Garcia, the baker. He said, "What damned luck you have! I didn't think I'd see you
alive."
"They sentenced me to death," I said, "and then they changed their minds. I don't
know why."
"They arrested me at two o'clock," Garcia said.

"Why?" Garcia had nothing to do with politics.
"I don't know," he said. "They arrest everybody who doesn't think the way they do."
He lowered his voice. "They got Gris."
I began to tremble. "When?"
"This morning. He messed it up. He left his cousin's on Tuesday because they had an
argument. There were plenty of people to hide him but he didn't want to owe
anything to anybody. He said, ' I'd go and hide in Ibbieta's place, but they got him,
so I'll go hide in the cemetery.'"
"In the cemetery?"
"Yes. What a fool. Of course they went by there this morning, that was sure to
happen. They found him in the gravediggers' shack. He shot at them and they got
him."
"In the cemetery!"
Everything began to spin and I found myself sitting on the ground: I laughed so hard
I cried.

“The Doctrine of Fascism” (1932)
by Benito Mussolini

L

ike all sound political conceptions, Fascism is
action and it is thought; action in which
doctrine is immanent, and doctrine arising
from a given system of historical forces in which it is
inserted, and working on them from within. It
has therefore a form correlated to contingencies of
time and space; but it has also an ideal content which
makes it an expression of truth in the higher region of
the history of thought. There is no way of exercising
a spiritual influence in the world as a human will
dominating the will of others, unless one has a
conception both of the transient and the specific
reality on which that action is to be exercised, and of
the permanent and universal reality in which the
transient dwells and has its being. To know men one
must know man; and to know man one must be
acquainted with reality and its laws. There can be no
conception of the State which is not fundamentally a
conception of life: philosophy or intuition, system of
ideas evolving within the framework of logic or
concentrated in a vision or a faith, but always, at least
potentially, an organic conception of the world.
Thus many of the practical expressions of Fascism
such as party organization, system of education,
and discipline can only be understood when
considered in relation to its general attitude toward
life. A spiritual attitude. Fascism sees in the world
not only thos e superficial, material aspects
in which man appears as an individual, standing by
himself, self-centered, subject to natural law, which
instinctively urges him toward a life of selfish
momentary pleasure; it sees not only the
individual but the nation and the country;
individuals and generations bound together by a
moral law, with common traditions and a mission
which suppressing the instinct for life closed in a
brief circle of pleasure, builds up a higher life,
founded on duty, a life free from the limitations of
time and space, in which the individual, by selfsacrifice, the renunciation of self-interest, by death
itself, can achieve that purely spiritual existence in
which his value as a man consists.
The conception is therefore a spiritual one, arising
from the general reaction of the century against the
materialistic positivism of the 19th century. Antipositivistic but positive; neither skeptical nor
agnostic; neither pessimistic nor supinely optimistic
as are, generally speaking, the doctrines (all
negative) which place the center of life outside man;

whereas, by the exercise of his free will, man can
and must create his own world.
Fascism wants man to be active and to engage in
action with all his energies; it wants him to be
manfully aware of the difficulties besetting him
and ready to face them. It conceives of life as a
struggle in which it behooves a man to win for himself a
really worthy place, first of all by fitting himself
(physically, morally, intellectually) to become the
implement required for winning it. As for the
individual, so for the nation, and so for mankind.
Hence the high value of culture in all its forms
(artistic,
religious,
scientific)
and
the
outstanding importance of education. Hence also
the essential value of work, by which man subjugates
nature and creates the human world (economic,
political, ethical, and intellectual).

