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l\lOTE:- On April 15th 1920, at 3 p.m. a group of four or five men
shot down Alexander Borardelli and Frederick A. Parmenter who
were carrying the payroll of Slater and Morrill, at a point in front
of the Rico and Hutchins factory. The attacking party then escaped
by automobile. *

On .May 5th 1920, Nicola Sacco and Bartolomeo Vanzetti were
arrested in Brockton, Mass.. They were convicted of ýrst degree
murder on July 14th 1921. Five motions for a new trial were ýled
and were argued in October 1923.

They were executed on August 23rd, 1927
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Foreword.

The case of Nicola Sacco and Bartolomeo Vanzetti has attracted world-wide
attention. Yet very few of our people.except those immediatelyiassociated with
the case, are at all familiar with the personalities of the two men whoe fate
has aroused this strong international interest.

It has been my privilege to know Vanzetti personally, and I have been struck
by his simple-heartedness and sincerity. The belief in his innocence, widely A
held among those who followed the trials, is strengthened upon personal acqu-
aintance. Though he has been living for more than three years under the shadow
of a death sentence, he has maintained an equable temper and keen interest in
world affairs, and his thirst for knowledge is unabated. Each inmate of the
Massachusetts State Prison at Charlestown has to do daily an amount of piece-
work that is supposed to take eight hours; but Vanzetti by extra diligence, gets
through his task ahead of time, and uses the extra leisure to study English
Literature.

Vanzettiôs autobiography is here presented in panphlet form for the first time.
it is a remarkable human document. Let the reader consider it with an open
mind, and judge for himself whether it indicates a character of the criminal
type.

ALICE STONE BLACKWELL. August, 1924.
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The Boston Advertiser of Sept., B13, carried an article by Upton Sinclair which
may well serve as an introduction to the óStory of a Proletarian Lifeô. Sinclair
said in part:

óYou will find in the life of Henry D. -Thoreau an anecdote of the time when
he refused to pay taxes to a state govemment which captured negroes and re-
turned them to slavery. ln due process of law he was confined in fall for this
offence, and Ralph Waldo Emerson come to visit him and said, -óHenry, what .
are youdoing here?'1

The answerlwas,.óWaldo,~._,what;Âarecyou_do-l-rig no't'h®re?'.'Tô i *'
In linle with,_thi,_s highprecedent, I went about half a year agoó to call upon one
of the worlds gentlest spirits, now confined in tire Massachnsetts State Prison
atiflharlestown. I-le""did not rebukeme for my failur_e to join him; nevertheless,
by his beauty and sweetness of spirit, hei made met so ashamed of myselfthat
shortly afterwards I also was moved" to-get myself into jail. So spreads the
spirit of matyrdom! . . a _ .  1 '

Who is this great man of Massachusetts? I have before me his autobiography,
fresh from the press; it is entitled ñThe Story Of A -Proletarian Life", by Bar-
tolomeo óVanzetti. 1 ó

In this book I learnt that he was born in the town of Villafalletto, in Pied-
mont, Italy. He was achild of peasants, and was eager for knowledge and wasô
promised an education; but when his father read in a newspaper that forty-two
lawyers had applied for a position in Turin which paid only seven dollars a
month, he decided that education was not what it was cracked up to be.ñ

So at the age of thirteen, the boy was turned over to the mercies of a baker, .
who worked him from '7 o'clock in the morning until ten o'clock at night, seven
days a week, except for three hours off every other sunday.

The Land of Promise.

After six years the boy went home ruined in health, and, after watching his
mother die in great agony, he decided to come to our land of promise. He land-
ed forlorn and friendless at the Battery and permitted to work as a dishwasher
in a órich clubô. Apparently the club was not rich enough to be generous to it's
dishwashers, because the hours were long, the barret in which the workers
slept were suffocatingly hot and the veimin did not permit them to sleep.

So Vanzetti went to work in one of the most famous restaurants of New York's
Bohemian life. Many times no doubt, you have dined in this restaurant, perhaps
with celebrities. If so, you were busy with celebrities and never thought of the
dishwashers. Listen!

Country Folk Friendly.

óThe pantry was horrible. There was not a single window in it. When the elec-
tric light for some reason was out it was totally dark, so that one couldn't
move without running into things. The vapour of the boiling water where the
pans, silver and plates were washed formed great drops of water on the ceiling ,
took up all the dust and grime there, then fell slowly one by one upon my head
as I worked below. During the working hours the heat was terrific. The table
Ieavings arnmassed in barrels near the pantry gave out nauseating exhalations.
The sinks had no direct sewerage connection. Instead the water was permitted
to overrun to the floor. In the centre of the room there was a drain. Every night
the pipe was clogged and the greasy water rose higher and higher and we trud-
ged in the slimeó.

