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-1936. Born Bilbao,
bﬁs@pber novellst

1901,

but rs-alected LM

1934. 8 a hac
In 1936 he

entered the'COrtes as an ind + republican.

The oldest of the "generation af 98" (the new

wave in 1iterature and politics that arose after

the Cuban War) he described himself as a "sower of

doubt and an agitator of conaaianees" At first

he sided with the military revolt in 1936 thinking

it was to "restore order'. Then, in a few months,

he saw the true nature of Franco s Néw Order. When

the great National Festival was held in October, and

was celebrated in Salamanca University, it was

supposed he was\gp&%her captive intellectualeeescsos
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The ceremony began. Don Viguwl opened it with the
ritual formula, spoken in that unforgettable voice of his,
thin and clear. Then don Francisco Maldonado stepped on
to the platiorm; short, fat, Professor of Literature and
Salamanca landowner. :

With affected, barogue diction and vast erudition, he
delivered a colourless and circumstantial address. At the
end, he expressed his hope for a bettier future, with
kindly and sincere emotion. He descended the steps among
cheers and applause, bowed to the dais and returned o his
seat.

He was followed on the speaker's platform by don Jose
Maria Ramos Loscertales of Saragossa, tall and lean, with
fluid gestures, flashing eyes, sober and precisc of
speech, his scnsitive face in perpetual motion, exprossing
a subtls and enigmatic irony. He spoke o>f the mortal
struggle raging at the time - yet ancther circumstantial
spoech. Its thesiss: {he energies of Spain at white~heat
ir a crucible of passion - and like gold from the
crucible, Spain would emerge in che end, purified and
without stain, in her itrue colowrs which rejected the
taints artificially imposed on her. Clamorous ovetioni

X ¥illan Astray. With ostentat-
ad to spesk from his own place.
give. The Gsneral is thin, of an
& to slimness. Ie has lost one
ace and body bear the indelible
6e savage mubtilations and
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been the creator of an iron, inexorabie discipline to
which the reckless fugitives from other social Jdiscipline
submitied of their owa free will. He had gained those
wounds which to wany seswed glorious, in those fantastic
Moraccan campaigns which had been Spain's bitter nightmare
under the regr d aegis of Kimg JAlfonso XIII, called in

¢ African™. Yet the unquestionable nimbus which
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surrounded the figure of the General was due to the grue

. . . 3 R} . i 4 b_ o
some"or}glnalltyg to the mysterious paradox of his battle~
cry "VIVA LA MUERTE!" - Long Live Death!

ab
; Barely had Millan Astray risen to his feet when his
strident voice rang out, as though bursting from that hercic
chest bedizened with a galaxy of crosses, the testimoniais;
and rewards of gallantry.

First of all he said that more than one half of all
Spaniards were criminals,; guilty of armed rebellion ané
high treason. To remove any ambiguity, he went on tg e
plain that by these rebels and traitors he meant the o
who were loyal to the CGovernment. ’ il

%
e
tizens

In a sudden flash of intuition, a member of the
audience we® inS yiredS o a8 to grasp the faultless logic of

a slogan which common minds had thought the product of ar
. . A = < T
epileptic brain. With fervour he shouted: "Viva la Muerte!"

LONG LIVE
D BpdrPeHy

Impervious, the General continued his
fiery speech. '"Catalonia, and the

: Basque country - the Basque country
and Qatalonla ~ are two cancers in thec body of the natioh.
Fascism, which is Spain's health-bringer, will know how to
egtcrminatc them both, cutting into the live, healthy flesh
l}ke a resolute surgeon free from false sentimentali%y and
since the hcalthy flesh is the soaly “the disoascd‘flcsg i
those who dwell on it, Fascism and the Army will eradicate
thelpeop%c and restore the soil to the sacred national ;
realm.. .

: He made a pausc and cast a despotic glance over the
audience. And he saw that he held them in thrall, They
were hypnotized to a man. Never had any of his harangues
50 Spbjugatud the will of his listeners. Obviously hek
Was in his element.... He had conquered the Univers&%y!
And carricd away with himself, he continued, blind to the
gubile and withering smile of disdain on the lips of the
lectors

Hlramny © 0 - T 3
“mvery Socialist; every Republican, every one of them

without excception - and necdless to say, cvery Communist -
is a rebel against the National Governmcnt which will very
oon be rccognised by the totalitarian States which arc
:1ding us, in spite of France - democratic France - and
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perfidious England. #And then, or evem sooner, when
Franco wents it, and with the help of Ye gallant Moors,
who, though they wrecked my body only yesierday, ioday
deserve the gratitude of my soul, for they are fighting
for Spain against the Spaniards - I mean the bad
Spaniards - Dbecause they are giving their lives in
defence of Spain's sacred religion, as is proved by their
attending field mass, escorting the Caudillo and pinning
boly medallions and Sacred Hearts to their burnousec...”

The General lost himself in tho maze of his own
vohement outburst. He hesitated, irritated and defiant
at the same time. In these straits, an enthusiastic
Fascist came to his rescue and shouteds ARRIRA ESPANA!

(Up Spain!)

The crowd bowed thcir heads in resignation. The man
went on, undaunteds ESPANAL!

Mecnanically, the crowd responded: Al {(One)

ESPANA! he repeated. GRANDE! chorused the
obedient public. ESPiNA!  the Biue Shirt insisted,
implacably. LIBRE!  thoy all replied, cowed. *

There was an obvious lack of warmth in the listlesaness
of these artificislly produced responses. Several Elue
Shirts rose to their feet as though pushed by invisible
springs, and raised their right arms stiffly in the Roman
salute. 4&nd they halled the sepia-colourcd photograph on

the front wall.
FRANCO! FRANCO!

The public rose. reluctantly, and chanted parrot-likes
FRANCO! FRANCO! FRANCO!

But Franco's image did not stir. Neithor did the Rector,

Don Miguel did not rise to his feet. And the public
fell silent and sat down.

%  "Spain, One Great and Free" is the obligatory
Falangist slogan which is converted on all solemn
occasiors into chorused responses to a leading

voice.
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