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The ceremony began. Den Miguwl spened it with the
ritual furmula, $p0k&n in tha% unforgettable voice of his,
thin and clear. Then don Francisca Maldonado staped an
ts the plaýform, shart, faý, Professor of Literature and
Salamanca landowner. ~

with affected, baroque &ictian and vast erudition, he
dalivered a colourless and circumsýanýial address. At the
end, he expressed his hope far a better fuiure, with
kindly and sincere emstisnó He descended the steps amang
cheers and applause, bswed to the dais and returned to his
seat.

He was follawed on the speaker's platform by don Jose
Maria Eamss Loscertales of Saragassa, tall and lean, with
fluid gestures, flashing eyes, sober and pracise sf
speech, his scnitive face in perpatual motisn, axpressing
a subtla and enigmatic ironyñ HQ spwka sf the mortai
struggla raging at the tima ~ yet xnather circumstantial
speach. Its ýhesiss thb &ý$PgiQ$'Jf'3Ä&iý at whiýe-heaý
in a crucibla sf Äassian - and lika gala fram the
crucible, Spain wnulý emerge in aha ený, purifieci
withaut stain, in her ýrms calaura whiah rejected ýhe
taints artificially impesed on her. Clamoraus ovatisni

And then rose Gmnaral Millan Astray. with osýanýaýw
ions humility? he prefarrad to speak fram his own placeñ
His appearans@ was impmcssivm. The Gsneral is thin, mf an
emaoiatien which pratands ts slimnesa. Ha has lst sue
eye and ans arm, and his face and bady bear the indelih1e 
tattao sf hmrrible scars. These savage mutilatians an®
gashes evnkc a zinistar persznalitg; his angry aný
rancerous %eÄring kills any ::m;&ssi:n hia muýilatiýms
might havw inspire®.  %

Ha ha® kaan ýha ar aniser sf the T@rei0I tha
qpg ,., . j -. -.-.Epanxan rawuign begian, fur uperaiions 1n Africa; me nan

been the craatar sf an iran, inaxurable discipline ta
wbimh the reckless fuviýivws from ather suwial &is0i'ñine

at - Isubmlti®d sf ýhuir awn free will. He had gained these
Wýunýs which is Qany sewmed gloriaua, in ýhase fantastic
MyrÂccam wampaigms which had been Spain's bitt@r nightmara
under the regratimd aegis sf King AlfGý$U XIII, malleý in
his iay "?h% ®friuan". Yet the unqueatianahle nim&uÄ which
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Có f"\ .7] -' ' Yó _ _V_ A_ . _ _ÁuTT~unÄÄÄ Bhe flguie of the General was due to the gru@_
some originality? to the mysterious haradgy of his bQ+t1ú

. A ' -ór ~ czv . -cry "VIKA Ln MUERTE!" - Long Live Deathi
Wñ v

Barely had Willem Astray risen to his feet when his
strident voice ranþ out, as thcuph bursting from that heroig

" ' D '*ó 4.1,ó, _'_

chest bedizened with e galaxy of crosses, the testimonials=
and rewards of gallantry,

First of all he said that more ttèq I - ~
Sbaniarde were oró ' ~lc è- E ddò Qne halú of a1ól s c , imina M? guilty oi armed rebellion and
high treason. To remove any ambiguity? he want on to @v_

r I V ñ ' ~'.A'\.plain that by these rebels and traitors he m@&nt tpg @4tiMOno
- _ ** - - V4. ..o ó u
Wh9 Ware 1@Yal to the Government.

_ In a sudden flash of intuitions a member of the

&udl@nCe Wan in59iT@ds O $3 t9 grasp the faultless loglo of
3. H 1 O VJ ó Ió ñ' . l '\ ró - - è . Pè Nbfl ban \hlCh comeon minds had thought the product or an
epi eptic brain. with fervour he shouted: "Viva la Muerte!"

ègOgGAL%VÄ' iepervious, the General GOntinu@d his

ô vlýry $P@@0hè "Catalonia, and the

and Catalonia ~ are úÄiq:gnú0unt?y tñ_ the Basque Coun®ry
Fascism, which is gpatn*g yzalýzibip v?b bfqylaf the @?t1On'
exterminate them both* cuttine into12úirl'?1ls%kn?w ho? t0like a resslutý Surggv E óA~a m~ Ân ýe ixc? healthy Ilesh

since the hoalthv flefg 4:e$húr:m-igloo Se®tlmen®alltyô and
those who dwell bn itu Fis j*Q godly fhc ®lsegsca flc®h ~
the people and restore ti ci5m~anr thf Army W111 ?radlÁaterealmô óH ~ .9 @011 to the sacred national

_ HG mad@ o Pause and cast a despotic glance over the
eud1ence- And he saw that ho held them in thrall. They
were hypnotized to a man. Never had any of his harangues
5Á SP Jusatsd the W111 of his listeners.l Obviously, he
ÄaS ln his elcment.t.n He had conquered the Univcrsityi
And Carries away with himself; he continued, blind to the
Fubile aýþ withering smile of disdain on the lips of the
loo or: Ã7

- ->.-.

