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PREFACE

By BENITO MUSSOLINI

First of all, a confession. I detest those who take me as
a subject for their writings and their discourses. No
matter whether they speak well or ill of me—I detest
them all equally. But the degree of my detestation of
them increases when they exhibit me before a vast
audience, as is the case here. We have reached the very
peak of paradox, therefore, when I am to be found
inditing a Preface.

In thus presenting myself I am giving the highest
proof of human endurance for the moral edification of my
fellow-mortals.

I have sometimes meditated upon the fate, grotesque
and sublime, of the public man. But I have not arrived
at any conclusions, just because it is Fate we have to
deal with. The public man is born * public ’—he bears
the stigma from his birth. He is a pathological case.
You are born a public man as you are born *“ normal ”’
or * mentally deficient.”” No kind of apprenticeship will
serve to make a ‘ public man” of one whose natural
tendency is towards domesticity. The public man, like
the poet, is born to his doom. He can never escape it.
His tragedy is one of infinite range—it extends from
martyrdom to the supplying of autographs.

This confession of mine is a caprice. I am perfectly
resigned to my lot as a public man. In fact, I am en-
thusiastic about it. Not just on account of the publicity
which it entails—that phase of vanity lasts only from one’s
twentieth year to one’s twenty-fifth ; not just for the
fame and the glory and, perhaps, the bust to which one
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10 PREFACE

may be entitled in the market-place of one’s native
village. No, it is the thought, the realization, that I no
longer belong merely to myself, that I belong to all—
loved by all, hated by all—that I am an essential element
in the lives of others : this feeling has on me a kind of
intoxicating effect. And then, when one belongs to all,
one belongs to none. As someone has said already,
you may attain the restfulness of solitude in a crowd
even better than in a desert.

In this book my life is to be found recorded—at
least, such part of it as can be made known, for every
man has secrets and shady nooks that are not to be
explored. My life is presented in it in the form of a
succession of events, in the form of a development of
ideas. In essence, it is no great affair—my life, There
is nothing extraordinary in it to capture the imagination.
No victorious wars, no out-of-the-way adventures. No
creations of new systems of thought. It is a life full of
movement, certainly, but it is a less interesting life, for
instance, than that of the late Mr. Savage Landor, the
great traveller. This book pleases me because it presents
me witha sense of the proportionsas regards time and space
and events, and without extravagance—despite friendship
and community of work and of ideas. It is possible that
the future may modify these proportions—it may reduce
or increase them. But with this my biographers of
to-morrow will have to do.

MUSSOLINIL
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CHAPTER 1

THE TRAGEDY WITHOUT A HERO

Wars and Hero-Worship—No Great Outstanding Figure in the
World War of 1914-18—The Transient Triumph of Materialism—
The Return of Idealism with the Commemorations of the
Unknown Warrior.

F we are to believe our best historians and most
trustworthy traditions, there never yet was a war
until our own time that did not offer at least one compen-
sation for the sorrows and sufferings and disasters brought
in its train—the compensation of new heroes to admire
and honour. Sometimes, as in the case of Alexander
the Great, it was the hero who, by his aims and actions,
brought about the war. Sometimes it was the war and
its sequels that engendered the new hero and the new
phase of hero-worship.

Many illustrations of this truth present themselves.
No one, for instance, can think of the tremendous
upheaval wrought by the English Revolution of 1642,
and of the struggle which ensued, without recalling the
austere and dominating personality of Oliver Cromwell
—the man who voiced the feelings of his class, the
well-to-do burgesses of Great Britain, and who, in the
face of a frivolous and spendthrift aristocracy, asserted
their claim to play their part in the affairs of the State.
The American War of Independence is equally unimagin-
able without the lofty figure of Washington. And, then,
Napoleon | The whole fabric of the nineteenth century
would seem to fall to pieces and crumble into nothingness
without the pale face of the Corsican.

The world-war of 1914—18 would seem to be the
single exception to the rule. It was with a kind of stupor
that we watched the various protagonists of the nations
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16 THE LIFE OF BENITO MUSSOLINI

sink, one after the other, into comparative obscurity.
One after another they seemed to drop back into the
mass of common people, having proved themselves
incapable of bearing the burdens they had shouldered.
Greatness is a heavy weight to carry, and when it takes
the shape not of a fine uniform merely but of a coat
of mail and a helmet whose plume is the target for
hard blows—when it is being continually put to the
severe tests which should prove it to be r¢4/ greatness and
not a mere thing of words—few, indeed, are equal to it.

Thus it was that William II of Germany, from being
the great personage of pre-war days,shrank and shrivelled
inside his suit of shining armour, dwindling into a mere
super upon the stage, the while his war, which was to
have been a flamboyant affair of three months or so,
dragged on interminably in the drab and dismal and
dreadful trenches. And thus General Moltke was to
show us that he had inherited nothing but the name
of his famous “father, while Bethmann-Hollweg as
Imperial Chancellor but threw into relief the genius
of Bismarck.

It.was the same story on the other side. Marshal
Joffre, even with the aureole of the Marne illuminating
that good, kindly, expansive countenance of his, never
seemed a figure in keeping with the magnitude and
terror of the events happening round him. Plutarche
a menti ! exclaimed the official historian of the French
Headquarters staff, disillusioned by the spectacle of
the doubts, the vacillations, the gropings in the dark,
the shilly-shallyings, of Joffre, Foch and Nivelle and
all the other French military chiefs, whom he had
watched trom so near‘at hand. In his book he depicts
for us their anxious and conscientious zeal, marred
always by irretrievable mediocrity, and he deduces,
quite wrongly, from the fact that in this war there were
no great generals, no men of military genius, that there
were no great generals, no men of military genius, in
any war.



MUSSOLINI IN OCTOBER 1504
From a copy of a photograph insciibed " To my Mothei—Thanks and Memories"™






THE TRAGEDY WITHOUT A HERO 1%

In England, after the tragic death of Kitchener,
there were capable and brave leaders in plenty, but
again there was no sign of a genius or of a hero. Two
ctvilian Ministers, Lloyd George in England, Clemenceau
in France, took the place that should have been held by
the soldiers, and the fact that they controlled the actual
operations in the field was perhaps not the least of the
reasons why these operations continued so long and
were characterized by such desolating indecision. The
Allies were not more lacking in strategy than were
Hindenburg and Ludendorff : both of them diligent
students of tactics.  Strategy is something more—
something unattainable by mere study and diligence.
It is a gift to which a man is born and which he develops.

For a brief period it looked as though Belgium
would hold up before our eyes both a Royal Hero and
a Religious Martyr. But King Albert confined himself
to the sober réle of a dutiful and courageous monarch—
a gallant gentleman standing by his plighted word :
while the Germans, held back by well-grounded fear,
robbed Cardinal Mercier of the glosm of martyrdom.
The incidents in which Cardinal Mercier and Nurse
Cavell and Burgomaster Max of " Brussels stood out
so nobly resolved themselves into mere episodes of the
war. More arresting, more sensational, was the appar-
ition of Gabriele d’Annunzio. Wonderful already as
seer and poet, as a soldier he was no less wonderful.
That was, indeed, a thrilling spectacle : d’Annunzio
flying in his aeroplane above Vienna and dropping those
incendiary missives of his instead of bombs ; d’ Annunzio
re-enacting the great legendary “ Beffa di Buccari”
and penetrating 1n his Mas within the enemy’s forti-
fications—and then celebrating the adventure in classic
verse ; d’Annunzio (the war ended) seizing Fiume with
a handful of resolute followers and holding it in defiance
of all the Powers of Europe. Marvellous exploits, all of
them, marked by fire and daring and originality, but
these, also, were in the nature of mere episodes.

B



18 THE LIFE OF BENITO MUSSOLINI

On both sides, millions of human beings gave up
their lives in the defence of hearth and home and of their
native land, actuated and supported by their traditional
feelings of duty and patriotism. It was otherwise with
the adherents of the creed—not new, but now re-
afirmed—that this war was to end all wars and to
result in the abolition of the sense of military honour,
the cessation of all armed conflicts. Votaries of the
International provided no martyrs to their faith to act
as a pillar to their Church of the future. It was believed
for a time that Liebknecht had been shot for his deter-
mined resistance to the war, but all he had to put up
with was a brief period of imprisonment. The other
Socialist leaders, German and French and Belgian,
fought and incited to the fighting. And on the throne
of the Pontiff and in the ranks of his great dignitaries,
there was no new Saint Leo to dash in unarmed between
the opposing armies, and, threatening excommunication
from the Church, to impose peace upon the fratricidai
sons of Christ.

We all sought to create heroes for ourselves, worthy
of our worship, but in vain.

It seemed as though materialism were in the ascen-
dant, with its negation of free will and its belief in blind
chance, when suddenly there came an awakening of
the spirit. Had not all men alike been in the trenches ?
Had not one and all been moved by the same instincts
to face death for the common cause? Would not one
stand for all ? Thus musing, the nations singled out for
their ideal of heroism the humble figure of the Unknown
Warrior. He stood for the millions who had promised
nothing but who gave everything, selfless, untiring,
ubiquitous. In all lands the whole army saw itself in
him, every mother mourned in him her own son. In
him the obscure, ant-like fighters in the trenches found
at once their symbol and their apotheosis.



CHAPTER 1I

THE MUSSOLINI FAMILY—LIFE IN THE ROMAGNA

Alessandro Mussolini, Blacksmith and Innkeeper—The Romagna: a
Land of Easy-going Habits and Warm Emotions.

NCE the fighting was over and the air had been

clarified, we began to realize that what had
happened to Europe was, as it were, an earthquake—
a revolutionary cataclysm ; and that a new social order
had evolved therefrom—a new social order with new
leaders.

At the extreme North of the Continent and at the
extreme South two men had appeared upon the scene
and had begun to dominate it. They differed from each
other like cold and heat, like the desolation of the
steppes and the beneficence of the Italian sun, like the
swelling cupolas of the Kremlin and the classic columns
of the Forum : Lenin the Asiatic and Mussolini the
European : the one come to demolish, the other to
reconstruct. And yet, different as they were, the two
were working, perhaps without realizing it, to the
same end. To the devout optimist, believing in God,
it may seem that these two men not merely came but
were sent—that they both had for mission the renewal
of the life of their peoples. Lenin, maybe took
in hand again the old task of Europeanizing Russia.
After countless disappointments and disasters Russia
has shaken off the sluggish bureaucracy of the Romanoffs
and returned to the absolute and patriarchal tyranny
under which—as for instance in the reign of Peter the
Great—she knew her greatest days : the only kind of
rule, probably, for which she is yet fitted, though i
may well be that she is on the eve of 2 new dawn.

19



20 THE LIFE OF BENITO MUSSOLINI

Just as Lenin was an archetype of the Tartar, so
Benito Mussolini is an archetype of the Italian—he is
a Roman from top to toe and to the marrow of his bones.
He comes of an old Emilian stock. As with so many
old Italian families, the name derives from the handi-
craft or trade they followed—they were called Mussolini
because they either made or dealt in mussolina, muslin :
a material brought to Europe from Mossoul in Asia
by the Crusaders. There is still in Bologna a Via det
Mussolini and there used to be a Mussolini Tower.
In the thirteenth century, in the great days of the Italian
Communes, the Mussolini of Bologna were Captains
of the People—Capitani de! Popolo. Not a great deal,
probably, is remembered by most foreigners of that
brilliant era in Italian history. After the long lethargy
of the Medizval Age, the first germs of the Renaissance
had begun to move in France, but this had been a
Vorfrihling merely, as the Germans say : the new
Spring-time was to come in Italy—the Italy of the
Communes. The Commune of Bologna was among the
foremost of them and was a stronghold of the arts ;
to its famous University flocked scholars from every
corner of Europe. Bologna was a city of towers and
fortresses, moreover, able to guard itself from jealous
rivals.

To be a Capitano del Popolo in such a Commune at
such a period was to be a man of mark indeed : a
soldier, certainly, and also a judge, often a legislator as
well. He represented both the civil and the military
power of the place, and if he wished to cope with the
plotters and conspirators who were ever on the alert
to overthrow him he had need to be a judge of men and
to combine shrewdness with courage.

We do not know and have no means of ascertaining
whether the worthy Alessandro Mussolini, first black-
smith, afterwards innkeeper, in the hamlet of Varano
di Costa, situated on the slope of a hill near Dovia, in
the village known as Predappio, in the Romagna, was
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a direct descendant of the proud Bolognese Mussolini
of the thirteenth century. In those turbulent times, it
was no rare thing for a great family, when crushed by
some hostile faction, to lose its home and wealth and to
see its fortunes darkened in exile for many decades.
The prouder the plume, the greater the peril. Thus it
was that many aristocratic houses came to mingle with
the populace, enriching it with their culture and refine-
ment and borrowing from it new strength.

But at all events this Alessandro Mussolini, although
a manual worker and of plebeian status, was not an
uneducated man ; there was nothing vulgar or uncouth
about him. While still a mere youth he had become
implicated in the political trials which followed the
first manifestations of Socialism and Internationalism
in Italy. He had undergone a term of three years’
imprisonment, as having been an associate of Bakunin
and also of Andrea Costa, who was Italy’s first apostle
of rgvolutionary Socialism and who was particularly
active in the Romagna, a country of warm-blooded folk
and always a hot-bed of revolution and sedition. Costa’s
comrade and friend, the young and beautiful Russian
Nihilist, Anna Kuliscioff, a romantic and fascinating
figure, was to become later the soul of Italian Socialism
and to exercise an immense secret influence over the
entire life of the country.

Thus Alessandro Mussolini was not just a common
soldier in the fray, but a standard-bearer. An Inter-
nationalist first, a Republican afterwards, he was an
ardent partisan, like every son of the Romagna who
respects himself.

Here I must indulge in a digression in order to
enable my readers to form some notion of what the
Romagna really is. It is a singular region, ethnically
distinct from the rest of Italy although in the centre
of the country and without clearly defined boundaries.
Ferrara, for instance, is by some people reckoned as
part of it, by others not. There are some even who
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declare that Bologna, the capital of Emilia, belongs to
it, but this is not so. Dante spoke truly of it as lying—
Tra ’l Po e il monte e la marina e il Reno.

Foreigners generally ignore the Romagna, with the
exception, of course, of the famous city of Ravenna, the
Italian capital of the Byzantine Empire. The rest of
the Romagna has little of historical interest to attract
visitors. Its main preoccupation has been with politics,
and what it has had to show for itself has been human
beings and all that was necessary to make human life.
happy and prosperous. One of our famous writers,
Mgssimo d’Azeglio, went so far as to declare that
nowhere else did the human plant flourish so splendidly
as in the Romagna. Many other plants thrive to the
utmost upon this fertile soil, which is cultivated like a
garden. Its golden corn-fields spread out to the horizon.
Vineyards may be seen in every direction, and the wine
they yield, red or white, is light and with a pleasant
sting in it. The Romagna, in truth, is as famous for its
wealth and variety of country-produce as for the abund-
ance of good fish harvested along its coast.

The people of the Romagna are workers but they
know also how to enjoy themselves. The Romagnolo
is deeply attached to his land, to his house, to his women-
folk, and scarcely less so to the wine of the country, to
the local methods of cooking and to all the time-honoured
customs of his ancestors. Unlike the inhabitants of other
Farts of Italy, he has no inclination to emigrate, either
or good or temporarily, and this is one of the chief
causes of his revolutionary temperament. He wants
work on the spot, and when he does not find it, he curses
at the Government and agitates until, somehow or other,
work is found for him. The famous “ Red Co-operatives”
of the Romagna owed their existence to this, and to
this also are traceable all the other subversive Labour
movements of which one has read. The Romagnolo pays
no heed to the so-called laws of demand and supply or
those that affect the rise and fall in produce prices. He
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is out to upset these laws for his own benefit and with
the help of the political authorities. The threshing-
machine reduces the number of men wanted to thresh
the corn, so down with the threshing-machine | Repub-
licans and Socialists, the men of the Romagna are
chiefly concerned with their own interests.

San Marino, the famous little Republic, a survival
of the thirteenth-century Communes, still independent
and autonomous, is the Romagna’s one great curiosity,
as Ravenna is its one famous city. This strange little
mountain State is visible from every direction and the
sight of it means much to the home-loving countryfolk.
Giovanni Pascoli speaks of the Romagna as the country
in which, wander where you will, you are accompanied
by the “ azure vision of San Marino "—

1] paese ove, andando, ci accompagna
L’azzurra vision di San Marino.

Among the rights claimed by the Republic is that
of offering an asylum to Italian exiles and political
prisoners of every description. The Romagna is a region
which cherishes a strong regard for the political freedom
of the individual. A good illustration of this is offered
by the treatment accorded to Garibaldi in 1848 when
he had fled from Rome, the Pope having returned thither
in triumph. Garibaldi, bound for Venice which was still
defendingitselfagainst Austria,and tothe support of which
he was hastening, made his way through Romagna alone,
an outlaw with a price upon his head, and with perse-
cution and ruin threatening anyone who should help
him. He was retarded and impeded on his journey by
the mortal illness of his heroic wife, Anita, who presently
died in his arms in a little disused cottage wherein they
had found shelter.

His movements were known to all in the Romagna,
which was under Papal rule, yet no word went forth on
the subject, and everywhere he found warm hearts and
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generous friends. In the whole region there was not a
single spy or traitor to put his pursuers upon his track.
Treachery, in truth, like cowardice, is a vice repugnant
in the extreme to these people. Their code of honour is
primitive and rudimentary ; like all primitive folk they
are guided by their instincts more than by reasoning or
reflection ; but there is a rooted hatred in them for
traitors and cowards and weaklings. Strength and
courage are the things they most respect—strength and
courage, physical above all, moral and spiritual as a
natural result. Towards women the Romagnese show
themselves considerate and chivalrous. The woman
who wishes to be respected will nowhere meet with more
respect. In fact, in many districts, the padrona di casa,
the mistress of the house, the Arzdora—to give her
the local name—is a kind of benevolent despot, reminis-
cent of the ancient Greek types made familiar to us by
Homer. Her authority is uncontested and respected by
all, not least by her husband who knows better than to
trespass upon her province. I believe that Penelope
in Ithaca lived very much the same kind of existence
as these good dames : sewing, weaving, looking after
the servants, in fact presiding over the whole life of the
farm, the milking of the cows, the making of butter
and cheese, the killing and curing of the pigs. Her day’s
work done, she will take a look at her neighbours’ fields
and vineyards, noting how they compare with her own.
Her family are immune against the cold winds of winter
for they are all protected by the wool from her own
sheep. She is, in fact, quite a Biblical figure.

But the less patriarchal pages of the Bible—the
pages warm with ion like the Song of Solomon—
are also reproduced in the life of the Romagna and there
is something like an echo of them in the canzoni and
stornelli (three-line verses, these) which are continually
upon the lips of young men and girls alike. For this
rich, warm soil gives birth to warm passions—healthy
passions impatient of all restrictions. It is a country of
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CHAPTER III

THE VILLAGE CLUB

The Republican Innkeeper—A Disciple of Mazzini—The Signora
Rosa—Una Donna all’ Antica.

ITH so much a-doing in the political world of
“» Italy, we can imagine something of the life
led thirty or forty years ago by Signor Alessandro
Mussolini, former revolutionary and political prisoner,
now blacksmith and innkeeper in that hamlet of Dovia,
and, for a while, in addition, Mayor of the -district.
An inn is at once the 1pmr man’s club and his Debating
Society and, as we all know, the best imaginable glass
of wine is all the better for being accompanied by a
hot-and-strong discussion with thumps on the table,
and, to clinch the arguments, a ?ew good round
oaths.

Signor Alessandro, besides being an excellent black-
smith, knew how to intervene impartially in these
disputations with a frank outspoken eloquence, not
devoid of wit and culture—the outcome of his readings
in prison ; and he was careful to serve good wine. His
favourite brands were the sweet and golden Albana
and the sparkling ruby-hued Sangiovese from the hills.
A big, stout man, sanguine and jovial, he was at heart,
although an Internationalist, something of a disciple of
Mazzini. The Mazzinian party, although the most
sterile, was the purest of the old political groups in
Italy, the only one of them which maintained itself
uncontaminated by parliamentary intrigues and election-
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eering trickeries, and which still held aloft the banner
of the ideal.

The innkeeper of Dovia, cordial and convivial,
instead of saving his money, used to keep open house
like the genuine idealist he was. He was equally happy
working lustily at his anvil or emptying a tumbler with
his friends. He gave little heed to the matter of payment
and often his guests were regaled, free of cost, with food
as well as drink. This was so especially on Committee
days, or when any kind of conference was on, and at
Election time. On such occasions Signor Alessandro
would come back home with a whole troop of colleagues
and boon companions and there would be much merry-
making without any money changing hands. He would
scout the idea of his guests paying their way.

Sitting quietly in her corner of the house would be
the delicate figure of a woman, pale of face and somewhat
worn-looking, uttering no words of protest but worried
manifestly by all the clamour and all the idle talk, and
troubled at heart to see her too good-natured husband
thus *“ put upon.”

This was Signor Alessandro’s wife, the Signora
Rosa, who while still in her early youth was thought of
all over the village almost as a saint from Heaven, so
gentle and refined she was, so different from all the others
- of her circle. The Signora Rosa, a bundle of nerves
controlled by an indomitable will and disguised beneath
a tranquil and smiling countenance, was a woman of
extraordinary energy. She was the schoolmistress of
the village and held her classes in the inn itself, in the
rooms above the smithy ; the hammering from below
.and the sound of the bellows acted as a kind of rhythmical
accompaniment to her quiet voice as she imparted to her
scholars the little bits of learning which they were capable
of taking in. To know Benito Mussolini aright, one
needs to conjure up a picture of his mother as she sat
there teaching in her school, an incarnation of gentle
goodness and unconscious nobility, reserved, retiring,
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CHAPTER 1V

THE RESTLESS FLAME

A “Sunday’s Child "—Paternal Punishments—How a Deputy
handled the Bellows—Benito Mussolin: on His Father.

VERY naughty troublesome little boy Benito

seems to have been, ready for every kind of
mischief. In that village schoolroom in the inn, presided
over by his mother, he was as often as not on all fours
underneath the benches pinching the bare legs of the
other boys and girls. His face frightened them whenever
he wanted a thing, so determined he looked, with his
immense, dark, shining eyes beneath the big bulging
forehead. One little girl, the prettiest in the class, stood
in peculiar terror of him. He would be on the watch
for her in the fields, behind a bush, on her way to school
and would spring out upon her suddenly. He would
forbid her to cry and she had to go with him meekly,
a bit fascinated, no doubt, as well as dominated, perhaps
a little proud too at being selected for persecution by
the son of the schoolmistress. Seven years old, she was
woman enough to enjoy being tyrannized over by this
young man of five. Of a sudden he would kiss her, next
moment catching hold of her two long plaits of hair
and making her play at being a horse while he drove her.
Then, no less suddenly, he would tire of the game and
say to her in his quick brusque way : *‘ Now be off—
off you go!” And off she had to go demurely to her
lesson.

The boy was born on July 29th, 1883, a bright warm
Sunday, while all. the church bells were ringing—a
“Sunday Child " like Goethe, who, it will be remembered,
cherished the old legend that a ““ Sonntags Kind ”"—
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un bambino della domenica, to give the Italian name—
was destined always to meet with a happy fate and to
achieve success in everything.

We shall hear now something of what Benito himself
recalled of these days of childhood—recollections written
down in prison, the only place wherein he has ever had
leisure to reflect upon the past and to look into the
workings of his own mind.

Gifted with a wonderful memory not only for what
has happened to himself but for historical events,
Mussolini could hold forth unceasingly about the past,
did he choose to do so, but he does not. Now and again
he makes a start, but before the tale is well begun, he
stops, saying : ‘“ But, there | I don’t know what I'm
talking about—I remember nothing. The past does not
exist for me. I am interested only in the future,”

Perhaps it is because the past brings back with it
feelings o? sadness that he pulls up short in this fashion.
If he were to indulge too much in these recollections, they
might weaken his power of decision. The man of actien,
as Hamlet knew, must keep control of his dreams and
imaginings—resist * the pale cast of thought.”

Here, then, without further preface, is a passage
from Mussolini’s own account of his earliest years :

“ 1 was born on a Sunday, at two o’clock in the after-
noon, the féte of the patron saint of the parish. . . .
The sun had entered within the constellation of Leo
eight days before.

“ My father’s name was Alessandro. He had never
been to school. When he was barely ten years old he was
sent to Dovadola, a place not far away, as an apprentice
to the blacksmith there. From Dovadola he was moved on
to Meldola where, during the years 187 5~80, he became
familiar with the ideas of the Internationalists. Then,
a full-blown blacksmith, he opened his own shop at
Dovia, a village which did not boast a very good reputa-
tion. The people there were quarrelsome. My father
found plenty of work, however, and began to spread the
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Internationalist doctrines. He founded a group there
which soon had many members but which later was
broken up by the police and dispersed.

“ In my fifteenth year I began to iearn how to read
and soon I read quite well. Of my grandfather I retain
only a vague, fleeting impression. My grandmother
I loved. After I had reached sixteen, I went to school
from six o’clock until nine, first to my mother’s, then
to the school of Siliro Maroni, at Predappio. I was a
restless and pugnacious boy. More than once I came
back home with my head bleeding from a blow with
a stone. But I knew how to defend myself.

“I was an audacious young buccaneer. During
holiday-time I used to arm myself with a little spade and,
together with my brother, Arnaldo, I used to spend
my time working along the riverside. Once I got hold
of some decoy-birds which had been set in a snare.
I had a tremendous run for it to escape from the infur-
iated owner and had to ford the river, but I did not
relinquish my booty.

“ I was very fond of birds and in particular of a certain
breed of small owls. I kept up my religious practices
side by side with my mother who was a devout believer,
and my grandmother, but I never could remain long in
church especially when the great ceremonies were on.
The lights from the candles, the penetrating odour from
the incense, the colours of the sacred vestments, together
with all the long-drawn-out singing of the congregation
and the sound of the organ, disturbed me profoundly.”

Later, the youth with the formidable wide-open
eyes was put to blowing the bellows in his father’s smithy.
Alessandro Mussolini was a good father and solicitous
for his son’s welfare, but he was severe and if the boy
did not mind his work he would be given a sharp smack
over the head to make him keep a look-out. Sometimes
he would come in for an additional cuff if he closed his
eyes or if he seemed to wince from fear of the sparks
or of the red-hot anvil. “ You’'ll never learn in that
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way |7 the smith would mutter. For more serious
shortcomings a strap would be brought into play.

Rough countryman that he was himself, Alessandro
Mussolini knew that life was apt to be a hard and pitiless
master and that whoever would stand up against the fates
and not let them conquer him must learn to become hard
and to undergo discipline. Better a blow to-day from
your father than two blows from a stranger to-morrow !
But the young lion’s whelp did not relish it always and
would sometimes make away. On one occasion, after
a beating, he was not to be seen again until late at night,
when he crept back home and went straight to bed.
The mother, with her blending of tenderness and quiet
firmness, knew better how to manage him. She appealed
to those instincts of veneration for motherhood which
so often stamp really masculine minds.

But although he was a prey to distractions in the
smithy, young Benito was an efficient help to his father
on the whole, full of intelligence and very quick and
alert. He was fascinated (and still is) by everything in
the nature of mechanism, as in everything that had to
do with man’s power over Nature.

Many years later—in fact not very many years ago—
the founder, proprietor, and controlling editor of a
great daily paper in Milan, a man already famous, to
boot, as a political leader, was driving his motor-car
along the dusty roads of Lombardy. He amused himself,
while somewhat startling his companions, though they
also were no muffs, by the risks he took as the car dashed
along. He had but recently learnt to drive and he was
conducting himself like a case-hardened expert. But
then he had previously done some flying and even nose-
diving, so the danger of mere motoring seemed child’s
play to him even at the start. Indeed, it was only because
he had injured himself flying and incapacitated himself
for further adventures in the air that he had become
reconciled to putting up with this terrestrial sport. As
things were, there was more of the airman about him
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than the normal motorist, and the car suffered, for it
was made to execute effects which seemed more suited
to the high heavens than to terra firma. At last, in the
midst of a particularly wild whirl something snapped |
The damage was not great, but the grown-up baby had
for the moment spoilt his new toy and there was nothing
for him to do, apparently, but take it at a snail’s pace
to the nearest garage, to see what could be done to
mend it.

It was a Saint’s Day of some kind and the streets
of the town were all hung with pennants and festoons,
and the entire population was out of doors. There seemed
to be no garage anywhere and the one smithy was shut
up. Howeéver, the smith was routed out, and although
he was in his best clothes, he was all eagerness to help.
His fire was extinguished, however, and there was metal
to be soldered. Here was Mussolini’s chance—for the
motorist-aviator was none other. You should have seen
how he worked the bellows first, and then, when the
fire was alight again, how he handled the hammer and
managed the whole job | His friends marvelled, and as
for the blacksmith, he hailed the new customer as a
past-master in his own art. I really believe Mussolini
was prouder of this achievement than of his most brilliant
triumphs in the Chamber. It was the only occasion
on which I have ever seen him childishly vain-glorious.
“I will téll you who I am,” he exclaimed to the smith,
“so that you may sing my praises | Truly, if in the
old days it had cost him something to learn the black-
smith’s business all his pains seemed now to have been
rewarded |

To his father’s memory Mussolini penned a fine
tribute when in the course of time, in November, 1910,
death took him. It appeared in La Lotta di Classe—a
journal Mussolini founded—and ended thus :

“He did good to his comrades and to his adver-
saries. His life in many respects had been one of
c
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CHAPTER V

THE BOY, FATHER TO THE MAN

Benito Juarez and Benito Mussolini—A Despotic Protector—A Fiist
Experience of Treachery—A Sigmificant Exploit.

E was called Benito after Benito Juarez, the
Mexican Revolutionary who led a revolt against
the Emperor Maximilian. Later there came a little girl,
Edvige, and, between the two, another boy called
Arnaldo, after Arnaldo da Brescia, another Revolution-
ary hero, a martyr to the cause of civil and religious
liberty in the struggle with the Pope. Arnaldo
Mussolini was eventually to become the modest and
courageous editor of the Popolo 4’ Italia, in succession
to Benito, who had to relinquish the post after the
Fascist uprising of October, 1922. Arnaldo was a
quiet, rather fat, little boy, somewhat short-sighted,
unassuming—as he has always remained; above all,
devoted to the big brother who alternately bullied and
caressed him, atonce his protector and his despotic master,
It was when he was seven that Benito experienced
his first disillusion. A threshing-machine was at work
and all the boys of the village were revelling in the sight.
Benito, who was among them, had got hold of a wheel-
barrow, when suddenly a bigger lad called out to him
to come and play.  Benito ran up trustfully, only to
receive 'a treacherous blow in the face from the other,
who made off with the wheelbarrow at once.

It was the boy’s first encounter with gratuitous
perfidy ; the first, but not the last. It was a blow to
his innermost feelings. On more than one occasion
I have seen Mussolini bitter, his face livid, with a look
of misery, almost desperation, on it. ‘This was never
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owing to mere mishaps or failures. He is not thus moved
even by the upsetting of long-laid plans. He shrugs
his shoulders resignedly or else laughs with that robust
laughter of his, quite unshaken in his self-confidence.
Mussolini’s laugh comes rarely, but it is hearty in the
extreme—nhis shoulders heave—he laughs with his
whole body. But this hardened man, accustomed to
the “slings and arrows” of political life, with all its
insincerities and duplicities, and himself inclined at
times to play the cynic, suffers intensely from anything
like perfidious conduct. = He endeavours, indeed, to
abstain from friendships lest the weapon of personal
affection—the only weapon he fears—should be treacher-
ously used against him. When this does happen, and
when, as he says he feels “ ashes in the mouth,” his rage
is terrible.

And yet—so full of contradictions is he—he is
quick to pardon anyone who at heart has been faithful
to him (the word fidele, faithful, has always been dear
to him). Mussolini pardons almost any shortcoming.

That first piece of treachery, as I have said, hurt
him profoundly—the treachery meant much more to
him than the mere blow and the bruise. He returned
to his home weeping and met his father. ‘““ Who was
it hit you ? ” his father asked. “ Oh, a bigger boy, was
it ? But you didn’t hit back | And now you come here
blubbering like 2 woman! Off with you! Don’t let
me see you again until you have had a go at him!”
Young Benito dried his tears and pondered the matter.
Presently he found a biggish stone, which he sharpened
carefully, and before supper-time he had routed out his
assailant and had his revenge. “ You cut open my face,”
the small boy shouted; “mind out for your own!”
And he hit his foe on the head with the stone once,
twice, thrice!l . . . Even now Mussolini smiles with a
certain pleasure and pride when his thoughts go back
to that day. “ We must not put up with bullying!”
he remarks. ““ We must never stand it, not from any-
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body. Whoever puts up with bullying is a coward.”
He ‘does not believe that the assertion of the rights of
man is compatible with the turning of the other cheek
or with the Tolstoian doctrine of no resistance. Fascism
is but the putting into practice on a large scale of the
doctrine inculcated by Benito’s father. We must not
always be looking to our own paternal government;
we must not always be running to it, shirking our
own responsibility.

Certain Fascists, it is true, go too far—they prac-
tically deny the collective authority of the State. They
adopt force as a regular policy, instead of reserving it
for purposes of defence and for exceptional circum-
stances. ““ Force should only be used surgically,”
Mussolini was wont to say and write and preach and
practise. “ Force should never be used provocatively,
it should never be the rule : it should be an episode
not a system.” And when he assumed the reins of
Government he would say to his Prefects :

“ In doubtful cases, when there is danger of ferment
and riots, use your authority. Have no fears. Do not
hesitate to put people in prison. Rather twenty safely
imprisoned than one killed out in the open. The twenty
will be set free again two days later.”

The childhood of a great man is never really happy;
the necessary subordination to his elders is in conflict
always with the craving for supremacy inherent in his
nature; and the latent forces on a leash within him pre-
vents him from enjoying things quietly like ordinary
children. An incurable restlessness took early posses-
sion of Benito, and we are told how he would throw him-
self into tasks and occupations quite beyond his age and
capacity. Once, for instance, as he was sitting at home,
looking out towards a distant hill, he caught sight of an
elderly contadino named Filippone, hoeing in a field.
Like a dart, Benito flew to the spot, nearly a mile away,
and having reached it, he took the hoe from the old
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man’s hands and set to work, without a word of explana-
tion, almost without looking at him. Presently, having
completed the job, sweating now at every pore, and
pleasantly tired, he made off again almost as suddenly,
with just a word of farewell to Filippone, who, after the
first moment of astonishment, had been quite content
philosophically to become a spectator instead of an actor
and had sat down to smoke his pipe. If the boy liked
to do the work he for his part most certainly saw no
objection !

One other story from this period must be told.
Benito, as leader of all the marauding expeditions of the
neighbourhood, had given the word of command for a
raid upon a certain apple tree which leant temptingly
over the wall of a farm not far away—a wonderful tree
with a wealth of splendid fruit on it. The consadino
to whom it belonged, angered by the audacity of this
enterprise, loaded his gun and fired at the small boy
whose task it was to climb up and shake the branches,
and brought him down, wounded in the leg. All the
others made off, scattered like sparrows by a stone.
Al but one ! Benito, like the true leader he already was,
went to the rescue of the wounded lad who was all but
unconscious, his leg bleeding profusely. Without heed-
ing the shouts of the conradino, who was still in a fury,
and who had his gun still handy, Benito, anxious and
earnest, lifted the boy on to his shoulders and carried
him home. Having done so, his next concern was to
punish his timorous companions! They all paid dearly
for .their cowardice. This, perhaps, may be called
Mussolini’s first appearance in the réle of Fascist!



CHAPTER VI

MUSSOLINI'S BEGINNINGS AS AN EDITOR

Mussolini’s Fame in Predappio—His Rise and Fall in Popularity—
His Journal, Il Popolo d' Italia—A Remarkable Newspaper
Office—The Bombs in the Bookcase—A Centre of Unrest.
OUVENT femme varie, but the moods of the populace
are almost as uncertain. Indeed, the courtier
of King Demos is even more wretched than that

poor man who “ hangs on princes’ favours.”

Mussolini was already the pride of his native
Predappio when in 1910 he became at once a Socialist
leader and the founder and editor of the combative little
weekly journal, La Lotta di Classe, at Forli; and his popu-
larity there continued during the next four years, in the
course of which he grew powerful enough to drive out
of the party its hitherto dominant figure, Leonido
Bissolati. Not long afterwards—while he was still only
twenty—he was appointed editor of the party’s chief
organ, Avanti. But Predappio, in common with the
mass of the Italian proletariat, began to hate and vilify
him from the moment, towards the end of 1914, when,
having begun to write in favour of Italy’s intervention
in the War, he was formally expelled from the Socialist
ranks; and it continued so to do, alike when he himself
joined the army and when, back again from the trenches
and out of hospital, his heart fuller than ever of love
for his country and of fervour in the cause of her great-
ness, he exerted himself to free her from her internal
enemies and to demolish the countless hydra-heads of
chaos and anarchy.