This positive conception of life is obviously
an ethical one. It invests the whole field of
reality as well as the human activities which
master it. No action is exempt from moral
judgment; no activity can be despoiled of the
value which a moral purpose confers on
all things. Therefore life, as conceived of
by the Fascist, is serious, austere, and
religious; all its manifestations are poised in
a world sustained by moral forces and
subject to spiritual responsibilities. The
Fascist disdains an “easy” life.
The Fascist conception of life is a religious one, in
which man is viewed in his immanent relation to a
higher law, endowed with an objective will
transcending the individual and raising him to
conscious membership of a spiritual society.
“Those who perceive nothing beyond opportunistic
considerations in the religious policy of the
Fascist regime fail to realize that Fascism is not only a
system of government but also and above all a system
of thought.
In the Fascist conception of history, man is man only
by virtue of the spiritual process to which he
contributes as a member of the family, the social
group, the nation, and in function of history to which
all nations bring their contribution. Hence the great
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value of tradition in records, in language, in customs, in
the rules of social life. Outside history man is a
nonentity. Fascism is therefore opposed to all
individualistic abstractions based on eighteenth
century materialism; and it is opposed to all
Jacobinistic utopias and innovations. It does not
believe in the possibility of “happiness” on earth
as conceived by the economistic literature of
the 18th century, and it therefore rejects the
theological notion that at some future time the
human family will secure a final settlement of all its
difficulties. This notion runs counter to experience
which teaches that life is in continual flux and in
process of evolution. In politics Fascism aims at
realism; in practice it desires to deal only with those
problems which are the spontaneous product of
historic conditions and which find or suggest
their own solutions. Only by entering in to the
process of reality and taking possession of the forces
at work within it, can man act on man and on nature.
Anti-individualistic, the Fascist conception of life
stresses the importance of the State and accepts the
individual only in so far as his interests coincide
with those of the State, which stands for the
conscience and the universal, will of man as a
historic entity. It is opposed to classical liberalism
which arose as a reaction to absolutism and
exhausted its historical function when the State
became the expression of the conscience and will of
the people. Liberalism denied the State in the name
of the individual; Fascism reasserts
The rights of the State as expressing the real essence
of the individual. And if liberty is to he the attribute of
living men and not of abstract dummies invented by
individualistic liberalism, then Fascism stands for
liberty, and for the only liberty worth having, the
liberty of the State and of the individual within the
State. The Fascist conception of the State is all
embracing; outside of it no human or spiritual values
can exist, much less have value. Thus understood,
Fascism, is totalitarian, and the Fascist State — a
synthesis and a unit inclusive of all values —
interprets, develops, and potentates the whole life of a
people.
No individuals or groups (political parties, cultural
associations, economic unions, social classes) outside
the State. Fascism is therefore opposed to Socialism to
which unity within the State (which amalgamates
classes into a single economic and ethical reality) is
unknown, and which sees in history nothing but the
class struggle. Fascism is likewise opposed to trade
unionism as a class weapon. But when brought

