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IN MEMORIAM OF COMRADE
DURRUTI

delivered by Federica Montseny from the microphone
of the War Ministry in Madrid, November 21th, 1936.

Workers of Madrid and of Spain! I feel that on this occasion words
will fail me. I feel that my emotions will betray me and make it difficult
for me to say what I wish to say.

I have been asked by the CNT to speak to the Madrid public of the
death of our Durruti. Of our Durruti and of your Durruti, because Dur-
ruti belonged to the people. He was a part of all of us. He was something
identified with the very blood of the Iberian race.

Durruti is dead. Durruti was more than a man. He was already a
legend. But Durruti is dead. He died at the front, figchting on the soil of
Madrid where he came to offer his life. He came from Aragon in the
midst of his men, in the midst of his indomitable warriors and he brought
to Madrid the generous sacrifice of his life.

Comrades of Madrid! Men and women! All of you! How can 1
speak to you? I have shared with Durruti, like so many other comrades
and those of us who were active in the CNT, hours of struggle and
tragedy, days black and sad, days also glorious. Comrades, those of
you who fought at the side of Durruti, Comrades of his column, today,
heartbroken with grief, today with tears in your eyes, how can I speak
to you when your sorrow is my sorrow and the feelings of all Spain
make my words falter and make my heart tremble.

I have followed the life of Durruti step by step. He was a strong
worker of the foundry, he was a labourer from the mountains of Leon.
He arrived in Barcelona very young and began to work like the rest of
us. Afterwards, the social struggle at the time of the “dictatura” carried
him off as an exile of the world. He had an adventurous life, a really
legendary life. Condemned to death together with Ascaso in Argentine,
he escaped to France, where he was imprisonned. You all know the
tremendous press-campaign that freed him from the demand of Argen-
tine for his extradition in order that the death penalty that hung over him
might be applied. His life was one of generous sacrifice and absolute
disinterestedness. Durruti lived always, absolutely always from his work,
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and when he did not work, he had to live miserably as a vagabond of the
world.

When the rebellion of July 19th, 1936 broke out, he fought together
with Ascaso and Manzano in the siege of Atarazanas, where brave As-
caso lost his life. Manzano was a sergeant and became an inseperable
companion of Durruti. It is he who will continue the work of Durruti.
The work of revolutionary and, at the same time, military defense. Dur-
ruti was not only a revolutionary Anarchist, but a born warrior, he was
a military genius of the finest instinct. Those who have visited the
Aragon front, and who have seen the admirable organisation, created
by Durruti, were amazed. Foreign news paper men and military chiefs
who visited this front wondered where this rude worker of the foundry
could have developed his military genius, his organising instinct and the
moral force which made him the beloved chief of everyone. Where did
Durruti get his simplicity and the kindness recealed in his childlike eyes?:
He got it from within, from his hard life as a son of the masses, as the son
of a peasant. He was a man who did not need to impose himself. His
simple and cordial manner, his unique smile with which he passed
from life, captured everyone.

One day the comrades of Durruti at the Aragon front told me that when
there were not enough shoes or sandals to go around, Durruti went bare-
foot. He had a matress to lie on and if his 2.000, his 3.000, his 4 or 5.000
men did not have a matress to lie on, Durruti gave his matress to the
youngest or the oldest or the feeblest to lie on. And he slept on the
ground with the others. That was Durruti. I have often defined him as
having the body of a giant and the soul of a child.

We all feel maddened with grief. We all feel that we have lost some-
thing very precious to us, something like a part of our own body. All
Spain must feel the same, because when a man acquires, as 1 have said
before, the category of a symbol, this man is no longer a representative
of a tendency, he is no longer just a comrade and a friend. He becomes
a representative of the whole people. And now that we are creating a
new Spain and from this Spain a new world, where a new society is being
created by rivers of blood, Durruti will be the symbol of all of us,
with his undying faith in himself and in the triumph of justice and the
ideal which we pursue.

You all know him. You have all seen his herculean body, the eyes
of a child in his half savage face, eyes of crystal clearness, and his smile,
a smile that revealed his soul. His soul, childlike, pure and great, which
as I have said before, is the soul of a child in the body of a giant.








