To-day Mussolini is not Predappio’s pride merely,
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but its idol. He reigns in the hearts of the whole of
Fascist Italy, the whole of young Italy, but in Predappio
he rules. Predappio is his citadel. All the Romagnese,
but above all the people of Predappio and Forli, hold
their heads some inches higher for the thought that
Benito Mussolini—"* our Benito ”"—is one of them.

The Predappio folk, out of a fund subscribed locally,
bestowed on him the house in which he was born, the
modest home of his parents; and the raising—within a
few weeks—of the 20,000 lire required for this purpose
was no small thing in a village community. The house
1s preserved as a shrine, while his mother’s tomb is
kept covered with flowers. His arrival in Predappio
in the April of 1923, after his accession to power, was a
veritable triumphal entry. They carried him shoulder-
high, and all wanted to shake his hand.

“Do you remember me, Benito?” was the cry on
every side.

Very different was the situation from 1914 to 1922,
In the whole of Predappio the newly-born Fascist Party
did not get a single vote either in the communal or in
the parliamentary elections—ar unusual state of affairs
anywhere in Italy even then. Avansi printed the news
very conspicuously and we of Mussolini’s new organ,
1l Popolo d'ltalia, posted up the cutting from Avansi
on what we called our Colonna infame—of which more
anon!

We lived, we members of the staff, in a state of
fraternal and at the same time Bohemian intimacy that
did one’s heart good. Four miserable little rooms we
had, a wretched little hole of a place, in a hovel in one
of the lowest streets in an old slum in Milan, and yet
what joy, what fervour, what high hopes were ours!
And what fun we had to distract and rest us in the midst
of all our preoccupation and hard work!

In Mussolini’s own particular sanctum, a very poky
little den indeed, there was just room for his writing-desk,
two chairs and a bookcase, which was usually fuller of
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bombs than of books! Fortunately the glass doors of
the case—when they did not happen to be broken,
and it was difficult not to break them, there was so little
room to turn in—fortunately, as I say, they were opaque
and the bombs could not be seen. There were times,
indeed, when the bombs were transferred to the stove !
That was when we had got wind of a projected visit of the
olice. One morning, the office-boy, all unconscious
of danger, was about to light the fire in the stove, just
then full of bombs. Luckily we were in time to stop
him. Another moment and the entire building would
have been blown to atoms |
We had several such scenes. And there were other
kindred alarms. One day Mussolini, contrary to his
custom, began to smoke. Presently while he was talking,
he put down his cigarette, still alight, alongside a match-
box on top of the object lying nearest to his hand on the
writing-desk which was covered with all sorts of things
—a heap of visiting cards, bundles of letters and papers,
pages of an article half-written, a dagger, two re-
volvers, and some books, among them a volume of
Heine’s poems and one of Carducci’s, inseparable com-
panions, and finally the never-failing cup of milk which
constituted the Editor’s lunch when his labours were
more than usually strenuous and when political events
were following thick upon each other’s heels. Hanging
upon the wall was the banner of the A4rdis, with its great
white skull on a black ground; beside it, the helmet and
yellow leathern jacket which Mussolini had worn while
learning aviation. The floor was strewn with news-
papers of all sorts which had been looked through and
thrown aside—French, German, Spanish, English,
American and from all parts of Italy. But that metal
object l—its nature will have been guessed. It was a
bomb—one of three Sipe bombs (a species which explode
with unusual ease) that were lying handy in case of an
attack upon our offices which had been threatened by
“the Enemy”—the Enemy being the Chamber of
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Labour and the controllers of Awvanti. They were
continually threatening us, but they never came.

On this occasion, luckily, I was present in the room.
“ Direttore | ” 1 exclaimed, *“ do you really think a bomb
is quite a suitable thing to put a lighted cigarette on ?”
Maussolini turned on me a look of amused surprise and
took up the cigarette again quietly. Then we both
laughed. But another member of the staff who just
then came in and whom we tried to get to enter into the
joke paled perceptibly and could only achieve a very
sickly smile.

The second chair in the Editor’s sanctum, the
visitors’ chair, was not a chair merely but a barometer,
indicating fair weather or foul. When the weather was
fair—that is, when Mussolini was feeling amiably dis-
posed to his visitors, this chair, almost knock-kneed
from its burden of blue-books, pamphlets, and periodi-
cals, was ceremoniously placed at their disposal. More
often the weather was foul. ‘ When they have to stand,”
Mussolini would say, “ people don’t gabble so much
and you get rid of them quicker.” At election time,
the chair was taken right away, for the Editor’s sanctum
was then besieged by bores, chiefly candidates ““ on the
make ” and would-be candidates seeking support,
among them long-bearded, bald-headed, short-sighted
professors of a type particularly obnoxious to Mussolini.
Kept standing there, these *“ scocciazori ™ these ““ in-
fernal nuisances ” as you might say in English—were
easily dealt with. As an additional deterrent, Mussolini
had this frank notice nailed up outside his door :

““ Chi entra mi fa onore,
Chi non enfra mi fa piacere!”

which may be translated :

“ Whoever comes in does me honour,
Whoever does not come in gives me pleasure!”

When the visitors were persons really deserving of
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consideration—I mean by reason of their individual
qualities, not of their official standing or their titles—or
when they were personal friends, they were asked to
sit down either upon the chair already mentioned or
upon 2 heap of books. * Be so good as to take a seat,
Signora,” would be the formula sometimes, ““ upon all
these products of the human intelligence!” And
Maussolini would continue: “ And now be kind and talk
to me about interesting things! I am tired. Tell me
interesting things that will rest and refresh me | ”

Mussolini’s method of securing rest and refreshment
has usually meant the putting of a new strain upon
his tired nerves. As recently as September, 1923, for
instance, being worn out by the immense nervous tension
caused by the Ruhr problem, the Greco-Italian diplo-
matic conflict, and the Jugo-Slav attitude towards
Fiume; not having been able to sleep for two or three
nights owing to the constant ringing of the telephone
bell by his bedside, followed by the consideration of
grave messages despatched to him by cipher and the
dictating of orders and instructions in reply; made
really ill by all this, and with a high temperature,
Mussolini decided at last to ‘““take a rest.” The
“ rest ”” consisted in a sudden rush to Milan, the starting
of a motor race, the opening of a new club, and the
delivering of a speech.

A few weeks earlier, after a similar long stretch of
intensely hard work, he ““ took a rest ” in the Abruzzi
in the shape of two entire days devoted to receptions and
inaugurations, the whole of the third day from 7 a.m.
to 9 p.m. being spent on the return journey up hill and
down dale to lgome, sometimes at a rate of 7o miles an
hour | His companions were utterly exhausted by the
experience and good for nothing next day.

To look on at Mussolini and his methods is to become
convinced of the truth of relativity. Time does not
really exist, what exists is the energy of the molecules
of which our human machinery is composed and which
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stretch out what we call “time” indefinitely. It 1s
impossible that the two hours of a morning which the
idler spends playing at dominoes in a provincial café
or glancing through a newspaper, or which an elegant
lady takes over dressing herself, can be the same space
of time as that during which the Italian Premier contrives
to have his midday meal, telephone orders to a Prefect,
scour all the Italian daily newspapers, visit the Palazzo
Chigi, dictate despatches to the Ambassadors, dispose
of half a dozen troublesome visitors, and discuss various
important problems with colleagues or friends.

“To take rest,” for Mussolini often means indul-
gence, in one way or another, in the art of fencing: if
with actual foils or épées, so much the better; but
failing them, with the parry and thrust of ideas.

Occasionally, in that squalid old house in which we
had our offices, the Editor when he was in a good humour
would open the door of his sanctum and make his way
into the sala di redazione, as it was grandly called, the
general editorial room, and ofpen a debate. *“ Full
sittings ”’ we had always, some of us perched on the long
table, which was covered with ink-stains like a school
bench and slashed and carved with penknives; some of
us on the window-sills; as many as could crowd together
upon the six available chairs ; Mussolini would keep
on his feet. A supplementary audience was provided
by occupants of the other houses at our back leaning out
of the windows which gave upon the dark and narrow
shaft-like courtyard and by the women upon the adjoining
roofs, for they would abandon for a while the wringing
and hanging out of their clothes to look and listen,
marvelling at the way we chattered, like maniacs in a
cage. Poor people! ¥ fear they did not find us comfort-
able neighbours. Every second day they were liable on
returning home to find the doors of their houses barred
and the entrance to our street closed to traffic by a row
of soldiers with bayonets drawn, the ground being covered
with straw so that these latter could E:cd and sleep at their
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ease. There was, indeed, less grumbling over this
as a rule than excitement and curiosity. What was the
matter 7 Was there a strike on ? Or a demonstration ?
Sometimes it was merely a celebration of some saint
from the calendar of Karl Marx. Sometimes it was
a question of a Socialist procession filing down the
Corso di Porta Romana and advancing towards the
Piazza del Duomo and of the danger lest they should
come into conflict with the * Interventionist” allies
of our papers (the Fascisti had not yet been founded).
At all the cross-roads troops would be stationed; I
remember seeing one day a young recruit, mounted,
sharing his ration with his tired and ill-fed horse. “ A
spoonful to you, a spoonful to me!” he exclaimed,
laughing.

We of the Popolo d’ltalia would send down a bottle
of wine occasionally to these gallant lads, who were losing
their sleep through no fault of ours. We flattered our-
selves that we needed no defenders. Perhaps they were
there not so much for our defence, indcecf: as for our
surveillance.

The public looked on, laughed and shrugged their
shoulders and went their way. These social turmoils
were things to put up with like rain-storms and hail-
storms.

Here and there a shopkeeper, angry over his de-
serted shop and empty till, would make a bit of a fuss, and
I remember one teacher of languages also who in horrible
Italian sent in a claim for an indemnity for lessons lost—
her pupils would not venture down a barricaded street.

ell, in compensation for these and other vexations,
our neighbours were free at least to listen to our dis-
cussions, for we kept the windows open, and the court-
yard, as already mentioned, was a very confined one—
a mere cavedino, as they call it in Milan. All the
inhabitants of our house were visible and audible to
each other on all the floors. In the basement, in a kind
of wine-cellar, divided up by wooden partitions, our
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“uffici di amministrazione e di spedizione’ as they were
styled, our managerial staff, consisting of two old men
and three young girls, craned their necks upwards to
follow the proceedings.

To judge by the comments of the Avanti and of all
the other Socialist weekly journals of Italy at that time
you would say that from the day of its birth, November
14th, 1914, the Popolo was at the bottom of all the troubles
of Europe, from the imminent peril of France to the
banking crisis and industrial troubles of Italy. In its
every issue the Avanii called down imprecations upon the
head of the infamous traitor the * paid assassin of the
murderous bourgeoisie.”

The Avanti became so popular as the result of this
campaign, and came in for so much additional financial
support, that it was soon able to acquire a new site and
decent printing plant and build itself new offices.

hese new offices have since been sold, together
with the plant, to the publishers of a group of Fascist
periodicals—such is the way of the mob!

Perhaps the most wonderful thing about our house
was the stairs. They were so dark and rickety and narrow
that it was well to call out if you were mounting and
someone else was descending!

But to return to our debates. There were never
more than three taking part in them. Mussolini sub-
mitted the theme, framing it lucidly upon broad lines.
The head of the editorial staff, Michele Bianchi, our
faithful * Michelino ” as we called him then (later he
was to be Commendatore, a Councillor of State, and
Secretary-General to the Ministry of Internal Affairs,
and a very important personage indeed), followed with
comments and criticisms, speaking quietly yet fervently,
and with the well-informed common-sense which then
won and still keeps his Chief’s esteem. Then I would
follow with various questions and practical remarks.
The others, as in the Socratic dialogues, listened much
but said little. When the question under consideration
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CHAPTER VII

MORE ABOUT THE ‘‘ poPoLO D’ I1TALIA”

Our Pillory—La Colonna Infame—Quips and Quirks—A Misprint
with a Vengeance—Predappio won round again—Mussolini
and his Ways—His * Pet Aversions "—Beards and Pomposity—
Our New Offices.

GREAT source of diversion to us all on the staff
of the Popolo d’Italia was that Colonna infame to
which I have alluded already. It was a kind of pillory
which we instituted upon one of the walls of the ecﬁtorial
room. We posted up on it everything that seemed amus-
ing enough, just as the anonymous wags of Rome used
to inscribe their satirical effusions upon the #or50 of the
old statue outside the Palazzo Braschi.
It was Mussolini himself who started it in his own
writing with the following playful rebuke :

"I signori vedattori sono pregati di non andarsene
prima di esser venuti ™

The English equivalent of which would be:

“Members of the staff are requested not to leave
before arriving —or, not to go until they have come!”’

Little by little the “ column ” grew, now a caricature
being added to it, now a pungent saying, now a few lines
“ ragging " a colleague, now a *“ dig ”” at one’s own self.
A favourite vehicle for humour was a certain form of
frivolous quatrain well known in Italy and dubbed
«“ Malthusian ”” because the genre is admitted to be
¢ artistically unproductive.” The first line ends always
with the words: “‘ quella cosa ”— that thing”—and
the last should end with a truncated word. Here is a
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classical example—it tells us merely that “ A young
lady is that thing which goes out walking with her
mamma and seems cold, but is soon inflamed when she
sees the fine young man |

“* Signorina é quella cosa
Che va a spasso con la mamma.
Pare fredda, ma s infiamma
Se &1 wede il giovanott’ !

We flattered ourselves that we improved upon this
in a quip which we perpetrated at the expense of the
famous Marinetti, who in 1919 stood for Parliament as
a Fascist, but who secured very few votes, his political
ambitions being completely nipped in the bud.

Marinetti & quella cosa
Futurismo piti cazzotio
Dieci pel, bel giovanotto
Taratd zumzum zumszum.*

But we were not all wits and rhymsters enough even
to achieve such nonsense as this, and the column was
eked out with diverting extracts from the countless
letters which reached us from all parts of Italy and with
typographical misprints and blunders of all kinds. The
most sensational and memorable misprint in the entire
collection was from our own paper.

The occasion was the arrival of President Wilson in
Italy at the period when he had not yet proclaimed him-
self inimical to our most cherished national aspirations.
Mussolini, full of enthusiasm for the Allies, drafted
what he meant to be a suitable greeting to the President,
to be set in the largest available type, right across the
front page of our paper.

It was to read as follows :

WEeLcoME To PrESiDENT WILSON IN THE NAME OF

* The purport of this nonsense verse is that Marnetti’s noisy Futurism
is ridiculous,
D
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THE TrapITiONAL T1Es oOF DEMOCRACY, STRENGTH-
ENED ON THE BATTLE-FIELDS OF ALL EUROP:.

But at the critical moment of “ going to press”
some malignant Fate intervened, the second capital “T”
was changed to a capital “ L,” and the greeting to the
American President was made in the name of :

“rue TraprtionaL Lizs oF Democracy 711!

The Avanti was continually supplying us with stuff
for the column. Since the fateful 19th of November,
1914, this journal had refrained from so much as men-
tioning the name of Benito Mussolini, just as the Venetian
Republic hid with a black veil the features of the Doge,
Marino Faliero; even to-day in the Doges’ Palace,
you may see that brand of infamy immortalized in the
famous picture in the great Council Room. The
Avanti, however, was not able to maintain so magnificent
a pertinacity. On November 18th, 1919, after the
elections in which the Fascists had done so badly, the
journal of the official Socialist Party came out with the
following remark :

“ A corpse in an advanced state of putrefaction was
dragged out of the Naviglio yesterday. It was
identified as that of Benito Mussolini.”

And it was a few days later that our Chief’s former
journal—the journal which he had raised to such great
heights of success—proceeded to draw attention (as
already mentioned) to the fact that Mussolini’s Party,
the Fascists, did not secure a single vote in Predappio:
“dove lo conoscono beni ! ’—" where they know him
well 17

Mussolini laughed, but I believe that Predappio’s
attitude really hurt him, for, despite his large views and
his habit of subordinating everything to the welfare of
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Italy, he cherishes a lasting love for that little homeland
of his. An idealist, his ideals are rooted in realities;
there is about him nothing of that unbridled fanaticism,
devoid of all humanity, which turned Saint-Just into a
sanguinary monster. Mussolini remains a man, with
all a natural man’s feelings for the place where he was
born and for the people among whom he was bred.

Standing one day in 1920 in front of this very passage
from the Avanti, posted up in a place of special honour
upon our column, Mussolin1 admitted to me that he
knew he was hated—hated politically, that is—in
Predappio. But they had alrea£,r then begun to admire
him there. “He is wrong,” they had begun to say,
“ but he is brave and he has grit in him. He is putting
up a big fight. Bravo Benito ! ”

Nor was this surprising. Mussolini is one of those
rare men who are born to compel admiration and devotion
from all around them. He 1s even an exception to the
rule that no one is a hero to his valet. Even the hum-
blest members of his staff, though they may not be able
to gauge his actions and achievements, come under the
sway of his magnetism and the force of his personality.
It is wonderful to see how his slightest orders are obeyed.
He does not speak loudly or indulge in emphatic lan-
guage, yet somehow or other it is made clear to all
concerned that his decisions are irrevocable—that there
must be no discussion of them. Mussolini’s sitinteny
and power are manifest in the smallest things no less than
in the greatest. dge guod agis might be his motto even
in croquet and ping-pong | And so great is his concen-
tration that he passes always from one matter to another
without ever looking back. ‘The moment one chapter is
finished, he is deep in the next. His brains seem con-
stituted in water-tight compartments, as it were. With
this peculiarity goes the faculty, invaluable to a statesman,
of seeing things as a whole and in correct proportion.
Moreover he knows when to rest and does not waste
time over futile worries and anxieties. He has the gift
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of sleep at will. Half an hour’s sleep, or even ten min-
utes’ sleep, will often suffice to refresh him and * set
him up.” He seems to pass from sleeping to waking
at one step, without wasting a moment.

To this faculty for economizing time and energy are
due the swiftness and spontaneity of all his resolutions.
There is no uncertainty ever about either his words or
deeds. It is interesting to note the out-and-out, almost
dog-like, devotion which is shown by his body-servant and
chauffeur, Cirillo, and which recalls somewhat the jealous,
fanatical adoration said to have marked the attitude of the
faithful Mameluke Roustan towards Napoleon. In
both cases we have that instinctive desire to obey and
serve which is so remote from servility, which is, indeed,
one of the loftiest and most sacred of human instincts,
It has in it a religious element. It constitutes an
aureole, as it were, round the head of the true leader of
men.

“ The day the Editor tock charge of it himself, the paper
went to press punctually : a record 1o emulate ! ” This
notice, in bold lettering, and signed MUSSOLINI in
capitals, was to be seen one day above the compositors’
bench in the printing-office. Mussolini on this occasion
had taken a hand in everything—he had even set u
some of the type. It was not the only time, indee ;
that with his cup of warm milk or glass of cold milk
beside him—the two luxuries in which, according to the
season, he habitually indulged—he appeared in the 7dle
of compositor, handling the type skilfully, without either
mixing up the letters or besmirching his fingers.

After Mussolini, the most important person connected
with the paper, the person round whom its firmament
revolved, was the Acting-Editor, Giuliani. There were
any number of would-be assistant-editors and soi-disant
contributors. What legions of people there were who
on the strength of getting a single article into our
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columns went about claiming that they were members of
the editorial staff | “I have five thousand editors,
don’t you know that?” Mussolini once exclaimed
impatiently: “ Every Italian who has ever been vaccin-
ated claims to be one of them, even people I have never
seen, people who can neither read nor write! ”’

But the type of individual who most infuriated him
was, according to his definition, ‘ the humourless, pre-
tentious person,”’ the well-meaning pomposity convinced
of “ having a mission to save the world 360 times a year| ”
—“the man with a beard | "—*the heavy-weight
imbecile! ” These were favourite phrases. “ Of course,
we are all imbeciles to some extent! ” Mussolini would
sometimes say: ‘‘ the great thing is to be light-weight
imbeciles. God preserve me from the heavy-weight
imbeciles! ” As for beards, Mussolim has always
abominated them. He has consistently kept his own
Roman profile free from one. He thinks of beards as
masks for solemn humbugs and second-rate arrivistes.

For the old-fashioned, long, full beard he cherishes a
special detestation, seeing in it a symbol of all that is
unsporting and unprogressive and unpractical. He
himself is a Greek in his love of divine levity, perhaps
encouraged 1n this by Nietzsche. He is a Mediterranean
and the antithesis of all that is dismal and pedantic.
Life, he holds, should either partake of the nature of a
great tragedy or else of an Aristophanic farce. The bour-
geois melodrama offends him alike ethically and artistically.
Sometimes he will conclude a diatribe against his ““ pet
aversions —in particular against sentimentalists and
pessimists—by exclaiming: “ Life is full of duties to
be performed and sorrows to overcome. Dry up your
tears and hide them! A truce to mere words!—give us
the fruits of experience and bare facts, whether in writing
or in talking 1™

Dear, comfortless, squalid offices!—it was a real
wrench to us at last to leave them. We left a little of our
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youth behind us in that dilapidated old house standing
almost within the shadows of Milan’s great cathedral
How often, as we returned home at night through the
silence of the sleeping city, did we listen to the silvery
peal of its clock striking the hours. What struggles,
sufferings, griefs, joys, does that sound still recall to us!
But at least, whether in victory or in defeat, we were al-
ways battling, never giving in. There was no scepticism
for us, only faith and hope—faith and hope in the future
of Italy!

The new offices to which we moved in 1920 were in
the Via Lovanio, in a new house in this new street,
situated at the corner where it makes an angle with the
Via Moscova. They were clean, commodious quarters,
well-built and well-equipped, and there was a printing-
office on the premises under the direction of a worthy
war veteran, Captain Miserocchi, capable and zealous.
In what was to be the Editor’s room, a spacious apart-
ment with two windows, there were five chairs, one of
them a poltrona, as we call an easy chair in Italy. “A
poltrona! A poltrona ! shouted Mussolini, when he
set eyes on it : “ Away with the thing | Easy chairs
and slippers (e poltrone e le pantffole) are the ruin of men!
Throw it out of the window at once.” But this violent
measure became unnecessary, for the Chief, to his great
satisfaction, got possession, instead, of a vast roofless
barn of a place in the unfinished house next door, with
a cementcg flooring covered only with straw and sacking.
Into this house our offices, he decided, were to be trans-
ferred presently. Meanwhile this open-air annexe,
besides serving as Mussolini’s “den,” became also his
fencing-hall, and every morning we could hear the clash
of foils and the accompanying cries of “ In guardia ! "—
“Toccato !’ Mussolini was in his element! Every
muscle of his body tense, his eyes fixed, his mouth shut,
there was something feline in his methods.

At first we looked askance rather at our new quarters,
they were so much grander than the old ones, but the
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CHAPTER VIII

THE STYLE AND THE MAN, AND THE MAN IN THE BOY

We come back to the Seven-year-old Boy—A Defence of this Zigzag
Method—The Problem of Unity—The Shepherd’s Hut and the
Politician’s Yearning after Rusticity.

HAVE realized already, and the fact is now brought

home to me once again, that I have digressed and

anticipated strangely in this narrative, in defiance of all
unities whether of time or place or action.

The harum-scarum boy of whom I was talking a few
pages back, the wild and idle but gallant little son of the
Dovia blacksmith, was not much over ten years old
when we left him; and yet here have I been discoursing
of events which happened twenty or twenty-five years
later, in as zigzag a fashion as ‘‘ Tristram Shandy”
or “ Les Mémoires du Chevalier de Grammont.”

In this case also, I feel, the zigzag method is justi-
fiable. The whole world is aware how that boy came to
be Prime Minister of Italy : the story of Dick Whitting-
ton is not better known and it is impossible for me to
proceed by regular stages to a chmax as in a romance.
I shall not sacrifice to a pedantic chronological unity
that more genuine unity which is inherent in the char-
acter of my hero.

For young Benito was not merely father to the man,
he contained the whole man in germ; and the actions of
the boy correspond, upon a vastly different scale, with the
unforeseen and apparently inexplicable resolutions of
the statesman. The thread of mere chronology seems a
poor thing in the face of a unity so substantial, so inde-
structible, as the tissue of a man’s veins and nerves;
one cannot take this tissue to pieces. By means of the
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CHAPTER IX

EARLY INFLUENCES : ‘‘ OLD GIOVANNA ”’ AND VICTOR HUGO

“Qld Giovanna” and her three husbands—Her Teaching—
Mussolin: and the Mummy—Victor Hugo Readings in a Romagna
Cow-Shed—From Cow-Shed to College.

HOEVER delves deeply enough into the life of

the people knows that it reveals strange,
strongly-marked, original types of character of a kind
seldlom to be found in the more well-to-do classes.
Dovia and its neighbourhood boasted many such human-
oddities, and one among them, in particular, exerted
a marked influence over the mind of young Benito
Mussolini.

This was a mysterious old woman known as “ /s
vecchia Giovanna.”

She had been beautiful in her youth and the heroine
of some passionate love-affairs. She had been married
three times and according to public gossip she had
got rid mysteriously of all her three husbands. The
sudden end of the second of them had presented a dark
riddle which had never been solved. His predecessor
had been found dead one cold autumnal morning,
his limbs entangled in the branches of a mulberry tree,
not far from the entrance to his house. Ever afterwards
not children only but grown-up people also had fought
shy of the rustling leaves of this tree, especially in the
dark.

Between Old Giovanna and her * third ” there had
been a long-drawn dogged dispute as to which should
be first to die. When one of them was troubled with
an unusually bad cough or twinge of rheumatism, the
other would remark : “ Ah, yox will go first1” or,
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perhaps, alluding to the communal grave-digger :
‘ Pradel will be coming for you soon | ”

Benito was in constant attendance on Old Giovanna,
whose strange imperious ways had a fascination for him,
not wholly devoid, perhaps of alarm. And she, for her
part, recognizing that he was an exceptional boy, perhaps
even foreseeing for him a great destiny, favoured him.
She passed for a witch throughout the whole district
and women came to her from all around to buy charms
and love-pbiltres and quack medicines of various kinds.
She taught Benito some of her magic lore. Even to-day
Mussolini has strange things to say about the moon,
the influence of its cold light upon men and affairs
and the danger of letting its rays shine on your face
when you are sleeping ; and he is an adept in inter-
preting dreams and omens and in telling fortunes by
cards. He can explain too why oxen allow themselves
to be led by women and why the front paws of a hare
are so short, and can throw light upon many other such
mysteries. ““ My blood tells me,” “ 1 must listen to
my blood,” are phrases sometimes used by this statesman-
gladiator, so rational normally in coping with the urgent
questions which confront him. “It is no good !”
he will add : “I am like the animals. I fee/ when things
are going to happen—some instinct warns me and I
am obliged to follow it.”

He has learnt, perhaps from Giovanna, certainly
with Giovanna as his first guide in the matter, the
wisdom of hearkening to premonitions, just as a teacher
of very different calibre, Professor Vilfredo Pareto,
economist, sociologist and philosopher, discoursed to
him during his University years on “ the value of the
sum total of imponderable things ”—that * value ” by
noting which Pareto himself was able to expose the
figment of the ‘‘economic man ’—the man without
peculiarities or predilections—whose absurdity had been
demonstrated so brilliantly, also, by Ruskin before him.
Even in the spheres of science and statistics, in so far as
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they deal with men and human affairs, ““ the sum total
of imponderable things " is apt to upset all the calcula-
tions of those who make no account of it.

The disciple of Pareto and Old Giovanna sets much
store by “ imponderable things ”—in fact he leaves to
them the deciding voice. Perhaps that is why he makes
so few mistakes. Logic alone does not suffice, the
imagination is always apt to lead astray.

One night in the quiet of his own house, whither the
sounds of Rome came blended into a confused murmur
like the ebbing and flowing of the tide, the Italian
Premier was reading with intense rapidity, as is his habit,
the dozens of newspapers which pour in on him from
all parts of the world. It was in January or February,
1923, and the Times, like most of the fgrcat English
journals, was full of the photographs of the tomb of
King Tutankh-Amen, and of the mummies and regalia
discovered inside it by Lord Carnarvon, who had fought
in vain against the maledictions invoked by the Egyptians
upon disturbance of their remains. Reading in paper
afk:er paper of the evils that had befallen the violators
of the Pharaohs’ tombs, Mussolini, so fearless as to
ordinary perils, at last jumped up and rushed to the
telephone and began to pour forth orders in his most
masterful and peremptory tones of voice. A short
time previously an Egyptian mummy had been brought
to him as a gift and he had had it placed in the great
salon “ della Vittoria,” beneath the famous tapestries,
in the Palazzo Chigi. Now it must go |

He telephoned and telephoned and telephoned again
until he felt satisfied that his orders for its immediate
removal were being executed. Picture the excitement
and confusion in the bureaucratic circles of Rome |—
Rome the impassive from time immemorial | Imagine
the flurry and hurry and scurry of all the ushers,
custodians, and employés of all descriptions, never
so hustled and harassed in all their lives before | Perhaps
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it was the most sensational achievement of the Fascist
Government down to date |

As for the remains of the worthy Egyptian of 4,000
years ago, they were at once consigned to a sarcophagus
in a museum which is so small and so secluded as to be
comparable with a rock-hewn tomb. There, while
the living incur no risk of the guilt of sacrilege, the dead
can work no harm to the sensibilities of the living.
A matter for satisfaction to that highly sensitive, and very
much alive mortal, Benito Mussolini.

But if Giovanna was one of the lad’s chief educators,
Victor Hugo was another. A copy of “Les
Misérables ” in an Italian translation, atrociously printed
and produced, with two columns of small type to the
page, and with many of the pages torn and some missing,
had made its way somehow to the little village of Dovia,
and Jean Valjean, Cosette and the saintly Bishop were
to play their part in shaping the character of this boy,
who read the book aloud in the cow-shed in which, during
the winter, the country folk loved to pass the time.

They sat around in the dark corners while the oil
lamp which hung from the roof sent forth its flickering
light and the shadows came and went upon the rafters and
thefloor. Theoxen went on eating their hay and rumin-
ating, jostling up against each other. The women pro-
ceeded with their spinning, sewing and knitting ; the men
smoked their pipes and drank some drops of the weak
wine which comes from pressing the already used
grapes ; the youths, foregatﬁering with the girls, would
now and again give out some jesting words or indulge
in a playful shove which is the rustic way of paying
court. The more vigorous the shove, the warmer the
feeling it expresses.

In this setting it was, and in the warm atmosphere
generated by the breath of the cattle, that Benito read the
book, reading on and on until eleven or twelve o’clock.
Then the women would go, walking to their homes
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over the moonlit, glistening snow, or on dark nights
guiding themselves with their big lanterns of brass or
iron, their hearts still quivering over the misfortunes
of the good convict and the great love of Mario. The
men, some of them at least, began exchanging opinions
on what they had heard and kept up the debate until
two o’clock or so. In winter the nights are so long and
the hours of work so short. Grave, sententious talk it
would be for the most part, as is the way with country-
folk, wont to ruminate like their oxen, but occasionally
the younger men would break out into hot and even
passionate discussion. The phantasms of the poet’s
brain moved and excited their simple hearts. They did
not understand all they had heard but they responded
to the sense of life imparted by the wonderful old man to
his work ; they gave way by turns to feelings of hope
and sorrow ; his wealth of words, his torrents of rhetoric,
carried them away. For Hugo’s rhetoric rang true in
a human sense, if not artistically. It was the rhetoric
of one who believed in the great ideas dominating his
time—in Liberty, Fraternity, Virtue; that is why,
with all its faults, it came home even to a young boy like
Benito who saw in it only what was true and good and
eternal.

His mother, however, grew anxious. She came to
realize that this son of hers was needing other contacts,
needing mental influences such as a village could not
provide ; perhaps, also, that he would be better for
living under a discipline less consistently rigid ; young
thoroughbreds are trained by expert jockeys with light
hands. At first Alessandro Mussolini would not hear
of the boy’s going to college ; for many reasons, one
reason being that the only available colleges in such
provincial districts are those conducted by the priests.
The idea of clerical education was naturally repugnant
to a revolutionary who had held scornfully aloof always
from the Neri—" the Blacks,” as the Clerical Party are
called in Italy. He relented however, and ended by
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taking Benito to the College of the Salesian Fathers at
Faenza, the town famous all the world over for its
majolica, or, as the French call it, fazences.

In that autobiographical fragment, already cited,
which Mussolini wrote ir prison and which he handed
to one of his biographers, Signor Rossato (with character-
istic inattention to such matters he has never asked for
its return), we are given these reminiscences of the
journey.

“ During the weeks preceding my departure I was
more troublesome than usual.

“1 felt a vague sense of unrest within me. I had
a notion that colleges and prisons were practically the
same thing and I wished during those last days of my
freedom to wander about the streets and over the fields
and then along the ditches and through the vineyards,
in which the grapes were now ripe.

“ Towards the middle of October everything was
ready—clothes, equipment, money.

“I don’t remember being much grieved over
leaving my brothers and sisters. Edvige was only three
years old, Arnaldo was seven. But I was miserable at
having to leave behind me a little bird which I had in a
cage beneath my window.

“ On the day before we started, I quarrelled with a
companion and tried to hit him but instead of doing so
my fist went smash against a wall and I hurt my knuckles
so badly that I had to leave with my hand bandaged up.
At the moment of parting I wept. My father and I now
took our places in the cart, which was drawn by a donkey.
We put the luggage under the seat and det forth. But
before we had gone much more than a couple of hundred
yards the donkey stumbled and fell.

“ A bad omen |—so my father said, but the animal
got up all right and we continued on our way. During
the drive.l did not utter a word. I sat and gazed at the
countryside which was beginning to cast its leaves. I
followed the flight of the swallows and the course of the
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river. We passed through Forli. The town made a
great impression on me. I had been there before but
did not remember it. All I knew was that I had got
lost in it and that after some hours of anxious searching
by my people was found again sitting quietly beside a
cobbler’s desk; the cobbler had generously given me, a
boy scarcely four years old, half a Tuscan cigar. What
impressed me most on entering Faenza was the iron
bridge, i/ Ponte di Ferro, which connects the city with
Lamone, its suburb. It may have been about two
o’clock that we reached the College of the Salesian
Fathers. The door was opened. 1 was introduced to
the * Censor,” who looked at me and said :

¢ He’s a lively little fellow, I expect !’

“Then my father embraced me and kissed me.
He also was much moved. When I heard the great
hall-door close behind me, I broke out into sobs.”

It was farewell to his games, to freedom and to his
mother | But Moussolini says nothing of all this—it is
characteristic of him that he does not even mention his
mother in these recollections. He is restrained by that
- masculine reserve of his, to which sentimentality is
repellent, the man of action fearing lest it might
weaken him were he to yield to it. In the English
phrase, Mussolini does not * wear his heart upon his
sleeve.”

It must have been a deep grief to him to lose sight
of the trees and the sparkling rivulet of his native place—
that rivulet which has always meant so much to him.
In one of his rare moments of expansion, Mussolini told
a friend that in all the outstanding episodes of his life,
whether of joy or grief, he has had before his eyes the
vision of that country stream. Beautiful it had seemed
to him always of a summer morning when he took the
horse to it to drink ; his father had bought the animal
in the prosperous days of the inn and young Benito
had learnt to ride it bareback, spurring it along with his
tough little naked heels. More beautiful still at midday

E
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when he and his playfellows larked about upon its
banks hour after hour.

On the 21st of April, 1923, there was celebrated in
Rome (for the first time in this new Fascist era), the
festival of the founding of the City. The cortége defiled
slowly through the arches and beneath the columns of
the Coliseum, on its way to the Palatine through the
Arches of Titus and Constantine and the Baths of
Caracalla.

At last, in front of the magnificent Palazzo Venezia,
that great monument to the glories of the Papal Power,
to the naval power of Venice, and to the reconquest by
Italy of her lost provinces—in front, too, of the Tomb
of the Unknown Warrior—Mussolini sat on horseback
gazing at the immense army in whose ranks were
represented the entire youth of the nation. Wearing the
black shirt with, over it. a scarf marked with the colours
of Rome, he sat there proudly, the admired of all admirers,
on his beautiful chestnut, leaning forward now and again
to caress it with his hand.

Perhaps, as he did so, his thoughts wandered back to
the distant days when he went galloping over the meadows
on his father’s horse. Perhaps beyond the endless lines
of armed men he saw in his mind’s eye that Romagna
rivulet flowing beneath the trees.



CHAPTER X

MUSSOLINI AND THE CATHOLIC CHURCH

The Protection of the Weak the Basis of Chivalry—Dreams of Rome—
An Anti-Clerical but not Anti-Religlous—The State and the
Church—The Crucifix brought back into the Schools—The
Evening Prayer at Sea.

URING his schooldays young Benito did not lose
D his interest in animals, like so many people of
narrow natures and sympathies. He continued to
cherish feelings of affection for our four-legged brethren,
moved by the instinct, strongest in the strong, for
protecting all that needs protection, plants, animals,
children, women—above all, women. It is this instinct
of the strong to ?rotect and defend the weak that has
lain at’the basis of all the great orders of chivalry known
to history down to the latest of them—TFascism.