within the orbit of the State, Fascism recognizes the
real needs which gave rise to socialism and
trade unionism, giving them due weight in the guild
or corporative system in which divergent interests
are coordinated and harmonized in the unity of the
State.
Grouped according to their several interests,
individuals form classes; they form trade-unions
when organized according to their several economic
activities; but first and foremost they form the State,
which is no mere matter of numbers, the suns of the
individuals forming the majority. Fascism is
therefore opposed to that form of democracy
which equates a nation to the majority, lowering it to
the level of the largest number; but it is the purest form
of democracy if the nation be considered as it should
be from the point of view of quality rather than
quantity, as an idea, the mightiest because the
most ethical, the most coherent, the truest,
expressing itself in a people as the conscience
and will of the few, if not, indeed, of one, and
ending to express itself in the conscience and th e
will of the mass, of the whole group ethnically
molded by natural and historical conditions into a
nation, advancing, as one conscience and one will,
along the self same line of development and spiritual
formation. Not a race, nor a geographically
defined region, but a people, historically
perpetuating itself; a multitude unified by an
idea and imbued with the will to live, the will to
power, self-consciousness, personality.
In so far as it is embodied in a State, this higher
personality becomes a nation. It is not the nation
which generates the State; that is an antiquated
naturalistic concept which afforded a basis for
19th century publicity in favor of national
governments. Rather is it the State which creates
the nation, conferring volition and therefore real
life on a people made aware of their moral unity.
The right to national independence does not
arise from any merely literary and idealistic form
of self-consciousness; still less from a more or
less passive and unconscious de facto situation,
but from an active, self-conscious, political will
expressing itself in action and ready to prove its
rights. It arises, in short, from the existence, at
least in fieri, of a State. Indeed, it is the State
which, as the expression of a universal ethical
will, creates the right to national independence.
A nation, as expressed in the State, is a living,
ethical entity only in so far as it is progressive.
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Inactivity is death. Therefore the State is not only
Authority which governs and confers legal form and
spiritual value on individual wills, but it is also
Power which makes its will felt and respected
beyond its own frontiers, thus affording practical
proof of the universal character of the decisions
necessary to ensure its development. This implies
organization and expansion, potential if not
actual. Thus the State equates itself to the will of
man, whose development cannot he checked by
obstacles and which, by achieving selfexpression, demonstrates its infinity.
The Fascist State , as a higher and more powerful
expression of personality, is a force, but a
spiritual one. It sums up all the manifestations of
the moral and intellectual life of man. Its functions
cannot therefore be limited to those of enforcing
order and keeping the peace, as the liberal doctrine
had it. It is no mere mechanical device for defining the
sphere within which the individual may duly
exercise his supposed rights. The Fascist State is
an inwardly accepted standard and rule of conduct,
a discipline of the whole person; it permeates the
will no less than the intellect. It stands for a
principle which becomes the central motive of
man as a member of civilized society, sinking
deep down into his personality; it dwells in the
heart of the man of action and of the thinker, of
the artist and of the man of science: soul of the
soul.
Fascism, in short, is not only a law-giver and a
founder of institutions, but an educator and a
promoter of spiritual life. It aims at refashioning not
only the forms of life but their content — man, his
character, and his faith. To achieve this propose it
enforces discipline and uses authority, entering into
the soul and ruling with undisputed sway. Therefore it
has chosen as its emblem the Lictor’s rods, the
symbol of unity, strength, and justice.
POLITICAL AND SOCIAL DOCTRINE
When in the now distant March of 1919, speaking
through the columns of the Popolo d’Italia I
summoned to Milan the surviving interventionists
who had intervened, and who had followed me
ever since the foundation of the Fascist of
revolutionary action in January 1915, I had in
mind no specific doctrinal program. The only
doctrine of which I had practical experience was
that of socialism, from until the winter of 1914
— nearly a decade. My experience was that both
of a follower and a leader but it was not

doctrinal experience. My doctrine during that
period had been the doctrine of action. A
uniform, universally accepted doctrine of
Socialism had not existed since 1905, when the
revisionist movement, headed by Bernstein,
arose in Germany, countered by the formation,
in the see-saw of tendencies, of a left
revolutionary movement which in Italy never
quitted the field of phrases, whereas, in the case
of Russian socialism, it became the prelude to
Bolshevism.
Reformism, revolutionism, centrism, the very
echo of that terminology is dead, while in the great
river of Fascism one can trace currents which had
their source in Sorel, Peguy, Lagardelle of the
Movement Socialists, and in the cohort of Italian
syndicalist who from 1904 to 1914 brought a new
note into the Italian socialist environment —
previously emasculated and chloroformed by
fornicating with Giolitti’s party — a note sounded in
Olivetti’s Pagine Libere, Orano’s Lupa, Enrico
Leone’s Divenirs Socials.
When the war ended in 1919 Socialism, as a
doctrine, was already dead; it continued to
exist only as a grudge, especially in Italy
where its only chance lay in inciting to
reprisals against the men who had willed the
war and who were to be made to pa y for it.
The Popolo d’Italia described itself in its subtitle
as the daily organ of fighters and producers. The
word producer was already the expression of a
mental trend. Fascism was not the nursling of a
doctrine previously drafted at a desk; it was born
of the need of action, and was action; it was not a
party but, in the first two years, an anti-party and a
movement. The name I gave the organization
fixed its character.
Yet if anyone cares to reread the now crumpled
sheets of those days giving an account of the
meeting at which the Italian Fasci di
combattimento were founded, he will find not a
doctrine but a series of pointers, forecasts, hints
which, when freed from the inevitable matrix of
contingencies, were to develop in a few years
time into a series of doctrinal positions entitling
Fascism to rank as a political doctrine differing from
all others, past or present.
If the bourgeoisie — I then said — believe that they
have found in us their lightening-conductors, they
arc mistaken. We must go towards the people.... We
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wish the working classes to accustom themselves
to the responsibilities of management so that
they may realize that it is no easy matter to run
a business... We will fight both technical and
spiritual rear-guardism.... Now that the succession of
the regime is open we must not be fainthearted.
We must rush forward; if the present regime is to
be superseded we must take its place. The right of
succession is ours, for we urged the country to
enter the war and we led it to victory... The
existing forms of political representation cannot
satisfy us; we want direst representation of the
several interests.... It may be objected that this
program implies a return to the guilds
(corporazioni). No matter!. I therefore hope this
assembly will accept the economic claims
advanced by national syndicalism ….