The young Italian was afraid to stay here on account of the possibility of
consumption, so he went to work in the country and the farmers and the wives
of the poor were kind to him, and he got work with pick and shovel. When he
could stand this no longer he went to being a cook, then he went back to pick
and shovel, and finally became a peddler of fish, travelling through a number
of little towns in Massachusetts.

_ In the last of his days before he went to jail he cut a little ice, he shovelled
coal for an electric house, he did a little ditch digging until the snow came;
then he cleaned the snow from the streets; then he dug a ditch for a water main;
then he dug clams, and then he was arrested. . '

So far I have told this man's external life, it is much like other lives, you
see, óthe short and simple annals of the poorô. But man consists of two parts,
body and soul; and the soul of the poor is less simple than it used to be.4 .
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Nowadays there are printing presses, and evenmen who work thirteen and
fifteen hours a day in bakeshops and restaurant kitchens find a few mnutes
óleisureô in which to think and to read the great works of all the ages.

I wish I could give you the full list of what Vanzetti read. It would amaze
you. If you are the average American Tired Business Man it might shock you
a little, because the names would be foreign sounding and strange: De Amicis
and St. Augustine and Dante and Kropotkin and Gorki and Labriola and Renan
and Hugo. I

Now he has written the story of his life, and having studied it carefully, I am
ready to give my testimony as an expert in social idealists, that there is a
thousand times more likelihood that I committed that payroll minder than that
Vanzetti did. '

But alas, this kind of testimony is not accepted in American courts! So all
that I can do is to recommend to you óThe Story Of A Proletarian Lifeô.

Upton Sinclair

Q-

5  



Lili

luó!FlóóyIIyu' _,wlluyll



THE STORY OF A PROLETARIAN LIFE
n

Bartolomeo Vanzetti.
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THE STORY OF A PROLETARIAN LIFE

My life cannot claim the dignity of an autobiography, nameless in the crowd of
nameless ones, I have merely caught and reþected a little of the light from
that dynamic thought or ideal which is drawing humanity towards better destin-
res.

I was born on June 11, of G. Battista Vanzetti and Giovanna Vanzetti, in
Villafalletto, province of Cuneo, in Piedmont. The town, which rises on the
right bank of the Magra, in the shadows of a beautiful chain of hills, is prima-
rily au agricultural community. Here I lived until the age of thirteen in the
bosom of my family.

I attended the local schools, and loved study. My earliest memories are of
prizes won in school examinations, including a second prize in the religious
catechism. My father was undecided whether to let me prosecute studies or to
apprentice me to some artisan. One day he read in the Gazetta del Popolo that
in Turin forty-two lawyers had applied for a postion paying thirty five lire
monthly. Theinews item proved decisive in my boyhood, for it left my father
determined that I should learn a trade and become a shop-keeper.
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óAnd soin the year 1901 he conducted óme to Signor Camino, who ran a pastry _ . . __
shop in the city of Cuneo, and left me there to taste, for the first time, the
flavour of hard, relentless labour. I worked for about twenty months there - from
seven o'clock each moming until ten at night, every day except for a three
hour vacation twice a month..-::iFrom Cuneo I went to Cavour and found myself
installed in the bakery of Signor Goitre, a place that I kept for three years.
Conditions were no better than in Cuneo, except that fortnightly the free per-
iod was of five hours duration.

I did not like the trade, but I stuck to it to please my father and because I
did not know what else to chose. In 1905 I abandoned Cavour for Turin in the
hope of locating work in the big city. Failing in this hope, I went on further to
Courgne where I remained working six months. Then back to Turin, on a job as '
a caramel maker.

In Turin, in February of 1907, I fell seriously ill. I was in great pain, confin-
ed indoors, deprived of air and sim and joy, like a ósad twilight flowerô. But
news of my plight reached the family and my father came from Villafalletto to
take me back to my birthplace. At home, he told me, I would be cared for by
my mother, my good, my best-beloved mother.

And so I returned, after six years spent in the fetid atmosphere of bakeries
and restaurant kitchens, with rarely a breath of God's air or a glimse of his
glorious world. Six years that might have been beautiful to a boy avid of learn-
ing and thirsty for a refreshing draught of t_he simple country life of his native
village. Years of the great miracle that transforms the child into the man. Ah,
that I might have had leisure to watch the wonderful unfoldment!

The three hours on the train I leave to the imagination of those who have
suffered pleurisy. But even through the mist of pain I saw the majestic cointry
through which we passed and became part of it in imagination. The deep green
of north Italian valleys which not even winter can dull, is a living thing in my
mind even today.