While he was undergoing his imprisonment—as he
felt it to be—in the College of the Salesian Fathers at
Faenza, two bits of news from home brought deep
grief to him.

Instigated by revengeful malice, a neighbour and
political enemy of the blacksmith’s had made his way
one night into the stable and had hocked the horse.
Alessandro Mussolini had been obliged to shoot the poor
beast and it had needed all Signora Rosa’s authority to
prevent him from turning his gun upon the malefactor.

And the goldfinch from which it had cost the boy
so much to part—his beloved goldfinch had been
suffered to die from want of food ! To lose the bird
in this fashion, through the stupidity of the old woman
servant, was enough to make him rage. For two days
and two nights he ate his heart out, turning over in his
mind all kinds of sanguinary schemes of retribution,
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and when he returned home he would not speak to
the old contadina who had been the cause of his mis-
fortune.

He sought comfort in his woes in the classics of
ancient Rome, in Czsar and Tacitus and the Zneid,
and in the story of the bandits’ village, hidden within
the folds of the hills of Latium, which had grown to be
the Capital of the World issuing its edicts to all man-
kind—ROME !

From his earliest childhood the story of Rome, with
its myths and legends, had fascinated him. The thought
of Rome, indeed, is always present and living in the
hearts of the people of the Romagna. Their name for
the Milky Way is /a strada di Roma, and they say that
if you will only go straight ahead, guiding yourself by it,
you will arrive at the Eternal City.

ROME—that was the one word the boy would
write continually on the margin of his lesson-book, or
carve with his penknife upon the benches.

The years passed, the holidays at home making
bright patches in the colourless mosaic of Benito’s
daily studies. Probably that six years’ sojourn at the
College and the education given him by the priests were
not without their effect in shaping the mind of the man.
He seemed in the earliest period of an anti-religious bent,
without ever sinking into the banality of atheism.

Maussolini, the grown man, is no great lover of the
clericals, and he is not, and never has been, a bigot
in the matter of the observances of the Church. The
Sects, on the other hand, do not please, and will never
ﬁleasc, this fanatic for the unity of the fatherland ; he

ates and, for the reason we shall learn, fights the Free-
masons ; the two fiercest blows—the only two deadly
blows—aimed at Freemasonry during the fifty years
of national unity, were to be directed by this man, on
two critical occasions, very different in their nature.
But if Mussolini does not favour the anti-clericals, he
has no enthusiasm either for the priestly confraternities
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and he attacks the political priests with a vigour from
which Don Sturzo* is still suffering. The “ Popular
Party,” founded by that clever and excitable Sicilian
priest, prospered in the confusion and _chaos of the
period immediately following the War, but it was crushed
by the Condottiere from the Romagna within a few
months of his accession to power in 1923. Maussolini’s
breadth of outlook and his thoroughness were the
qualities which counted for most in the victory. In
politics, as in other affairs, it is the mediocrities and the
small-minded by whom things are complicated and
embroiled.

What Mussolini did was to isolate the clerical
question from the religious question. Others had
attempted to do this ; indeed, the separation had been
proclaimed of all in the form of a maxim—in the form,
that is of words. But Mussolini dealt in facts, like
Cavour. He did not maintain the principle of a lajcal
and non-religious State, neutral in its attitude towards
the Church, impassive and insensible when confronted
with religious phenomena. Far from it. He returned
to the fundamental Charter of the Nation, to the Statute
which proclaimed Catholicism to be the religion of the
State, the only official religion of Italy, and which yet
sanctioned and recognized, on a subordinate plane,
the other religious forms. The bearing of this change
was enormous, from both a moral and a political point of
view. The entire nation began once again to be per-
meated by a revival of the religious spirit, while the State
was enabled to take in hand again the reins of authority
over the Church—reins virtually abandoned in recent
times, when a laicism, instinct with atheism, had been
always to the front. Basing itself on Catholicism,
standing side by side with the Church, the State could
now co-operate with the latter, exercising supervision
over it and limiting its action, whereas mere hostility
had enabled it to evade every form of control. The

* The famous Clerical leader.
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Clericals had always been able to profit by the confusion
between the opposition to their party and the opposition
to Religion ; their prestige had been enhanced by the
fact that they could pose as men persecuted and mis-
represented owing to their faith. Mussolini’s—so to
ca.ﬁ it—religious anti-clericalism was far more efficacious.
Influenced, gerhaps, to some extent—to what extent
who can say ?—by his memories of the Salesian College,
Mussolini had the crucifix brought back, and with
it the morning prayer, into all the elementary schools of
Italy, and he affirmed the need of religious instruction
in all classes of primary schools. In the speech, now
historic, which he delivered on his accession to power,
he set the hall of the new Italian Parliament resounding
with his utterance of the word *‘ God,” and with his
fervid invocation of Divine assistance—that *‘ dark and
dingy hall,” as he himself had styled it a moment earlier,
which never before had listened to such language, and
into which he now proposed to set up,just as inthe schools,
the sublime image of the crucifix.

It is entirely Mussolini’s work if, like the nation
itself, the official organs of Italy, ostentatiously anti-
religious until now, seem animated to-day by a breath
of religious faith.

In the Italian Navy, for example, the use of the
Night Prayer, framed in language of lofty dignity, was
abolished not many yearsago. It had been the custom for
the youngest sailor on board a ship—in presence of
the officers and the entire crew, gathered together on
deck—to read this prayer aloud, all listening to it with
bared heads :

“To Thee, O Mighty and Eternal God, Lord of the
Heavens and the Abyss, Whom the winds and the waves
obey, we men of the sea and of war, officers and soldiers of
Italy, from this sacred vessel armed by our native land,
lift up our hearts !

“ Bless and exalt our nation in its faith, O Mighty
God: protect and exalt the King: give just glory and
power to our Flag. Command the tempests and the floods
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to serve it, impose terror of it upon the enemy ; set round
it, to defend it, a framework of iron, stronger than the
iron which encases this ship !

““ Bless, O Lord, our distant homes and those dear to
us; bless, throughout this coming night, the sleep of the
people ; bless us who are on guard for them in arms upon
thesea! O give us Thy blessing !

A moment of silence and emotion, and then the
Captain, standing among his officers and men, cries out :
Viva il Re!—'Long Live the King|!” The cry,
repeated by all present, goes out over the waters. The
same cry that went forth from the men of the Palestro
and the Re d'Italia at Lissa, in 1866, and, in 1916, from
those of the Amalfi as she went down.

In all these revivals we have one more illustra-
tion of Mussolini’s imagination and intuition. For
how were all the millions of his countrymen to learn
to feel their kinship and unity save through consciousness
of the universal and the eternal ?

Catholicism in Italy is a force at once of cohesion
and of expansion, not to be neglected by a man like
Mussolini, aware of the importance of moral forces and
wont to reckon imponderable factors among the factors
which count for most.

Whoever has been abroad in other lands, not as a
mere tourist but, like Benito Mussolini, the stone-mason,
working and living among the common people, knows
and feels these things better than the Italians who have
lived shut up in Italy. The further one goes, indeed,
the more one realizes that the word zalia, like a light
outshone by a more brilliant light, becomes blended in
the more dazzling and more ancient word ROMA.



CHAPTER XI

THE WOULD-BE SCRIVENER OF PREDAPPIO

Mussolini qualifies as a Teacher—His Application for the Post of
Communal Scrivener in his Native Place—A Refusal—What
Alessandro Mussolini said about 1t—DMussolini and Crispi.

FTER leaving the College of the Salesians, the boy
A entered the Teachers’ Institute at Forlimpopoli,
to leave it presently as a qualified teacher himself, the
calling followed by his mother. This second separation
from his home was 2 less doleful one, for he had learnt
by now the need of discipline and had tasted the delight
of learning.

The ex-pupil of the Salesians, absorbed in himself,
consoled by the joys of studious youth, kept remote from
everything and everybody and was a first-rate scholar,

Too many blockheads and idlers on the one hand,
too many criminals and madmen on the other, have
given force to the legend which tells against prize-
winning scholars. It is not true, however, that the
genius must necessarily be the “last in his class.” The
school is the world of the boy who will become a man
and it is, after all, a not unfaithful model of life.

When Mussolini attained to power they put up a
tablet on the fagade of that provincial Teachers’ Institute
in memory of the young scholar. Perhaps, had there
been at the Institute in the years of his studies there some
really observant professor with a gift for psychology,
we might have had from him some such estimate of the

outh as that which was set down by an instructor in the

ilitary School of Brienne regarding a certain young
islander in the service of His Most Christian N};jesty
Louis XVI: “ An unusually industrious student, lives
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apart from his companions, gives his confidence and
friendship to no one, does not enter into conversation
with them, seems shut up entirely in himself, is the prey
of a boundless ambition.” :

When, in 1923, the inhabitants of Forlimpopoli
sought, by means of memories of Mussolini’s youth,
reinforced opportunely by that tablet and a solemnly
worded epigraph, to make out a strong case why their
old-established and now famous Institution should not be
closed in accordance with the new law, and the professors
and students and communal authorities, all of them
injuriously affected by its threatened closing, joined in
an agitation against this harsh measure, Mussolini,
while indulging in expressions of affectionate remem-
brance, proceeded to reply dryly and severely that the
past must not be allowed to prejudice the future. Italians,
he declared, must learn once and for all that the indi-
vidual Jo—the individual “ I ”—could not form one of
an endless series of exceptions to laws which were made
for everyone. Hitherto the law had been like the skin
of a fat man’s belly which could be pulled about this
way or that : this should be so no longer.

They bowed to the decision and the Institute was
closed. Very likely they applauded him all the more and
loved him all the more for having resisted them. For
the people are like little children. They ask, but they
despise him who yields to them and spoils them.

Returned home from Forlimpopoli, with his diploma
as an elementary teacher in his pocket, his love fgr his
native place, and, even more, his love for his mother,
who was now in doubtful health, impelled young Benito
to apply to the Municipality of Predappio for the post
of Communal Scrivener, which was then vacant. But
this was refused him because he was too young—barely
eighteen—and because already there was too much of
the revolutionary about him and he was thought to
be of a temperament at once too subversive and too
uncompromising.
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His father, out of the depth of his pride in this
young offspring of his, then uttered a phrase which was
to remain engraved upon the hearts of all his circle.
It was from the lips of Arnaldo Mussolini that some of
us were to hear it long afterwards.

On the evening of October 31, 1922, when our
Chief left us to go to Rome, we of the editorial staff
of the Popolo d'Italia remained in the office, some con-
tributors and close friends with us, to chatter excitedly
over that great event. Arnaldo, Benito’s excellent
younger brother, did not venture to occupy the editorial
chair, now to be his, in spite of having in his hands the
letter in which he was formally placed in charge of the
paper, with full powers. The first act of the new Head
of the Italian Government, indeed, before taking over his
new duties, had been to confide to those faithful and safe
hands the mission which he himself had now to relinquish.
Arnaldo continued, and continues still, to perform his
duties in a spirit of fine and touching devotion to his
elder brother, only a portion of whose books and maps
and other familiar objects—never the whole of them—
he has removed from the table at which our Chief used
to sit. The Prime Minister, on the occasions of his
brief and hurried visits to Milan, can always come
back to his room in the office without ever feeling even
for 2 moment that he is a stanger there.

Well, it was on that memorable October evening
in 1922 that Arnaldo found vent for his emotions by
exclaiming to us: “And to think that the dear old
father seemed to foresee it all! When they refused
Benito the post of Communal Scrivener all those years
ago he attacked the Mayor and Councillors boldly.
* Mind my words !’ he cried out to them : ‘ You will
be sorry for this. The time will come when they will be
telling how Predappio would not have Benito Mussolini
as Scrivener, just as they tell to-day, with contempt and
scorn, how the native place of Francesco Crispi would
not have him as Communal Secretary |’
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The coupling of the two names seemed a veritable
piece of inspiration and not merely by reason of the
precise and accidental coincidence. It was fine to hear
of the Romagna blacksmith comparing his own son,
an obscure stripling, with an illustrious statesman ;
but perhaps it was more remarkable still that he should
have singled out the example of Crispi, who was the
enemy of the Republicans and in abuse of whom at that
period, round about 1900, all the Democrats and
Socialists of Italy were vying with each other. If we
look into the matter closely, however, we shall recognize
in the Sicilian, Francesco Crispi, the only man among
all our rulers since the great Cavour who can be said to
resemble our present Premier in any way. The two
men have in common a certain pride of character, as
well as cncrf,ry and boldness and resolution, and an
indomitable feeling for the authority of the State and
for the dignity of the name and honour of Italy.
Mussolini himself, who is an admirer of Crispi, has said
of him very truly : that “ Whatever he was, he was by
birth, nothing in him was acquired. . . . Masterful,
naughty, contemptuous, uncompromising, irascible. . . .
Endowed with great ability and political insight, a
pure-minded patriot : such was Crispi in his twentieth
year, such he was, still more bitter, not improved, in his
fiftieth. He had grown even less pliable ; he had not
been matured or mellowed by the years of his experience.”

Alike in the criticisms and in the appreciation may
be found implicit a personal confession on Mussolini’s
own part. In contrast with Crispi, Mussolini is seeking
all the time to mellow and to mature, to improve and to
progress, he is ever acquiring new qualities, ever getting
himself into better shape, like a sculptor at work on 2
statue. ‘‘I could not write an English letter to you
to-day,” he remarked in November, 1922, to the beautiful
Lady Curzon, when saying good-bye to her at Lausanne,
after the International Conference: ‘ But within a
month I shall be able to do so and I promise you that
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you shall receive one | ” It sounded like a diplomat’s
empty phrase, uttered politely and in jest, and Lord and
Lady Curzon smilingly took it as such. But to their
surprise the promise was fulfilled four weeks later.
In the vortex of all the tremendous labour and respon-
sibility which were his throughout those four memorable
weeks (the weeks immediately following the Italian
Revolution), Mussolini had found time and energy to
refresh and increase his knowledge of English sufficiently
to be able to address to Lady Curzon a written greeting
in her own tongue—a few lines only, but correctly and
gracefully worded |

“1 shall make my own life my masterpiece "—
that is one of Mussolini’s favourite maxims. Perhaps
I should say it is one of his favourite thoughts, for he is a
hater of phrases.

The artist pure and simple aims at once higher and
lower. He strives to put the best of himself into his
work, into his living creation, and to do so with a perfec-
tion which neither time nor place can destroy ; and his
Creation is, in a way, detached from himself. But the
art of statesmanship is an art applied to action, and the
purpose of this statesman and man of action, in a sense
more egoistic and more restricted, points at the same time
to a still loftier ambition.



CHAPTER XII

MUSSOLINI AS SCHOOLMASTER

The Village School at Gualtieri—Mussolini and the Socialists of
Emilia—Mussolini’s Address on Garibaldi—Mussolini and the
Mayor — The Schoolmastership ~ énded — Mussolini’'s Own
Memories of this First Phase of his Career.

REDAPPIO had rejected him as its Communal

Scrivener. A fortunate mistake!  For the
youth could not possibly have remained long in that
petty and trivial post and it would have been an inapt
beginning for his adventurous career, destined to be all
action and excitement.

He resolved to turn to account his recently acquired
diploma, and, at eighteen, he secured the position of
elemenitary teacher at Gualtieri in that district of Reggio
Emilia which, with its vast and fertile plain, is Italy’s
most beautiful garden.

He was not to remain there long. He loved the
schoolchildren and they loved their boyish master with
the flashing eyes, but this was no place and no occupation
for him, and he knew it ; he was marking time merely,
pending the action of those fates which were to whirl
him presently into the main stream of his real vocation.

The chief benefit he derived from his stay in Emilia
was of a political kind. Emilian Socialism was not to the
taste of his proud and deep and romantic temperament.
At a later date, in his public controversy with Giovanni
Zibordi, one of the Socialist leaders at Reggio, and again
when he came to edit first the Avanzi and afterwards the
Popolo & Italia, Mussolini was to tell of the distaste he
felt for the methods of the pleasure-loving Socialists in
Emilia, and the materialistic and rather gross existence
theyled. Not that he favours sour visages and pharisaical
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solemnity—there is nothing, really, he dislikes so much.
Nor has he any sympathy with soi-disant ascetics. But
he is himself, fundamentally and organically, uz uomo
magro*—active, agile, hard, wiry, tough. When at
Gualtieri he was very young and on all the afternoons
of the days of festival there, and throughout a great
part of the evenings, too, he used to take part in the
dancing. He learned to play the violin also. These
amusements entranced him ; but he disliked the way
in which politics were mixed up with merry-making,
the way in which the glasses of excellent red wine were
drunk to an accompaniment of revolutionary chatter.
Socialistic aims in his eyes were a thing to call forth all
a man’s militant feelings, not a thing to debate about
lazily as a digestive after a good meal.

Garibaldi, the fighter and man of action, as well as
idealist, was the hero of the young school-teacher’s
heart. On one occasion a bust of Garibaldi was to be
unveiled in the market square of Gualtieri. The orator
who was to have spoken on the occasion was being
awaited in vain—there was no sign of him. The square
was filled with people come thither from all the country
round. The Mayor and the other local authorities were
at their wits’ ends and did not know where to turn.
At last they thought of Mussolini. The young man,
until that moment, had been dancing and drinking at the
inn. Now he sauntered out into the market square with
his coat still off. “ Garibaldi ? A speech? Why, yes |
I'll deliver one.” And he proceeded to hold forth for an
hour and a half on the Garibaldian legend, to the delight
of his fascinated audience. They still talk about that
speech at Gualtieri.

But the incident was too much for the Mayor, a
bootmaker. A good speech, granted! And young
Mussolini was efficient and zealous at his work in the
school. But all this dancing and drinking and card-

* Literally “ a lean man "—a man who is “ fit,” that is, and with
no superfluous flesh on him,
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playing—all this Briscola and Sette-e-mezzo 1* And
coming out into the market-square, on such a solemn
occasion, with his coat over his shoulder | Really, such
conduct was quite impossible ! . . . And so it came
about one fine day that there was an altercation between
Mussolini and the Mayor. The pittance he was being
paid was for his work as teacher, declared Benito hotly ;
it did not buy him up body and soul. He had not
bartered to sell his freedom for it. He was not going to
have his innocent recreations interfered with. And he
ended by telling the Mayor to go back to his boot-
making |

That was an end to his teachership. It is on record
that on his last day in clsss he set his small scholars
copying out, for their lesson in penmanship, the words :
Perseverando arvivi |—** Arrive by persevering ! ”

Many of those children remember the occasion,
and, grown up now, they remember another and very
different occasion when their former teacher driving his
own car, revisited Gualtieri as Prime Minister of Italy,
on his way back to Rome after the elections of 1924,
supported by his five million voters | He had lived up
to his own motto.

Well, the arriving was a thing for the future. For
the moment all he could do was to go. He went, therefore
leaving behind him his mantellina, his rough peasant’s
cape, in part-payment of what he owed for his board
and lodging. He went 1n search of other skies. Out
into the world again to see and to learn !

All along, the youth’s future fate seemed at hand
to guide him. It was well, in truth, that the destined
chief of the Italian realm should see and learn something
of the miseries and needs of the nation at first hand.
Young Joan of Arc had to become conscious of the
British heel crushing the beloved soil of France for the
inextinguishable flame to be lighted in her heart.

Italy’s great sorrow was, in the first place, over

* Popular games of cards.
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those northernmost regions still under foreign rule, and
secondly over those of her sons who were forced to
emigrate to distant shores and fend for themselves,
unprotected by their native land, and although called
Italians, with no pride in the name.

Here from the autobiographical fragment already
described is Mussolini’s own brief record of this first
phase of his career as a wage-earner and of its sudden
ending—he makes no mention of either Garibaldi or
the Mayor :

“ Gualtieri is a region situated on the banks of the
Po, between Guastalla, 2 town of some importance,
and Boretto. The region lies about two-thirds of a
mile from the banks of the Po and is protected from
the river by powerful dykes with roads running along
them. I arrived there on a misty and gloomy afternoon.
Someone was at the station to meet me. On the follow-
ing day I got to know the notabilities of the place, the
Socialists and the municipal authorities, and I arranged
to put up at a pension for 40 lire a2 month. My salary
as a teacher was 56 Italian lire a month. That was
nothing to rejoice over. Next morning I began my
schoolwork without more ado. The school was a mile
and a half away and was situated in a district of Pieve
Saliceto. I had to deal with about 40 children. They
were nice and well-behaved and I got to be fond of them.
The lessons went on without a break, but class-time was
over at one and I then returned home and could dispose
of my afternoons and evenings as I liked.

“The first days were monotonous ; then my circle
of acquaintances grew bigger and I made friends.
There was dancing every night and I took part in it.
The months sped by and the summer vacation approached.
Then I planned to emigrate to Switzerland and try my
fortune. I telegraphed to my mother asking for the
money needed for the journey and my mother sent me
45 lire by telegraph. On July gth in the evening I got to
Chiasso. While waiting for the train which was to take



MUSSOLINI AS SCHOOLMASTER 81

me into the middle of Switzerland I bought the Secolo
and was not a little astonished when I found in a despatch
the announcement that my father had been arrested.
At Predappio and at Orte the electors belonging to the
Socialist and Popular Party had smashed the voting-
urns in order to prevent the victory of the Clericals ;
the judicial authorities had issued several warrants of
arrest and among the arrested was my father. This
piece of news placed me in a dilemma. Was I to return
or to go on ? I decided to continue my journey and on
the afternoon of July 1oth I got out at the station of
Yverdon with two lire and ten centesimi in my pocket.”

By good fortune I am able here, laying this manu-
script aside, to turn to another record of even greater
value—a unique document, not composed long after the
event and from fading memories, but written down at
the time and on the spur of the moment. It will tell us

of Mussolini’s first experiences as an alien in a foreign
land. "



CHAPTER XIII

A HODMAN IN SWITZERLAND

A Remarkable Mussolin1 Letter—The Journey to Switzerland—
Work for a House-mason—Poverty and Privation—The Bridge
of Lausanne and 1ts Memories—Mussohm's Fiurst Impnisonment—
What Prison was to teach—A Look ahead : the Mussolini of
To-day and his ** Museum of Horrors."”

OOR Signora Rosa! At the moment when her
big son, her first-born and favourite, asked her
for those 45 lire, she was in sore trouble. She was
alone at home with her younger children, and her
husband was ill and in prison. He was very soon to be
acquitted of all offence and set free, but in the meantime
this, his second experience of imprisonment, was too
much for a constitution which had suffered somewhat
from the convivial kind of existence that is apt to go
with innkeeping and with a hospitable disposition.
During this new period of solitary confinement he had
an attack of scurvy and was in great pain from his teeth—
he had had to sleep with his face exposed to the moon-
light, and the moon, he maintained, had a malign and
corrupting influence on all 2 man’s bones. . . . But of
all this Benito knew nothing when he wrote as follows
to a companion :
LaAusanNE,
3rd September, 1902.
Drar Frienp,

What I am about to write to you are memories.
Sad memories of a hopeless youth which sees everything
vanish—even the ideal.*

* In the rendering of Italian into English some freedom is, as a rule,
necessary, but in the case of Mussolini’s own writing I have adhered to the

original as closely and literally as possible.—Translator.
82
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You will tell no one of what the following pages may
contain : only 2 woman knows my sorrows, and you
when you shall have read. I shall curse you if you make
it a matter of gossiping. My demand for secrecy should
not seem to you inexplicable. I begin.

I started from Gualtieri—saying good-bye only to
my lady—on the morning of the gth July. It was a
Wednesday. From Parma to Milan, and from Milan
to Chiasso, the unbearable heat nearly made me die of
thirst. Chiasso, the first Republican place, harboured
me until 10.30 in the evening. Reading the Secolo 1
experienced the surprise of seeing the arrest of my
father, implicated in electoral disorders. The arrest
disturbed me, only because, if I had known of it at
Gualtieri, I would not have set out for Switzerland but
for the Romagna. Together with a fellow-traveller—one
Tangherone of Pontremoli—I changed my Italian
money and got into the train which was to reach Lucerne
the next morning—twelve hours on the way. The
carriage was full of Italians. Will you believe it ?

I stood at the window for almost the whole of the
journey. The night was splendid. The moon soared
up above the immense mountains, all white with snow,
amidst a silvery smile of stars. Lake Lugano gave out
magical reflections like a polished sheet of metal on
which unknown and mystical lights are thrown. Mount
Gothard presented itself to my eyes like a pensive and
tranquil giant granting the use of his hidden passage to
the serpent of steel which with dizzying swiftness was
carrying me among new people.

In the carriage all were sleeping. I alone thought on.
What was [ thinking of during this night which made
a division between the periods of my life ? I do not
remember. Only in the morning, and owing, perhaps,
to physical fatigue—when we were traversing German
Switzerland and the November rain was greeting as
coldly as the farewell of a man doomed—did 1 recall
the green countrysides of Italy kissed by a sun of
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fire. . . . Was it a first spasm of homesickness ! Perhaps.
At Lucerne I changed trains and took a ticket for
Yverdon, lured thither by my travelling companion who
promised me a post in the service of a relative of his,
a draper. I reached Yverdon at 11 on Thursday, the
roth, after 36 hours of train journey. Feeling stupid and
weary I made my way into a cheap-looking inn where
I had occasion for the first time to talk French. I had
something to eat. We then went to see that draper.
I managed to do a lot of talking, nevertheless he invited
me to dine with him. I accepted. We had some more
talk without any tangible results. At last he gave me
a crown. So that he should not imagine he was benefiting
me I left with him as a pledge a beautiful knife of Arab
make which I bought at Parma on April 1st when I
was there with our good and tawny-headed Romani.

On the Friday I remained for one hour in front of
the statue of Pestalozzi who was born at Yverdon ;
and for 23 hours in bed. On the Saturday, together
with a painter out of employment, I went to Orbe—
a neighbouring town—to get taken on as a manual
labourer. I found work and on Monday, the 14th,
I began : eleven hours’ work in the day at thirty-two
centesimi the hour. I made one hundred and twenty-one
journeys with a hand-barrow full of stones up to the
second floor of a building in process of construction.
In the evening the muscles of my arms were swollen.
I ate some potatoes roasted upon cinders and threw
myself in all my clothes on to my bed : a pile of straw.
At five on the Tuesday I woke and returned to work.
I chafed with the terrible rage of the powerless. The
padrone made me mad.* The third day he said to me :
“You are too well dressed |” . . . That phrase was
meant to convey an insinuation. I should have liked to
rebel and to crack the skull of this upstart who was
accusing me of laziness while my limbs were giving
beneath the weight of the stones—I wanted to shout

* I'dvofobo 1n the ongmal.
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out in his face : * You coward, you coward !” And
then ? The man who pays you is always in the right.
Saturday evening came. [ said to the padrone I intended
to leave and therefore wished to be paid. He went into
his office, I remained in the lobby. Presently he came
out. With ill-disguised rage he threw into my hands
twenty lire and some centesimi, saying : “ Here is
your money and it is stolen.” I remained as though
made of stone. What was I to do to him ? Kill him ?
What did I do to him ? Nothing. Why ? Because I
was hungry and had no shoes. 1 had worn a pair of
light boots to pieces on the building stones which had
lacerated both my hands and the soles of my feet. Almost
barefooted I went to an Italian’s shop and bought
myself a pair of shoes, hobnailed in mountaineer’s style.
I packed off,and on the next morning—-Sunday, July 20th
—1I took the train at Chavornay for Lausanne.

This is not a beautiful city but it is an attractive
one. From the summit of the hill it extends down to
the shore of Lake Geneva, with its. enchanting suburb
of Ouchy. It is full of Italians (6,000) who are not
looked on with much favour, and the Executive Com-
mittee of the Socialist Party has its head-quarters here,
and the weekly journal L’Avvenire de/ Lavoratore* which
I edit in collaboration with the Advocate Barboni is
issued here.

But let us proceed in good order. In Lausanne
I lived carefully the first week on the money I had earned
at Orbe. Then I was again hard up. On the Monday
the only piece of metal I had in my pocket was a nickel
medallion of Karl Marx. I had eaten a bit of bread in
the morning and I did not know where to go to sleep
that evening. I wandered about in desperation, and
presently—cramp in the stomach preventing me from
walking any longer—I sat down on the pedestal of the
statue of William Tell, which stands in the Parc de
Montbénon. My appearance must have been terrible

* “ The Future of the Worker.””
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during those terrible moments, for the people who came
to inspect the monument scrutinized me with suspicion,
almost with alarm. Oh | if De Dominicis had come to
preach his moral lessons to me there how gladly I would
have laid him out !

At five o’clock I leave Montbénon and direct my
steps towards Ouchy. I go along the Quay—the very
beautiful road by the shore of the lake—and soon evening
comes on. In the dark the last rays of the sun and the
last sounds of the old bells take me out of myself. . . .
A feeling of infinite sadness assails me and I ask myself
on the lake’s shore whether it is worth while to live
another day. . . . While I muse thus, a sweet melody,
like a mother’s lullaby over the cradle of her little boy,
diverts the course of my thoughts and I turn back. In
front of the splendid Hotel Beau Rivage an orchestra
of forty is playing. I lean up against the railings of the
garden, amidst the dark green firs, and listen intently.
The music comforts both my brain and my stomach.
But the intervals are terrible, the cramp stabbing into
my entrails like red-hot pins. Meanwhile the crowds
of holiday-makers are moving about on the pathways
of the Park—the rustle of silks may be hcardp and the
murmur of languages which I do not understand. An
elderly couple pass close by me. They look English.
I would like to ask them to give me de argent pour me
coucher ce soir.* But the words die on my lips. The
lady glitters with gold and precious stones. I have not
a soldo, 1 have no bed, I have no bread. I make off,
cursing. Ah ! that blessed idea of Anarchy of thought
and action. Is it not the right of the man lying on the
ground to murder him who crushes him ?

From ten until eleven I stay in the public lavatory,
from eleven to twelve under an old barge. The wind
blows from Savoy and is cold. I return into the town
and spend the rest of the night under the Grand Pont
(the ““ Great Bridge ” connecting the two hills). In the

* “ Some money to get myself a bed to-night.”
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morning I look at myself out of curiosity in the windows
of 2 shop. Iam unrecognizable. I meet 2 man from the
Romagna. I tell him briefly of my affairs. He laughs
at me. I curse him. He puts hishand in his pocket and
gives me ten so/di* I thank him. I hasten to the shop
of a baker and buy a piece of bread. I continue walking
towards the wood. I feel as though I had a fortune.
Having got a long way from the centre of the city I
bite into my bread with the ferocity of a Cerberus.
For twenty-six hours I had not eaten.

I feel a little life flowing through my veins. My
courage is returning with the flight of my hunger.
I decide to make a struggle. I direct my steps towards
the Villa Amina, Avenue du Léman. An Italian professor
named Zini lives there. Before making my way into the
entrance-way of the dainty dwelling, I polish my shoes
and arrange my tie and cap. I enter. Zini has a head
of untidy grey hair ; his nose is phenomenal. I have
no sooner addressed him in Italian than he discharges
at me a volley of : *° Oh, these nuisances, these eternal
nuisances | Holy Christ | What do you want? Eh?
I don’t know, I don’t know | I'll see. Let me see now.
. . . Better go to Borgatta, rue Solitude. . . . 1 wish I
could. . . . Possibly ? . . .”

“ Oh, go to Hell with him who made you, you old
slut | ” And with this salutation I left him.
In my next letter I shall tell you all the rest. I
promised you a romance and it has been, and is, a reality.
I have received your postcard. Send me the Ode and
news of our friends.
Your friend,
Mussorint Benrto.

Mussolini, it will be observed, does not insist, as
others might have done, on the tragic suffering he had
had to bear. This youth of nineteen writes with the
stoic simplicity and the natural, unassumed dignity and

* Twenty soldi make a lira.
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reserve which are to be the lifelong characteristics of his
style. He does not open out his whole soul to his friend
but confides to him a record only of exterior facts, not
of the workings of his mind. And how curiously typical
of him is that semi-biblical threat, at once solemn and
touching—that curse impending over the head of his
friend, should he make the letter ““a matter for gos-
siping | ”’

This first phase of Mussolini’s Swiss experiences
was made up of episodes reminiscent of Gorky. But
when he talks about them he does not do so in the acrid
tones habitual with the Russians in their revolt against
the existing order of things. Even the most moving and
dramatic incidents are not tinged with lugubrious or
morbid colouring when he recounts them. I believe
that, though he may ponder over them with a slight
touch of bitterness, he is glad in his heart of hearts to
have experienced them and mastered them ; they were
an ordeal through which he passed successfully, as he
himself expresses it ; they had their part in making
him the man he is. The force and greatness of a man,
if he has any force and greatness in him, go on increasing
in proportion to the burdens he has to bear. Was it
not Emerson who said that the reward of a duty per-
formed lies in the acquisition of strength to perform a
duty that is more difficult ?

One evening Mussolini wandered out from Lausanne
in the dusk. He wandered and wandered, passing at
last even the suburbs. Not having a penny in his pocket,
there was no prospect for him of a lodging for the night
so he was glad to escape from the tantalizing glimpses
into homes, and from that ostentatious display of luxury
which is so terrible to a hungry man at a loss even for
a bundle of straw to lay his head on. His path lay over
the Swiss countryside, always so neat and spruce and
well combed, with its succession of small, idyllic villas
and chdlets, looking like toys from a Noah’s Ark deposited
on little squares of imitation grass and among painted
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trees. A keen eye may note hidden somewhere in every
such chdlet a big ink-stand and a musical-box. With
these accessories beside them, in a ¢hdler standing well
away from the dusty main road, a little family sat at
supper. You should hear Mussolini himself tell the
story !—he depicts the whole establishment for you in
such incisive detail, reproducing histrionically " every
feature of the dialogue, conjuring up each speaker
vividly in turn : the head of the house in his shirt-
sleeves ; the long file of dutiful sons diminishing in
stature like the pipes of an organ ; the lamp in the middle
of the table, upon the white cloth ; the mother ladling
out the soup while they all wait in pleasant anticipation,
The lean, hollow-faced vagabond approaches slowly to
the hedge bordering this little square of green grass and
flower-beds, much as the wolf in the fable approached
little Red Riding Hood and her basket, with sharpened
teeth and hungry eyes.

“ Have you any bread ? Give me some ! ”

They gave him some but without the friendly words
or even the kindly silent smile which lend sweetness to
charity. The vagabond was of the race of givers, not of
takers, and he was within an ace of throwing the bits
back. But the stomach, as that great mendicant, Ulysses,
observed, is like a snarling dog which will never kee
quiet until its hunger is assuaged and which will have
its fill at any cost. And so it happened that evening.

Little by little, Mussolini became accustomed to his
nomadic life of want and came to know the tricks and
deceits, the mishaps and miseries that go with poverty ;
he came to learn that whosoever has fifteen centesimi
in his pocket has the right (this was true, at least, twenty
years ago) to remain on the territory of the Swiss Republic
unmolested for twenty-four hours, after which time he
passes once again under the control of the police ; but
that in order to stay on undisturbed indefinitely, one
needs to have at least a hundred of these cemesimi :
a franc, the magic shibboleth the possession of which
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satisfies the State authorities that one is not a vagabond.
The franc, emblem of liberty, is held more sacred than
a holy relic. Men have been known to die of hunger
rather than change their franc. . . .

Little by little, he came to feel the fascination of this
kind of existence. It is an elementary kind of fascination,
akin to that possessed by various forms of sport, above
all by mountaineering. Mountaineering schools men
into having few requirements, it liberates them from
slavery to the superfluous. It is a fascination akin also
to that which war—for all its horrors and miseries—
exercises over strong and virile men, even the best of
them.

The life taught him also to love his country with
a deeper love ; and, mixing with men of other nation-
alities, he learnt to feel how different he was from them,
how closely related to his own. He learned to listen
to the mysterious voice of race and to appreciate those
Italian gifts and virtues which chimed in with his own.
Italian shortcomings came home to him in the same way
and offended and displeased him all the more. Just
as it distresses a mother to see her children behaving
badly in the presence of strangers, so he would have all
Italians free from everything that could evoke the
contempt or condemnation of the foreigner. Yet he was
conscious of a solidarity with his compatriots even in
their defects, and he made more allowance for these than
for the defects of others. Helearnt to distinguish between
defects which are tolerable, inevitable and incurable,
defects which are merely the défauts de nos qualités,
and those others which are more grave, and with which
good qualities are incompatible. A certain insouciance,
for instance, a certain inattention to the comfortable
side of life, to hygiene, to cleanliness, to physical and
moral fitness—these things may result from a mode
of existence which is simple and patriarchal, and they
serve to maintain this mode, preserving it from the soft-
ness which tends to make men idle. But it is not per-
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missible to Italians to be lacking in civic courage or in
moral uprightness or to be demoralized by greed of
pelf. nselfishness in action should be one of the
redeeming qualities of the race ; and the very fact that
they are frugal and simple in their habits should save
them from bending the knee to Mammon.