doctrine at the very time when that doctrine was
being formulated — no matter how tumultuously, —
first, as is the case with all new ideas, in the
guise of violent dogmatic negations; then in the
more positive guise of constructive theories,
subsequently incorporated, in 1926, 1927, and
1928, in the laws and institutions of the regime.

Is it not strange that from the very first
day, at Piazza San Sepolcro, the word
“guild” (corporazione) was pronounced, a
word which, as the Revolution developed,
was to express one of the basic legislative
and social creations of the regime?

First of all, as regards the future development of
mankind, and quite apart from all present political
considerations. Fascism does not, generally
speaking, believe in the possibility or utility of
perpetual peace. It therefore discards pacifism as a
cloak for cowardly supine renunciation in
contradistinction to self-sacrifice. War alone keys
up all human energies to their maximum
tension and sets the seal of nobility on those
peoples who have the courage to face it. All other
tests are substitutes which never place a man face
to face with himself before the alternative of life
or death. Therefore all doctrines which postulate
peace at all costs are incompatible with Fascism.
Equally foreign to the spirit of Fascism, even if
accepted as useful in meeting special political
situations — are all internationalistic or League
superstructures which, as history shows, crumble
to the ground whenever the heart of nations is deeply
stirred by sentimental, idealistic or practical
considerations. Fascism carries this anti-pacifistic
attitude into the life of the individual. “I don’t
care a damn” (me ne frego) — the proud motto of
the fighting squads scrawled by a wounded man on
his bandages, is not only an act of philosophic
stoicism, it sums up a doctrine which is not
merely political: it is evidence of a fighting spirit
which accepts all risks. It signifies new style of
Italian life. The Fascist accepts and loves life; he
rejects and despises suicide as cowardly. Life as he
understands it means duty, elevation, conquest; life
must be lofty and full, it must be lived for oneself
but above all for others, both near bye and far off,
present and future.

The years preceding the March on Rome cover a
period during which the need of action forbade delay
and careful doctrinal elaborations. Fighting was
going on in the towns and villages. There were
discussions but ... there was something more
sacred and more important.... death.... Fascists
knew how to die. A doctrine — fully elaborated,
divided up into chapters and paragraphs with
annotations, may have been lacking, but it was
replaced by something far more decisive, — by a
faith. All the same, if with the help of books,
articles, resolutions passed at congresses, major and
minor speeches, anyone should care to revive the
memory of those days, he will find, provided he
knows how to seek and select, that the doctrinal
foundations were laid while the battle was still
raging. Indeed, it was during those years that
Fascist thought armed, refined itself, and
proceeded ahead with its organization. The
problems of the individual and the State; the
problems of authority and liberty; political, social,
and more especially national problems were
discussed; the conflict with liberal, democratic,
socialistic, Masonic doctrines and with those of
the Partito Popolare, was carried on at the same
time as the punitive expeditions. Nevertheless,
the lack of a formal system was used by
disingenuous adversaries as an argument for
proclaiming Fascism incapable of elaborating a

Fascism is now clearly defined not only as a regime
but as a doctrine. This means that Fascism,
exercising its critical faculties on itself and on
others, has studied from its own special
standpoint and judged by its own standards all the
problems affecting the material and intellectual
interests now causing such grave anxiety to the
nations of the world, and is ready to deal with
them by its own policies.