My mother received me tenderly, weeping from the fullness of her happiness
and her; sorrow. She put me in bed - I had almost forgotten that hands could
caress so tenderly. There I remained for a month, and for two: months more I
went about with the aid of a heavy walking stick. At last I recovered my health.
From then until the day I parted for America I remained in the house of my
father. That was one of the happiest periods of my life. I was twenty years
old; the magic of hopes and dreams, even to those who, like myself, turn the
pages of life's book precociously. I made many friends and gave freely of the
love that was in my heart. I helped to cultivate the garden at home with an ar-
der that I never felt in the cities.

But that serenity was soon disturbed, and by the most painful misfortune
that can strike a man. One sad day my mother fell sick. What she, the family
and I suffered no man can describe. The slightest noise caused her atrocious
spasms. Many times I rushed towards the group of young men approaching along
the road of an evening - singing gaily to the new bom stars - iniploring them
for the love of God and their own mothers to be quiet. Many times I begged the
men on the street comer to go elsewhere for their conversation. In the last few
weeks of her life her sufferings became so agonizing that neither my father, nor
her relatives, nor her dearest friends had the courage to approach her bedside.
I remained alone to comfort her as best I could. Day and night I remained with
her, tortured by the sight of her suffering. For two months I did not undress.

Science did not avail, nor did love. After three months of brutal illness she
breathed her last -in my arms. She died without hearing me weep. It was I who
laid her in her coffin; I who accompanied her to the final resting place; I who
threw the first handful of earth over her óbier. And it was right that I shó: óId do
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TO COIRADI SAlI.'OôS UIFE AND CHILDREN.

" (Th fllflliig is I bcsletiel If e_ln.rer redial la: been
sear no Ala I-If: of Huck Sacra by Remus comrades.)

Russianeiilesnowresi-
rim! I "'=II=!n_ Imps. hl"lllÂB$lIl:B|!l the i-ep-em published
in the bourgeois pres as.to the sbevik Government intend-
mgjoobtan your-ognsmt tothetnnsferof Sacco and Van-
zettfs to Russia. and their invitation to you óto take up
your residence in that country. -- ':. =.-. .

Knowing that the Party and the
Russian Government have hitherto exploited -the names of
Sacco and Variaetti exclusively in the i!IlC'I:E5i of their party
and its I while deoernn s stemat all the R 'P751 . 3 y ic y ussian
Worktn as to 5:: part have played towards the Anarchist
inovernent by the forbid rig the_h-oldiigg of Anarchist meet-
ings in defence of our martyrs, in win our_ comrades, Bar-
IIIilChÂ. Rogdazy, and others were to have participated;

W00] have YOU Elli! the ver qlmg ggmmiþcd
on Sacco and Vansetti has, thanks to the Eolshevik Govern-
ment, overwhelmed equall the Russian Anarchists who, like
Saooo and Vanzetti, were ó(bring Capitalism -

Bearing this in mind, it rs necessary to remember also that
the Bolshevil-r Government has b|led_s-ecrctly and without trial
our comrades Kogari and Achtyr-ski, rand _that hundreds of
Anarchists are perishmg in prison and in exile, from which you
;:2nh:';:k.t'%eJ5dIÂ h)ôP'Á'?l1Ut?l is the R®issian i}_ovcrn-

I aruiss or ouan it 'with ónd V _' Y )' s so idarity

We are convinced that if Sacco and Yanzetti knew the
lflll-l1 COOCC-ffrung the Bolsheþlr power and its attitude toward
91Â AþiþóhIÄli._tl'ley Iou_ld have risen against the Bolshevik
tyranny which is destroying the liberty of the wopking class
with the same ardour as that they revolted against the
yolre of the American bourgeoisie.

Aflþô Whit Wt jý Slld, you, 5.19:0ô; |_:0|npa|_|i0|-|' wjj]
understand that this mlnl:tuvr_e_by the Bolshevist politicians is
wk]? foþthe purpose of erploltmg our revolutionary comradesô

names .I733 -
_Thc Bolshevilr Gofeifumerifs Proposal could have been

considered sincere only if it had coincided with -the promulza-
tron of an amnesty for the_Ana_rchists,_ SÄI'ldIC_ill5l5, and revo-
lutionary workers actually unpnsooecl in _ ussia or exiled from
It. and II. If I-ht all lllllt. I-he Russian Govemment had
ltgallscd the Anarchist lI'|0\rg]ngnt_

On behalf of the Group of ussian Anarchists now nbm;d_
Anon . M .