Wherever he wandered, Mussolini earned his living
by work. While looking out for something better he
had begun as a hodman, but, as already indicated, the
wages were wretched. At nineteen, after a day of such
labour, a youth’s al:;petite is formidable, so almost all
his money went on food and there was not enough left
to pzy for decent lodging. And Mussolini is a plebeian
with aristocratic tastes and cannot put up with dirt.
He is 2 man of extremes in everything. One day, during
the war, he found in his bowl a2 mouse which had escaped
into it from the soup-tureen. He just pulled it out by
its long tail and went on quietly with his ration, making
a virtue of necessity ; but he makes a grimace if in a
well-appointed restaurant he is given a glass which is
not spotless. In Switzerland at this period, rather than
try to accommodate himself to the filthy and evil-
smelling abodes which were ““ within his means,” rather
than subject himself to the degrading companionship
he would have to encounter in low-class lodging-houses,
he preferred to face the hardship of sleeping out of doors,
in sheepfolds and any other such refuges available.

There is a bridge at Lausanne which has played an
historic part in his life. Under it he sometimes found
shelter, having selected a certain spot upon the dry
sandy river-bank. One night there was a downpour of
rain and, finding providentially the lid of a compositor’s
case left open 1n a printing-office hard by, he packed
himself into it and fell fast asleep immediately. In the
blissful and profound slumber of youth he forgot his
miseries and fatigues and anxieties. But in the morning
he was rudely awakened | He was to experience his
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first encounter with the police. He was arrested and
locked up for a night and a day. Then he was released.

Here began that long series of imprisonments which
was to be continued throughout so many years of venture-
some wandering—in Switzerland, Germany, France,
Austria and Italy : an educational primer in eleven chap-
ters it might be called. In truth, while the loss of free-
dom was not so very slight a mishap to such a youth,
Mussolini’s periods of imprisonment were to enrich
his mind, to temper and refine his whole personality.
They bave wrought him into the strongest steel. In
prison he learned more things than one can easily
catalogue, from foreign languages to Arabic numerals :
but above all, patience —a gift which enables this
restless, impetuous and fiery being to control himself
completely and evince no sign even of strain during long
periods of trial. - An illustration of this was given recently
on the occasion of the funeral of Nicolo Bonservizi,
the Fascist and member of the editorial staff of the
Popolo d'Italia, who was treacherously assassinated by a
Communist in a Paris restaurant in March, 1924.
The funeral procession, which had brought together
three or four hundred thousand persons, was held up
at one point for fifty minutes in a drenching rain. Every-
one else showed impatience, but not Mussolini. Refusing
to shelter himself beneath an umbrella—for the solemn
cortége seemed incompatible with that dourgeois symbol,
worthy only of a Louis Philippe—standing motionless,
his hands by his sides, at attention, his hard hat issuing
streams of water from either side of its brim, as from
pipes of a Gothic cathedral, upon his soaking and
dripping cloak, he remained there, a very monument of
impassiveness. It was we others all around him who did
the murmuring and complaining. And when the cemetery
was reached, Mussolini, unaffected by the unceasing
downpour (except that his voice was hoarse) delivered,
calmly and impressively, a noble oration in honour of
our martyr. He then knelt with the rest of us upon the
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damp ground, in accordance with the impressive Fascist
rite. After which, swiftly and suddenly, he disappeared
amid acclamations.

And this same gift of patience has made it possible
for him, for all his feverish ardour, to wait, not hours
merely, but weeks and months, and even years, without
display of hurry or worry—to wait for the maturing of
the event which he had foreseen and planned.

But this gift and many other such virtues were
acquired at the cost of endless sufferings. I shall never
forget one evening in the springtime when Mussolini,
then a journalist merely and ordinary citizen, and three
or four of us, his friends and editorial colleagues, were
crossing the public gardens of Milan at the hour when
the custodians were closing the barriers, we had found
two or three of the barriers already closed. Mussolini
looked like a caged wild beast, every nerve tingling, a
look of ferocity in his eyes, as we hastened at break-
neck speed towards the egress still open. When urged
not to rush, but to take things more quietly, he replied
excitedly : “ No, no, I can’t ! I can’t bear to feel shut
in! These bars and railings—I can’t stand them—
they are torture to me ! I can’t stand the feeling of being
thus suffocated | Oh, yes, you may laugh, you others,
but you have never known what it is to have been in
prison—eleven times in prison, my friends | It is a
feeling you can never get rid of 1

At the front, during the War, all the reproofs ad-
dressed to Mussolini, whether as private soldier or
afterwards as corporal, had to do with his dislike
of being “shut in.” Even during the intensest
bombardments he could not bring himself to withdraw,
as it was his duty to do, into the caves and deep natural

ottoes of the mysterious Carso. The feeling of being
confined and hemmed in was too much for him. On
the occasion of his one visit to Capri he shocked the local
boatmen by refusing to enter the Blue Grotto. ““I hate
Freemasonry with all its rites in darkness,” he once



94 THE LIFE OF BENITO MUSSOI.INI

exclaimed. “I hate grottoes, I hate everything that
does not unfold itself freely, clearly, openly, in the light
of the sun | ”

There is a story by Rudyard Kipling of which I
often think. A native who has been convicted of theft
and brought up before the powerful Ameer of Afghani-
stan for sentence, pleads hunger in extenuation of his
misdeed. The Ameer will not listen to the plea and
makes a sign with his hands. Upon this, a member of
his suite stands out and tells how he, the speaker, had
at one time been the porter of a cotton merchant, and
how once his master had come to him with a new assist-
ant, just taken into his service : a man with delicate
fingers and a commanding look in his eyes, who yet
proved the best worker the merchant ever had—he
worked from orning till night without a sigh or a
mufmur. It wgs the Ameer!—a rival had ousted him
from*the throne and he had earned his bread thus by
his own exegtions. “ Have you understood ?” the
Ameer asks. I and mine also suffered from hunger,
but I did not steal.” And he makes another sign. The
man’s head is cut off.

The hodman of Lausanne has the right to be stern
with others. He has experimented on himself and
knows that he has powers of resistance; but he knows
also what it costs to resist, and therefore he is often
indulgent. He reserves his greatest severity for those
whom he esteems: it is always a sign of his favour and
affection when “ he treats people badly ’—so he himself
says. Tolerance and indulgence are apt to be signs of
his contempt. The weak and vain and foolish and
careless, poor wretches, how can they stand up against
trouble and temptation ! But you—you who caz show
strength of character, you must show it | It is the im-
perative of Kant and of Nietzsche. You who can, be-
cause you can, must be inflexible | Money and the greed
of money and the seduction of the pleasures which money
can buy—these things are not to be reckoned in extenua-
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treasures such gifts as these, as he does all emblems of
war or of manly sport. Some unknown little manicurist
has sent a presentation specimen of some new kind of
“toilet soap ” of her own devising; a workman in his
free time has executed pen-drawings for him on egg-
shells of the great buildings of Italy, among them
St. Peter’s and St. Mark’s and the leaning tower of Pisa.
There are any number of portraits. A kind of lay
Carthusian has contrived, out of pieces of wood, a picture
with three panels to it : Mussolini on one, General
Diaz on the second, the Duke del Mare on the third:
the three Condottieri of the Italy of our day ! A ceramic
worker of Faenza has reproduced Mussolini’s features
on 2 plate in violently contrived contrasts of black and
white, inscribing on it in the old-fashion characteristic
of Romagna pottery: “ Either Black or White.” There
is one devoted Fascist who is eager that the Prime
Minister shall drink no other wine but what comes from
his vineyards; for fear anyone should water it or tamper
with it in any way, he accompanies the consignment
himself, standing sentinel, as it were, over the cases:
he keeps careful count of the number of bottles and
before one case can be exhausted he brings another.
‘There are countless curiosities: a full-rigged sailing-ship,
for instance, made out of straws and complete in ev

minute detail, laden with little golden eggs—the gift
of a co-operative society of farmers; and a magnificent
pair of men’s shoes constructed in tricolour design,
red, white and green in stripes: the Prime Minister’s
private secretary has been so heartless, I believe, as to
divorce the pair, keeping one of them on his writing-
desk as a paper-weight—and a warning | The objets
de wvertu would need a catalogue to themselves. Among
these, the jewels are the things in which the recipient
takes least interest. A well-known Italian marquis
tells how once, when he was travelling with Mus-
solini, he pricked his finger with the point of a
tie-pin which had been stuck in the lining of a port-
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manteau—a tie-pin adorned with a superb engraved
sapphire.
“ But, my dear President | he exclaimed. * You
might lose it—it is a thing of some value.”
“Oh, is it?” was the reply. “I never looked at
it, I don’t know who sent it to us. Put it away.”



CHAPTER XIV

MUSSOLINI AS UNIVERSITY STUDENT AT GENEVA

The Building Season over, Mussolini becomes an Errand-boy and
University Student—FHis Morning Rounds—A Daily Transforma-
tion—Professor Pareto—Mussolini’'s Russians—His Debate with
Vandervelde.

ETWEEN Geneva and Lausanne, young Benito
was making his way. From being a. mere
hodman he became by stages a full-blown mason,
finally a skilled hand—all within the space of a few
months. He was an expert in the handling of cement,
and he made a speciality of the cornices of windows.

This is difficult work. You need good eyes and
dexterity for it, because the bricks used in thecornice
have to be placed in line, they must lie absolutely straight
vertically and horizontally, you cannot place them just
anyhow like those for the walls. The applying of the
cement has to be worked at untiringly if really elegant
cornices of the right thickness and roundness are to be
achieved.

Another speciality of his was the fixing of the flags,
in accordance with our old Italian custom, on the summit
of the newly completed building. This task wasadelight
to him—he Wou?d yield it to nobody. Up he would
clamber, as nimble as a cat, to the topmost point of the
roof and look down over the edge; then came the tense
and thrilling moment when he got the flag-pole into its
place securely and attached the green festoon round the
flag.

And now the building is complete. A house has
been built. Rejoice, citizens! The young workman
descends, feeling content and happy. Three cheers!

98
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It may not be a palace, but it is a2 human habitation, a
house to live in. 'What more do you want? It is a
building and it is complete. There it stands, a place of
refuge, a challenge to the years.

Exactly opposite Mussolini’s room in the offices
of the Popolo d'ltalia, in Via Lovanio, a big new
building was in process of construction. How often he
would put aside some half-written article to stand gazing
out at that building from his window. ** Look at them! ”
he would say, with a wistful expression in his eyes:
“ Look at them in their smocks working away—how I
envy them | See how they are building the house up
gradually with their stone and bricks and mortar, while
here am I just endlessly scribbling away on paper |
Oh, how I long for that sense of satisfaction one gets
from finishing one’s job—finishing it once and for alll
My labours of Sisyphus have no end. I have always
to be beginning all over again. Look at these fellows!
Two months ago there was nothing there, and now the
house has already reached quite a height. They are
busy now on the roof. That is what I call work 1

But not all seasons are good for house-masons.
During the winter—and the Swiss winter is the longer
half of the year—no building-work is practicable.
And yet one must eat! In the snow-time, indeed, this
is more true than ever,

During the winter months, Mussolini acted as
errand-boy at an Italian wine-merchant’s in the Grande
Rue. The pay was small, but he had a little garret
with a camp-bedstead in it—it was cold, but he had
it all to himself; and he was given a plate of soup—
Minestra—some bread and a little wine, twice daily;
occasionally he would get a piece of meat. “ He eats
too much, that boy | Oh, whkat a lot he eats | the
merchant’s wife would exclaim, and in reply he would
protest that he had a dozen hours of work in his legs
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and that he needed to fortify himself. By great good
luck, occasionally, when stock was being taken of the
wine in the cellars, the youth was allowed to have a taste
of really good wine, pure Albana, a wine from his own
homeland. The generous liquor flowed into his throat
direct through its india-rubber tube before being poured
into the cask destined for some customer. He had
other strokes of luck also. For instance, there was
always a tip for him when he was sent to customers with
bottles of wine. Barefooted and bareheaded, wearing
a clean shirt with patches in it, and a pair of breeches,
he would go down the Grande Rue in the early morning
amongst all the well-dressed people, pushing in front
of him a little cart laden with the bottles which he had
to deliver at the pensions for foreigners or for students
or for the people of small means who live in such numbers
along the shores of Lake Geneva. The proprietresses
of these establishments, excellent women, economical,
tidy, early-rising, would return the empty bottles, check
the bill and pay, adding always the 5o centesimi to which
fattorini who do their work punctually and well are
considered to be entitled. *‘ Merci, Madame !’ he would
say politely, with a bow. I can well believe (though he
has never said as much) that more than one of these
good dames may have been somewhat intimidated by the
aspect of such an errand-boy !

In the afternoon, there would be a change of scene.
Like Cinderella on the way to the ball, he would undergo
a transformation. He would descend from his garret
a different person altogether—shaved and brushed,
wearing socks and shoes and trousers and waistcoat and
coat, even a tieand a hat. He would get out of Lausanne
for a long walk, or else go by train to Geneva, arriving
there in a few minutes. Now he was the equal not
merely of the good ladies of the pensions, but of their
patrons, the University students who pour into Geneva
from all parts of the world. These he would join in the
lecture-halls of the University, to sate his thirst at the
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wells of poetry and science. Of all the professors under
whom he worked at this time (or, indeed, later), Vilfredo
Pareto, to whom I have already referred, was the one
who exercised most influence over him. The mind of
the eminent economist presented, indeed, a remarkable
analogy to that of the ignorant young student—this
young student who had turned himself into an errand-
boy and a house-mason just as other Italian emigrants
learn to work and live their lives abroad under hard
conditions, merely as a temporary expedient, that is,
and in order to make a future for themselves.

Those studies of his in Geneva were an invaluable
education to Mussolini. They taught him for one thing
“ the theory of the imponderable,” which extends from
economics into politics, and, indeed, applies to every
province of life. An indelible impression was left upon
his'mind by Pareto’s methods as a scientific investigator.
Unlike other professors, Pareto, when, after exhaustive
experiment and study, he had arrived at a conclusion,
regarded this conclusion not as indubitable and final but
merely as provisional and to be used tentatively as a
basis for further enquiry.

Pareto was really a forerunner, in a different field,
of two other men of science who were to revolutionize
on similar lines philosophy and mathematics respectively.
I refer to Bergson and Einstein. The Frenchman was
to talk of the é/an wvital, the German of relativity. The
Italian, before them, had used the word * imponder-
ability ” ;5 in his different field he had been at work on
similar lines, tearing to pieces the rigid and mechanical
conception of an ‘‘economic man” divorced from
psychology and from life. ~The Fascist leader has
declared openly that Fascism has no armoury of theoreti-
cal doctrines and he even boasts of this, holding that
every system is a mistake and every theory a prison 3
he says, nay he demonstrates, that it is necessary to
have not a system but a method. He says of himself :
“I am a wayfarer.” Not without justification did he
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take as his favourite pseudonym in the years 1910~1914,
the words Zhomme qui cherche.

“To seek | ”—a word of power. In a sense, a
nobler word than “to find.” &ch more of intention
in it, less of chance. You may “ find "’ through a coinci-
dence, and you may “ find ” something that is false ;
but he who seeks goes on seeking unceasingly, always
hoping to attain to the truth. Vilfredo Pareto was a
Mgster of this school. He kept moving. Without
movement, Plato said, everything becomes corrupted.
As Homer sang, the eternal surge of the sea is the father
of mankind. Every one of Pareto’s new books or-of the
new editions of them, includes any number of com-
mentaries upon and modifications of his previous books,
and deals in detail with the criticisms, corrections, and
objections which they have elicited. He generally
refutes his critics, but while doing so, he indicates
other and more serious points in regard to which they
might have, and ought to have, reproved or questioned him.
Reflecting over his subject, he himself proceeds to deal
with these points, finding some of them specious, some im-
portant, and correcting his earlier conclusions accordingly.

This persistence in research, this insatiable quest
after the truth, is precisely the method which Mussolini
has brought to bear upon life in general and the art of
politics in particular. ““ I have decided not to let my name
appear in the list of candidates this time,” he said to me
one day, on the eve of the 1919 Elections. That seemed
strange to me and I ventured timidly on some remon-
strances. The day after, in equally decided tones, he
announced to me that of course there could be no question
about it—his name must certainly head the list in
Milan | Relieved but bewildered, I broke out with
the words: “Why, you told me yesterday——"
He straightened himself solemnly. * Signora,” he
replied, ““yesterday was yesterday. Very well. But
to-day is to-day—this very day i” Peremptory and
pellucid | There was nothing for me to go but to
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assent, and assent I did. Unity in essentials and pliable
adaptability in doubtful cases : that is, a free hand as
regards means and a firm stand as regards ends ; and
Italianiti—the Italian spirit, as you might put it—
in everything | So Augustine’s maxim might be para-
phrased for the purposes of Mussolini.

There was a heart which followed in sad sympathy
all these wanderings, imagined although not recorded—
the heart of Benito’s mother. This big boy of hers,
who had been so ready to beg so/di from her in his
younger days when it was a question of paying for
amusements, could not bring himself now, when he was in
real need and lacking food, to ask for anything. But
Signora Rosa knew intuitively more things than her
son would confess. And she became ill. Benito had
tidings of this and came to her and she became well
again, He could no longer live in the Romagna, how-
ever, and soon we find him back in Switzerland and
resuming his triple existence there. A quadruple
existence it is soon to be, for the house-mason and errand-
boy and University student plunges suddenly into the
vortex of revolutionary internationalism.

And now I am about to destroy a legend—1I, who am
a real legend-lover | I have no sympathy at all with
those who go out of their way to uproot traditional ideas.
It seems to me a merely stupid business to turn
Lucrezia Borgia into a virtuous materfamilias, to try to
prove that Christopher Columbus was an ignoramus
who reached America by accident, that Galileo was a
coward, in terror of the Inquisition, and that the Cid was a
cunning rogue. But there are legends which have to be
destroyed, and one of them is that about Mussolini
having blossomed out as a finished orator as suddenly
as Pallas Athene came into being, all armed with shield
and spear. According to this legend, young Benito
made his oratorical début at Geneva, and stood up, like
David against Goliath—Goliath, in the person of the
great Jaures, falling to the ground. The facts were
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otherwise. Benito’s first efforts in debate were not made
in Geneva at all. Even at Forlimpopoli he had delivered
harangues to his schoolfellows, uttering thoughts and
developing arguments by no means too orthodox. In
fact, from his childhood onward political discussion had
come as naturally to him as bread.

In Switzerland, of course, he set himself to acquire
the use of languages. He learned a little English, a
little Spanish, a little German, and French to perfection.
He mixed much with the Russian students, women as well
as men, all kinds of them—a strange, dissolute, eccentric,
fantastic group, Nihilists and Bohemians, the last word
in fervid, feverish modernity. These friends of his, all
of them Revolutionaries, carried him along one day to
hear a lecture by Emile Vandervelde. Vandervelde, the
very moderate leader of the very moderate “ Reformed
Socialist ”* Party in Belgium, was the béze noire of all the
Revolutionaries. His placid, doctrinaire mentality, his
Flemish petir-bourgeois temperament, stood for only two
or three ideas : Co-operative progress, with a little
anti-Clericalism ; much Parliamentarianism with a
sprinkling of Republicanism. Socialism, according to
Vandervelde, cou})d easily be installed any day. It was
merely a matter of constructing a great many “ Houses
of the People,” a great many lrasseries, a great many
libraries, a great many popular University Halls, to
have the spending of a great many millions of Capital and
to have a great many millions of Votes controlled by the
Proletariat. ‘These things seen to, 2 motion would be
brought before Parliament and passed by a majority of
one, and, behold, Socialism installed | I do not know
whether Vandervelde, who is thought of as a man of fine
and alert intelligence, does really cherish such ingenuous
ideas. This, at any rate, was the crude notion of his form
of Socialism, at once scientific and evangelical, as it was
visualized at a distance by the revolutionaries at Geneva.
And this, at least, is certain—Vandervelde was not a
man of turbulent spirit or of sanguine, nervous, dis-
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position. (He, indeed, remains unchanged even now
after the War.) In short, a Belgian reproduction of that. .
Socialismo della tagliatelle* which the school-teacher of
Gualtieri knew so well. There was, indeed, some analogy
between well-to-do industrial Belgium and Emilia with
its agricultural prosperity ; and Vandervelde could be
regarded as an equivalent to Prampolini il Santone—
“ Prampolini the Big Saint ”—as Mussolini called him.

The subject of the lecture was Jesus Christ, as
Saviour of the slavish populace and as precursor of
Socialism. “ Christ, the first Socialist,” was one of
Prampolini’s clichés, too. Had ke not written * The
Sermon of Christmas,” that famous little propagandist
brochure, so evangelical in its tenor that portions of it
had attained the applause of old Signor Biancheri,
President of the Italian Chamber of Deputies ?

All this sort of stuff assorted ill with the severe
tastes of Mussolini. Babeuf was his idol—Babeuf and
all the deities of the young Russian Nihilists ; perhaps
the blonde mane of some young Russian girl was not
without influence in the matter. There were one or two
Russian girls to the fore—one, in particular, Héléne M.,
of whom more presently. What a fix she was to get him
into ! Nietzsche and Sorel also, were factors in his
development and he had absorbed elements of Greek
philosophy, that indispensable basis of human thought.
In addition, there was the contribution of Spinoza and
Kant and Hegel and Fichte ; Schopenhauer above all.
And, by way of these, Mussolini went back to the
Buddha. Perhaps only the supreme philosophies of the
extreme East had succeeded in getting beyond the
divine leaven of Greece ! It is easy, therefore, to imagine
the mood in which this young adept in all the esoteric
creeds repaired to Vandervelde’s lecture | To incite him
to answer the lecturer, as did his companions of both
sexes, was like asking a hare to run.

* Tagliatelle is a kind of home-made macaroni. The phrase might be
rendered : * That milk-and-water Socialism
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Accordingly, he made a request to be heard. The
audience evinced surprise and disapproval. But the
lecturer, who had only just finished throwing his new
lights on the figure of Christ, gave way to him. Mussolini
at once began to hold forth against the Gospel, defending,
nay glorifying, the ?:irit of Julian the Apostate. And
so he got on to his favourite subject—Rome. Oh, why
had the great and magnificent Roman Empire fallen
a’ victim to the outer barbarians and to the gnawings
of the feeble ideologists within | After all, what per-
manent results had the Galilean left behind him ¢ And
Mussolini launched out now into a defence and laudation
of Buddhism—a recent discovery of his and due to the
Russians | What was this Palestinian Messiah, with
his four discourses and his little parables, compared
with the Buddha’s elaborate body of doctrine in forty
volumes, the outcome of the forty years of his apostolate,
forty years of untiring ardour in converting, watching
over, transforming, purifying, souls ?

The clever Belgian with the close-cut pointed beard
allowed him to give full vent to his enthusiasm on behalf
of Buddha, and the subtle lips smiled, good-humouredly
sarcastic. Rising to his feet again he began, in his elegant
quizzical way, by decking his victim, as it were, with
roses. Then, with the ease and skill of a practised
speaker, he proceeded to turn notre cher camarade and
his new-born enthusiasm for the Buddha into merciless
ridicule. “It was not fairly to be imputed to the Christ
if some misfortunes due to his revolutionary preaching
had cut off his career,” he said.

Mussolini was extinguished. In his chagrin did he
recall the words of Dante ?—

%uaudo st parte il giuoco della Zara
olus che perde sen viman dolente
Ripetendo le mosse, e tristo impara
Con U'altro se ne va tutta la gente.*

# “ When one plays the game of Zara, he who loses remains grieving ;
and, going over the moves again in his own mind, he discovers, sadly, that
everyone walks away with the other player.”
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CHAPTER XV

LARGELY RUSSIAN

Mussolini at Annemasse—A Fair Russian’s Hospitality—He goes to
Zurich—Trouble in a Brasserte—Angelica Balabanoff,

ENITO was not in great favour with the local
B authorities and it cannot be said that the Italian
Consul loved him with any intense love. He was
indeed an object of suspicion on either side of the Swiss-
Italian frontier. Perhaps it was the Vandervelde incident
that brought matters to a climax : in any case, he was
presently expelled from the Canton of Geneva and had
to say farewell to that little Russian world with all its
quaintness and colour and variety—in particular to the
two little yellow-maned Kursistki girls who were his
fellow-students at the University. There was an end to
those interminable talks and tea-drinkings and cigarette-
smokings—those ardent discussions and debates in
which they all sought so untiringly, in groups varying
from four or five to ten or eleven, ‘“to get to the bottom
of things,” following along the track of an idea like so
many bloodhounds: the undying spirit of Byzance,
insatiable of ideological subtleties, of nebulous, meta-
physical profundities, so unlike the clear-cut logical and
concrete attitude of us Latins of the West. He took
refuge in Annemasse in France, only just on the other
side of the frontier, as near as possible to Geneva and
Lausanne. There he found occupation, part of the time
giving lessons in a private school, part of the time under-
taking manual labour. He would have been able to
live there in tPeace for he got into touch with the author-
ities there from the start and afterwards acquired a
powerful protector.

108
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He owed this to Old Giovanna. Had she not taught
him, among other valuable accomplishments, how to
tell fortunes from cards? Partly out of amiability,
partly for fun, he had turned to good account the pack
of cards which he always carried with him, telling the
fortunes first of his landlady, then of other people,
winning much goodwill. Thus his fame spread afar.
Indeed, when he gazed into your face with those big
dark eyes of his, it was easy to think of him as a wizard.

Presently the wife of the Sous-Préfet of Saint
Julien, who lived not far off, heard of him from a friend
of hers to whose small boys he was giving lessons in
arithmetic and geometry, and she sent word that she
would like him to call on her. He nowachieved a great
success | Madame la Sous-Préféte, he declared, would
shortly receive a letter—an urgent call to the bedside
of someone dear to her ; but there was no cause for alarm,
as the person would recover. Madame la Sous-Préféte,
as it happened, did receive almost at once a letter calling
her to the bedside of her mother, believed to be dying.
She went, buoyed up by Mussolini’s reassuring pro-
phecy, which was borne out. And the young Italian
soothsayer was henceforth able to count on her good
offices.

But a demon of mischief was to spur him into an
adventure which was to lead to trouble. One afternoon,
towards dusk, Mussolini made his way back into Geneva
and knocked at the door of the fair Héléne M., already
mentioned, the divorced wife of a Russian, now pur-
suing her studies at the University. She and a girl
friend living with her were holding festival this particular
evening. ‘‘ Benitouchka,” as these chattering little
Moscovite sparrows called him affectionately, was a
welcome guest. The menu of the repast which was
prepared was characteristically Russian, very character-
istic also of bachelor-women, always able to dispense
with the necessaries of life if only they may have the
superfluities—a queer make-shift meal of bread and
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biscuits, ham and tea. They insisted that Benitouchka
must stay the whole evening, but he declared that he
must take the last train back, at eight o’clock.

No, no, he must not dream of it, his hostesses
exclaimed. They would put up for the night with
another woman friend and he should sleep in their
bedroom. They would hear of no refusal.

And so they left their guest with the prospect before
him of an unwontedly luxurious sleep in one of the two
little white beds, fragrant with youth—his enjoyment
enhanced by the consciousness that he was plucking
forbidden fruit in defiance of the Law. He had tramped
in the whole way over the mountains—between fifteen
and twenty miles. The train journey was expensiveand
there was a risk always of his being recognized. He was
tired and slept heavily. But, waking in the middle of
the night, he heard the landlady of the house, in the
next room, separated from him only by a thin partition,
exclaim to her husband : “ There’s someone there |
The Russians are out, so it must be a burglar |

“ Nonsense,” replied her husband, very drowsy and
disinclined for action. “ You must be mistaken. Go to
sleep again.”

And the interloper realized to his dismay that the
harum-scarum young Russian women had not thought
of giving notice that they had lent him their room !
It would never do for him to make this announcement
now, it was too late. Nobody would believe him. His
explanations would lead to enquiries which would have
awkward consequences. Well, he was in a fix but the
only thing for the moment was to keep quiet !

But it was a small bed and he was a heavy sleeper
and the partition was very thin. Once again the woman
woke up her husband : “I tell you there is someone
there—I'm certain of it 1”

The padrone, grumbling, rose from his bed. * All
right, then,” he exclaimed. “T’ll get my gun and go
and see.”” A cold sweat came over Benito | As it hap-
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pened, however, the gun was away being cleaned. There
was a moment of relief, followed by suspense.

But the next words uttered were more alarming still :
“Well, I'll go round the corner to the Commissariato
—the police station |

A pleasant prospect | What was to be done ? How
could it ever be explained that the Russian ladies had
given refuge to an outlaw, a fugitive, and that he had
slept in their bed # What a sensation and scandal there
would be I The police would be able to expel them both
from the country as accomplices | . . . Perhaps it would
be better to act the part of a burglar—perhaps, indeed,
this was his duty as a gentleman ?

‘The padrone, who had dressed himself, cursing, and
gone out, was now to be heard returning. But alone |
“ There was no one at the Commissariato,” he now told
his wife. ‘It was shut up for the night. There was
nobody there. Go to sleep again | ”

Mussolini remained still, scarcely venturing to
breathe. At last morning came with all its sounds and
its heart-giving light. And presently he heard the
merry laughing, chattering voices : “ Benitouchka,
Benitouchka, did you sleep well ? ” Had he slept well |
No, indeed, he had noz slept well I—he had had a night
of horrors—why, they had never explained matters to
the padrone |

At this, there was a renewal of merriment. “ Oh,
but how exciting | What an adventure ! It would have
been more exciting still if there had been an arrest | ”

Thanks, but what had happened was quite enough
for Benitouchka |

I really believe that if the Italian Prime Minister
of to-day succeeded, by dint of infinite patience and as
the outcome of endless discussions, in concluding a
Treaty with the Soviet Republics, this was due to the
experience he acquired in Switzerland of the Russian
mentality and of the Russian way of doing things.
Someone has said that you can only get to understand
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a foreign race by falling in love with a woman of that
race. Goethe also, was of this opinion, and sought the
soul of Rome upon Roman lips.

At Zurich, whither he now went to continue his
studies at the Polytechnic there—Geneva being closed
to him—he moved in a different atmosphere. There
were still plenty., of Russians, of course, both women
and men, with their orgies of strong talk and weak tea,
but now there was a scientific basis for things. Some-
thing of German method and system was prominent
there and the impressionable, malleable Russians came
under this new influence.

Here there was much talk about Karl Marx, more
than about Herzen ; and more talk about Bebel and
Liebknecht than about Bakounin or Proudhon. Ferdinand
Lassalle, however, whose adventurous and chivalrous
life had won the sympathy of the ardent young Italian,
was dismissed with a shrug of the shoulders on account
of just that romantic aspect of his character—his love
affair and the tragic duef)which it involved being voted
futile and pointless by the Science of Socialism. . . .
It is no easy task to reconstitute this Zurich phase, but
it is the actual truth that we are dealing here with a
period during which a materialistic positivism prevailed
and everything that was merely and simply human was
held in disfavour and contempt as being anti-scientific.
As though man himself were not the measure of the
universe !

A bee, endlessly sucking in pollen of every descrip-
tion in order to distil honey therefrom, knows how to
extract what it needs even from the most insipid flowers.
And in the same way that mysterious laboratory of
chemical reagents which we have within us contrives
to produce antidotes to poisonous flowers. So it was
with Mussolini.

There were two things to be noted at Zurich which
Mussolini was to treasure : organization, that Teutonic
idol, and discipline, that Germanic force.



LARGELY RUSSIAN 113

Long ages past, in the 16th century, our great
poet Tasso wrote : _

“ Gentil razza latina
Cui nulla manca, o sol la disciplina.”

Discipline was still the thing most lacking in our
national existence. The atmosphere of German Switzer-
land and that of Germany, whither Mussolini went
later, inoculated him with this conviction : a state of
things fraught with good for the future of Italy. But
like all effective inoculations the immediate effects
were, perhaps, violent.

One evening the pallid youth repaired as was his
wont to a great communal brasserie in Zurich, for supper.
He ordered himself a small bock, a portion of bread,
and a plate of meat solicitously chosen from the bill of
fare—with the solicitude that is, of a rigid economist,
not of a gourmet : the cost had to be not more than
I lira 80 centesimi, leaving 2 margin for the waitress,
as he did not possess more than two lire in the world.
Having given his order, he proceeded to talk with his
revolutionary friends and compatriots, and when his
food came he devoured it hungrily and hurriedly in his
usual way.

But there was a contretemps. The waitress had made
a mistake. Two lines below the dish which he had
indicated on the bill of fare there was a more expensive
one—she had brought him this and it cost a lira more.
What a tragedy ! The bill was beyond his means.
“You have made a mistake, Friulein ! he said to the
waitress gently. “ No, it is you who have made the
mistake,” she replied. Explanations and protests ensued.
“ Well, but I have only two lire on me. IPshall bring the
remaining eighty centesimi to-morrow.”

The young Swiss waitress shakes her blonde head
and exclaims in resolute tones : * Nein, nein, nein | ”
“ But if I haven’t got the money | ” The head waitress
and the cashier are appealed to. " The young Romagnolo

H
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feels the blood rising to his face. The altercation
becomes ever more excited and he feels that he is being
treated as a common cheat. Someone puts a hand on his
shoulder. With an angry Italian curse, he shakes
himself free and, his eyes aflame, shouts out to his
friends : “ Emilio, Giovanni, Pietro, stand by me !
They are treating me as a thief | Let’s teach them how
to behave 1 ”

The Italians who are present rush to his support |
In an instant the whole place is in chaos—sticks, tables,
beer-glasses, peaceful Swiss customers, wine-bottles
and sausages are sent flying in every direction ! The
stubbornness of the good Swiss, determined to get their
eighty centesimi, and at once, has called forth this
vehement Italian answer |

There is no further talk about the eighty centesimi.
I think the damaged tables and smashed crockery and
glass will have cost a trifle more than that |

It was at Zurich, about this time, that Mussolini
came into very cordial relationship with another young
Russian woman, Angelica Balabanoff.

Small, mis-shaped, hunch-backed, * Comrade”
Balabanoff was extraordinarily intelligent—a strange
hysterical creature with a flashing mind. She was a
monomaniacal idolatress of Karl Marx ; she did not
attempt to reason things out for herself, but merely swore
by the utterances of the Master. She swore to good
effect, however, with impetuosity and passion, and in
many tongues, and her perorations were marked by that
infectious heat which goes with the great blind faiths
and which is caught like scarlatina. I can picture her
taking her place in medizval processions-or kneeling in
front of the grotto at Lourdes in that state of ecstasy
which calls forth the miracle.

I saw this woman, this freak of the wonderful
Slav nature, ata banquet in honour of the deputy Morgari,
who had prevented the Tsar and Tsarina from paying
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their contemplated official visit to Rome by threatening
that they would be hissed by the Socialists of Italy for
the bloody repression of the Russian mob during that
“ red Easter ”” of 190§. I saw her delivering a speech in
such a fashion that she became transformed. She spoke
in good Italian and with fiery vehemence ; her great
luminous, melting eyes shone forth brilliantly—they
seemed to light up the whole of her grey-hued miserable
face. Her cracked voice took on strange hoarse and
guttural intonations that seized hold of you with that
hypnotic spell which belongs to the hysterical and to
saints. When she had finished her invocation to ““ Our
Holy Mother "’—to Russia, Russia suffering and smitten
in the person of her sons—she fell back suddenly on her
seat, weeping, and as pallid as death, and the rest of us,
sitting round the small table, close by her, went pale
to the lips also, and wept in sympathy.

In Italy, as a rule, women, even revolutionary
women, have qualms about their love affairs, or at least
are cautious : even when they are most sensually inclined
they make some show of modesty and reserve, but this
Russian in this respect was ostentatiously shameless.
Ugly as she was, she boasted that she never lacked
“partners”* on her propagandist expeditionsall overItaly.

Although extremely learned, with a formidable
range in the field of philosophy, sociology and economics,
Angelica was completely lacking in culture, if by culture
we mean the assimilation of knowledge through selection,
reasoning, criticism and reflection. Beware of the man
of one idea—still more of the woman of one idea | Were
she in the country and come to a spot where the road
branched in two directions, she was capable of answering
the question “Which road shall we take ?”’ with the
words : “to the Left, always to the Left|” If an
exquisite landscape reached its climax in the summit
of a hill, and one looked down thence upon a lovely lake,

* Signora Sarfatti uses the English word ** partners” thus, in inverted
commas.
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she would ask you suddenly whether the administration
of the Commune was in the hands of the priests. The
saving grace of humour failed her completely. She lacked
a sense of beauty even more. This was fortunate for her |
Otherwise she would probably have thrown herself down
the nearest well. As things were, she had the slightest
possible acquaintance with water.

This was the woman who, with her perfervid mystic’s
temperament and with the deficiencies, the lack of
balance, the excesses, that go with it, imposed herself
on young Benito Mussolini. While keeping always
within the limits of a respectful comradeship, she remained
for years in close touch with him and in 1913, when he
assumed control of the dvani, she became his assistant-
editor.