The population policy of the regime is the
consequence of these premises. The Fascist loves
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his neighbor, but the word neighbor “does not
stand for some vague and unseizable conception.
Love of one’s neighbor does not exclude necessary
educational severity; still less does it exclude
differentiation and rank. Fascism will have nothing
to do with universal embraces; as a member of the
community of nations it looks other peoples
straight in the eyes; it is vigilant and on its
guard; it follows others in all their
manifestations and notes any changes in their
interests; and it does not allow itself to be
deceived by mutable and fallacious appearances.
Such a conception of life makes Fascism the
resolute negation of the doctrine underlying socalled scientific and Marxian socialism, the doctrine
of historic materialism which would explain the
history of mankind in terms of the class struggle
and by changes in the processes and instruments
of production, to the exclusion of all else.
That the vicissitudes of economic life —
discoveries of raw materials, new technical
processes, and scientific inventions — have their
importance, no one denies; but that they suffice
to explain human history to the exclusion of other
factors is absurd. Fascism believes now and always in
sanctity and heroism, that is to say in acts in
which no economic motive — remote or immediate
— is at work. Having denied historic materialism,
which sees in men mere puppets on the surface of
history, appearing and disappearing on the crest
of the waves while in the depths the real
directing forces move and work, Fascism also
denies the immutable and irreparable character of
the class struggle which is the natural outcome of this
economic conception of history; above all it
denies that the class struggle is the
preponderating agent in social transformations.
Having thus struck a blow at socialism in the two
main points of its doctrine, all that remains of it
is the sentimental aspiration-old as humanity
itself-toward social relations in which the
sufferings and sorrows of the humbler folk will
be alleviated. But here again Fascism rejects the
economic interpretation of felicity as something
to
be
secured
socialistically,
almost
automatically, at a given stage of economic
evolution when all will be assured a maximum of
material
comfort.
Fascism
denies
the
materialistic conception of happiness as a
possibility, and abandons it to the economists of
the mid-eighteenth century. This means that
Fascism denies the equation: well-being =
happiness, which sees in men mere animals ,

content when they can feed and fatten, thus
reducing them to a vegetative existence pure
and simple.
After socialism, Fascism trains its guns on the
whole block of democratic ideologies, and rejects
both their premises and their practical applications
and implements. Fascism denies that numbers, as
such, can be the determining factor in human
society; it denies the right of numbers to govern
by means of periodical consultations; it asserts the
irremediable and fertile and beneficent inequality of
men who cannot be leveled by any such
mechanical and extrinsic device as universal
suffrage. Democratic regimes may be described as
those under which the people are, from time to
time, deluded into the belief that they exercise
sovereignty, while all the time real sovereignty
resides in and is exercised by other and
sometimes irresponsible and secret forces.
Democracy is a kingless regime infested by many
kings who are sometimes more exclusive, tyrannical,
and destructive than one, even if he be a tyrant.
This explains why Fascism — although, for
contingent reasons, it was republican in tendency
prior to 1922 — abandoned that stand before the
March on Rome, convinced that the form of
government is no longer a matter of preeminent
importance, and because the study of past and
present monarchies and past and present
republics shows that neither monarchy nor republic
can be judged sub specie aeternitatis, but that each
stands for a form of government expressing the
political evolution, the history, the traditions, and
the psychology of a given country.
Fascism has outgrown the dilemma: monarchy v.
republic, over which democratic regimes too long
dallied, attributing all insufficiencies to the
former and proning the latter as a regime of
perfection, whereas experience teaches that some
republics are inherently reactionary and absolutist
while some monarchies accept the most daring
political and social experiments.
In one of his philosophic Meditations Renan —
who had prefascist intuitions, remarks, “Reason and
science are the products of mankind, but it is
chimerical to seek reason directly for the
people and through the people. It is not essential to
the existence of reason that all should be familiar
with it; and even if all had to be initiated, this
could not be achieved through democracy which
seems fated to lead to the extinction of all
arduous forms of culture and all highest forms of
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learning. The maxim that society exists only for
the well-being and freedom of the individuals
composing it does not seem to be in conformity with
nature’s plans, which care only for the species and
seem ready to sacrifice the individual. It is much
to be feared that the last word of democracy
thus understood (and let me hasten to add that it
is susceptible of a different interpretation)
would be a form of society in which a degenerate
mass would have no thought beyond that of
enjoying the ignoble pleasures of the vulgar “.