H -+1 -rv ' ' _ .Lvory Socialist, every Republican, every one of them

is 3 T@b@1 esainst the National Government which will very
soon be recognised by the totalitarian Stntgs which are
iidine He, in spite of France ð democratic France - and

porfieious England. And then, or even sooner, when
Frsnoo'wants it, and with the help of he gallant Moors,
who, though they wrecked my bcay only yesterday, iooar
deserve the gratitude of my.sou1, for they are fighting
for Spain against the Spaniards ~ I mn the bad
Spaniards - because they are giving their lives in a
defence of Spain's sacred religion, as is proved by their
attending field mass, escortig the Caudillc auctioning
holy medallions and Sacred Hearts to their hurnous.....ñ

The General lost himself in the game of his sen
vehement outburst. He hesitated, irritated and defiant
at the some time. In these straits, an enthusiastic
Fascist came to his rescue and shouted: ARBIEm.EPÃNA!
(Up Spain! )

The crowd bowed their heads in resignation. The man
went on, undaunted: ESPQNAIS

Mecnanicalky, the crowd responded: UNA! (One)
SPHNAI he repeated. GRANDEI chcruscd the

obedient public. esters: the Blþý Shirt insisted,
implacably. IEBHEi they all replied, cored. *

ó There was an obvious 1aÂk.of warmth in the listiessness
of these artificially produced responses. Several Bios
Shirts rose to their foot as though pushed by invisible
springs, and raised their right arms stiffly in the Roman
salute. And they hailed the sepia-coloured photograph on
the front wall. c t

FRANCO! FHANGO!
The public rose. reluctantly, and chanted parrot-like:

FRANCO! FBAECO! FRAHCO1 t as
{But Franco's image die not stir. Roithor did the Hector.
Ben Miguel did not rise to his feet. And the public

fell silent and Bat down.  7  i  

s "Spain, One Great and Free" is the obligatory
Falangist slogan which is converted on all solemn"V-'ñ~'ithOU"t (lóXCCY}'j'tiQn - arid n@C.(~ó11_~..~Sc- to c'<;_ y /XVFT CO -0 p ~ A

J D Q 0&5ô ò ñ y mmun1Át "k " oocasionintotchorused responses to a leading
voice.  
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The Speech of don.Miguel

All eyes were fastened in tense anxiety on the noble
head, on the pale, serene brow framed by snow~white hair.
The uncertain expression of his eyes was hidden by the
glitter of his spectacles.

Between the fine curve of his nose and the silver of
his Quixotesliko beard, his mouth was twisted in a bitter
grimaco of undisguised contempt. People began to grow
uneasy. A few suddenly felt a recrudescence of their old
ranooreus abhorrence. Some admired the serene fearless-
ness of the Master and feared for his safety. The majority
were gripped by the voluptuous thrill of imminent tragedy.

at last, don Miguel rose slowly. The silence was an
enormous void. Into this void, don Miguel began to pour
the stream of his speech, as though savouring each measured
word. This is the essence of what he said:

ñAll of you are hanging on my words. You all know me,
and are aware that I am unable to remain silent. I have
not learned to do so in soventyðthreo years of my life.
And new I do not wish to learn it any more. At times, to
be silent is to lie, For silence can be interpreted as
acquiescence. I could not survive a divorce betwcsnÂw
conscience and my word, always well-mated partners.

"I will be brief. Truth is most true when naked, free
of embellishments and verbiage.

"I want to comment on the speech ð to give it that
name - of General Millan Astray who is here among us."

The General stiffened provocatively.
"Let us waive the personal affront implied in the

sudden outburst of vituperatioh against Basques and
Catalans in general. I was born in Bilbao, in the midst
of the bombardments of the Second Carlist War. Inter, I
wedded myself to this city of Salamanca which I love
deeply, yet never forgetting my native town. The Bishop,
whether he likes it or not, is a Catalan from Barcelona.ò

He made a pause. Faces had grown pale. The short
silence was tense and dramatic. Expectation neared its
PÁññ' a 1. l
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"Just now, I heard a necrophilous and senseless
lcry óLong live Death!ô To me it sounds the equivalent
of 'MUERA LA VIDA!ó ~ óTo Death with Life!ó And I, who
have spent my life shaping paradoxes which aroused the
uncomprehending anger of others, I must tell you, as an
expert authority, that this outlandish paradox is
repellent to me. Since it was proclaimed in homage to
the last speaker, I can only explain it to myself by
$uPPOSing that it was addressed to him, though in an
excessively strange and tortuous form, as a testimonial
to his being himself a symbol of death.

"And now, another matter. General Millan Astray is
a cripple. Let it be said without any slighting under-
tone. He is a war invalid. So was Cervantes. But
extremes do not make the rule: they escape it. Unfort~
unetely, there are all too many cripples in Spain now.
And soon, there will be even more of them if God does not
come to our aid. It pains me to think that General Millan
Astray should dictate the pattern of mass psychology.

"That would be appalling. A cripple who lacks the
spiritual greatness of Cervantes ~ a man, not a,super_
man, virile and complete, in spite of his mutilations -
a cripple, I said, who lacks that loftiness of mind, is
wont to seek ominous relief in seeing mutilation around
him."

His words rang out crystal clear. The heavy silence
gave them resonance. I

"General Millan Astray is not one of the select minds,
even though he is unpopular, or rather, for that very
reason. Because he is unpopular, General Millan Astray
would like to create Spain anew ~ a negative creatign _
in hi5 Own image and likeness. And for that reason he
Wish®ý t0 See 3Poin Crippled, as he unwittingly made
clear." e o .   ó 7

At this Point General Millan Astray could stand it no
longer and shouted wildly: T a

"MUERA LA INTELIGENCIA!" - "Tc death with Intellig-
ence!" i Z

_ "No, long live Intelligence! To death with the bad
intellectuals!" corrected don Jose Maria Peman, a

; 8. I _




