What clashes of temperament there were between
them | and what fierce feuds | He was never revolution-
ary enough for her. Every now and again, over the tone
of some comment of his or hers, they would fall out
violently. Then for days and weeks together they would
not speak. They would communicate with each other
by means of memoranda, often sharply spiced. “ Your
remarks yesterday on the Elections,” she would write,
“ were not vigorous enough. You ought to have em-
phasized the victory of the Extremists at the Congress.”
And he would reply : “ You understand nothing what-
ever about it. Get on with your own work 1”

At last he sent her away.

Angelica now became an important personage in
Italian Socialism, and she never tired of denouncing
‘““the hired assassin of the bourgeoisie.” Expelled
presently for anti-militarist propaganda by the all too
patient Italian Government of that period, she formed,
together with Lenin and Trotzky, one of the group of
exiled Russian Revolutionaries who traversed Germany
on the special train so thoughtfully provided by the
Kaiser so that they might go and prove a thorn in the
flesh of the still more patient Kerensky. They over-
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threw him and Angelica once again became a great

ersonage ; in splendid official automobiles her de-
?ormed little body might be seen reclining upon cushions
which had belonged to the Tsarina. But those days are
past, and one fine morning in the Spring of 1924, when
Easter and the thaw were imminent, she also was found
to be too much of a Girondist—we are all too Girondist
for somebody—and she was expelled from Russia as a
“ dangerous anti-Revolutionary.” Poor Angelica | some
days before she re-crossed the frontier, the Ambassador
of the King of Italy, accredited to the Soviet Republic,
and nominated by Benito Mussolini, had entered
Russia. If this blow did not kill her, she must still be
foaming at the mouth with rage !

Imagine a pythoness ensconced in Angelica Balaban-
off’s little Zurich garret, sitting beside the samovar
between the bed and the big trunk—what strange
prophecies might she not have uttered ?

“ O woman, seated to-day upon that rickety chair
one day thou shalt be more than a Princess. Thou shalt
sit in the golden Kremlin upon thrones of velvet and
damask, and persons of high station shall tremble before
thee. That young Tartar professor in the spectacles
with whom thou hast been in converse here, thy brother-
in-arms and compatriot, shall be more than Emperor,
Kings and Princes shall bow down before him, impf)oring
his mercy in vain | While this pallid youth by your side,
now busy with you translating into Italian for a poor
pittance the treatises of Engels and Marx—this youth,
who in the very fibre of his being is antagonistic to thee
—he shall be acclaimed by his own people as their
Condottiere, their Chief, their Liberator.”

And yet there are people who complain that modern
life is lacking in colour, in picturesqueness, and in the
unexpected |



CHAPTER XVI

AN ILL-OMENED EASTER

Maussolini fights a Duel and is Expelled again—Not from a Canton
merely this time but from the whole of Switzerland—In Gaol
at Lucerne—His Fellow-prisoner, the Assassin—The Train
Journey to Italy—A Welcome at Bellinzona.

XPELLED presently from Zurich, the young
student made several short stays in Germany,
earning his livelihood chiefly as a stone-mason but
pursuing his studies and exerting himself all the time as a
propagandist and organizer of Socialism. The difficulty
of finding employment as a stone-mason increased,
the better known he became through these other avoca-
tions of his. And so many regions were now barred to
him ! In Switzerland his zone of operations was becom-
ing more and more restricted, bit by bit. He was like a
leaf blown before the wind, driven now hither, now
thither, impelled alternatively by his studies or by his
Socialism or by sentimental motives or merely by the
need to earn money. About 1904 he was in one
of the few Swiss Cantons from which he was not yet
shut out.

It was springtime and he was twenty, and the
rigid, cut-and-dried, Puritanical atmosphere of Switzer-
land was exciting in him the spirit of revolt. When one
is older and turning things over in one’s mind, one comes
to realize that order and discipline are magnificent
things—an essential condition otP civic life ; and one
appreciates the need of respect for the laws. But if the
citizen ought to respect the laws the laws ought also to
respect the citizen ; this state of affairs reaches its
perfection in England and makes England the pleasantest
country to live in—if only it were not always raining
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there | In the Latin lands there is a tendency towards
the anarchy of individual freedom ; in the Teutonic,
the State is everything, individuals nothing. For us
Italians this kind of bureaucracy is a horrible thing, a: 4
when we see that word Perboten stuck up in every direc-
tion we are tempted instantly to transgress, just out of
anger and indignation. So it was with our young friend
from the Romagna. While in Berne, that stronghold
of the PVerboten, he lived in a brolanda kept by a baccana : -
these are not really Italian words but coinages of our
Italian emigrants—they mean a lodging-house of the hum-
blest kind kept by an attractive young woman. One day
he got talking about work with a companion, a Reformist-
Socialist, but of a lukewarm kind, and the discussion
became vehement. Was it owing to political feeling or
was it lovers’ jealousy ? Was it the outcome of theo-
retical conflict or of mere male rivalry? In any case,
the two abandoned suddenly the house which they were
helping to build and made their way into a remote and
empty district, whence presently came the sound of two
pistol-shots.  Neither hit, but Mussolini was arrested
and found guilty of a political misdemeanour and was
condemned to expulsion, not this time from a Canton, but,
in view of the gravity of his offence, from the whole of
Switzerland.

And so farewell to that fascinating daccana !

It was Easter-time. On Holy Saturday morning he
reached Lucerne on his enforced journey home to Italy.

But it is not to be expected that prison warders
should set out on journeys on Easter Sunday away from
their families, and, therefore, there is no journeying for
prisoners, either. So Mussolini remained in prison.

In the same cell there was an old German beggar,
all rags and vermin, listless and indifferent, with the
indifference of extreme misery, when fear and hope are
both dead. He sat there scratching himself, waiting to
be sent back to Germany, having no money and no
passport, a tragic human wreck, with no inclination to
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speak with anyone. Late in the evening, another prisoner
was brought in, an Italian. He was pallid and exhausted-
looking, and his teeth were chattering. He threw
himself down on the bench. Then he addressed
Mussolini :

“Italian ?

“Yes.”

“ What part ?”’

“ A Romagnolo.”

“ A Romagnolo—good. You can be trusted. You
won’t betray me. I'm hurt. Keep it to yourself.”

“ What is the matter ? You haven’t been arrested
merely for having no passport ? ”’

“ Yes, that’s all they are sending me back for. But
they don’t know—but they may have their suspicions.
A week ago I was in a row, not started by myself, and
met with 2 mishap. There were two fellows playing
about with knives. I interposed and was badly wounded.
I had to defend myself. I killed the man,”

Then, suddenly, pointing to the German beggar,
he asked : “ This fellow here—is he watching us ? ”

“ No, he isn’t taking any notice of us. Go on.”

“Look 1 And he bared his thigh and revealed a
big wound like a great gaping mouth. The blood was
flowing down wetting the entire leg.

“ But this is terrible. You must be nearly fainting.
Are you suffering much ? ”

“ Like Hell I But faint or not, it’s better to suffer
than to hang. They hang you in the Canton in which
this happened to me. I want to get back home. The
gallows | ” He had a spasm of pain. “ Help me | ” he
cried.

There was, of course, nothing at hand in the way of
linen or cotton or lint, no scissors, not even a knife; but
Mussolini, exerting all the strength he had in his fingers,
managed to pull a nail out of a wooden plank and,
having sharpened it a little, he cut two long strips out of
his own shirt and the injured man’s wherewith to bind
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up the wound ; and the bleeding was thus checked a
little.

Next morning the bells rang out from all the churches
in honour of Christ’s Resurrection. Easter and Christ-
mas—what sweet and intimate joys, what delightful
family gatherings, are associated with the names! And
in addition, Easter stands for our redemption from the
long imprisonment of winter, especially in the countries
of the North. Everything opens out, everything expands,
in the liberating light of the sun. This was an 1ll-omened
Easter, however, for the youth in the fetid gaol, far from
home, a social pariah, side by side with these two fellow-

risoners of his, the beggar and the assassin. All day
ong the latter lay upon the bench in a high fever and
raving. “ Something to drink | Something to drink ! ”
he would keep calling out at times. When someone was
to be heard walking along the corridor he raised himself a
little, taking away his hand from the dreadful wound, so
as not to attract notice to the condition of his leg.

Towards the evening, when a bowl of soup was given
them, another prisoner was brought in—he spoke
Italian. He looked about him observantly, but kept
silent.

Mussolini drew near to the wounded man. “ Be on
your guard !’ he whispered. ‘‘ This fellow is not a
genuine Italian and there’s no reason for his being sent to
Italy like us. Hs is from the Ticino. They have put
him here because he is a piantina della giusta. Mind
out | ”

For in addition to his other linguistic acquirements,
Benito had picked up many bits of the slang and jargon
in use among anarchists and revolutionaries and other
frequenters of the gaols, and with these words the common
enemy, the police spy, is designated. A piantisia della
negra is their term for a gendarme.

The wounded man listened, alarmed, with his eyes
turned down. To have been able to bear his pain as he
. had done he must have been endowed with an incredible
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degree of stoicism. Perhaps he was endowed also with
the extraordinary physical insensibility of the great
criminals, degenerates or criminal lunatics, which goes
with their moral insensibility. In any case, Mussolini,
sensitive and all nerves, seemed to suffer more than he.
Mussolini now began to address the new-comer.

“ What’s this about your being an Italian and being
repatriated 7 'What’s all this nonsense ? You are from
Airole. I know you 1”

The man’s colour came and went, and he looked
confused. Mussolini, growing bolder, continued :

“ There’s no good your denying it. I know you. I
have worked with you. You were a scalpellino at
Giubrasco. Don’t you remember ?”” And eyeing him
with infinite scorn, he proceeded : * And so now you are
playing the spy, are you? Bravo! I congratulate you
on your fine career | ”

And next morning he asked for and obtained leave to
speak to the Governor of the prison and protested for-
mally against the introduction of the spy and against
being detained in prison. He and the other genuine
Italian and the old German beggar were being re-
patriated merely—they could not legally be treated as
prisoners. So he urged, and he carried both the points.
The spy was removed elsewhere, the old beggar was
despatched home to Germany, and Mussolini and his
compatriot were assured that they would be taken off the
following day, Tuesday.

But in the meantime those improvised bandages
upon the unfortunate Italian’s leg had become soaked
through and through with blood. He could scarcely
stand. His whole body now was covered over with
congealed blood and the wound was still bleeding,
bleeding, penetrating down even into his boots.

At the station and in the train the spy from the
Ticino was again to be seen, as though dogging their
steps, so the wounded man had to be on his guard.
What a journey that was to be | They were in a goods
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train, and it took two whole days and nights to cover the
few miles from Lucerne to Como. There were in-
numerable and interminable stoppages at every station,
and at almost every signal-box, There were nine men
packed together, all standing, no possibility of sitting
down, even on the floor. They were kept on their feet
all the time. They were given two bowls of soup and a
piece of bread each day, and their hunger and thirst
were terrible. The floor began immediately to be caked
with the blood of the dying man—he no longer hoped
to live. ‘““I shall die when I get to Italy,” he said to
Mussolini. *“ Will you be free when you get there ? ”
Mussolini said he would be. “ That would not have
been so with me. I would have had three years’ prison
to do first. I wouldn’t have minded that much—better
prison than the “long neck!” But it’s all over with me
now. When you get to Italy write to my mother for
me. Promise me you willl Swear it! If you can,
go and find her out. If not, write to her, poor old
dear | ”

On and on went the train on the weird journey, the
sublime scenery of the Mount Gothard unrolling itself
before their eyes as they looked out from their narrow
leaden window with its iron bars. And on and on went
the tale of the assassin’s adventures—an endless tale of
crimes and punishments, recited monotonously like the
decades of a rosary.

He, Andrea C., of Turin, had made his way with a
sister of his to Switzerland after having undergone
imprisonment in Italy for some misdemeanour. Probably
the sister had come in useful for blackmailing purposes
and in other such ways. Two business men had insulted
and threatened his sister. She and he together had
killed them. His sister had contrived to escape to
France ; he himself had fallen into the hands of the
police a long distance from the scene of the affray,
and there had been no evidence at all against him—
no clues whatever to connect him with what had
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happened. . . . “I shall die at Como,” he ended by
saying again : ‘ Write to my mother for me.”

His face became more and more livid. He was
dying already.

At Como the two were parted. There being no
charge against Mussolini, he was just placed in a
cell until the train had been cleared. Soon he heard
sounds of people rushing noisily to the cell adjoining

Later, a Commissioner of Police came to give him
back his freedom and conduct him to the train.

“And my travelling companion, Andrea C.?”
Mussolini asked.

“ You wish to see him ? You really wish to see him ? ”

* Yes.”

The Commissioner opened a door of a room at the
bottom of the corridor—it was a mortuary chamber.
The dead man lay stretched out there on a bench. The
blood was still trickling from his wound.

By good fortune Mussolini, the Revolutionary, was
not unknown at Como. Some faithful Socialist
comrades of his attended to him. After his painful
experience, it was a comfort to be taken to the house
of a well-to-do Socialist, Professor Giuseppe Rensi,
who was then teaching at the Como High, School, and
who 1s now Professor of Philosophy at Genoa, where, for
years past, he has' been expounding Socialism and
Fascism.

There was a simple but friendly supper party that
evening. To the Professor, a cultured Venetian, en-
dowed with an original mind, it seemed almost too good
to be true to meet someone with whom he could talk in
his own language—the language of ideas; Como
is a small town, and there is no excess of intellect among
its inhabitants. As for Mussolini, the change in com-
Rdanionsl}ip for him was great indeed ; to this Past-

aster in the Humanities from a murderer |

Presently his host showed him to the room which
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CHAPTER XVII

MUSSOLINI AND MACHIAVELLI

Benito at Home again—A Romance and a Song—DBimba, non mi
guavdayve |—Father and Son—A Presentation Sword—The
Teaching of Machiavelli.

ENITO was now called up for military training ina
B Bersaglieri Regiment but it was easy for him to get
leave of absence from his superior officers who were
amiably disposed towards him. Accordingly, he returned
home for a while to lend his father a hand, although
he was conscious that this was “‘ not his job.”

A bit of a romance ensued. There was a fascinating
young person in the vicinity—the belle of the whole
district ; she could speak French and she wore gloves
when she went out to parties. She set her cap at Benito,
but he countered her advances with a song : Biméa,
non mi guardare —‘ Child, keep your eyes off me | ”
He was a devil of a fellow, he warned her, and she would
do well to leave him alone. . . . Had there been a Tosti
available to set the verses to music, they might have
drawn sighs from the maidens of three continents !

It was a singular life they led, father and son, at this
period, with its contrast between their occupations
during the day and at night : the day with its ordinary
country-inn business, with its continual coming and
going of customers ; the evening, with its locked doors
and bolted windows, father and son sitting by .the
kitchen fire-place, with the lighted lamp upon the table,
the while first one, then the other, read aloud from a
book.

What book ? No other than the famous masterpiece
of Messer Niccolo Machiavelli. Or, occasionally, for
a change, the poems of Carducci, with their ardent,
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revolutionary patriotism, their fierce rebellion against
the degradation of the Italy of his day : a fine stimulus
and inspiration to the young heart and brain !

Between the two men stood a steaming copper vessel
wherein the elder had tprepared a cunning brew of spiced
wine in the aroma of which the scents of-the Italian
countryside mingled pleasantly with the rich odours of
the Orient.

Not infrequently the two would drop off into slumber
as they sat there, instead of climbing up the steep stair-
case to their cold rooms and prosaic beds ; and when
they woke at dawn the room would be still fragrant, and,
as it were, still resonant with the utterances of the great
Italian dead.

In Gerarchia, the review which he founded many
years later, Mussolini, when already Prime Minister
of Italy, was to tell us about his study of Machiavelli.
He set himself the task in 1924, taking Machiavelli’s
‘ Prince ” as the subject for his thesis when the Univer-
sity of Bologna wished to confer on him the title of
Doctor pro honoris causé. He was resolved to earn this
distinction and refused to accept it as a gift. In this
issue of Gerarchia for May, 1924, he tells us that it was
a presentation made to him by the Black Legions (the
Black Shirts of the Volunteer Militia) of Imola that
bad turned his thoughts in this direction. Upon the
sword which they had presented to him they had had
engraved the words : Cum le parole non si mantengono
/i Stati* Before Machiavelli had adopted the axiom,
it had been uttered by Madonna da Imola, Caterina,
the first of the Sforza family after the Grand Duke, her
father, in whom lived again the virile adventurous genius
of the great chieftain who by force of his great qualities
rose from the calling of cowherd to that of Duke of
Milan.

But if it was the presentation of this sword that

* % Not by words are States maintained.”
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decided the choice of Mussolini’s theme, his familiarity
with, and cult for, Machiavelli, as thinker and states-
man, went back to those long-ago days of early youth
when he made acquaintance also with the works of some
great foreigners : an acquaintance which was to be kept
up throughout the course of a strenuous life and which
his various terms of imprisonment were to give him
leisure to develop into intimacy.

Stirner and Nietzsche, Sorel and Schopenhauer, and,
further back, the great Eleatic philosophers were his
masters. He had a real predilection for these great sane
pessimists—men who tore aside the veil of Maya, and
passing beyond the realms of rose-coloured lights,
attained to that of the veritable truth, accepted with
equanimity, and who, while viewing things with the
clear eyes of Orientals, were ready nevertheless to be
stirring and doing like the Westerns they were. The
works of these men, who taught that one must act,
however bitter might be action, formed the pith of his
spiritual nourishment. To Machiavelli, Nietzsche, Sorel,
above all—these three for whose motto might stand the
words Quand méme!—he gave himself with the kind of
abandonment with which others give themselves over
to the comforting conceptions of blind optimism.

It was in these words that Mussolini expressed him-
self in May, 1924, on Machiavelli, after a ripe experience
of affairs and men :

“It happened one day that I had tidings from
Imola—from the Black Legions of Imola—of the gift
of a sword engraved with Machiavelli’s motto : Cum
le parole non si mantengono li Stati. That banished all
doubts from my mind and at once determined my choice
of the theme to submit to you to-day. I might
call it The Commentary of the Year 1924 on ‘The
Prince’ of Machiavelli—the book which I would fain
style ‘ The Statesman’s Vade-mecum’. In addition,
from motives of intellectual honesty, I must add that
this effort of mine has but a scanty bibliography, as you
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will perceive from what follows. I have re-read atten-
tively “The Prince’ and the rest of the works of the great
Segretario but I have had neither the time nor the wish
to read all that has been written about Machiavelli in
Italy and in the rest of the world. I have wished to place
the fewest possible intermediaries, old or new, Italian
or foreign, between Machiavelli and myself, so as not
to spoil the direct contact between his doctrine and my
life as I have lived it, between his observations and mine
of men and things, between his method of government
and mine. What I have the honour of reading to you,
therefore, is no frigid scholastic dissertation, full of
citations from others; it is rather in the nature of a
dramatic piece if, as I believe, we may regard as dramatic
the attempt to throw a spiritual bridge across the abyss
of the generations and of the world’s events.

“ I shall have nothing new to say.

“ It may be asked what there is still living in ‘ The
Prince ’ after these four centuries ; whether the counsels
given by Machiavelli could conceivably be of any use
to the rulers of modern States ; whether the value of
the political system of ‘ The Prince’ was restricted to
the period in which the book was written and, therefore,
limited in its application and, in part, outworn ; or
whether, on the contrary, it be universal and applicable
to-day—above all, whether it be applicable to-day.
My thesis embodies a reply to these questions. I affirm
that the doctrine of Machiavelli is more living to-day
than it was four centuries ago, because, if the external
aspects of our life are greatly changed, no profound
modifications are perceptible in the merits of individuals
or of races.

“If politics consist in the art of governing men,
that is ofp directing, utilizing and training their passions,
in their egoisms, in their interests, in view of the objects
of a general order which almost always transcend the
individual life because they project themselves into the
future—if politics consist in this, there is no doubt

I



130 THE LIFE OF BENITO MUSSOLINI

that the basic element in this art is man. There we have
our starting point. What are men in the political system
of Machiavelli ? What does Machiavelli think of men ?
Is he an optimist or a pessimist f And when we talk of
men, ought we to interpret the word in its most restricted
sense, that is in the sense of the Italians whom Machia-.
velli knew and whom he weighed in the balance as his
contemporaries ; or in the sense of the men of that age
and that particular period ; or, to employ the jargon
of the day, in the form of eternity (sué specie eternstatis) ?
It seems to me that before proceeding to a more analytical
examination of the Machiavellian system of politics, as
we seem to find it condensed in ‘ The Prince,” it may
be well to determine precisely what view Machiavelli
took of men in general and, perhaps, of the Italians in
particular. Now what is quite manifest from an even
superficial reading of ‘ The Prince’ is the acute pessim-
ism of Machiavelli in regard to human nature. Like
all those who have had occasion to hold continuous
and wide converse with his fellows, Machiavelli is a
scorner of men and loves to present them—as I shall
show presently—in their negative and mortifying aspect.

“ Men, according to Machiavelli, are sorrowful
beings, more-taken up with things than with their own
flesh and blood, and quick to change their feelings and
their passions. In Chapter XVIIof ‘ The Prince,” Machi-
avelli thus expresses himself : ‘ Because this may be said
generally of men : that they are ungrateful, voluble,
deceitful, shirkers of dangers, greedy of gain : and as
long as you continue to bestow benefits on them, all
for you, offering you their blood, their property, their
children, their life, as I said above, when your need is
distant ; but when it comes near to you they turn away.
And the Prince who trusts entirely in their words, if he
refrains from other preparations, is ruined. . . . Men
have less respect to offer to a man who makes himself
loved than to one who makes himself feared, because
love is beld by a chain of an obligation which, because
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men are of poor stuff, they will break away from as soon
as occasion offers ; but fear is held by a dread of punish-
ment which is never lost.’ _

“ On the subject of human egoisms I find among
the various Discourses what follows : ¢ Men utter more
complaints over a farm which is taken from them than
over a brother or a father whom they have lost through
death, because death is sometimes forgotten but the
thing possessed never is. The reason is quickly to be
seen : because everyone knows that a brother is not to
be brought back to life by the revolutions of fortune,
but a man may very well recover his farm.’

“ And in Chapter III of the Discourses : ‘ As is
demonstrated by all those who reason regarding civil
life, and as all histories are full of examples to illustrate,
it is necessary for him who has the directing of a Republic
and who has the ordering of its laws to presuppose all
men to be bad and to exploit the evil qualities in their
minds whenever suitable occasion offers. . . . Men never
effect good actions save from necessity ; but where
freedom abounds, and where licence can come about,
everything is filled immediately with confusion and
disorder.’

“I could continue citing but it is not necessary.
The bits I have given you suffice to show that the negative
judgment upon men is not incidental but fundamental
in Machiavelli’s mind. And in all his works it re-
presents a justified and sorrowful conviction. We have
to take account of this initial and essential point if we
are to follow the successive developments of Machiavelli’s
thought. It is evident also that Machiavelli, Jjudging
men as he did, was not referring merely to the men of
his own time, to the Florentines, Tuscans, Italians,
who lived and rode their horses in the fifteenth and
sixteenth centuries, but to men of all descriptions, without
restriction of space or time. Much time has passed since
then, but if I were allowed to judge my fellows and my
compatriots, I could not attenuate in the least Machia-
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velli’s verdict. I might even wish to go further than he.
Machiavelli indulges in no illusions nor does the Prince.
The antithesis between the Prince and the people,
between the State and the individual, is, in Machiavelli’s
view, preordained. What came to be called Machiavellian
utilitarianism, pragmatism, cynicism, springs logically
from this initial standpoint. The word ‘ Prince * must
be understood as the  State.””

In Machiavelli’s view, Mussolini proceeded to
point out, the Prince really personified the State. The
State stood for organization and for restrictions which
the individual tended continually to evade. The indi-
vidual has a disposition to disobey the laws, not to pay
his dues, not to take his part in war. Few were those,
heroes or saints, who sacrificed their own selves upon
the altar of the State. All the others were in a condition
of potential revolt against the State. The Revolution
of the 17th and 18th centuries sought to end this
discord which was at the base of every social organization.
Coming to the question of what precisely was involved
in the word popolo—* people ”—as used in those days,
Mussolini continued :

“The ‘ people”’ was never defined. It was merely
an abstract entity as a political entity. One does not
know where exactly it begins or where it ends. The
adjective of ‘sovereign’ as applied to ‘the people’
is a tragic burlesque. The entire people, at the most,
delegates sovereignty, but it certainly cannot exercise
sovereignty. Representative systems belong more to the
machinery of politics than to ethics. Even in the lands
where this political machinery has been in greatest use
for centuries and centuries, there come solemn moments
when no appeal is made any longer to the people because
it is felt that the reply would be disastrous : the card-
board crowns of sovereignty which have served their
gurpose in normal times are torn off and it is decided
orthwith to acquiesce in a revolution or to make a peace
or to go forward into the unknown of a war. All that



MUSSOLINI AND MACHIAVELLI 133

. the people have lefttoitisa monosylla_ble ratifying and
obeying. You see that the sovereignty graciously
bestowed upon the people is taken away from it at the
moments when it might feel the need of it. The
sovereignty is left only when it is innocuous or believed
to be so—that is, in times of normal administration.
Can you imagine a war proclaimed by referendum ?
A referendum works excellently when it is a question
of a village fountain, but when the supreme interests
of a people are in question even the most ultra-democratic
governments are careful not to refer matters to the
judgment of the people itself. . . . Governments
exclusively based on the consent of the governed have
never existed, do not exist and will probably never exist.
Long before my once famous article Forzo e Consenso
(Force and Common Consent) Machiavelli wrote in ‘The
Prince’ (Chapter VI): ‘From which it comes about
that all the armed prophets conquer and the unarmed are
lost, Because the nature of the people is variable and
it is easy to convince them of a thing but it is difficult to
maintain them in that conviction. And, therefore, it is
desirable so to order things that when they have ceased
to believe it may be possible to make them believe by
force. Moses, Cyrus, Theseus, Romulus, would not
have been able to maintain their Constitutions for long
had they been disarmed.” ”

The intuitions of the youth, probably, did not
differ much from these balanced meditations of the man.
Mussolini is one of those who turn wonderfully to
account the successive lessons of life, because from the
very beginning he was so constituted as to welcome them.



CHAPTER XVIII

A TEACHER AGAIN

A Year in the Friuli—Tolmezzo—A School Teacher once more—
Greek and Latin Studies—From the Friuli to the Italian Riviera—
The Romagna Threshing-Machines again—Mussolin1 takes a
Hand in the Conflict—Sentenced to Ten Days’ Imprisonment—
Mussolini studies Nietzsche.

HE year which Mussolini spent at Caneva, in the

Commune of Tolmezzo, in the Friuli region,
constituted a period of youthful effervescence—die
Brausejakre the Germans call this phase in a young
man’s existence. Probably, it was an experience essential
to his development.

On the other hand the Friuli is a region singularly
well adapted to excite in a young man all the force of the
elementary virtues. Slow, strong, sound, stubborn, as
unconquerable as their own Carnic Alps, with their
sombre forests and their emerald-green meadows, but
beneath the surface, all made of granite—such are the
folk of the Friuli. Strong, above all, yet outwardly

lacid, they have not lost their primitive ruggedness.

hey excel in drinking, love-making, and fighting,
just as they excel also miraculously in their powers of
work. Not the men only but the women, too, know how
to prove themselves beasts of burden capable of astound-
ing feats of endurance. You have but to look at them
as they tramp over the mountains, tall and erect, with
their immense loads accurately balanced on their heads,
like the women of old, or, when their freight is bulky,
packed into a basket carried on their backs. Often,
on the top of the great heap may be seen the curly head
of a baby—the latest born. The mother takes it with
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her thus, nomad-fashion, and gives it her breast on the
way.

" The nomadic instinct, indeed, is singularly prominent
in the population of the Friuli. In groups of two or
four or five, with a baby in their big basket and sometimes
a little toddler holding on to their skirts, the Friuli
women traverse the whole of Italy, selling mescuglieri,
as they say in their own dialect, spoons, yarn, needle-
cases and other such odds and ends, but above all
domestic utensils of wood made by their menfolk during
the long winter. And what is strange and characteristic
about it is that in these peregrinations, which continue
for months and months and which sometimes are
extended beyond the frontier, no man ever accompanies
them. These sturdy provincial Amazons are entirely
independent in their little commercial ventures.

The men emigrate separately, sometimes as pedlars
and street-vendors, they also (the Italians who deal in
roast chestnuts in the streets of all the capitals of Europe
and *America are almost all from the Friuli) more often
as very efficient builders, workmen and road-makers.
Certain villages are quite deserted in the summer ;
only the women who are enceintes remain at home, with
the old and the infirm, to look after the swarms of
children of all ages.

Any other women who stay at home do so for other
purposes than rest. Up and down miles and miles of
precipitous roads and rocky pathways, in and out of
forests so dense as to be penetrable only with difficulty,
they come and go two or three times a day, laden with
bricks for some new small house in construction up in
the mountains, or to dig in some tiny patch of ground
wherein potatoes struggle for existence among the
stones. Sometimes, so as not to waste time en route,
their hands are at work all the while knitting thick woollen
stockings. The jobs and the earnings available locally
in the summer-time—the only time when outdoor
work is practicable in the mountains—are left to the
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women. Even if it be a matter of carrying a heavy
weight, the men in these parts will hold aloof, saying
with a shake of the head: “ No, that’s a woman’s job.”
Their duties are different. They are labourers of a
different class.

By dint of hard work and sparing, the women in the
course of a good summer season will contrive like the
ants to amass stores to last them through the severe
winter. But during the winter you must not expect
sobriety from the Friulani! The weather is Arctic,
the houses are kept closed, the countryside is buried
in snow : to keep warm there is nothing for it but to
drink and eat and make love., The man who does not
drink, eat and make love in whole-hearted fashion is not
held to be a man worthy of the name!

At Caneva, where in 1905-6 Mussolini resumed the
occupation, so burdensome for him, of an elementary
teacher, and at Tolmezzo, and throughout the entire
province, to different parts of which he often betook
himself to attend meetings or festivals, there were few
who did not hear tell of him even then. Long before
he achieved fame he had come to be regarded by the
villagers and mountaineers of the locality as one of those
" ty%es " not easily forgotten.

he schoolchildren were fond of him, but they stood
in terror of his eyes, of his moods, of his bangs upon his
desk which made them jump, and of his violent shouts
when he lost patience with them. The Friu/ani are intelli-
gent and quick, but like almost all mountain dwellers
they know how to pick up only the kind of knowledge
which comes home to them and is of use to them.
Picture young Mussolini coping with his class of thirty
or forty children of seven or eight years old, trying to
teach them to read. “ The Tyrant” the boys called
him and the girls of the place took that view of him, too.

On one occasion, somebody brought a complaint
before the school authorities against Mussolini in con-
nection with one of those moody outbreaks of his—
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he was charged with blaspheming in the class-room.
The principal superintendent enquired into the matter
and came to the conclusion that Signor Mussolini had,
in truth, exceeded sometimes in his language, but that
as in his imprecations he had named always the Buddha
or else Mahomet the imprecations in question were not
of a nature to hurt the small Christians confided to his
care !

He lived in the central part of Caneva, 2% miles from
the school-house. To get there he had to cross along
bridge over the river, and the wind blew very fiercely
at this point. Cloakless and hatless, even in the height
of the winter, the young teacher made his way to and
fro, twice a day, with quick, mechanical strides, always
with a book in his hand and deeply immersed in his
reading. Only when he reached the bridge would he
shut the book up. Then, leaning over the parapet,
he would gaze down upon the living mystery of the
water, always rushing, always the same and yet always
different. The wind would set his long hair flying.
It was a joy to him to stand up against the tramontana,
proof against its icily cold embrace.

Meanwhile the young man found time ‘o take lessons
from a learned prelate in the neighbourhood, Monsignor
Candotti, who instructed him in Greek and helped him
to perfect himselfin Latin. He made speeches and gave
lectures. After one of these, in which he had expressed
himself somewhat freely regarding public institutions,
orders were given for his arrest. He escaped into the
mountains for a week, living in wild, uninhabited regions,
whither one of his friends came in secret to bring him
food, and, what was more welcome still, some of the good
wine of the country. Once, there was a repetition here
of the scene enacted in the market-place of Gualtieri.
Mussolini was in the midst of a crowd assembled in
the Piazza to hear an address that was to be delivered,
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but the speaker stumbled and stammered over his words
and was stupid and foolish, and at last the audience lost
all patience and began calling out : ““J/ Maestro! I
Maestro ! Parliil Maestro! "—* Let the Master speak!”
And they forced him up on the platform. He did not
descend from it until an hour and a half later, and those
who heard him still recall the substance of that im-
provised oration, with its force and life and darmg, and
they still talk of the storm of cheering in which itended.

But perhaps just because of the daring of the orator
and the fervour of the audience, the schoolmaster was
not confirmed in his post the year after; He departed,
perhaps leaving more than one heart in sadness.

There was, on the other hand, one heart that re-
joiced. The fiancé of the padmnd}za* in whose house
Mussolini had his quarters was very jealous of him.
Once, Mussolini seeing him raise his hand against the

oung woman went for him and knocked him down.
2i‘»t:n years later, in 1914, IMussolini, now in the ranks,
passed through Tolmezzo again. The padroncina was
by the riverside that evening to greet him with some
bread and fruit and wine—she knew it was his regiment
that had arrived.

“ Where are you off to, Benito ? ”” she asked.

‘“ Where do you suppose ?” he answered. “ To
the front. Are you pleased to see me fighting for your
Friuli—for our Friuli?”

“Yes, I am,” she said. “ But come with me. I
have your room ready for you—jyour old room ! I
knew you would be passing through. After all these
long marches, you willf sleep well to-night.”

He hesitated for a moment.

“No,” he said at last : “I am a soldier like these
others. Give me that bit of ribbon you have on you et
(an Italian tri-colour emblem). ““Pin it on me here, on
my breast, to remember you by. Addio !”

And, stretc}nng out his mantle, he laid himself dowu

* Padyoncina is a diminutive for landlady.
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on the ground, in front of a church, resting his head upon
a step worn away by generations of pious feet.

From Tolmezzo he went to Oneglia, a charming
little city on the Italian Riviera, no longer as an elementary
teacher now, but as a professor—Professor of French
in a private school, the Collegio Ulisse Calvi. During
the holidays he returned home and resumed the political
work for which he was made, and which was already,
and will always be, the passion of his life. Politics in
the summer of 1908 involved him in his first criminal
trial in Italy. It was the old question of the threshing-
machines which had continued year after year to call
forth conflicts in the Romagna between the “Republican”
padroni and the * Socialist " bands of workmen. At the
bottom of the warfare, of course, is a matter of money and
material profit, but, in addition, there is the question of
prestige—a point d honneur. Moreover, the Romagnoli
are by nature combative. There is in them enough of the
fighter and enough of the artist to make them revel in the
art of war, in and for itself—just for the fun and excite-
ment of the fighting | The war over the threshing-
machine is exciting with all its tactics and strategy.
You advance behind the great heavy machine, as you
might behind a tank, or behind one of those medieval
conveyances which served at once as ramparts and
fortresses. Brute force is not enough. You must
employ many ruses as well. You must be the first to
arrive at the isolated houses which are dotted along the
empty countryside—the farm-houses where the fine
sun-swept threshing floors are the strategical points to
occupy. He who gets to them first, has won the battle.
There is no repelling the machines when, with the
mechanicians and their supporters, they are once at the
door | And the buzzing oF the engine which works the
pullers, the rexff-zeuff of the pistons, the whistling of the
steam, are the triumphant song of victory which greets,
and mocks at, the defeated and despised reactionaries.
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It is a tremendous battle in the eyes of every self-respect-
ing Romagnolo. Mussolini, the Forlivese, entered
warmly into the fray, and joined the ranks of the fighters.
To be precise, he put himself at the head of the work-
men who had struck for the right to work. There
resulted an altercation with the authorities, an arrest,
a trial, and a sentence for ten days’ imprisonment.

It was, as I have intimated, his first encounter with
the police of his own country : the first, but not the last
—in fact, the first of a series. Until then he had ex-
perience only of foreign prisons. This new adventure
did not trouble him much. A friend recounts how he
went to visit Mussolini while under arrest, having got
wind of what was to the fore and being anxious to see
for himself how things had turned out.

Mussolini raised his head quietly.

“Let me finish reading this chapter,” he said,
“and I'll be with you.”

And the chapter finished, the prisoner, handcuffed
and guarded, for greater safety, by a squadron of cavalry,
went forth from the prison. So tranquil and dignified he
was that the crowd which had formed to see him pass—
friends, foes, and curious spectators alike—held their
breath as they looked on in respectful silence.