In rejecting democracy Fascism rejects the
absurd conventional lie of political
equalitarianism, the habit of collective
irresponsibility, the myth of felicity and
indefinite progress. But if democracy be
understood as meaning a regime in which
the masses are not driven back to the
margin of the State, and then the writer
of these pages has already defined
Fascism as an organized, centralized,
authoritarian democracy.
Fascism is definitely and absolutely opposed
to the doctrines of liberalism, both in the
political and the economic sphere. The
importance of liberalism in the 19th
century should not be exaggerated for
present day polemical purposes, nor
should we make of one of the many
doctrines which flourished in that century a
religion for mankind for the present and
for all time to come. Liberalism really
flourished for fifteen years only. It arose
in 1830 as a reaction to the Holy
Alliance which tried to force Europe to
recede further back than 1789; it touched
its zenith in 1848 when even Pius IXth
was a liberal. Its decline began
immediately after that year. If 1848 was a
year of light and poetry, 1849 was a year
of darkness and tragedy. The Roman
Republic was killed by a sister republic, that
of France . In that same year Marx, in his
famous Communist Manifesto, launched
the gospel of socialism.

In 1851 Napoleon III made his illiberal
coup d’etat and ruled France until 1870
when he was turned out by a popular
rising following one of the severest
military defeats known to history. The
victor was Bismarck who never even
knew the whereabouts of liberalism and
its prophets. It is symptomatic that
throughout the 19th century the religion of
liberalism was completely unknown to so
highly civilized a people as the Germans
but for one parenthesis which has been
described as the “ridiculous parliament of
Frankfort “ which lasted just one season.
Germany attained her national unity
outside liberalism and in opposition to
liberalism, a doctrine which seems
foreign to the German temperament,
essentially monarchical, whereas liberalism
is the historic and logical anteroom to
anarchy. The three stages in the making
of German unity were the three wars of
1864, 1866, and 1870, led by
such ”liberals” as Moltke and Bismarck.
And in the upbuilding of Italian unity
liberalism played a very minor part when
compared to the contribution made by
Mazzini and Garibaldi who were not
liberals. But for the intervention of the
illiberal Napoleon III we should not have
had Lombardy, and without that of the
illiberal Bismarck at Sadowa and at
Sedan very probably we should not have
had Venetia in 1866 and in 1870 we
should not have entered Rome. The
years going from 1870 to 1915 cover a
period which marked, even in the opinion
of the high priests of the new creed, the
twilight of their religion, attacked by
decadentism in literature and by activism
in practice. Activism: that is to say
nationalism, futurism, fascism.
The liberal century, after piling up
innumerable Gordian Knots, tried to cut
them with the sword of the world war. Never
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has any religion claimed so cruel a
sacrifice. Were the Gods of liberalism
thirsting for blood?
Now liberalism is preparing to close the doors of
its temples, deserted by the peoples who feel
that the agnosticism it professed in the sphere
of economics and the indifferentism of which it
has given proof in the sphere of politics and
morals, would lead the world to ruin in the
future as they have done in the past.
This explains why all the political experiments of
our day are anti-liberal, and it is supremely
ridiculous to endeavor on this account to put
them outside the pale of history, as though
history were a preserve set aside for liberalism
and its adepts; as though liberalism were the last
word in civilization beyond which no one can go.
The Fascist negation of socialism, democracy,
liberalism, should not, however, be interpreted as
implying a desire to drive the world backwards to
positions occupied prior to 1789, a year
commonly referred to as that which open ed the
demo-liberal century. History does not travel
backwards. The Fascist doctrine has not taken De
Maistre as its prophet. Monarchical absolutism is
of the past, and so is ecclesiolatry. Dead and done
for are feudal privileges and the division of
society into closed, uncommunicating castes.
Neither has the Fascist conception of authority
anything in common with that of a police ridden
State.
A party governing a nation “totalitarianly” is a
new departure in history. There are no points of
reference nor of comparison. From beneath the
ruins of liberal, socialist, and democratic
doctrines, Fascism extracts those elements which
are still vital. It preserves what may be
described as “the acquired facts” of history; it
rejects all else. That is to say, it rejects the idea
of a doctrine suited to all times and to all
people. Granted that the 19th century was the
century of socialism, liberalism, democracy, this
does not mean that the 20th century must also be
the century of socialism, liberalism, democracy.
Political doctrines pass; nations remain. We are
free to believe that this is the century of
authority, a century tending to the “right,” a
Fascist century. If the 19th century was the century
of the individual (liberalism implies individualism)
we are free to believe that this is the