On behalf of the Anarchists imdggotied itiullýgeil
so, for I was burying part of myself...The void left has never been filled. P _ A W L,.,m,,;.,,,,.c,.,_

But it was too much. Time far from; softening my loss. made the paiii more more arll. utvst so. r
cruel, I watched my father get grey in a short time. I became more re iring, v
silent; for days at a time I uttered not a syllable and passed the days wander- Jó hmEÁý$ýÁ:-Ll_ó"m
ing through the forests which border the Magra. Many times going to the bridge, Rm N '__::_-egg-;-:1: I:-I - 1-Ã6 8, . . . anienii one 11110;,

I stopped long and looked down at the white stones far below in abed of sand, "I" '"'= Á""'- "-5 Pè _
and thought of them as bed where there would be no more nightmares.

This desperate state of mind decided me to abandon Italy for America. On
June 9th, 1908, I left my dear ones. My sorrow was so great at the parting that
I kissed my relatives and strained them to my bosom without ,being able to
óspeak. My father, too, was speechless in his profoundsorrow, and my sisters
went as they did when my mother died. My going had excited interest in the
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village and the neighbours crowded the house, each with a word of hope, a
blessing, a tear. In a crowd they followed me far out on the road, as if a towns-
man were being exiled forever.

An incident of the parting is vivid in my memory; several hours before leav-
ing I went to say farewell to an old woman who had for me a maternal feeling
since the death of my mother. I found her on the threshold of her house, togeth-
er with the young wife of_her son.

óAh, thou hast comeô, she said, óI expected thee. Go, and may the love of
God follow thee. Never have I seen a son do for a mother what thou hast done;
blessings upon thee my sonô.

We kissed. Then the young daughter-in-law spoke.
óKiss me too. I like you so much, you are so goodô. She said swallowing

tears.
I kissed her and fled, and could hear them weeping behind me
Two days later I left Turin for the frontier-town Modena. While the train car-

ried me towards the border, some tears fell from my eyes, so little used to cry-
ing. Thus I left my native land, a wanderer without a country! Thus have blos-
somed the bendictions of those simple souls, those noble hearts.

IN THE PROMISED LAND

After a two-day railway ride across France and more than seven days on the
ocean, I arrived in the Promised Land. New York loomed on the horizon in all
it's grandness and illusion of happiness. I strained my eyes from the steerage
deck, trying to see through this mass of masonry that was at once inviting and
threatening the huddled men and women in the third class.

In the immigration station I had my first great surprise. I saw the steerage
passengers handled by the officials like so manyanimals. Not a word of kind-
ness, of encouragement, to lighten the burden of fears that rests heavily upon
the newly arrived on American shores. Hope, which lured these immigrants to
the new land, withers under the touch of harsh officials. Little children who
should be alert with expectancy, cling instead to their mothersô skirts, weeping
with fright. Such is the unfriendly spirit that exists in the immigration barracks.

How well I remember standing at the Battery, in lower New York, upon my
arrival, with a few poor belongings in the way of clothes, and very little money.
Until yesterday I was among folk who understood me. This morning I seemed to
have awakened in a land where my language meant little more to the native (so
far as meaning is concerned) than the pitiful noises of a dumb animal. Where
was I to go? What was I to do? I-Iere was the promised land. The elevator ratt-
led by and did not answer. The automobiles and trolleys sped by, heedless of
me.

I had a note of one address, and thither a fellow passenger conducted me. It
was the house of a countryman of mine, on a street, near Seventh Avenue. I
remained there a while, but it became all too evident that there was no room
for me in his house, which was overstocked with human beings, like all work-
ingmens houses. In a deep melancholy I left the place towards eight in the
evening to look for a place to sleep. I retraced my steps to the Battery, where
I took a bed for the night in a suspicious looking establishment, the best I
could afford. Three days after my arrival, the compatriot already mentioned,
who was head ócock in a rich club on West--?- Street overlooking the Hudson
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River, found me a post in his kitchen as dishwasher. I worked there three mon-
1 . Ió _ths. The hours were long; the garret where we slept was suffocatingly hot; and

the vermin did not permit me to close an eye. Almost every night I sought es-
cape in the pa'rk.

~

Leaving this place, I found the same kind of employment in the Mouquin Rest-
aurant._ What the conditions there are at present I do not know. But at the time,
thirteen years ago, the pantry was horrible. There was not a single window in it.
When the electric light for some reason was out, it was totally dark, so that one
couldnôt move without running into things. The vapour of the boiling water? wh-
ere the plates, pans and silver were washed formed great drops of water on the
ceiling, took up all the dust and grime there, then fell slowly one by one upon my
head, as I worked below. During working hours the heat was terrific. The table
leavings amassed in barrels near the pantry gave out nauseating exhalations. The
sinks had no direct sewerage connection. Instead the water was permitted to over-
run to the floor. In the centre of the room there was a drain. Every night the pipe
was clogged and the greasy water rose higher and higher and we trudged in the
slime.
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