But if he was to have many and violent disputes with
the Republicans of the region, Mussolini was not opposed
to their political tenets and he respected their studious
tendencies as well as their uncompromising creed, free
from all opportunism and from all playing to the gallery,
and inspired by abstract idealism, no matter if from its
very nature, and in view of the actual condition of
things in Italy, this creed could not be expected to take
hold of the masses of the people. The Gods and all
State functionaries love the victorious cause, but the
attitude of Cato, who loved the vanquished, calls for
sympathy and respect—a deep respect even if it be
tinged with irony. The young Socialist leader fought
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the Republicans alike on the ground of what was practical
and of what ideology Frescribed ; but he was glad to
accept the hospitality of their periodicals for his writings,
glad to address an audience more select and more
cultured than the Socialistic proletariat.

In I/ Pensiero romagnolo, the local organ of the
Republicans, he published for instance, towards the end
of 1908, his memorable essay, La Filosofia della forza.
It is important to study it, for in it are to be found clearly
outlined the principal ideas which he was to develop
later—years later in point of time, centuries later in

oint of actual events : ideas which owed something to
the anti-dogmatic "teachings of his earliest mentor,
Vilfredo Pareto, and to those of Nietzsche himself and
Georges Sorel. The theory of the élax wital which
Bergson clearly expounds was adumbrated already in the
hatred of system that was expressed by the young
Syndicalist in that article.

“The Wille zur Macht,””* he wrote, ““is a cardinal
point of the Nietzschean philosophy,” but it would seem
to us to be inaccurate to affirm that all the ideas of
Nietzsche can be reduced to this single idea. This
philosophy cannot be defined because the poet of
Zarathustra has not left us a system. What is outworn
or sterile or negative in all philosophies is precisely
“the system’—the ideal construction, often arbitra
and illogical, so much so as to deserve to be interpreted
rather as a confession, a myth, a tragedy, a poem.

Mussolini proceeds to commend the philosopher for
having kept within the limits of the relative and the
traditional. “ Nietzsche,” he writes, ‘““never gave a schem-
atic form to his meditations. He was too French, too
meridional, too much of a Mediterraneo, to confine the
innovating speculations of his thought within the frame-
work of a weighty scholastic dissertation. But whether
a creator of philosophical systems or not, Nietzsche is
assuredly the mind most marked by genius of the last

* ¢ The Will to Power.”
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quarter of a century and the influence exerted by his
theories has been profound. For some time past the
artists of all countries from Ibsen to d’Annunzio have
followed in Nietzsche’s tracks. The individualists who
have grown a little tired of the rigidity of the Stirnerian
gospel turned eagerly to Zarathustra and in his
philosophy they found the germ and the cause of every
revolt and of every moral and political attitude. Finally,
to complete the picture, behold the salaried philosophers
who have the religion of the 27th of the month,* the
academical people, stupid representatives of official
science, behold them conjuring the young not to yield
to the fascinations of the new free-thinkers on the
ground that Friedrich Nietzsche, the recognized leader
of these new men, spent the closing years of his life
in the shades of madness, Nietzsche, therefore, is the
man most discussed in our days. The man, I say, because
in this case it is precisely the man who can explain the
great enigma.”

Nietzsche’s ideas regarding the State interest natur-
ally the politician and he proceeds to analyse them at
some length. ““ For Stirner, for Nietzsche and for all
those whom Turk in his book, Der geniale Mensch,
calls the antisofi of egoism, the State is organized oppres-
sion, to the detriment of the individual. But whence
comes the State ? Does it come from a social contract
as Rousseau and his deluded disciples maintain ?
Nietzschein his * Zur Genealogie der Moral ”(Page 71)
describes for us the genesis of the State. “ It is " he says,
“a herd of blond beasts of prey—it is a race of lords
and conquerors who fall upon the disorganized, weak,
nomadic populations. It is an act of violence wrought
by men who, in and by their warlike organizations, have
not the idea of consideration for their neighbour, of
responsibility, of guilt. Their egoism as men of power
does not admit of restrictions. Far from suppressing
their primordial instinct of cruelty they give it free scope.

* In other words, pay-day.



*pea1q 2onpoid 03 Ajquiny
os[e £IeSS00U SI I ‘SaN[BA [PIOW JO SI[QE} MU 938IID
03 y3nous jou SI 3] "9JI[ JO SILIESSIVOU [BLIJBW JIIOY)
2onpoad oym soae[s 93 399301d 03 pue areds 03 padioy o1e
£33 ng—s3sa19jul Jo Aurepros ﬁuaﬁu@uhm ® jo jooxd
pue uonensuowdp e—ourdpsip Pidu v £q sA[PsWRY)
PLISII sIoLITEM Y3 Op A[UO JON *[eNpIAIPUT 213 JO
WIOP321] 3Y7 JO UOIILIIWI[ ISIY € 9q O} PIes 2 ArW SIY} pue
9IS®D 23 JO S§ISRIRIUI awaidns oyl ﬁ.&nmommm (051 mu&ow«
Ayunururod oY) YOIy SIINSEIW Y3 YA Ul [[¥ s1o1onb
-u0d 33 uaAy “Aaid jo s)seaq PUO[q ISOY3 JO SUOHE[A
oy3 suroao3 ‘osomoy “Aireprjos Jo sdund vy

P =5 EET S B Chi1
woy3 oxeuwr 0) ‘pood st rapms wour 99s OJ,, : PP 4o
puy  pomtwaad st [ : sys;xo SumyjoN, ¢ SUISSESSE
JO 1098 [BIUSLIQ) OUI JO 24p40p fous Y3 SI ORPOW JIRYT,

Er1 NIVOV ¥FHOVAL V



CHAPTER XIX

MUSSOLINI AT TRENT—HIS FIRST WRITINGS

Cesare Battisti—How Mussolini was brought into touch with him—
Austria’s Motto : * Divide et Impera "—Mussolimi and Klopstock
—Other German Studies—His First Efforts as a Writer—His
feuslietons.

IN the course of his flying visits to Udine, Italy’s
future “ War Capital,” and during the whole of
his stay in the province of Friuli, the elementary teacher
at Tolmezzo had been able to see something at close
quarters of the feelings called forth in his compatriots
of the North by the mutilation of their country. That
lopped-off arm of beautiful Friuli was a perennial source
ofp agony. I can recall how keenly I myself used to suffer
when quite a little girl at the thought that, without
any change in the character, in the scenery or
in the inhabitants, our Pontebba became suddenly
Pontefel at the other side of a ridiculous little brooklet.

It was a kind and wise Providence that called Benito
Mussolini to the frontier and enabled him to participate
in the emotions of the Italians there torn from their
native land.

The Socialists of the Chamber of Labour called him
to Trent as their secretary, with a salary of a hundred and
‘twenty kronen a month, and in so doing they conferred
on him the priceless benefit of bringing him into contact
with the noble Italian, hero and martyr, Cesare Battisti,
that incarnation of the hopes of the group of Irredensi
who strove for the recovery of the lost provinces. Working
on the Popols, the journal founded by Battisti, Mussolini
took his share now in the movement which was to bear
fruit after the war in the restitution of Trent, Trieste
and Pola to the mother country.

144
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Cesare Battisti was a Socialist, a leader of the
Socialists in those Italian provinces under Austrian rule,
but, as such, in ardent opposition to the official Socialist
Party.

In order to understand his position, we have to recall
to mind what the Austrian Empire then was : a confused
medley of races and nationalities. Austria-Hungary
constituted the sole surviving remnant of that monstrous
amalgam, the Holy Roman Empire of Charles Quint.
At the beginning of this century it was the only dynastic
state whose raison d’étre consisted solely in its historic
association with a single crown. For centuries past it
had beer in process of decay, but a good army and an
excellent administration and the force of inertia all
combined to keep the edifice still standing despite its
cracks and fissures. Italy had broken free from the
mass and Hungary had become detached; Croatia and
Bohemia were unsettled; there was ferment everywhere.
Even that ancient prop, the bureaucracy, was being
demoralized; the army, sedulously cultivated by the
Grand Dukes, still throve, but even within the Imperial
house itself the prestige of the dynasty was melting away
like snow in sunshine.

The Royal House of Austria still lived up to its
motto, Divide et impera, ind it contrived to play and
balance all the different nationalities one against another,
and to maintain its supremacy over them all. It had,
indeed, found a new application for the device by
exploiting the conflict of classes within each of the
contending nationalities. Socialism, which had made its
appearance elsewhere in the guise ofa threatening phan-
tom of ruin, had been welcomed as an ally by the cunning
old Hapsburg eagle.

In g."ricste, for instance, there existed no longer a
homogeneous Italian population. Its inhabitants con-
sisted on the one hand of the Italian workmen of the
cities and their old enemies, the Slavonic proletariat
of the country districts; on the other of the Italian

K
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bourgeoisie, also of the urban districts. There were
horizontal as well as vertical dividing lines, and the
Government found it very easy to benefit by the fact.
The Socialists came to be the “spoiled children” of
the Imperial Police to such an extent that they were
called 1 Jeccapianini, *“ the lick-plates ! International
Socialism had already become an anti-national form of
Socialism, or, if not quite that (for it had strong German
tendencies), at least anti-Italian. Cesare Battisti had not
lent himself to this game. A Socialist, yes; but an
Italian also! It was essential, historically and morally
essential—so he maintained—that the phases of evolu-
tion should not be confused by over-haste. First they
must achieve the triumphs of the principle of the nine-
teenth century, the principle of nationality, and #hen,
when the Italian race should have been reunited, the
majority of the people should wring from the hands of
the selfish minority its rights to life and welfare. The
racial question—the spiritual question, so to speak—
must first be solved. Nor should the question of the
stomach, the struggle for bread, ever silence it.

The life and death of Battisti—the man most abhorred
by the rulers of the Dual Monarchy—were in wonderful
harmony with his high faith. It was not merely in his
death that he proved himself a hero. His entire life
was of a kind to merit crowning by the martyrdom in
which it closed. They hanged him in the Castello del
Buon Consiglio above Trent. The hangman stood posing
i_n the act for the photographers with a vile grin upon his
ace.

This was on July 12th, 1916, when Italy had entered
the War, As though to enhance the mystical character
of the sacrifice, there was no lack of vituperation for the
dead man even from the Italians—but were they really
Italians ?~—for whom he gave his life. The Avans,
for instance, made the comment that *“ to die for one’s
own personal ideal was a bourgeois luxury ’—i/ morire
per il proprio ideale era un lusso borghese. . . . But other
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feelings prevailed in 1918 when, after the victory of
Vittorio 5enct0, our troops marched into Trent and stood
reverently by his grave.

Towards the close of 1908, when Mussolini made his
appearance at Trent, Cesare Battisti's head was still
firmly placed upon his square shoulders. With his
bronzed countenance and small pointed beard—remin-
iscent of the conspirators of Mazzini’s time—with his
thoughtful brow and vigorous, active frame, he cut a
romantic figure. His new colleague, the Secretary of
the Chamber of Labour, ignorant as to how things stood,
had at first attached himself as a matter of course to the
Awvvenire of Trent, the journal of the Socialists, who were
more in sympathy with Austria and who took their tone
from Vienna, but it was not long before he discovered
the ugly side of things and then he joined the Popols,
of which Battisti was founder and editor. Battisti was a
judge of men and recognized at once what a valuable
recruit had come to him. From Mussolini’s advent,
indeed, he was soon to reap the benefit of finding time
for those scientific studies of his regarding the geography
of the Trentino which are now held in such high esteem
by serious students of the subject.

Mussolini, for his part, was quite content with his
monthly salary of 120 kronen and with his whirl of work
as journalist, propagandist and politician. He gave
some French lessons in addition and played the violin
in his free hours.

All this seemed so little to him that he took on new
studies, Indian Arithmetic, for instance (with its philo-
sophy and its strange formule in accordance with geo-
metrical and graphic rules) and the languages and litera-
tures of Spain and Germany. In that year, 1908,
with the ardour and energy of youth, he actually com-
posed and printed a thesis, * Sulla Poesia di Federigo
Klopstock.” In Germany itself there are, perhaps, a
score or so of persons who have read—really read—
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Klopstock’s immensely long poem, The Messiak ; com-
pared with it, as regards length and weight, Paradise
Lost is an airy trifle! In the Italy of to-day I really be-
lieve there is only one person who has read it, namely
the Premier.

That study of Klopstock, with a slighter essay on
the women characters in Schiller’s #ilkelm Tell, were to
have been included in a volume to be entitled Srudi
Critici sulla Letteratura Tedesca. It is strange, by the
way, how this Sorelian demolisher, this devotee of
Nietzsche and Heine, was carried away by the idealistic
and sentimental poetry of Schiller. Once, many years
later, when he was lying wounded in hospital, I remember
his delight over a copy of Schiller’s Joan of Arc which
was brought to him. He seized and handled the
volume eagerly. “I know itl I know it!” he cried,
as though welcoming an old friend. . . . Those Sdi
Critici belong to the realm of the books that might
have been.

Another essay which he then wrote had for its
subject and title, *“ Platen and Italy.”

“ August Platen stands out conspicuously from all the
swarm of foreign lovers and admirers of Italy. Born at
Ausbach, in 1796, Platen served as an officer against
Napoleon. Later he left the army and devoted himself
to philosophy and poetry, passing almost his whole life
in Italy and dying at Syracuse in 1835. Like most of
his German contemporaries he belonged in his youth
to the Romantics but, surfeited with their excesses, he
abandoned their School and launched out for himself.
In time he developed into a ‘ Mediterranean’ in the
sense given to this term by Nietzsche. No wonder if he
lost his heart to Italy—the Mediterranean land par
excellence.  And, wishing to know intimately and pro-
foundly the object of his love, he journeyed from end to
end of the peninsula by short stages, staying in all its
towns, big and little alike : made happy by its sunshine
and its scenery. There was no corner of Italy that
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Platen did not visit. It was to him the ¢ Promised
Land.” In his poems all its cities find mention. Among
all our illustrious visitors, Stendhal alone can be com-
pared with him in the matter of love for Italy.”

One other and more substantial outcome there was of
the young student’s labours—a History of Philosophy !
All the philosophical systems were dealt with in it
critically and analytically, and all the new methods were
subjected to a Nietzsche-like examination. So at least
one surmises, judging from what one knows of the
author and from his own laconic references to the matter.
The actual manuscript, complete in every detail and ready
for the printer, met with the strange fate of destruction
at the hands of a young woman of the people who had
some right to be jealous of the author. Rummaging
about among his papers for evidence bearing upon her
suspicions, she came upon the voluminous note-book.
Darting her eyes over its pages, she noted any number
of strange names and at once jumped to the conclusion
that they were feminine names and that she had lighted
upon an amorous correspondence. On the instant, the
offending document was consigned to the flames and she
was not satisfied until every bit of it had been reduced to
ashes. If there be a limbo wherein the still-born creatures
of the brain find harbourage, Mussolini’s Stria della
Filosofia will have gone thither to keep company with
that famous first volume of Carlyle’s French Revolution !

It is characteristic of Mussolini that he himself
wastes no regrets upon mishaps of this order. It does not
trouble him at all that the fruit of his labour was lost ;
which is a proof that at least the labour itself was not lost.

To the history of religion, so closely bound up with
that of philosophy, the young man also devoted time and
thought, as was witnessed by a volume on John Huss
which actually saw the light and was even translated into
Czech. It was issued by some semi-revolutionary little
publishing firm in Rome, but not a copy of it is now
procurable, so little importance has its author attached
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to it | For Mussolini, it would seem, the wielding of a
pen is like the wielding of a sword : the thrust made,
the word written, the artist’s emotion is past and for-
gotten. )

“ I preserve all your letters ; they keep me in touch
with the past,” said to him recently one of his faithful
old friends, an associate of his long ago at Forlimpopoli.

“Why ?” he asked : “ The past is not an end in
itself but just a transitional link in the endless chain
which we call progress. To linger over the past is to go
backwards. We must go forwards, instead, to improve
ourselves, and to elevate ourselves, more and more | ”
And his eyes kindled as he uttered the words.

Mussolini, in truth, retains that sublime gift of the
child—the gift of ever beginning anew. Once the house
has been built, he is perfectly willing that it should be
knocked down again, to be built up once more—and
better. What is more difficult for him—what involves a
real victory over the demon of restlessness which goads
him on—is to complete and consolidate.

For the rest, Mussolini can have had no temptation
of recent years to destroy the edifices he has built up.
Too many others have plotted against him and sought
to destroy them. To complete them and to defend them
has been his incessant task, calling forth all his capacity
and neutralizing his own impatience.

Perhaps this is why he delights in political work,
which involves the labour of Sisyphus. He who builds
with men builds with sand.

Over and above all these serious com ositions, the
deft penman found another outlet for his feelings in
stories, which were printed in La Vita Trentina, the
illustrated weekly supplement of the Popolo. To one
tale he gave the Nietzschean title, Nuls ¢ vero, tutto é
permesso.* It is a pathetic affair, in its way. The real
nature of the writer, passionate, impulsive, all compact

* Nothing is true, everything is permissible,
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of elementary instincts and feelings, may be seen in it,
ill-disguised behind a mask of cynicism. It begins thus :

“ Five years have now passed since the time when the
events took place which I am about to narrate and which
constitute one of the most memorable pages in the story
of my life. I am now able to free myself from the obliga-
tion of silence through reasons easy to imagine : I do not
know whether my organic tissues have been renewed
during this period, I do not wish to enquire in what
relations may stand my spiritual ‘ I’ and my material I’
(forgive me, O old Tolstoi, this theft from the philo-
sophical nomenclature of your ‘ Resurrection ’), nor am
I concerned td-know the transformations which my
idiosyncrasies may have undergone: I allow myself
merely to note a radical change in my ideas. But I
must avoid, above all, what in the jargon of the civil
State, are called generalities.

“I am a clerk at the Bank of Italy and am head
of the Ufficio Emissioni Internazionali. 1 am twenty-nine,
a bachelor, and I live with my mother. I have obtained
my Doctor’s degree at the University of Bologna, and,
on achieving this; I entertained for a moment the idea
of becoming an advocate but I abandoned it and decided
to enter the higher ranks of the bureaucracy of banking.
My salary of §30 lire a month, combined with certain
revenues from my father’s securities, enable me to live
in comfort.”

But the young political agitator was not able to dress
himself in the moral garments of a bank clerk. Still less
did he know how to assume the indolent and indifferent
psychology of such a type. The mere attempt evokes
a smile, together with a certain feeling of tenderness for
this young man who lied to himself after a fashion so
childish and incompetent !

Mussolini’s imagination lent itself better to another
kind of story which he attempted, a highly-coloured
romance 4 /a Gaboriau, with a basis reminiscent of
Dumas pére. *“ Claudia Particella, or the Cardinal’s
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Love ” it was called. It might almost have been written
with a view to its use as a film and, as a matter of fact,
it has, I believe, been turned to this account by some
enterprising cinema company. It was just a hotch-
potch, without beginning or end, but it met with a
colossal success. The author, efficient journalist that he
is, is never lacking (even when he is amusing himself
with his screed) in the infallible fair for what will strike
the public. With all his own mental superiority, he knows
how to stand for the public and the people himself.
He has, moreover, a great relish for the tragic, as well
as for vivid colours and heavy shades. This intuitive
communion with the feelings of the mob enables him
now in his capacity as statesman and head of the Govern-
ment to keep his finger upon the pulse of the nation.
As a story-writer it enabled him to think out the right
words and phrases and events and cJimaxes. He showed
that he possessed the *“ common touch.” The feuilleton,
then, was a huge success. Every now and again, however,
the author got tired of his heroine, Claudia, and felt
inclined to kill her off but Cesare Battisti would imPlore
him not to do so. “For Heaven’s sake, don’t |”
Battisti would exclaim : “ the subscriptions are being
renewed splendidly | ” Thus baulked of his chief
victim, Mussolini’s homicidal tendencies found scope
among the subsidiary characters, and the fates of Claudia
and her lover continued to set palpitating the hearts of
all the young dress-makers and office-clerks and shop-
assistants and artisans of the town.



CHAPTER XX

BACK IN ITALY

A Letter from an Austrian Gaol—Expelled from Austria—A Chivalrous
Hunganan—DBattisti’s Word of Farewell—La Voce—Prezzohing
and Papim—'‘ The Trentino secn by a Socialist.”

Fripay MorNING, about 9 o'clock.
EAR GIB,

I write to give you my news. . . . Iam well,
I know nothing, however, of my innocent family. A
prison is quite a pleasant place to abide in. To-day, for
instance, I find amusement watching the rain. 1 have
swallowed down two German volumes and have been
reading Maupassant. . . . On Tuesday, at 5 o’clock,
the sentence 1s up, but at 4—that is an hour earlier—
another case will come before the Tribunal against me,
a Cyrenzus destined to take on himself the responsibility
of the misdemeanours of others.

A few more lines. To-day I am preoccupied with a
meteorological problem : I would like to know if the
atmospheric depression is in the centre of Europe or if
it is limited to the South. . . . I would give anything
to have a tiny atlas with the lines of the rain.

Meanwhile, kindest regards,
MussoLInI.
To Sicnor Gis,
Ceffée Zanella,
Largo Carducc.
From the 1. R. Prison oF TRENT.

Once again Mussolini had found his way to gaol !
*“This scoundrel of a Mussolini "—gque! monellaccio di

I53
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Mussolini, as the Austrians called him—had been giving
too much trouble. His offence had been the printing
of the words I/ confine d’ltalia non finisce @ Ala I—the
frontier of Italy must not be drawn at Ala | On leaving
prison, he was ordered to be dc%ortcd out of Austria.
Battisti bade him farewell in the Popolo in these terms :
“If it gives us deep grief, to him it brings honour ;
if for us it is a great loss, for him it is a triumph.”

They took him from Trent to the frontier at Ala—
Ala where Italy’s frontier *‘ must not be drawn ’—
between two gendarmes, handcuffed, into the presence
of the Imperial and Royal Commissary of Police.. Now
occurred a pleasing incident. The police office being
closed, he was let into the private apartment which was
adjacent to it. The official in question, a Hungarian
baron, was at dinner.. A pretty little lady, dressed in
white, opened the door—it was the Baron’s young wife.
After a glance at the dangerous malefactor thus inoppor-
tunely ushered in, she went to call her husband. 1 do
not know whether her womanly pity had found expression,
but so it looked from the Baron’s behaviour. The clock
had just struck one and the train for Italy was to start at
seven. He scanned Mussolini up and down ; then,
looking straight into his eyes, he said : ““ If I let you go
free during these six hours, will you give me your word
of honour to be on the train at the time fixed ? You will
make no attempt at flight? I have your word of honour?”
Mussolini having given his word, the Baron set him
free, with the assurance that he would not be kept under
watch even at a distance.

And so, in fact, it happened that when, half an hour
before the time, the ex-prisoner entered the station,
he did so a completely free man. The Baron was walking
quietly up and down the platform, and, when he noticed
Mussolini, he raised his hat a little in salutation. He had
risked his post by his act of chivalrous kindness. Musso-
lini often recalls the fact, and when he speaks of it, it is
with a thrill of emotion and gratitude in his voice.
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With Battisti there were to be no more meetings for
Mussolini until the fateful year 1914. A certain cold-
ness came to mark their relations because Battisti, moved
by an impulse of pity, which was to be misunderstood,
appointed in his place on the Popolo an individual who
was an object for pity beyond a doubt, but who was also
an object for well-merited contempt. This was Vasilico
Vergani, who in the hour of trial was to show himself
a Judas and to betray his benefactor, thus justifying the
indignation which Mussolini felt over the ‘appointment.
The coldness, however, did not last long, and in 1914,
when Europe was in the throes of war, and the honour
and the future of Italy were in the balance, and when
Battisti returned from Trento to sound the alarm,
he found in his former assistant a brother-in-arms and
fellow—hampion of the ideals to which he gave his life.

At that period most young men were turning to
Socialism, even in the middle classes and among the
aristocracy. As I heard Turati say later : * Everyone
who was not a good-for-nothing turned Socialist.”

Even I, a girl of fifteen, living in the seclusion of a
family of good standing with clerical and conservative
tendencies had embraced Socialism. It was the Socialism
inspired by moral revolt against the materialistic con-
ception of society. After the generation of giants which
had made Italy, came the generation of small men, who,
tired by high political ideals, abandoned them for a
cynical commercialism. They scoffed at what they called
the “ forty-eighters” and everything that rose above
the commonplace.

A new note was now needed in national life and a
new spiritual aristocracy. Giovanni Papini and Giuseppe
Prezzolini represented fresh elements working for a
revival, not through politics, but through literary and
artistic channels and social work. Papini (well-known
now as the author of the Life of Christ) had founded or
edited innumerable newspapers or reviews before he
was thirty, and had preached Nietzsche, pragmatism,
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nationalism of the school of Barrés and Maurras, and
the various ’isms of William James, Bergson, Sorel,
Rimbaud, Loisy, Renoir—impressionism, Satanism, syn-
dicalism, cubism and wers libre; these new ideas, the
growth of years in their countries of origin, were presented
to Italy only half assimilated and in quick succession.
They were not our ideas and we could not apply them to
our national life. Reaction in the shape of an original
Italian movement, the fruit of our own experience, was
bound to come. The first reaction was the violentanti-
cultural movement of Futurism, led from Milan by
Marinetti, who broke many academic windows, and, if
some people felt the draught, the new generation on the
whole breathed more freely | Not as a result of crude
reaction, however, but from the purifying furnace of the
war was to be born the movement Italian par excellence :
Fascism.

Back in Italy, Mussolini set to work at once at the
production of a record of what he had seen in the
Trentino. “ The Trentino seen by a Socialist,” was its
title. It was issued by that remarkable periodical, La
Voce, which for a brief hour played a noteworthy rdle in
the evolution of the Italy ofP to-day. It was edited by
Prezzolini and Papini. These two young Tuscans were
of widely differing temperaments, as we were later to
discover, but both were fired with the same flame, which
was their very soul, the vital need of the country, the
need for re-birth.

It is not without significance that Benito Mussolini,
the highest type of his generation, before creating
Fascism, and having been right through Socialism,
should thus have come into touch with Futurismo and
Vecismo, minor movements of much less importance
but not devoid of a certain character of their own, and
whose vital elements, consciously or unconsciously,
ended by swelling the clear current of the native stream.

1] Trentino veduto da un Socialista is a book of simple
statements, sober and objective—a guaderno, or cahier,
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as the Poce called it, in significant allusion to those
cahiers of the French Tiers Etat of 1789. It was in its
way a call to arms ; it did not consist merely of ‘‘ Note
e Notizie” as its cover led the reader to suppose. In it
one becomes conscious of the subterranean rumblings
of the coming war. It constitutes moreover an ardent
defence of /lralianitd and one which is all the more
effective for being involuntary. The principle of inter-
nationalism, although proclaimed in it to satisfy the
author’s conscience, cannot prevail against the sound of
the patriot’s voice, assertive of the solidarity of blood and
race. The backbone of the book consists of its onslaught
upon the Italian bourgeoisie of the lost provinces, accused
not of excess of national feeling but of its lack—of
opportunist servility and cowardice. Avarice and sluggish-
ness and materialism—these were the things Mussolini
was to fight against all his life. No anchorite, but with
a mind detached from riches and the good things of the
world, he longed already then for power—power over
other men—power for its own sake, not as a means to
an end, but as the conquerors of history have always
loved it.

A portion of the book is devoted to an analysis of
the theory of Pan-Germanism and of the writings of
Gobineau and other exponents of *pure Arianism,”
such as Houston Chamberlain. It is most interesting to
note the sobriety and open-mindedness with which
Mussolini studies the whole subject. He displays no
intolerance, no heat, no feeling of scorn for the excesses
and absurdities of these Pan-Germanists (not one of
them, by the way, of pure German blood). One realizes
that he enjoys the play of ideas, as he might a game,
and that he likes to trace them back to their original
source. He had steeped himself too deeply in Nietzsche
not to be attracted by a theory which passed on from
the Super-Man to the Super-Race, but we can see none
the less how he chafes in his inmost heart the while he
sets forth sympathetically and with conscientious object-
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iveness the preposterous contention that the Italians
are “ the race of chaos " and that “ the Capital of Chaos ”’
is Rome! He translates a passage from Houston
Chamberlain to the effect that one only needs to go to
the National Museum in Berlin and to walk through the
Gallery along which are placed the portrait-busts of the
Renaissance to convince oneself that the type of the
great Italians of that period is completely extinct. The
absurd saying has often come back to my mind when
I have wandered in Mussolini’s company through our
own great art collections, through the galleries of the
Vatican, at Aquileia, in Venice, in the Museum of the
Villa Giulia, in the Forum. When passing by the great
examples of Italian sculpture of all ages—FEtruscan,
Classical, Renaissance—I have turned from time to
time and looked at the features of my companion, and
it has seemed to me that in their strong and massive
modelling they reproduced in most striking fashion
those old clays of Vejo, those Augustan heads in marble,
and to a still greater degree those bronzes of Donatello
and Verrocchio. Gattamelata proudly astride his steed
in front of the Basilica of Saint Anthony in Padua might
be Mussolini’s brother, not only in his expression but
still more in the likeness of his physical features.

You may trace a similar resemblance between
Moussolini and that other condottiere of the Renaissance,
Bartolommeo Colleoni, as portrayed by Verrocchio, or
was it the young Leonardo ? The expression is notice-
able alike in the features and in the expression, with its
look of stern pride : the formidable square chin, the
grim disdainful mouth, the low forehead, the deep-set
eyes beneath the vast arch of the projecting eyebrows.

Probably he himself was never conscious of the
fact but there was something within him that protested
against Houston Chamberlain’s wild generalization.

And it is worth noting in this connection that by a
strange form of mimicry, as it were, there has come about
a great change in the aspect of the youth of Italy. Upon
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the hard anvil of the war and by the discipline of Fascism
it has been re-shaped physically as weﬁ as morally in
the type of its leader, with the result that 2 body of
“ Black Shirts ” has the appearance of a body of classical
types, suggestive of those sculptured in the museums.

hen Fascism was experiencing its worst set-back,
after the assassination of Mateotti, when the feelings
of emotional people were being inflamed against us by
a systematic Press campaign, I heard one young girl
of the people cry out to another in Milan as a Fascist
procession swung by :

“ L’¢ inutil, hin wropp bei, i fascisti, I'é impossibil che
I’ abbia minga da vegh reson el Mussolini !

And the other agreed :

“L'¢ wvera,” she said, ““hin tropp bei, I'¢ minga
possibil 1%

‘That was the effect produced upon them by the
endless cortége of stalwart, soldierly, resolute-looking
youths, marching past them, with heads erect and dark
locks flowing back from their foreheads.

For the rest, the defeat of the Germans in the war
has detracted from the prestige of those Pan-Germanic
ideas ; but Mussolini studied them in that book of his
anxiously and scrutinizingly and presciently so many
years ago. It would seem that in Germany they have
never before been so much in favour as now, for the
elections of 1924 were a quasi-victory to their exponents
and there were returned to Parliament representatives
even of that extreme group of them who repudiate
Christianity itself as Semite, un-German, and anti-Arian,
and who would fain go back to Thor and the other
urdeutsch divinities of old.

The monograph on the Trentino gives an account
of the repercussion of these German theories on pre-
war propaganda, of the effect on school education of

* This may be rendered freely: ““ It is no use! They are too hand-
some, these Fascisti! There can’t be any doubt about it—Mussolini
must be right | '

*“That'sso! They are far too nice—he must be nght |
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numerous and powerful societies, and their pressure on
political life. It contrasts the rich and powerful German
organizations with the poor miserable Italian educational
associations. But what if we are deficient in scientific
organization ? After all, what is this German divinity
of Organization compared with Destiny, the goddess
that watches over Mediterranean civilization 7 An ever
growing population surges over its frontiers under the

ressure of biological, not merely political, forces. Such
1s the destiny of the Italian race, owing to demographic
and historic causes.

It was Mussolini who first asserted that the Latin
races are not only not losing, but rapidly gaining, ground.
“ What will be the results of this conflict ? ”” he asked.
“ Which language and which nation will disappear ?”
He claimed that the peasants and workers of the Trentino
were preserving Italianism there and would gradually
squeeze out the German element. Pan-Germanism must
be guarded against but need not be feared. Germans
were not adapted to Italian agricultural methods, and
were bound to go under. He praised the Socialist daily
paper L’Avvenire del Lavoratore because it preserved
the Italian language among the immigrants, and he
upheld still more flagrantly unorthodox tenets against
the dogma of internationalism. The unity of the Austrian
proletariat aimed at by the workmen’s organizations
centralized in Vienna is impossible of attainment because
of the divergent ideals of the various races, and trades
union discipline attempts to realize superficial unity
among workers who do not feel themselves brothers.

What heresy! To put nationality above class
solidarity | But facts proved that organized workers
were not false to their own nationality. The Italian
wood-workers of Botzen belonging to the local branch
union asked to be allowed to speak Italian in their meet-
ings. The committee, of which the majority of members
were German, refused consent, so the Italians formed
their own branch. Their manifesto would provide useful
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reading for certain “ National Liberals” who in the
elections published manifestos in Slav at Trieste and
in German at Trent.

Mussolini was absolutely uncompromising whenever
the question of language was concerned, as he con-
sidered it the symbol of triumphant nationalism. He
energetically defended the use of the Italian dialect in
the valleys of the Upper Adige. * For centuries,” he
said, ‘‘even in the 'IPrentino, this dialect has formed
a barrier against the Germans.” And he resolutely
denied that Salorno, generally accepted as the linguistic
frontier, constituted the true frontier. Salorno had been
the occasion for the pan-German agitation which claimed
the so-called South Tyrol, an ambiguous name adopted
by those who denied the Italian character of the Tren-
tino. In the concluding pages he reviews the various
possibilities, excluding as the least probable such facile
hypotheses as that of annexation through the break-up
of the composite Austrian Empire after the death of
the old Emperor. “‘ No,” he wrote, *‘ the times are past
when the death of a Sovereign led to the break-up
of a State. What is the State in its essence ? The State
is the army and the bureaucracy. The Austrian Govern-
ment has at its disposal an absolutely loyal army and
a bureaucracy whose loyalty is inspired not merely by
duty but by sentiment.”” Of another vain hope of volun-
tary cession he said : “‘ Austria conquers and annexes;
she never cedes. Austria has spent tens of millions in the
Trentino, not, of course, in wiping out pe/lagra, but in
the construction of forts, barracks, and military roads.”
He concludes : “ There is still another hypothesis,
that of a war between Italy and Austria, the victory of
Italy forcing Austria to cede part of Italia Irredenta.”
With a timidity unusual to him, Mussolini does not
discuss the implications of this hypothesis.

It is clear that his stay in the Trentino was decisive
in developing the nationalist tendencies which culmin-
ated in Fascism,

L



CHAPTER XXI

THE CLASS WAR

Back at Forli—The new Weekly Journal, “ La Lotta di Classe "—
Itahan Socialism in 18¢98—A Voice from the Desert 7—The
Avant: begins to histen—The Socialist Party ‘“a Great Firm
gomng Bankrupt.”

N 1910 we find Mussolini again at Forli, the
mainstay of his family and earning his livelihood
for the most part by his work as Secretary to the local
Socialist Association ; a hundred and twenty lire a
month was his pay and he had refused to take more.
In addition to the propagandist activities proper to this
post, he had taken on the editorship of a new weekly
journal, La Lotta di Classe—'‘ The Class War ”—which
he had founded himself. The first number had appeared
in January, 1910. He himself carried out all the work
except the actual printing, and, indeed, I would not
swear that he did not sometimes lend a hand even in
the printing department. A wage of a hundred and
twenty lire was little enough even in those days, but
when there was talk of an increase to a hundred and
fifty, or even to two hundred, he would not hear of it.
He felt that the extra money would fetter him. The
bare subsistence allowed him to feel more free. Too
often, it seemed to him, the recognized leaders of the
Socialist movement showed themselves mere conscience-
less officials.
“I have too much respect for my brains to become
a walking phonograph, a mere pedlar of propaganda.
I shall continue to tour the branches, but I demand a
free hand, so that if my propaganda interferes with my
intellectual work and threatens me with progressive
idiocy, I shall be forced to give it up. Besides, a few
162
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meetings with real solid thought behind them are better
than a long stream of chattering superficial rhetoric with
pistols in the background. To-day, the revolutionaries
leading the political and economic movement when
they are not bureaucrats are mercenary employees,
sometimes with a Cardinal’s salary, speakers making
disgraceful profits out of propaganda, revolutionaries
who disbelieve in revolution, half-men without half an
education and half a conscience.”

“Ideals | ” he wrote bitterly on one occasion.
“ Who the devil cares about ideals ? The man who still
cherishes ideals in his heart is voted an imbecile or a
lunatic | But we belong still to that exiguous band.”

Now began for Mussolini a period of tragic conflict.
The file of La Lotta di Classe from January, 1910, to
the middle of 1912 is one long record of the struggles,
often dramatic, in which he was engaged.