“collective” century, and therefore the century
of the State. It is quite logical for a new
doctrine to make use of the still vital elements
of other doctrines. No doctrine was ever born
quite new and bright and unheard of. No
doctrine can boast absolute originality. It is
always connected, it only historically, with those
which preceded it and those which will follow it.
Thus the scientific socialism of Marx links up to
the utopian socialism of the Fouriers, the Owens,
the Saint-Simons; thus the liberalism of the 19th
century traces its origin back to the illuministic
movement of the 18th, and the doctrines of
democracy to those of the Encyclopaedists. All
doctrines aim at directing the activities of men
towards a given objective; but these activities in
their turn react on the doctrine, modifying and
adjusting it to new needs, or outstripping it. A
doctrine must therefore be a vital act and not a
verbal display. Hence the pragmatic strain in
Fascism, it’s will to power, its will to live, its
attitude toward violence, and its value.
The keystone of the Fascist doctrine is its conception
of the State, of its essence, its functions, and its aims.
For Fascism the State is absolute, individuals
and groups relative. Individuals and groups are
admissible in so far as they come within the
State. Instead of directing the game and guiding
the material and moral progress of the
community, the liberal State restricts its
activities to recording results. The Fascist State is
wide awake and has a will of its own. For this
reason it can be described as “ethica.”

At the first quinquennial assembly of the
regime, in 1929, I said, “The Fascist State
is not a night watchman, solicitous only
of the personal safety of the citizens; not is
it organized exclusively for the purpose
of guarantying a certain degree of
material prosperity and relatively peaceful
conditions of life, a board of directors
would do as much. Neither is it
exclusively political, divorced from
practical realities and holding itself aloof
from the multifarious activities of the
citizens and the nation. The State, as
conceived and realized by Fascism, is a
spiritual and ethical entity for securing
the political, juridical, and economic
organization
of
the
nation,
an
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organization which in its origin and
growth is a manifestation of the spirit.
The State guarantees the internal and
external safety of the country, but it also
safeguards and transmits the spirit of the
people, elaborated down the ages in its
language, its customs, its faith. The State
is not only the present; it is also the
past and above all the future.
Transcending the individual’s brief spell of
life, the State stands for the immanent
conscience of the nation. The forms in
which it finds expression change, but the
need for it remains. The State educates the
citizens to civism, makes them aware of
their mission, urges them to unity; its
justice harmonizes their divergent
interests; it transmits to future generations
the conquests of the mind in the fields of
science, art, law, human solidarity; it
leads men up from primitive tribal life to
that highest manifestation of human
power, imperial rule. The State hands
down to future generations the memory of
those who laid down their lives to ensure
its safety or to obey its laws; it sets up as
examples and records for future ages the
names of the captains who enlarged its
territory and of the men of genius who
have made it famous. Whenever respect for
the State declines and the disintegrating
and centrifugal tendencies of individuals
and groups prevail, nations are headed for
decay.”
Since 1929 economic and political developments
have everywhere emphasized these truths. The
importance of the State is rapidly growing. The socalled crisis can only be settled by State action and
within the orbit of the State. Where are the
shades of the Jules Simons who, in the early
days of liberalism proclaimed that the “State
should endeavor to render itself useless and
prepare to hand in its resignation”? Or of the
MacCullochs who, in the second half of last
century, urged that the State should desist from
governing too much? And what of the English
Bentham who considered that all industry asked
of government was to be left alone, and of the

