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BUENAVENTURA DURRUTI

July 14th, 1896 - November 20111, 1936



IN MEMORIAM OF COMRADE
DURRUTI

delivered by Federica Montseny from the microphone
oi the War Ministry in Madrid, November 21111, 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 difýcult
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. I-Ie was something
identiýed 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, ýghting on the soil of
Madrid where he came to oýer 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 sacriýce of his life.

Comrades of Madrid! Men and women! All of you! How can I
speak to you? I have shared with Durruti, like so many other comrades
and those of us who were active in the ICNT, 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 ñdictaturaò 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 sacriýce 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 lIu-t
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 ýnest 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. I-Iis
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 deýned 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 I 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.
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Comrades, men and women of all tendencies, I ask you to render the
homage of your sentiment and the admiration you must feel for the
hero who has died. Durruti is not just Durruti. He is all of us and is a
symbol of this struggle, sustained during many years and culminating
in our gigantic effort of rebellion against the past, rebellion against the
old historic destinies of Spain. Y

We feel now more than ever, comrades and friends, Socialists, Com-
munists, Anarchists, Antifascists of all tendencies, that this is the hour
of sacred union. We have now also the symbol of vengance, made concrete
in a man who has died, in a man who represents all and who is all in
you and all in us. How much we have to revenge! The blood of innocent
victims, the blood of sacriýced children, the blood of women who have
fallen in the Dantesque battle of Madrid. In these days of tragedy lived
by the people of Madrid their symbol is the majestic ýgure of Durruti,
who knew to give his life simply. That is our tragedy, the tragedy of this
struggle, unique and more cruel than others. The enemy reserves his
leaders and military chiefs who direct operations from a safe vantage.
Our warriors, the most capable ones, die on the ýring line. They die like
the captains of old died, like men die when they are worthy of themselves.

Comrades, sorrow is fruitful. It elevates men. Our sorrow, conlparable
only with the sorrow felt for Lenins death by his comrades - this sorrow
we must make fruitful. Repeating the last words of Durruti we must
promise ýrmly and faithfully to do the impossible, in order that our
struggle will be crowned with success. Up to now we have fought instinc-
tively as popular militias and almost always directed by our own initia-
tive. We must construct new frames, we must create uniform actions, we
must make from our militia an invincible revolutionary army, which will
give us not only triumph over the enemy in this war, but the full possi-
bility of realising our ideals.

What more can I say to you? A last word, a last message - Durruti,
my brother, my friend, inseperable companion to all those who have
fought at your side, we still dream with you, laugh with you, and to-
gether with you, defy death. Durruti, my brother, my friend, all of us who
lived with you, loved with you, fought with you, and suffer with you,
swear by the innocent head of your little daughter. We swear to give our
last drop of blood to revenge you!
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DURRUTI - ANARCHIST
Durruti fell when he was most indispensable. This is not the place

to give a full sized portrait of Durrutiôs rich and fascinating character-
istics - his idealism coupled with sound and well balanced judgement.
Our loss amidst the struggle with fascism can now only be evaluated at
the point of the sword or with roaring cannons.

The tragedy which hangs over all humanity cannot be fought with

literary phrases or with poetic rhymes. Today we need legions of heroic
men because the ýght is ýerce and the battle hard. That is why senti-
mentality has be-en relegated to the last plane of human emotions.

To conquer fascism is a question of force, of violence. And force and
violence cannot be reconciled with sentimental expressions.

Above all Durruti was as proletarian Anarchist. Profoundly proleta-

rian. Durruti moulded himself under the clear and precise teaching,
of that great Anarchist, Anselmo Lorenzo. For Durruti, it was not a matter
of theorising. It was bove all the realization of the social value of the
workers. The value of solidarity, of proletarian rebellion, opposing the
world of bourgeois pettiness. Naturally, Durruti was at all times inspired
by his fervent desire of identiýcation with the multitude, of suffering
with it and defending it. He was an Anarchist, partisan of the workers

movement. He fought for the economic and moral redemption of the
individual. He was a proletarian and he loved the proletariat. There is
no revolution possible unless it is ýrmly rooted in compassion with the
oppressed and persecuted. Durruti was a partisan of the workers move-
ment, because among the workers he was able to sow the good word
of Libertarianism. He looked with distrust on alliwho posed as per-
sonages or chiefs obsessed by their intellectual importance. He admitted
however and welcomed in our camp elements of the middle class, stu-
dents, writers, but he impressed on them the need of emancipation from
the dead weight of the privileged class before they could mix with the
people.

As a propagandist he prefered always simple words without search-
ing for literary or impressive phrases. He insisted on clearness and
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