Leopardi, the great poet and profound thinker,
remarks that the young tend to be severe and ruthless
in their judgments, while men of mature age grow more
and more tolerant. Experience teaches them the vanity
of their youthful ideals, never attainable even approxi-
mately, and they learn to look with pity upon short-
comings instead of with contempt. A relative optimism
results from their absolute pessimism,

It was with fervour and desperation that the young
Socialist Secretary, now in his twenty-cighth year, fought
week by week in his journal for the transformation and
transvaluation of the ideals of the Party. The heroic
era of Italian Socialism was then at an end. In 1898,
after the revolutionary meetings in Milan, which had
been caused by a sudden increase in the price of bread,
the Socialist leaders had been prosecuted and many of
them, including Filippo Turati and Anna Kuliscioff,
had been condemned to long periods of imprisonment,
from ten years upwards. That had been the last great
fight between the Socialist movement and the State,
and the amnesty soon granted to the prisoners proclaimed
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their victory. Several of them were returned to Parlia-
ment triumphantly in the next elections. Between 1898
and 1904 there came about gradually a change of mood.
In 1904 the era of the new methods began with the first
political strike—political, not economic. Two Neapolitan
youths, Arturo Labriole and Walter Mocchi, settled in
Milan and sought to bring about the new departure.
They talked grandly of “ Syndicalism,” but, lost in
abstractions as they were, like almost all Southerners,
and devoid of contact with realities, they had no kind of
gift for the slow, patient, tenacious, systematic work
essential to Syndicalism.  They called themselves
Syndicalists but they were in effect Revolutionaries—
and Revolutionaries of no avail. They did, indeed, get
some support from the ragtag and bobtail, from those
that are always ready to applaud the orator who is
most violent and extreme. Neither of them had it in
him to organize or lead a following, so their following,
therefore, was not an army but a mob. The outcome was
an endless succession of ill-considered and unsuccessful
strikes.

The victories achieved by Socialism over the Capitalist
classes had resulted in benefiting the latter through the
greater prosperity of the country which resulted. In
view of the enormous progress of the Po Valley, alike
in agriculture and industry, the inhabitants found it
impossible to persist in their old sleepy ways and were
forced to develop far more rapidly on economical lines,
with the help of new machinery, intensive cultivation,
etc., etc.

Socialism had not looked much beyond the Po
Valley. Nothing was afoot beyond Florence, beyond
Rome.

Economic betterment had become an end in itself.
Idealistic Socialism had sunk into mere materialism.
To a crowd of Italian emigrants assembled to listen to
him in Switzerland in 1910, one of the principal Socialist
leaders declared that they had nothing to do with senti-
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mentalists and idealists, that Socialism was “‘a question
of the belly and nothing but the belly.”

Against this view of things and against its embodi-
ment in the fat, well-fed officials of the Socialist Party,
the very lean Mussolini began campaigning with all
the ardour of youth.

From the depths of the Romagna, from an obscure
provincial journal, this one voice never tired of uttering
its reproaches and condemnations. A voice from the
desert ? No, the out-and-out pessimists after all are
wrong. However deeply plunged a people may be in
materialism, something in the public conscience responds
always to the cry of the idealist when it is clear and deep
and when it is uttered by one who by his character and
example has won the right to be heard. Within a quite
brief period the Lorta di Classe, one of dozens of such
obscure little weeklies which cater for the Socialists
of Italy, stood out conspicuously from all the rest of them.
It began to have a wider public and to exert influence
outside the Romagna. The Avanii, the official Socialist
daily, began to quote it often and not seldom became
drawn into vehement but amicable controversy with
its editor. The name Mussolini came to be known.
“ Mussolini says this ”’—*“ Mussolini says that.”

Mussolini claimed that his paper was not “a mere
weekly pabulum—no, it was the Party, the flag, a living
soul.”

The ideal must be first or nowhere. Certainly the
official party, then reduced to * timid revolutionaries,”
was only a “corpse on the stage of Italy’s political
comedy,” and perhaps the only thing to do was to bury
it. Or, to take a less drastic view, it was “a great
firm going bankrupt,” and it was his task to point out
ferpef:ually its impotence and bankruptcy. None the
ess, Socialism itself remained something different;
“ rough, rude, made up of violent contrasts; a war, and
in war, woe to the merciful! ”’—a return must be made
from this “revised and correct Socialism which no
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longer frightens anyone, and is mere humanitarianism,
to the Socialism I dream of, a terrible, grave, sublime
Socialism; only at this cost can it again become a Land
Promise, not a business affair, not a game for politicians,
nor a dream for the romantic; not a sport, but a force
for moral and material regeneration and perhaps the
greatest drama that ever agitated collective humanity.”

And what was it to achieve ? “ The building of a
bridge from the animal to the human man, 2 bridge from
the primeval to the modern, a bridge by which humanity
could pass from the struggle for life to the intention to
live.,” It is true that *“ bread comes before the alphabet,
but after bread must come the alphabet: only thus can
the human element be developed which can bring the
idea to realization, after the hard work of industrial
purification.”

These doctrines called down on Mussolini’s head 2
torrent of abuse. The leading article of a hostile news-
paper passed from the mild epithets of “ sly rogue ” to
calling him a maniac, a scoundrel, an underhand intriguer,
winding up with the term “ disgusting reptile.” The
old-world journalism of quiet old Romagna had little to
learn from the Tennessee of Mark Twain! Mussolini
answered in the Lotta di Classe that he had nothing to
hide or be ashamed of, that he wanted neither popularity
nor votes and that he dared to tell the brutal truth even
to his persecutors.

There is no special originality in his ideas as to the
practical realization of Socialism, except perhaps in their
detachment from Marxism; he did not accept the Marx-
ian view of materialism nor of anti-capitalist economics,
and he recognized the fallacy of Lassalle’s * bronze
law.” What interested him as a Latin was the moral
and ethical side of the ideal society of the future. He
therefore drew nearer to the apostles of Latin communism,
of the Italian Philip Buonarroti, of the French terrorist
Babeuf, of Blanqui and the great Proudhon, and the
brief experiment of the Paris Commune—nearer, above
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CHAPTER XXII

THE ADVOCATE OF ‘‘ DIRECT ACTION

Mussohni’s Heresies—" Direct Action” 1 practice—Mussolini,
the Mayor and the Milk—Mussolim and the Tripoli Expedition—
His Alleged Misdemeanours—Five Months’ Impnsonment—
The Reggio Congress—Mussolini becomes Editor of the 4vanti—
Roccagorga.

OW and again there has appeared in the Popolo
N d’Italia a notification to all the countless Fascist
newspapers and periodicals to the effect that copies of
them should be sent to Mussolini to his private address.
His house is full of them. Now that he 1s at the head of
the Government, as formerly when he was editing his
great daily, he opens and examines every one of these
journals and some of them he reads carefully.

Better than anyone else he recognizes the value of the
little local forge, often humble enough—he knows how
it may shape minds and animate ideals. In adecentra-
lized land like Italy these provincial centres of public
opinion count for more than in countries like England
and France taking their cue largely from the Capital.

In the period with which we are now dealing it often
happened that little Forli would become the seat of a
heresy frowned upon by the official Socialism of Rome
and Milan, and that the Anti-Pope of the Lorta di Classe
would battle with the pontiffs consecrated by the ecu-
menical councils of the Party in those two cities. At the
Milan congress of 1910 Mussolini, as he himself records,
delivered a speech so heterodox that he was surprised
that he was not stoned! He took a definite stand against
Parliamentarianism in all its forms, scoffed at all the talk
about the elections, and condemned the so-called &locs
or party compacts under 1izhich the Socialists should
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co-operate with other parties for the sake of winning
seats in Parliament. He was all for revolution, for
direct action, without compromise. At Reggio Emilia,
in the Congress of 1912, he was to take a stronger line
still, routing the leaders of the Party and grasping the
reins in his own hands, and the control of the Avanti
into the bargain.

At Forli itself, he was not content to preach direct
action—he put it in practice. When, for instance, a
public meeting was held there on one occasion to con-
sider the question of the rise in the price of milk and the
usual stereotyped speeches were being made, he intro-
duced an entirely new element into the discussion.
“ The price of milk,” he declared, * which is a necessary
of life for the weak and the ailing, for children and for
the old, must be within the means of all. It musz be!
Therefore, let's have no more talk about it! Come
with me! ”

And, followed by the crowd, who were hypnotized
rather than convinced, he marched across the piazza,
burst through the line of troops there drawn up, and,
calling upon the rest to await him outside, made his way
into the ancient palace of the Town Hall, accompanied
by four or five others, and into the presence of the Mayor.
He did not waste words upon that worthy official.
What was wanted, he intimated, was an undertaking that
there should be an immediate decrease in the price of
milk. Failing that, the Mayor and Aldermen would
find themselves thrown out of the balcony into the
piazza !

Who was it who said that the ideal form of govern-
ment was ‘‘ un despotismo corretto dalla defenestrazione ” **
As it happened, the Forlivesi of the fifteenth century
had actualgr “ corrected " the evil tyranny of their ruler,
Manfredo degli Ordelaffi, by throwing him into that very
piazza from the height—and it was a considerable height

1; ‘* Defenestration “—throwing out of the window. The word isa very
0. one,
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—of that very balcony. The historical precedent seemed
to the Mayor to outweigh accepted economic ideas as
to supply and demand. He came to a prompt decision
and those economic ideas were set aside instanter.

It was in September, 1911, that the Government of
Signor Giolitti organized the military expedition which
disembarked at Tripoli and which proceeded to effect
the occupation of Libya.

Two years earlier, Austria had thrown the first match
into the proverbial powder-magazine of the Balkans.
The annexation of Bosnia-Herzogovina gave the signal
for further inroads on the possessions of the Sick Man,
the “ spoiling ” of whom was to lead eventually to so
terrible a cost for Europe. Bismarck was no longer alive
to hold the Austrian Government in check and the Ger-
man Kaiser had forgotten his warning that the whole of
Eastern Europe was not worth * the bones of a single
Pomeranian Grenadier.” Germany had encouraged
Austria in her territorial aggrandisement, and in order
to maintain good relations with their ally the Central
Powers had agreed to give Italy a free hand on the
Libyan coast.

I remember those days well, when a few of the
faithful met in the famous salon of Anna Kuliscioff in
Milan. She was a great woman, with the hard brilliance
and many-sidedness of a diamond. Amongst those who
gathered round her were Turati and Treves. Though
still beautiful in face and figure she bore the marks of
Russian, French and Italian prisons and still more of the
sufferings she had undergone in a Lithuanian village,
where she, the eighteen-year-old daughter of rich parents,
shared the squalor and the wretched food of the peasants,
and sowed the seeds of the arthritis which crippled her
in later years. A mystic to the depths of her Russian
soul, she was yet, like most Russians, sharp and hard
in driving a political bargain. She was content to
influence events from behind the scenes, and though she
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dominated men she was content to leave to them the show
and trappings of power. Her high ideals and immense
pride kept her free from petty vanity. She was destined
to see the ambitions of her whole life thwarted by the
mediocrity of the men through whom she worked.
There was a dramatic dispute between Anna Kuliscioff,
Turati and Treves (then the editor of the Avan#) on
the night of the landing in Tripoli.

Treves, who was always reacgr to split hairs and always
plausible, maintained that it was more than ever necessary
to support Giolitti. Only Socialist support could hold
Giolitt1 to a Liberal home policy favourable to Socialism
and moderate his ambitions in Africa. If the Socialists
were to abandon him there would be nothing to restrain
him, and he would be driven into a colonial policy of
extreme reaction. This was the way in which they
reasoned in Socialist circles. Bent on vote-catching
intrigues and on securing parliamentary influence,
Treves beamed with enthusiasm at the thought of being
able to support his beloved Giolitti.

Thurat, as ever, did not of course know his own mind.
The paralysis.of will habitual to him, and his intellectual
indolence, made him incapable of coming to any important
decision, whether political or moral. He was never a
politician, and had neither the intellect nor the character
necessary to lead a young and revolutionary party.
On this occasion he inclined to Treves’s view of the case.
It is always easier to support a policy than to oppose it.

But Anna Kuliscioft went off ata tangent. Delivering
herself of one of her finest efforts, she pulverized poor
Treves, nor did she spare Turati: * You understand
nothing at all about it, IﬂPiIippinoI ” she cried.

The next day Avanti came out with a magnificent
article in which it was declared that the Socialist party,
confronted with the Tripolitan adventure, would go over
to uncompromising opposition to the Government.
To give Treves his"due, no one could fence more bril-
liantly than he could. How often the article in the morn-



172 THE LIFE OF BENITO MUSSOLINI

ing edition called forth our admiration for the way in
which he confuted his own propositions of the night
before!

A very different view was taken of the matter by
the young editor of Forli. He did not share those
objections against every kind of war of conquest or
colonization which go normally with the democratic and
humanitarian philosophy of reforming Socialists. The
rest of us condemned the expedition on principle as an
act of violence, opposed as we were to violence in every
form. We were the victims, however, of 2 misguided
idealism. So we were to learn from experience. Woe
to the people and the nation who will not be taught by
this master !

A disciple of Blanqui, of Nietzsche and of Sorel, in
short a ferritilista, the heretic of Forli felt no super-
stitious horror of warfare in general. It was only on
grounds of political strategy that he disapproved of the
Libyan adventure. Events were to justify only too
completely the prophetic words which he printed on the
3oth of September, 1911.

“ Italy,” he wrote, * initiates to-day a new epoch of
her history, an epoch of uncertainty, pregnant with many
unknown Perils. War is almost always a prelude to
revolution.”

As for opposing the enterprise, if there was to be any
opposition at all, it should be unrestricted in its nature
and revolutionary. For himself, he harboured no
illusion as to what could be reckoned on from the Italian
people. They were not ripe for revolution. All they
could be looked to for was shouting. He put the matter
to the test and the crowd that gathered to listen to him
and to cry Viva la Revoluzione ! vanished in a2 moment
at the sight of the mounted troops sent to put down
disorder.  All he could do was to shout “‘ Figliacchi ! —
* Cowards "’—as they took to their heels.

However, with the backing of a few of the more
venturesome spirits, he did eventually succeed in doing
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enough to incur the disapproval of the authorities, and
presently we find this long list of accusations drawn up
against him :

That on September 24, 1911, at a public meeting he
incited the crowd to do all they could to impede the
military expedition to Tripoli, and to proceed to the
piazza and offer violent resistance to the public authorities
and set up barricades and wage civil war, abandoning
mere protests and embarking on immediate and ener-
getic action by means of a general strike of an insur-
rectionary character, thus involving the perpetration of
the following misdemeanours :

(1) Resistance to the public authorities and action
of violence against public officials.

(2) Violent interference with the freedom of men
called under arms; resistance to the authori-
ties ; actions of violence against public officials.

(3) The closing by violent means of industrial
businesses and factories with resultant cessation
of work.

(4) The stoppage by violent means of the tramways
of the Romagna, together with the upsetting of
the cars and the goods carried on them and the
damaging of the lines.

(5) Damaging telephone lines.

(6) Damaging the State telegraph lines by pulling
down poles and breaking, and taking away of,
wire.

(7) Forcing by violent means the stopping of a
locomotive.

(8) Placing a telegraph pole across a railway-line
with danger to an express train.

All these misdeeds were alleged to have been done at
Forli during the days of September 25, 26 and 27.
Not many Prime Ministers, I imagine, can lay claim to
such a record !

The only charge which he repelled—and that with
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vehemence—was the last. This, he felt, was a charge
of inhumanity and wickedness, unworthy of a fighting
man.

His reply to the accusations generally was as follows :

“ The declaration of a general strike at Forli was made
independently of the action set on foot by me. The
proletariat of Forli have no regard for me.

“When I declare myself in favour of saborage, 1
mean, in accordance with my theories, economic sabozage,
which is not to be confused with barbarity.* I may
approve of the cutting of the telegraph wire as a form of
protest but I condemn the placing of the pole across the
railway-line with a view to derailing the train, because
the train which was to pass was neutral. Saborage,
according to me, ought to have a moral bearing.

“ At the station I exerted myself to prevent the
crowd from forcing its way into the telegraph office.

“1 fell and was injured by a blow from a sabre.
The violence offered by the crowd was caused by the
aggressive attitude of the police force.”

As for the public meeting of the 25th, he declared
that his speech at it had been * historical, geographical
and illustrative.” Init he had used the words :  Between
us Socialists and the Nationalists, there is this difference
of view : they want a vast Italy ; what I want is an Italy
well cultivated, rich and free. I should prefer to be a
citizen of Denmark rather than a subject of the Chinese
Emperor. I took my stand, then, on love of country.
I may have been a little incoherent in my remarks, for I
have been accused of having shown a weakness for
nationalism. If I had wished to take a strictly inter-
nationalist and revolutionary line I should, in reflecting
on the Libyan Expedition, have rejoiced after the
fashion of the Christian over the decadence of the Roman
Empire : ¢ What matters it to me that the Empire is
falling into ruins, as upon these ruins will rise the Cross
of Christ ?” I should have had to go on to say : * And

* Mussolini uses the word Vandaltsmo.
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if official Italy is going to embark upon a venture which
will cost her blood and treasure she will be the less able
to offer resistance to the dissemination of our ideas and
to the blows dealt her by the revolution.” But, because
I am an Italian and love the land in which I was born
and whose language I speak, therefore in my capacity
as a good Italian citizen I expressed, on the basis of
economic and geographical facts, my opinion that this
enterprise was calculated to injure gravely the interests
of the nation, with which are bound up indissolubly the
interests of the proletariat. I have written and said
what I have written and said because the Italy I want to
see, the Italy I would love, is one which would strive
to fulfil the duty which now at last is recognized : the
duty of freeing her children from economic and moral
impoverishment. :

“1I deny and reject the accusations of complicity in
the acts of vandalism perpetrated by the mob.

“ And now I conclude.

“I conclude like that philosopher who had inscribed
on the door of his house the words: ‘ Who enters
does me a pleasure, who does not enter does me an
honour.”

“ In the same spirit, I say to you, Gentlemen of the
Tribunal, that if you acquit me you will do me a pleasure,
because you will restore me to my work and to society.
But if you condemn me you will do me an honour because
you find yourselves in presence not of a malefactor,
but of an asserter of ideas, of an agitator for conscience’
sake, of a soldier of a creed which calls for your respect
in that it bears within itself the visions of the future
and the great strength of the truth.”

Five months’ imprisonment are not enough to make a
martyr of a man. Coming as they did, however, on top
of so many previous periods of imprisonment, they were
a not inconsiderable hardship. All the more remarkable
for those who know Mussolini’s insatiable love of
action, was the peaceful serenity with which he always
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carried himself throughout his various trials. He
faced verdicts without hesitation or weakness. In the
trial of two years later, in connection with the Rocca-
gorga affair of which we shall talk presently, it was the
same.

I myself was not present at that Congress at Reggio
Emilia in 1912, at which gentle, amiable Leonido
Bissolati, together with his sympathizers among the
Socialist leaders, met defeat at the hands of the man who
was thenceforth to take the leading rdle in their place.
My husband, who was there, and who, having long been
one of Bissolati’s admiring supporters, voted with
reluctance on the side of the victor, thus described to me
in a letter the formidable new-comer : “a wonderful
young man, i{)arc of figure, hard, fiery, most original,
with occasional bursts of eloquence ; a man with a great
future before him. You will see that he is destined to
dominate the Party.”

I had another account of him from Anna Kuliscioff :
“ He is nothing of a Marxist,” she declared, “ nor is he
really a Socialist at all. He has not the mentality of a
scientific Socialist. Nor is he really a politician. Heisa
sentimental poetaster who has read Nietzsche.”

At a later date, I came to feel that there was some
truth in these words. At the time Mussolini’s dramatic
appearance upon the scene set me thinking rather of
those legendary heroes who would make their way in
rusty armour and wearing unknown devices into some
great royal tournament and, in joust after joust, unhorse
the proudest knights and, without ever raising their
visor, accept the coveted prize of shield or coat of mail
or splendid charger, and then, their identity still un-
guessed, spur back into the unknown like some Amadis
of Gaul.

But, to tell the truth, when I first came to know him,
I could discern nothing about him either of the jousting
knight or of the poet. He put me in mind rather of
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Savonarola, by reason of the strange fanatical glint in
his eyes and by the imperious look about his nose !

Claudio Treves was among the * Reformist”
Socialist leaders who fell in that congress, but instead
of Mussolini being installed at once in his place as
editor of the Avanii, the post was given at first to an
absurd nonentity among the * Revolutionary * Socialists,
one Giovanni Bacci; this state of things, however,
could not last, and in December, 1912, Bacci was
replaced by the real protagonist in the fray.

I had been until then the art critic of the journal.
Belonging as I did to the Reformist section of the
Party I felt called upon to resign : art, it seemed to
me, would count for nothing in the programme of the
Revolutionaries. The new editor, however, pressed me
to remain on and to deal with other matters, leaving
pictures and statues alone. Treves was no longer
suffered to contribute his gracefully-written screeds.
“ The political articles of the newspaper which I edit,”
declared Mussolini, ““shall be written by myself.”
And write them he did. Rough, downright, vigorous,
slashing. There was no longer a trace in our columns
of the philosophical relativism, the fencing and oppor-
tunism, of the Reformist. Behind every word one felt
the man, the whole man, putting his whole soul and
body into everything he said. Where Treves wrote
“ Perhaps,” or, like Montaigne, ““ Que sais-je 2 this
new leader-writer maintained “ Es muss "—"“ it skall be.”
What the Party wanted, he declared, was nerve and
vigour and martial ardour. It was sunk in a slough of
bourgeois Freemasonry.

Between Mussolini and Freemasonry there was a
feud of old standing.

Freemasonry, as embodied in the Carbonari of
Mazzini’s day and earlier, had produced the earliest
apostles of the idea of Italian unity and its earliest
martyrs ; but that stage was past and the catacombs.

M
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had changed into the conventicles of the arrivistes.
For Mussolini’s eyes Freemasonry had no longer any
charms, either in its humanitarianism, equalitarian,
democratic, international, fine in itself, but sunk into a
fetish, or in its secret bonds of union between all its
“ brothers,”” or in its banal and vulgar anti-clericalism,
or in the monstrous religious symbolism of its esoteric
rites. Its pretences of secrecy above all repelled him.
Anything that so much as savours of the secretive, the
concealed, the surreptitious, is hateful and horrible
to Mussolini.

The conflict between him and the Freemasons ended
in his victory. At the Congress of Ancona he had it
proclaimed that Socialists must no longer be Freemasons.
Eight years later, in 1922, the same rule was enforced
for Fascists.

In a very short period the circulation of the Avansi
sprang up from 40,000 to 100,000. There was no
resisting the spell of Mussolini’s writing. It was not
always correct, it was not polished, it was not fanciful or
brilliant, but it was concise, nervous, pregnant, novel.
It was “ direct action ” in another form. In those years,
in the villages and in the market-places of Southern
Italy, things were happening daily which were not
painful merely but disgraceful. Southern Italy lagged
behind the’ North. Men were still struggling there
against starvation wages—striving to raise themselves
above squalor and misery. But our Socialist leaders
had had no care for that poor, ignorant, agricultural
South, where there were no factories with workers to
organize, wages to raise, parliamentary seats to win.
And the Southern landowners did not know how to
fight their own battles. They conceived of no other
defenders than Pope, Governor, soldiers, police. It was
a return to the medieval jacgueries : on the one hand,
ignorance, haughtiness and cupidity; on the other
ignorance, exasperation, fanaticism. . . . With the mad-
ness of desperation the crowd threw themselves on the .
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soldiers. Shots were fired—there were cries and shouts
—the whole piazza was red with blood.

In January, 1913, the editor of the Avanti, referring
to an exceptionally violent affray of this kind, wrote in
words athrill with indignation: “Is it, then, possible
that in this Italy which we think of as a great paragon
of all that is civilized, unarmed old men are being shot
down and pregnant women and babes are being
destroyed? And that when the poor of Roccagorga
appeal for drains and doctors, and water and light, the
Government, which has no money for such things,
sends thither carabiniers and drowns the protest of the
people in blood. The day will come when the mob
will itself impose a check, reacting against homicidal
violence, avenging, not merely metaphorically, nor with
ballot papers, their dead, their massacred, and the cruel
mockery of the lying Government and the conniving
judiciary.”

And he pursued the campaign in another vehement
article :

“ Assuredly, for all those who have an idyllic,
Arcadian, pacifist conception of Socialism, for all those
who believe in the dogma of the inviolability of human
life (for us life is not the only good, it is not an end in
itself but a means : Sandor Petofi sang—"‘/z wita mi
é cara, I’amore ancor piz, ma per La liberta Ii do entrambi I’*
He who assigns an absolute value to the life of man con-
demns the world to stand still)—for all those Socialists
who are endowed with the time-honoured sensibility
of the Christians, a cry such as ours may seem a blas-
phemy.

“ But it is not.

“ It is logical. It is socialistic. It is humane.

“The inevitability which we affirm in regard to
massacres generally does not make it impossible to

* ' Life is dear to me, love dearer still, but I would give them both for
liberty."”
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proclaim the possibility and the duty of eliminating the
special and national causes of these massacres which
thus periodically stain with blood the towns and country-
side of Italy.

“ We have deplored the  terrible blindness * of the
dominating classes who, instead of foreseeing and pre-
venting, merely repress. And we have said that it was
necessary to bring rural Italy (the thousands of Rocca-
gorgas and Verbicaris scattered about throughout our
peninsula) to more human conditions of life; that is to
say, to reduce to the minimum the special causes of that
which we have called the ‘classical > Italian massacre
because it is dealt out to, and has always been dealt out
to, unarmed crowds which rise in revolt not to overthrow
Governments, but to obtain that which for more than a
century has been the patrimony of all civilized countries.

“. . . Therefore, we point out to the ruling classes
of Italy their definite duty. At bottom, this work of
ours, which seems to official eyes a work of negation
merely, is really most valuable in so far as it spurs on the
Government to take thought for the future. If the
Government cannot do so, or does not know how to do
so, so much the worse for it | ”’

It is the Socialist who is speaking, indubitably, but
the tones are the tones of the individual man, the patriotic
Italian, wounded in his national pride.

It is pleasing to me to be able to reproduce this
utterance of ten years ago, in connection with certain
words pronounced quite recently by the Fascist leader.
In July, 1924, he showed himself the same man, the same
Italian. It will have been noted that the editor of the
Avanti indulged in no high-sounding language about
“liberty ” and “ oppression.”” Drains, doctors, water,
light—these were the things, he said, which the people
of Roccagorga wanted the Government to give them.
What they agitated for were “ more human conditions
of life,” not an upsetting of the Government. And he
asserted boldly their right to resort to arms if necessary,
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their right to kill before they themselves were killed—
“ 4l diritto di uccidere prima di esseri uccidi.”

In this sentence we have the gist of the Fascist
theory of that form of violence which Mussolini calls
“ legitimate ” only when it is “ necessary, loyal and
surgical.” And in it, also, we have the gist of his pro-
gramme of Government. “ The people,” he declared
in July, 1924, ‘“ on the innumerable occasions when I
have been face to face with them and have spoken with
them close at hand . . . have never asked me to free
them from a tyranny which they do not feel because it
does not exist; they have asked me for railways, houses,
drains, bridges, water, light, and roads.”

And after the assassination of Matteotti, Mussolini’s
first utterance in an address to the Grand Council of the
Fascists was one of vehement impatience with the storm
which then broke out, because it prevented him from
applying himself to the task of “ordinary administra-
tion "—the only task which he regarded as vital and
essential, that of giving the people what they really wanted
and were asking for, bridges, water, roads.

It was in the Spring of 1914 that Mussolini and his
associates on the Avanti were put on their trial for
their action regarding the Roccagorga incident. I was
present, my husband being the leading counsel for the
accused. There were many brilliant speeches in court,
but that of Mussolini was a thing apart.

He rejoiced personally that the case was to be heard
_ in Milan, “ the brain of Italy,” for it was of importance
that Milan should learn that the Italy which Alfredo
Niceforo twenty years previously had spoken of as
“ Italia barbara contemporanea’ was in existence still.

“Now, I do not feel regret,” he said, ‘“and shall
never feel regret at having written those articles when the
telegraph brought me news of those events. It was my
desire that the unfortunate people of Roccagorga
should realize that, side by side with them, unfortunate



182 THE LIFE OF BENITO MUSSOLINI

Italians that they were, there lived other Italians who
understood all their misery. And I would like the social
significance of this discussion to be taken to heart alike
by those in Italy who govern and by those in Italy who
allow themselves to be governed.”

Mussolini proceeded to appeal to the jury to acquit
the manager of the A4vanti, taking the entire responsi-
bility for its utterances upon himself. * All the thunder-
bolts of the law,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ ought to fall upon my
head.” Not only was he not innocent of the crime,
he was a “recidivist ”” and would probably commit the
same crime again—in fact it would be almost a point
of honour with him to do so. Moreover, he had not
found prison life intolerable. There was a Russian
proverb to the effect that to be a complete man one
should have spent four years in a public school, one at a
university, and two in prison. “ And now,” he said in
conclusion, “‘ I will make a suggestion which I should
not submit to a bench of magistrates in their robes, for
they could not be expected to be intelligent men—or,
at least, intelligent enough, and unprejudiced enough,
to take in the truth and full beauty of affirmations which
may seem paradoxical. I will say to you that you ought
to acquit us, not because we have not committed the
offence, but because we /4ave committed it, and because
we promise to commit it again | Imagine an Italy in
which thirty-six millions of citizens should all think in
the same way as though their brains were all cast in the
same shape! Why, you would have a madhouse or rather
a realm of utter boredom and imbecility. The King
himself, faced by thirty-six millions of monarchists,
would feel the need of insisting on the existence of a
Republican, just as the dogs of Acqisgrana, according to
Heinrich Heine, prayed for the footprint of the
foreigner that might bring a note of change into the
monotony of their lives. It is necessary that side by
side with those who cry ‘ No! No!’ there should be
those who cry ‘ Yes! Yes !’—side by side with those
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CHAPTER XXIII

MUSSOLINI, THE “‘ AVANTI "’ AND THE “‘ UTOPIA "’

A Mussolini maxim : A Hierarchy* must culminate in a Pin-Point—
On Parhiamentarianism—Mussolini's tragic bent—The Founding
of Ulopia.

N Milan, while editing the Avans during the pre-war
I period, Mussolini lived the isolated life customary
to him at all stages of his career. The ordinary Socialist
gatherings with their futile chatter had, naturally, little
attraction for himj and he has never believed in making
too many acquaintances. What was the good of bur-
dening oneself with purposeless social ties which inevit-
ably must be loosened when he should attain the heights
whose atmosphere he already breathed in anticipation—
heights upon which there is no such thing as equality ?
“ Pari, no! mai ! Mussolini declares to-day : ‘“ Pars
nessuno con chi rappresenta il governo dello stato”—
“Equal, no! Never ! With him who represents the
Government of the State no one may claim equality.”

This is a principle on which Mussolini takes his
stand absolutely. If, on occasions when King Victor
is being greeted by the public, some individual in the
crowd directs his acclamation towards the Prime Minister
personally rather than towards his Sovereign, those large,
dark eyes glare angrily in disapproval. On the other
hand, when the Confederation of Labour, at its Congress
of 1923, debated the question of * collaboration ” with
the Government, Mussolini was quick to intimate that
he would gladly welcome any kind of collaboration,
whether from individual * experts,” or from groups-and

* The word Gerarchia, here rendered “* Hierarchy,” might be translated
* Organization,” but as Mussolini’s use of it iS somewhat rhetorical
“ Hierarchy * seems more suitable.

184
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associations, but that he could treat with them only
as his technical advisers and consultants and only in a
subordinate position. There could be no question of
his inviting them into ‘ deliberate collaboration” on a
footing of equality. Supreme authority, he holds, rests
with the State always and in everything. ‘‘ A Hierarchy
must culminate in a pin-point ”’—is a maxim of his; by
which he means that the men at the top must be at the
very top—they must havea free hand: whether in a State
or in an Army it is impossible without confusion and dis-
order to have two authorities on the same footing.

How great an innovation was involved by the taking
up of such an attitude can be gauged by those who know
to what a low standing the Italian State had fallen
latterly and who are familiar with the story of Signor
Giolitti’s methods when in power. To us young
Reformists, dissatisfied with our leaders, what seemed
urgent was to secure the entry of new men of a better
type into political life, men representative of the new
classes and of unblemished repute, not men of genius
but serious students of the problems of the day.
Mussolini, more far-seeing, knew better how to prepare
for the future, husbanding his resources and keeping
himself and his associates untouched by corrupting
influences. You do not freshen overripe pears by
putting fresh pears among them. What happens is that
the fresh pears go rotten. And you do not pour new wine
into old bottles. The line of least resistance was not
Mussolini’s way. He had no belief in methods called
conciliatory but in effect demoralizing. *‘ Break, but
do not bend,” was his motto.

In 1913, Signor Turati sang dithyrambs over the
granting of universal suffrage and reproached Mussolini
with his lack of enthusiasm over it. ‘“ We do not make
much of it in the Avanzi,” he replied, *‘ because we are
restrained from doing so by shame. Had universal
suffrage been won by us we should have good reason
to exalt it and ourselves. But it has been bestowed upon
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us, and only poor wretches of beggars utter hymns over
charities obtained from their masters.”

For therest the granting of universal suffrage left him
on the whole indifferent or hostile. An anti-Parliamen-
tarian by nature, he has expressed himself on the subject
of Parliament with hatred and disgust—I had almost
said with rancour. Apropos of Parliamentarianism he
himself wrote in the Lotta di Classe :

“ We prefer quality to quantity. We prefer to the
obedient and uncomplaining flock who follow the
shepherd but break away at the first cry of ‘ Wolf,’
the small and resolute and courageous nucleus who have
found a reason for their faith, who know what they want
and who advance straight to the goal.”

Success in the elections was, of course, all to the
good, but it was only a means to an end. It was above
all with a view to propagating their ideas that he and his
associates entered into the electoral contests. It was not
through parliamentary successes that the great battle
would eventually be won but in the market-place and
nowhere else l—in piazza e non altrove !

The ““slackness”” which characterized the pre-war
life of Italy was repugnant to Mussolini’s mind, with its
bent towards things great and grand. Probably he
scented the coming tragedy and was beginning un-
consciously to make ready for it with that amor fasi
which is characteristic of lofty natures. Public life
to him was a thing serious and tremendous, not a farce
or a comic opera. Strenuous are the demands of the
proletariat, and strenuous must be the ruling classes in
replying, in defending the State and above all in com-
manding. Only by determined action on both siaes,
carried to the point of conflict, can the masses and the
classes be educated. Italians in spite of violent partisan-
ship tend to scepticism and to a kind of superficial
toleration against which Mussolini revolted.

*“ In short,” he said, “we want to force the Socialists
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to be Socialists, and the bourgeois to be bourgeois. This is
not the paradox it seems, We do not wish to tone down
but to deepen the antagonism between the two. This
antagonism is beneficent. It keeps us continually upon
a war-footing. It forces us to keep a watch over our-
selves, to improve and to control ourselves ; the
bourgeoisie, as the result of our pressure upon it, will have
to overcome its sloth and inertness and to get new lite
into itself in order to sustain our attack, or else it will
perish. Don’t rub off the angles, therefore, don’t
temper the antitheses. From the clash of two stones
there issues a spark ; out of the forces in opposition
will take shape the better forms of the social equilibrium.”

Although his speech was direct and unrhetorical it
was with prophetic instinct that he went on to talk of
“ the blood-bath necessary for the Italian proletariat,”
to rouse it from its degeneracy.

To the careful observer, Mussolini’s standpoint was
then what it is still ; his was already a tragic bent.
The only change is that, whereas he was then attacking
the State, he has now captured the position, so that he
can devote his powers to the objects which he was
formerly opposing. It is of no consequence that among
the attacking party of to-day there are some of his
former companions in arms. They are irreconcilably
destructive by nature, either anarchists or malcontents
to whom all discipline is intolerable.

His own attitude is the same whether in attack or
defence : “ fight hard and to the bitter end.”

He who speaks out loud and stong in tones that ring
unmistakably of sincerity is bound always to find
listeners—and often followers. Mussolini’s fervid and
fierce idealism sent the circulation of the Avanti up by
leaps and bounds. Presently he indulged himself in the
luxury of founding, side by side with the great daily, a
little weekly review, at once serious and lively, for the
title of which he went to Sir Thomas More—Utopia :
he created it, he explained, per sentissi maggioramenti se
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stesso—as we may say, to abound the more in his own
self. :

To those who brought him the modest 10 lire which
were to cover the annual subscription and who asked for a
receipt he would reply a trifle roughly : ““ What’s all
this fuss about a receipt ? I haven’t got any receipt
forms ! This paper is all in my head. I'm doing the
whole of it and there’s not going to be any bureaucracy
about the way it’s done | ”

Nor would he condescend to any preliminary
announcement as to the * illustrious personages "’ to be
included among his contributors, as is the custom with
new journalistic ventures. The paper would speak for
itself,

And if, as a matter of fact, there were not to be very
many famous contributors, he saw to it that the articles
were marked by variety and originality and written with
zest and with thought. It was a stimulus to all of us
who worked on it to know that our most attentive reader
was the editor himself.