German Humbolt who expressed the opinion that
the best government was a lazy one? What would
they say now to the unceasing, inevitable, and
urgently requested interventions of government in
business? It is true that the second generation of
economists was less uncompromising in this respect
than the first, and that even Adam Smith left the
door ajar — however cautiously — for government
intervention in business.
If liberalism spells individualism, Fascism spells
government. The Fascist State is, however, a
unique and original creation. It is not reactionary
but revolutionary, for it anticipates the solution
of certain universal problems which have been
raised elsewhere, in the political field by the
splitting up of parties, the usurpation of power by
parliaments, the irresponsibility of assemblies; in
the economic field by the increasingly numerous
and important functions discharged by trade
unions and trade associations with their disputes
and ententes, affecting both capital and labor; in
the ethical field by the need felt for order,
discipline, obedience to the moral dictates of
patriotism.
Fascism desires the State to be strong and organic,
based on broad foundations of popular support. The
Fascist State lays claim to rule in the economic
field no less than in others; it makes its action
felt throughout the length and breadth of the
country by means of its corporative, social, and
educational institutions, and all the political,
economic, and spiritual forces of the nation,
organized in their respective associations, circulate
within the State. A State based on millions of
individuals who recognize its authority, feel its
action, and are ready to serve its ends is not the
tyrannical state of a mediaeval lordling. It has
nothing in common with the despotic States existing
prior to or subsequent to 1789. Far from crushing
the individual, the Fascist State multiplies his
energies, just as in a regiment a soldier is not
diminished but multiplied by the number of his fellow
soldiers.

The Fascist State organizes the nation,
but it leaves the individual adequate elbow
room. It has curtailed useless or harmful
liberties while preserving those which are
essential. In such matters the individual
cannot be the judge, but the State only.
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The Fascist State is not indifferent to religious
phenomena in general nor does it maintain an
attitude of indifference to Roman Catholicism,
the special, positive religion of Italians. The State
has not got a theology but it has a moral code.
The Fascist State sees in religion one of the
deepest of spiritual manifestations and for this reason
it not only respects religion but defends and
protects it. The Fascist State does not attempt, as
did Robespierre at the height of the revolutionary
delirium of the Convention, t o s et up a “ god”
of its own; nor does it vainly seek, as does
Bolshevism, to efface God from the soul of man.
Fascism respects the God of ascetics, saints, and
heroes, and it also respects God as conceived by the
ingenuous and primitive heart of the people, the
God to whom their prayers are raised.

Never before have the peoples thirsted for authority,
direction, order, as they do now. If each age has its
doctrine, then innumerable symptoms indicate that
the doctrine of our age is the Fascist. That it is
vital is shown by the fact that it has aroused a
faith; that this faith has conquered souls is shown
by the fact that Fascism can point to its fallen
heroes and its martyrs.
Fascism has now acquired throughout the world
that universally which belongs to all doctrines which
by achieving self-expression represent a moment
in the history of human thought.

The Fascist State expresses the will to exercise
power and to command. Here the Roman tradition
is embodied in a conception of strength. Imperial
power, as understood by the Fascist doctrine, is not
only territorial, or military, or commercial; it is
also spiritual and ethical. An imperial nation, that
is to say a nation which directly or indirectly is a
leader of others, can exist without the need of
conquering a single square mile of territory.
Fascism sees in the imperialistic spirit — i.e., in the
tendency of nations to expand — a manifestation of
their vitality. In the opposite tendency, which
would limit their interests to the home country, it
sees a symptom of decadence. Peoples who rise or
re-arise are imperialistic; renunciation is
characteristic of dying peoples. The Fascist doctrine
is that best suited to the tendencies and feelings of
a people which, like the Italian, after lying fallow
during centuries of foreign servitude, are now
reasserting itself in the world.

But imperialism implies discipline, the
coordination of efforts, a deep sense of duty
and a spirit of self-sacrifice. This explains
many aspects of the practical activity of the
regime, and the direction taken by many of
the forces of the State, as also the severity
which has to be exercised towards those
who would oppose this spontaneous and
inevitable movement of 20th century
Italy by agitating outgrown ideologies of
the 19th century, ideologies rejected
wherever great experiments in political
and social transformations are being dared.
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