In one of the earliest issues, the aims and nature of the
little journal were thus set forth by Mussolini under the
heading, ““ The Desperate Adventure ” :

*“ Here I am able to talk in the first person singular,
Elsewhere I stand for the collective view of a Party—a
view which may be, and almost always is, my view also.
Here I stand for my own personal view, my Weltan-
schauung, and I do not trouble myself whether it agrees
or not with the average view of the Party. . . .

“Is it the case that Socialism is, from the stand-
point of the ideologist, a thing outworn ? Is it the case
that Socialism cannot lead to any new truth? . . . Is
it possible to give back a soul to this body ? A will to
this mass ? A new meaning to this dim faith ? I have
replied ‘ Yes’ to these questions. But I have never
cherished the vain illusion of being equal, alone and
unaided, to such an enterprise, which, if not a desperate
one, is certainly arduous. And therefore, I have
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CHAPTER XXIV

THE ‘‘ RED WEEK '’ AND AFTER

A Revolution which failed—The Awanti calls for a Truce—The
Coming of the Great War—Mussohni’s “ Order of the Day "—
The Two Kinds of Neutrality—Mussolini’s Change of Mind.

HE great tragedy which Mussolini had foreseen
broke out in August, 1914.

In Italy it was preceded by a brief prologue—a little
tragi-comedy it was to seem in the light of later events,
although at the time it was accompanied by affrays
which were violent and sanguinary enough.

Revolutions run two great risks from the start,
independently of those to be faced later : the risk of
succeeding so completely that opponents deny, and even
friends question, there having been any revolution at
all. This happened to Mussolini in 1922. The other
risk, graver because irremediable, is that of failure.
The “Red Week™ of 7-14 June, 1914, ended in
failure.

A revolution which fails becomes ridiculous. In
Milan, in Turin, in Bologna, and in all the other great
Italian cities—except to some extent in Florence and
Rome—the affair was restricted to a general strike,
which was kept up a long time and with much excitement.
But in what may be called the revolutionary region of
Italy—Ancona, Rimini, Forli, Ravenna, and their
provinces—improvised Committees of Action took the
reins of power, held up the small garrisons in their
barracks, sacked a few dairy-farms, stole a few hens and
burnt the doors of a few churches. In one placea General
was taken prisoner, conducted through the principal
thoroughfares in an automobile, and placed in custody

I90
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in an inn * pending further orders ” ; a few hours later,
when it was found that the Republic had not been
proclaimed either in Rome or in Milan, he was set at
liberty again. A laundress had been launching insults
at him through the spy-hole of the hall-door but that had
been the full extent of his sufferings.

The editor of the Avanti called for a truce. He did
so, not in the guise of a penitent. Far from it. He
asserted boldly then, as he had asserted in advance, that a
general strike did not seem to him, and had never seemed
to him, calculated to attain the objects immediately
in view. It was merely a manceuvre more likely to have
moral and spiritual effects than to achieve anything
tangible ; it would keep alive the revolutionary spirit
and habituate people to danger, make them realize what
danger was and make them welcome it. He derided that
tame type of Socialism which was disposed to dispense
with any revolutionary uprising for fear of failure.

These assertions, which might have sounded odious
in the mouth of anyone else, took on the aspect of gravy
propositions, to be considered -seriously—whether thee
should turn out to be true or false—by reason of the
courage and the consistency of the men who gave them
out. Mussolini practised what he preached. When he
exclaimed : “ Citizens of Milan | Occupy the market-
places | Socialists | To the Piazza del Duomo |”
he himself led the way. He was the first to arrive and
the last to go. Heedless of cavalry charges, he was to be
seen in the most conspicuous place, erect, motionless,
his arms folded, hurling forth his invectives with eyes
ablaze. Until his time our Socialist leaders had been
men of the desk and the study, in dread of tumults ;
they only faced them in committees from a sense of duty
when they were not to be escaped from. They dis-
approved instinctively, no less than on principle, of
everything in the nature of agitation. This new man,
Mussolini, showed himself a soldier, a fighting man.
1o sono un Capo che precede—I am a leader who takes the
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lead |—he was to proclaim later on 2 memorable occa-
sion.

While this comparatively harmless operetta was being
performed in Italy, there occurred at Serajevo the act of
violence which was to plunge the world into war. And
then—how swiftly l—the ultimatum !

In Rome there was nothing but bewilderment.
No one had foreseen the danger ahead—no one save
perhaps Ferdinando Martini, statesman and man of
letters, a keen-eyed Tuscan, and Baron di San Giuliano,
the Sicilian, member of a famous old family of diplo-
matists. In Milan, also, many of us were bewildered.
To orthodox Socialists, in particular, the idea of a new

reat war in Europe was unthinkable. I remember
with what feelings of quiet confidence we had watched
even the sensational incident of Agadir, although that
had brought us within an ace of a conflagration. Our
credulous placidity had not even been shaken in 1912
when Germany imposed immense new taxes to cover
her military preparations and without evoking a murmur
from her great industrialists—indeed, they paid down
their money with enthusiasm. So open and definite was
the threat that the eyes of all the rest of Europe must
have been blinded not to see it.

Moussolini, who, unlike the rest of the world, was
not taken unawares, struck a note of resolution from the
start. Italy should take no part in the war. Abbasso la
guerra!—“ Down with the War l—was the title of the
article in which as early as July 26th he proclaimed his
views. Absolute neutrality, he declared, was the only
possible attitude for Italy unless she wished to plunge to
her doom. There could be no question for a single
moment of going into the war on the side of Austria.
Man of action that he was, and has always been, he did
not content himself with writing. He called together
members of all kinds of  societies and groups repre-
sentative of the energies and resources of the nation,
and at specially summoned meetings held with closed
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doors he succeeded in carrying strangely-worded reso-
lutions threatening a general strike if the Government
showed any disposition to bargain with our treacherous
allies—a strike which should be seconded by all the
means at the hands of the Socialist Party.

“This is the Order of the Day of the Proletariat
and of the Socialist Party,” he declared in that article
in the Avanti for July 27th. *“If the Government,
despising the unanimous warning of public opinion,
throws itself into new adventures, the ¢ truce of arms’
proclaimed by us after the ‘ Red Week ’ shall be at an
end and we shall renew ‘our war’ with increased
audacity. Further, to co-operate with a view to circum-
scribing the war, seeing that it is now impossible to
prevent it, is a duty of the highest importance which
should be, and must be, undertaken by Italy, but it
must not attempt more. . . . The members of the Prole-
tariat are now on the alert. Tke moment Italy showed
inclination 1o break neutrality in order to back up the Central
Powers the Italian Proletariat would have but the one duty
—we say it out clearly and distinctly—ihat of rising in
rebellion 1

And he coined the phrase which was to make im-
possible all complicity ofP any kind with Austria : “ Our
neutrality must be absolute | N2 compari, né manutengoli
dell' Austria né della Germania—‘ Neither friends nor
accomplices of Austria nor of Germany |

A weighty and incisive speech was made by Signor
Ferdinando Martini at a meeting of the Council of
Ministers two or three'days later in which he put forward
the same view, supporting it not merely by arguments
based upon legal and diplomatic reflections and consider-
ations of foreign policy, but also on the ground that it
was demanded by the feelings of the people as expressed
by their most powerful organ, the Avansi.

The Government, thus influenced, proceeded to
R;Iociaim Italy’s neutrality, and, having done so, the

inisters, feeling that there was nothing left to do,
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turned their thoughts with relief to the subject of their
summer holidays.

The notion that Italy’s neutrality should be an
armed neutrality of a kind calculated to enforce respect
and to guarantee security never entered their heads.
It sounds incredible, but it is the truth, vouched for by
witnesses whose authority cannot be impeached, that it
was only about the 7th of September that Italy’s military
unpreparedness was taken into serious consideration by
the San Giuliano Ministry congregated at Fiuggi and
preoccupied with curing themselves of their sedentary
complaints. Signor Martini it was who brought home to
them the perils of the situation. Did the shade of the
great Messer Niccolo gaze down upon them sardonically,
reflecting upon those admonishments given forth to
deaf ears centuries earlier—those warnings of what came
of a neutrality unarmed and impotent ?

It was on August 1st that the Belgian Socialist
Party—Anseele, the revolutionary, agreeing with Vander-
velde, the reformist—were impelled to make public
proclamation of the * indestructible solidarity ” of the
country and the right of conscientious Socialists to take
up arms in defence of Belgian soil. Franck, the Socialist
member of the Reichstag, died in the assault on Lune-
ville and by way of testament his last utterance was of
pride at having given his life “under arms for the
greatness of Germany.” The French Socialists were
all fighting.

The Avanti, face to face with the *“sudden and
unjustifiable aggression of Germany” and her “unheard-
of and lawless procedure,” welcomed and applauded
the decision of the Belgian Socialists to take up arms
against the “ mad and criminal ” exhibition of Prussian
and Pan-German militarism. To do so was but to act
like the private citizen who arms himself with a Browning
revolver to defend himself against the attack of robbers.
As to Italy, it declared : “ Let us envisage some simple
hypotheses. First, the German &/ loses the game and
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then Italy has nothing to fear. Secondly, the German
bloc wins all along the line ?gainst France, against
Russia, against Serbia. NOW,.I neutrality in Italy be
justified, as we believe, and if, nevertheless, Austria,
inebriated by her victories, should give signs (the hypo-
thesis is an unlikely one) of perpetrating a * punitive
expedition ’ against Venice, then—it is probable that
many of those who to-day are accused of anti-patriotism
would know how to do their duty.

“ This eventuality, however improbable, must be
taken into serious consideration. The first victims of
the invasion of a foreign army are not the townsmen,
who, when the country has been set aflame, have many
facilities for flight. The hardships of an invasion which
is not withstood fall upon the inhabitants of the country
districts. This explains the attitude of the Belgian and
French Socialists. A victorious invasion may have other
consequences : it may bring about a change—more or
less favourable—of social conditions in which the working
classes*should pursue their class war. We maintain that
this danger of reprisals on the part of the Central Powers,
should they be victorious, does not exist.

“ What conclusion is to be drawn? One only.
Italy must remain neutral. We Socialists, determined
opponents of the War, because it constitutes the strongest

roof of the co-operation of the classes and the extreme
orm of the spoliation of the proletariat, we Socialists
are for neutra]Ethy. This neutral position of ours which
is in accordance with our principles, finds also its pro-
found justification in the realities of the present con-
dition of things.”

War and Socialism were in his eyes things “ anti-
‘thetical and irreconcilable.” It was all-important, he
declared, not to evoke ““a state of mind ” which was
“ full of danger ”—to look realities in the face and not
to cherish “ illusions.”

The “state of mind ” against which he declaimed
was to prove to be his own. Those “illusions ” were
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to gather strength in his mind daily. He was soon to
be for intervention and against neutrality.

His state of mind was in truth a complex one.
It was not the Socialist in him that was for neutrality
and the Italian in him for war. Rather it was the
contrary. ‘The internationalist would have been ready
to plunge into the vortex with a view to bringing the
war to a speedy end, thus saving many lives and ending
in the re-establishment of those principles of right and
justice which had been so wickedly trampled upon.
But the patriot hesitated.

And the problem even became identified with the
very essence of the War—its aims and its probable
outcome.

In contradiction to the [/dea Nazionale, the organ
of the Nationalists, which clamoured for Italy’s entry
into the war on the side of the Central Powers and which
urged that only thus could the country serve its own
interests and achieve its own aggrandisement, Mussolini
scouted all such aspirations towards material great-
ness. Spiritual greatness, he insisted, was the essential
thing. . . .

%nc evening in September the Socialist Party in
Milan decided to hold a conference to consider the great
problem : Was it to be absolute neutrality or relative
neutrality 7 Three representatives of each school of
thought were to defend the alternative policies. As was
natural, Mussolini was chosen as the principal supporter
of absolute neutrality—the policy which he had advocated
until then. What a dramatic figure he cut as he stood
before us revealing his mind in all its nakedness | What
a contrast between his fiery frenzied utterance and
manifest anguish of mind upon this occasion and the
calmness and serenity that had marked his bearing when
I had seen him in police courts confronting sentences of
imprisonment ! What was now at issue was not his
personal comfort but a problem of conscience weighted
with the whole future of the country.
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He was seized with mistrust of himself, afraid of
his own inability to resist the fascination, inability to
keep his mind cool and well-balanced, and to judge the
pros and cons for Italy—for Jzaly, not for international
Socialism. He did, indeed, use these words: “In
considering this question we must remember that we
are Socialists,” but this was a phrase used manifestly
to satisfy his conscience ; the truth of the matter came
out immediately in the main proposition : “and from
the national point of view, remembering that we are
Italians.” When he had finished speaking, the Reformist
speaker who was to have opposed Eim displayed a certain
embarrassment and all he could say was that he could not
disagree with him.

From this moment Mussolini declared that he might
be in favour of war if the Western nations were in serious
danger.

“TIt would be absurd,” he said, “to judge all wars
alike. If it is a question of war on Austria-Hungary,
the Socialist party will not oppose it. Neutrality to the
East is one thing, to the West another. The point at
issue is to complete Italian unity.”

He declared it was not for Socialists to take the
initiative. In principle they were against “ War.” As
to the policy of the Avansi and the Party, it had several
objectives :

(r) It seeks to keep the proletariat free from the
influences of ideas foreign to its conscience and to its
class interest.

(2) It aims at neutralizing the bellicose tendencies
which would fain precipitate events, in obedience to
individual impulses. After the hard experience of
Libya, this * Socialist counterpoise” 1s perhaps
Providential. Presently it will be found to have been
~—patriotic.

3) It shows the Government the state of public
opinion so that they may take note of it in their
reckonings and deliberations.
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(4) It will persist in its agitation in the event, not
yet impossible, of an Italian intervention in favour
of the Austro-German bdloc.

The Revolutionary’s sense of reality did not permit
him, although he was not responsible for the Govern-
ment, to ignore the actual state of Italy’s military
preparations, from the patriotic stancg)omt—the same
standpoint, essentially, which he had adopted when
opposing the Libyan war., He had admitted then
explicitly what I had felt so clearly and with such deep
amazement on that evening of September the gth:
that he was taking his stand on the ground of the interests
of the nation from the moment he foresaw, and acquiesced
in, the possibility of a general mobilization of the army,
Later, still in the name of the party, he gave his tacit
approval to the calling up of the classes which should
sateguard Italian neutrality from possible reprisals from
a victorious Austria-Hungary.

“We then made the first important concession to
the realities of national history,” he declared. * We felt
that it would have been absurd to urge that Italy alone
should remain unarmed while the whole of Europe was
a forest of bayonets. . . . We admitted that we must
keep in readiness to defend ourselves from possible
Austro-Hungarian reprisals. This admission may lead
us far ; it may lead us, that is, to see that we must offer
practical resistance to that war which would free us for
ever from all possible future reprisals.

“ Absolute neutrality can be supported only with the
arguments of absolutism. It shuts its eyes to the differ-
ent and multiform realities of life and history and in its
ivory tower it holds itself aloof from the supreme prin-
ciples. It has, however, to confront two extremely
serious dangers : the threat on the one hand to  bottle
up’ the party, depriving it of all possibility and all
freedom of movement in the future. To mortgage the
future . . . uncertain, obscure, not to be foreseen, is an
extreme risk for a party which wants to combat and not
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merely to dream in comfort. On the other hand, to
prevent a war, it is necessary to overthrow the State by
means of a revolution. When ? Certainly not on the
eve of mobilization, but rather when the danger of a war
is first descried on the horizon. In Italy the right
moment would seem to be now. Are we willing to
embark on this enormous adventure to prevent a war ?

It is necessary to mark attentively the logical sequence
of ideas developed in this last—resolutely worded—
article in the Awvanti for October 10th, 1914. Its title,
“Dalla neutralité assoluta alla neutralita attiva e operante,”
indicates sufficiently the spirit of it; with it ended the
long mental crisis which had kept the future statesman
in a condition of perplexity, not only owing to the neces-
sity for casting aside the trappings of dogmas and of im-
mortal principles. No, those who see only this aspect
of him do not understand his real nature—the man
he really is at heart. 4 priori tenets never had sufficient
hold on him to stand in the way of a living contact with
realities.

Genuine Italian that he was, full-blooded and ra
of the soil;, Mussolini had declared himself clearly so
far back as August the §th when the Prussian avalanche
was sweeping down on Paris. In the columns of the
Avanti he had made to the inherited instincts of the race
the same appeal which had been issued in 1870 by the
Socialist Blanqui: “ Lz Patria é in pericolo! The
Germans have passed the Rhine and once again are
threatening civilization. . . . Oh, we the great Mediter-
ranean race, the race of fine, delicate forms, the ideal of
our species, we who have made to grow and blossom and
triumph all great thoughts, all generous aspirations:

IN PIEDI PER ILCOMBATTIMENTO FINALEI"*

No, on the solid ground of race and nation which he
had chosen by instinct, his difficulties arose. In Uropia
* ¢ To your feet for the last fight |
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he published an article by Mario Missiroli deprecating
the triumph of France and England and their Slav
allies as a danger to Italy. The future of the Adriatic,
of the Mediterranean was threatened—or again, What
danger might come from the great colonial Empires ?

On October 1oth, Mussolini wrote :

“ Do you believe that the State of to-morrow, Republi-
can or Socialist-Republican, will not make war if historic
necessities—internal or external-—make it necessary ?
And who will guarantee you that the Government resulting
from the revolution will not have to seek precisely in a war
its own baptism ? And shall you be against a war which
should safeguard your revolution, our revolution ? To
refuse to distinguish between war and war, and to pre-
sume to offer the same kind of opposition to all wars
is tc; give proof of a stupidity bordering upon the im-
becile.”

. The Red Army of the Soviets is there to justify the
prediction.

He concluded : ““ Actual events move forward with
accelerated rhythm. We have had the singular privilege
of living in the most tragic hour in the history of the
world. Do you want to be—as men and as Socialists—
inert spectators of this tremendous drama? Or do you
not want to be, in some fashion or other, its protagonists ?
Soctalists of Italy, listen : it has happened at times that
the letter has killed the spirit. Do not let us keep the
letter of the Party if that means killing the spirit of
Socialism 1" )



CHAPTER XXV

THE BREAK AWAY

Mussolini gives up the Awanti—The Socialist Meeting at Bologna—
Slanderous Rumours—The Popolo d’ Iialia and its est
Offices—The Final Break with the Party.

« § HEREBY resign irrevocably control of Avanti.
Free at last. Greetings.—Mussolini.”

I happened to be at a municipal sitting in Milan
when the Mayor, a Syndicalist-Socialist, received and
opened the telegram containing this characteristically
abrupt message.
~ The Mayor was visibly put out. * Benedets’ uomo, mi
dispiace ! " he exclaimed. Certainly our exfant zerrible
of a Chief was putting his leading associates in an
awkward fix. He had been the one to guide the Party,
and those masses of the people who regarded him with
feelings of fanatical adoration, towards the position of
“ absolute neutrality,”” on the ground of absolute aversion
from war ; and now, instead of gradually winning his
own public over to the new view to which he himself
had been converted, addressing them from his own
pulpit from which he could be driven by no one and
by nothing short of a new Congress specially called
for the purpose by the National Convocation—behold !
he had suddenly divested himself of all kind of authority
whatever.

He had acted so hastily that friends and foes alike
were startled. The only person whom I heard commend
his move was Signora Anna Kuliscioff. *‘ It is only by
such decisive and instantaneous actions,” she declared,
“ that you can get at the heart of the great public. Wise,
well-considered, cautious movements are of no avail.”

201
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In any case cautious movements were not for
Mussolini. He is not the man for gradual operations,
planned out far ahead. What he wants, he wants at
once. At the meeting of the leaders of the Party at
Bologna he had brought forward an order of the day
which, while affirming opposition on principle to the war,
went on to maintain that the formula of “absolute
neutrality ” had become too dogmatic in face of an
international situation growing continually more complex
and bristling with unknown factors. He ur%cd that it
would be wiser for the Party not to commit itself until they
could tell more clearly how events were likely to shape.

His Socialist colleagues refusing to go with him in
this matter, he declared that he was freed from his
* Shirt of Nessus.” ‘“ We Socialists,”” he went on,
*“ have never studied the problems of the Nation. The
International has never occupied itself with them.
Now the International has been laid in ruins by events.
It will come to life again, I predict, but now it is dead. . ..
It is certain that in the evolution of mankind the nation
represents a phase which we have. not yet passed.
National sentiment is a thing which exists and cannot be
denied. Therefore it is a Socialist problem and a human
problem. OQur intervention may be able to cut short
the war, thus saving a great number of victims. To
save hundreds of thousands of proletariat lives in France,
Germany, Austria, would be moreover a supreme proof
of international solidarity.”

On the day after his sudden and unlooked-for break
with the Avanti, to which he had bidden farewell *“ with
serenity, with pride, and with unaltered faith,” and from
which he had not wished to take with him a penny even
of the salary actually due to him, the governing body of
the Socialist Party chivalrously offered him a small
E}ortion at all events of the sum to which he was entitled.

hey urged him to accept at least a thousand lire to cover
the immediate needs of his family.
He refused.



THE BREAK AWAY 203

Strange rumours were set afloat during the agitated
days which followed. The ex-editor of the Avanti was
declared to have accepted money from France in order
to start a paper of his own.

Such reports disturbed his friends and sympathisers.
We knew him, of course, to be incapable of taking a sou
for himself ; but a man a-fire with a great project and
with the sense of an imperative call to fulfil it —who
could say but that in a2 moment of excitement he might
feel justified in availing himself of any means to his hand
for the purpose ? It was decided to acquaint him with
what was being said, for the slanders were calculated
to damage seriously both Mussolini himself and the
cause dear to us all. What was my surprise when I
saw the two tiny rooms furnished with only four tumble-
down chairs and a rickety table, in which the excellent
Alessandro Giuliani, who for many years had been
news-gossip on the Avanti and who had resigned with
Mussolini, was waiting for the return of his Chief.
Giuliani was pleased by my coming and honoured me at
once with his confidence by showing me a type-written
agreement embodying a contract for some advertise-
ments—the only economic preparation that had yet been
made for the issuing of the new paper. The contract
for these advertisements and a sum of 4,000 lire obtained
on a bill of exchange : such was the ““ Capital ” available !
Quite enough, Mussolini felt. There were only the two
fartorini to be paid at once and the printer and the paper-
merchant. As for the literary staff, those who were not
animated by the fires of enthusiasm could stay at home !

And so the new journal came into existence !

“ Audacia !’ was the heading Mussolini gave to the
first leading article in it. To either side of the proud
name of the paper, 1/ Popolo &’ Italia, stood two mottoes
Cki ha del ferro ha del pane, Blanqui, and La riveluzione é
un’ idea che ha trovato delle baionerte, Napoleon.*

* The mottoes mean, respectively : He who has a sword has bread
Revolution is an idea that has found bayonets to support it.
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Here are the editor’s first words :

“ On the morrow of the famous cecumenical meeting
at Bologna, at which—to use a somewhat solemn phrase
—1I was  burnt,”* but not refuted, I put before myself
the question which I am answering to-day by the creation
of this journal of ideas and of strife. I asked myself :
* Ought I to speak or to keep silent ? Should I do well
to retire to my tent like a wearied and disappointed
soldier, or is it not, rather, my duty to take up again,
armed with a different weapon, my post as combatant ?’
. . . Convinced as I am that time will prove me to have
been right, and that the proud dogma of absolute
neutrality will crumble to pieces like many other not less
venerable dogmas of Churches and of all the Parties—
buoyed up by this certainty which I had within me, I
was able to wait with a quiet conscience.”

Answering the accusations brought against him of
apostasy and desertion, Mussolini declared that the
future would show who really were the apostates and the
deserters.

“ If to-morrow there shall be a little more freedom
in Europe,” he went on, “and an atmosphere better
fitted for the development of the abilities of the prole-
tariat classes, the deserters and the apostates will seem
rather to have been those who at the moment when
action was called for held themselves indolently aloof.

“ Do we wish to drag out a miserable existence under
present conditions, content with this szarus guo of the
monarchy and the bourgeoisie, or do we wish instead to
break to pieces that wretched combination of intrigues
and cowardice ! May it not be that this is our hour ?
Instead of making ready to put up with the events
impending, is it not better to try to dominate them ?
The duty of Revolutionary Socialists—may it not be to
wake the sleeping consciences of the multitudes and to
throw some shovelfuls of quick-lime into the faces of
those dead—and there are many in Italy—who persist

* Druciato 1n the Italian.
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in the illusion that they are alive? May it'hot be to
cry : ‘We are for war |’ May it not be:in the’
present condition of things—much more revolutionary'”
than to cry ‘ abbasso ! e

“ These disturbing questions, to which I for one
have given my answer, explain the origin and the scoge
of the journal. I shall produce a journal which will be
independent, liberal in the extreme, personal. My
own ! For it I shall be answerable to my own conscience
and to no one else. I have no aggressive intentions
towards the Socialist Party or against the organs of the
Party in which I purpose to remain. But I am disposed
to fight against anyone who may try to prevent me from
criticizing freely an attitude which for various reasons I
regard as fatal to the national and international interests
of the proletariat.

“ And, resuming the march—after a halt which has
been brief—it is to you young men of Italy ; young men
of the offices and of the schools, young in years and youn
in spirit, young men of ths generation whose fate it has
been already to have begun to make history—it is to
you that I address my inaugural appeal.

“ This appeal, this cry, 1s a word that I would never
have uttered in normal times, but which I give out to-
day clearly and vigorously, without reservations, and with

full confidence : that one fearful and fascinating word—
WAR 1”7

I was not present at the subsequent great meeting
of the Socialist Party at which the former idol was
condemned and reviled. Those who witnessed the scene
declare that they recall with a thrill the sight of Mussolini’s
pallid face and formidable figure as he stood at bay,
the target for yells, hisses and imprecations. “Traditore !
Venduto! Sicariol”—" Traitor | Hireling | Assassin |”
—were among the names hurled at him every time he
attempted to speak. For long it was impossible for him

* Literally “ Down with!”
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CHAPTER XXVI

INTERVENTION

The Popolo d’ Ttaliz and its Innovations—The Corriere della Seva—
Filippo Corndoni—The Campaign for Intervention—Prince
Bilow's Offer—Giolitti’s Attitude—D’Annunzio enters the
Fray—Trumph.

““ Abbasso I"’Austria
E la Germania
Con la Turchia
In compagnial”

ROOPS of young men, arms linked, giving forth

these words resonantly, unceasingly, in a rhyth-
mical chant, like a marching song—why was it that the
effect was so impressive, so moving, unlike that of
any other popular demonstration I had ever witnessed
before ?

And by what instinct came it that the young demon-
strators maintained from the very first a discipline so
martial and austere ?

It was, in truth, the marching song of linterventismo,
the movement in favour of intervention. The procession
had started out from the great Galleria of Milan and soon
the refrain was to be heard in every section of the city.
The youths were not all of the bourgeois classes. The
broad-shouldered manual labourer, wearing his loose
cravat and turned-down collar, was to be noted side by side
with the short-sighted clerk and the athletic student
from the University. Young they all were, however,
young in years and young at heart, these striplings to
whose idealism Mussolini had made his appeal. They
were the youths who so soon in the trenches were to give
their blood to ripen the revolutionary harvest of the
MOIrTow.
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What a devil-may-care, extravagant, mad, magnificent
journal Mussolini made of the Popole &’ Italia! 1t was a
living thing worthy of its creator, and he loved it. How
often, in the heart of the night, I saw him return to the
office to add a phrase to an article or to improve a head-
line. The name of the paper in itself had been an
inspiration.  The title, Avansi! had been merely an
imitation of the German Porwairts, with a note of exclama-
tion added to it. Instead of this self-assertive cry of the
pariah, we had a proclamation of the majesty of the people
—a name reminiscent of the great Senarus Populusque
Romanus. It was a return to Mazzini from Karl Marx.

Until then the ideal of a great Italian newspaper had
been the grave Corriere della Sera, as a news-sheet unsur-
passably rich and well-edited and complete, but notable
for its equally complete lack of the personal element and
of individuality, as well as of the spirit of combativeness.
The Corriere plumed itself on its anonymity : the
pawns upon its chess-board could be shifted about
at will. It was, indeed, as much a machine as is a
standard motor-car. Its brilliantly capable founder,
Eugenio Torelli Viollier, had laid it down as a principle
that it was necessary to move forward ‘ with feet of
lead ” ; a popular parody called it the paper #/ giornale
delle pantoffole.* In the courseof its existence it had passed
from one proprietor to another but despite all the changes
in the times it had retained its original character. I
would describe this character as being & /a Flaubers.
It was a journal conceived in the abstract like Flaubert’s
“ Madame Bovary.” The editor was everywhere in it
and yet nowhere ; the creator permeated his creation.

The other Italian dailies sought to rival this important
and authoritative, but grey-hued and often heavy,
abstraction of a newspaper, but naturally without much
success. They could not attain to its high level in the
matter of varied and accurate news or to the objectivity with
which it knew how to deal with the questions of the day.

* “ The Journal of the Slippers.”
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Mussolini’s new venture was, of course, as different
as ever it could be, and the grave and reverend members
of the Corriere editorial staff shook their heads in horror
over his typographical heterodoxies—his uncenvent onal
and extravagant headlines, sometimes in enormous
lettering which stretched right across the page. In the
Popolo & Italia there were no long, sober-sided, anony-
mous leading articles, but only short emphatic, down-
right, imperious deliverances® with wide blank spaces
between them, Mussolini’s own name signed below—
a very battle-cry in itself.

By his writings in the Popolo 4’ Italia and by his
speeches Mussolini worked directly upon the minds of
the cultured and the intellectual. Indirectly he got at
the uneducated masses through Filippo Corridoni,
editor of a little paper called Bazaglie Sindacali. This
Corridoni was a tribune of the people and extremely
popular. He had for years been fighting for revolution
and idealistic Syndicalism against the more narrow
forms of economic socialism and against the materialistic
tenets of those who talked about * the Question of the
Belly ”—/a questione del ventre. An individualist and
anti-Parliamentarian, a self-taught artisan, he had seen
the inside of many prisons by the time he was twenty-
seven. He carried the spirit of a gallant fighter in the
frail body of a consumptive. Despite his malady, he
was one of the first to volunteer for the front the moment
Italy entered the war and he met his death heroically
in the first line of the trenches.

Mussolini and this Corridoni together prepared the
state of mind which was to result in intervention.

And it was now that Mussolini proposed the banding
together of his young followers into the Fasci di azione
rivoluzionaria, just as later, after the war, for the purposes
of another form of revolutionary intervention, he formed
them into the Fasci di Combattimento.

As an outcome of his long membership of the
rigidly dogmatic Socialist Party, Mussolini had grown

o
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to dislike the very idea of “ Party,” to regard it as an
antiquated, purely static conception : a sort of political
mariage de convenance. No “‘Party” for him l—just
at present, anyway. What he contemplated was some-
thing more in the nature of a * free union,” freely entered
into, without that coercion of the individual which is
involved in the Party system ; a temporary union,
moreover, with an immediate objective, a union of
intellectuals, with liberty” of conscience, and benefiting
as all intellectuals must from the occasional goad of
doubt. These bands of vigorous and eager youths in
January, 1915, two months after the founding of the
Popolo & Itslia, counted already more than 5,000
adherents in various parts of the peninsula. “ They
have not,” wrote their founder on the occasion of their
first assembly, “and do not wish to have, the rules or
the rigid methods of a Party, but are, and wish to remain,
a free association of volunteers, ready for everything—
whether for trenches or for barricades. I think that
something big and new may be born of these bands of
men who stand for Heresy and who have the courage of
Heresy.

“ There is in many of them that habit of unprejudiced
investigation which rejuvenates—or kills—doctrines ;
in others, there is that faculty of intuition which grasps
the meaning and the bearing of a situation ; in all, there
is the hate of the szatus quo, the scorn of Philistinism,
the love of adventure, and the zest for peril.

“ To-day it is War, it will be Revolution to-morrow!”

What there was question of, Mussolini maintained,
was no running blindfold into needless risks. Their
objectives were clear and distinct : ’

“ Our intervention,” he continued, * has a double
purpose—national and international. By a singular
historic circumstance our national war may help towards
the realization of vaster aims of an international order.
Our war, 1 say, and not the war which the governing
classes of Italy may be preparing.” By freeing Istria
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and the Trentino they would be contributing to the
downfall of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, that oppressor
of so many races and that bulwark of reactionary Europe;
and this would lead to the overthrow of the militarism
of Germany, thereby averting the greatest danger by
which the free nations of Europe were faced. Perhaps
it would lead to revolution alike in Germany and in
Russia and thus contribute a long stride forward ““ in the
cause of liberty and of revolution.”

Yes, revolution ! He insisted repeatedly on the
fact that the intervention which he favoured was an
intervention of revolutionaries, of anti-Constitutionalists,
not the intervention of the moderates and nationalists
and imperialists. Before constructing a new world it
was necessary to get rid of the ruins of the old. The
war should serve to sweep away all that was worst in
modern capitalism and industrialism. .

Having started in this way the movement in favour
of intervention, Mussolini persisted valiantly and
vehemently in the struggle. On April 19th, in Rome,
his ardour at 2 meeting led to his arrest and imprisonment.
Ten days later he fought, and wounded slightly, Signor
Treves, in a duel with swords. It was not his only duel
in that period of strenuous exertion.

Now came the moment when Prince Biillow made
his famous offer. We were to get a part of the Trentino,
and actually the city of Trent, without striking a blow.
Giolitti, too old to understand the rising generation of
Italians, was in favour of acceptance. Germany, as
unimaginative and stupid with us as she had shown
herself in her dealings with Russia and France and
England and the United States, reckoned confidently
on our being willing to bargain with her. She took no
count whatever of the effect which the destruction of
Rhiems and of Louvain had had upon our minds. In
reality, on the day when Belgium was invaded the die
was cast in favour of Italian intervention. On the day
when Mussolini sent forth the sacred watchword,
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“Trento and Trieste,” there remained nothing for i
but to draw the sword.

We had, indeed, to endure first the humiliation o
those days in the middle of May which we call “ the
week of Giolitti ’—those days of anxiety and humiliatior
when it really seemed that our Government, unde;
Giolitti’s baneful influence, might take the Germar
bait, but Salandra eventually rose to the occasion anc
war was declared against Austria-Hungary on th
24th of the month.

It was Mussolini and Corridoni who had done mos
to pave the way for this decision, but they were to hawv
a brilliant and invaluable ally in the poet, Gabriele d
Annunzio, who in the Spring of 1915 had come back t
Italy from France, and who at once began a series of
impassioned speeches in favour of war.

Needless to enlarge on the joyful feelings with whicl
Mussolini and his associates welcomed the triumphan
climax to their labours. Writing in the Popolo &’ Izali.
on that 24th May, he expressed himself in these words

“ From to-day onwards the nation is called to arms
From to-day onwards, we are all of us Italians and onl
Italians. Now that steel has to meet steel, one singl
cry issues from our breasts : Viva I’ Italia !

“ Never before have we felt so strongly as at thi
moment that the Fatherland exists, that it is an un
deniable element in the consciousness of mankind
Never have we felt so strongly as now at this commence
ment of the war that Italy is an historic personality
living, breathing, immortal !

““O Mother Italy, we offer thee, without fear anc
without regrets, our life and our death !”



CHAPTER XXVII

A GREY-GREEN IN THE RANKS

The Avanti’'s Taunt—The Italian Volunteers—Mussolini goes to the
Front—Life in the Ranks—Promotion to Corporal—His War

Diary.
L HY is not the famous Interventionist off to
the War?”

The Avanti, which from the day of Mussolini’s
expulsion from the Socialist Party down to the date of
the General Election in 1919, never once printed his
name, was never tired of asking this question during
those early months of the war when, as a matter of fact,
he was unable to enlist as a volunteer, for at any moment
his military class—the 1884 class—was liable to be
called up.

Poor volunteers ! It was not until August, 1916,
that the Government remembered the respect and con-
sideration due to them—they had previously been a
target for gibes and sneers. There were 200,000 of
them—a number unparalleled in any other country in
which obligatory military service existed. A number to
call forth thought and wonder and reverence.

Youths and grown men, boys and greybeards, they
were the flower of their race. There was one old veteran
among them who at sixteen had enrolled under Garibaldi.
Many of them were fathers of large families. Among
them were truants from school. How many of them were
spared by the inexorable shears ?

Unfortunately many of our military leaders had been
trained in idolatrous admiration of Prussia and they
viewed with scant sympathy the interventionist fervour
of the Volunteers. Many months had passed, and many
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humiliations had been endured, before the period of
neglect and disregard was ended and the importance of
the volunteer movement came home to the authorities,
Its full significance, indeed, was not grasped until after
the war—until the days of Fiume and of Fascism.

When at last the 