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FOREWORD

Iravy, as she lives and moves to-day, is Italy as Fascism
has made her; which means that you cannot keep out
pu].il:its when you write of the country and its p-eoplt.
However superficially you touch on what you see, you
are bound — Fascism being what it is—rto touch on
matrers of State. For the aim and purpose of those
who now hold rule in Italy is "' the creation of a State
of truly sovereign authority which dominates all the
forces of the muntry." All the forces: not mcr:l].l' the
conduct of the country’s administration, the collecrion of
its raxes, and the execurion of its laws. The " liberal "'
State is rejected by the Fascist because its essential
function is mﬂ}! " to prevent the ]i.be:::ty of one from
encroaching on that of another”; hence it is a purely
negative institution, incapable of real control and growth.
The State, as the rulers of New Iraly see it, is an institu-
tion acrive and Pﬂsitive. And ro irs acrivities no bounds
are to be set; " in every field of collective life it has irs
own mission to fulfil and a will of its own.”

The phrase ** every field of collective life,”” is no mere
figure of speech. " Always and everywhere the Fasast
State steps In with effective action, whether 1t be o
protect infant life, ro defend the family, to increase
population, or to extend 1ts jealous care to maintaining
the moral and physical integrity of our race.” No other
force, of whatever nature, can remain outside its sphere
of influence. Mussolini, in one of his promunciamentos,

has summed up the aims and methods of the new arder
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in a sentence as pregnant as it is brief: " Nothing outside
the State; nothing against the State ! What he and
his followers are striving to create is a nation without
D:gﬂn.iz:d division: a 'FH}PIE of one mind and one heart:
a people that has swept from its collective life the element
friction —social, induserial, polirical —so that ics
governing class may fulfil the duties to which ic has
been called, unharried by the antics of an opposition ;
an organized body which, 1 liberal States, exists for the
purpose of creating friction and putting obstacles in the
way of authority. The aim of Fascism is well-bein
through strength and efficiency; an aim which it hol
to be incompatible with the ideals of individualism and
political democracy alike. . . . It would be foclish,
therefore, as well as unfair, ro attempt to judge it
according to the measure of individualism or demo-
cracy; it can be judged—and that only after due lapse
of time—by its measure of success in the working out
of its own plans; not by its failure to turn our good
democrats or enthusiasts for individualism—whom irself
would class as nuisances. Since it has openly avowed
its belief thar liberty is a much overrated blessing, we
must not expect from it that devotion to liberty which
has inspired other nations and epochs; on the contrary,
we must admit its right to reject what it has ceased to
admire, We are rold thar we needs must love the
highest when we see it; and if Fascism's highest takes
the form, not of liberty but of disciPIined unity, all
that can be asked of it is that it serves irs cause of uni
and discipline as other men serve their cause of freedom.
As to whether it be possible for a nation of millions
to eradicate permanently the tendency to opposition
and attain to the unity dreamed of by the rulers of
Italy—a unity of heart and mind and method—who, at
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the present stage, shall venture to prophesy with con-
fidence? The record of human experience, which is
history, would seem to indicate that some degree of
friction is as necessary to the welfare of the body poliric
a5 it 15 to thac of the individual : without the rebel and
without the heretic the health of a community may
languish. On the other hand, the same record of history
bears witness that the aspiration towards unity is constant
in the human race. Utopia has had its builders and
planners in many generations, and all of those builders
with whose works [ have acquaintance have seen its in-
habitants as a people dwelling together in unity. Few,
if any, of the builders and planners of Utopia have faced
the unfortunare, irrefutable fact that human beings only
stand shoulder to shoulder—only move to one impulse
and are stirred by sense of brotherhood—in the face of
a common enemy. Union, in shorr, is most swiftly
and thoroughly arrainable in military formation; hence
Fascism, striving to make a people one, lays stress on
the military element in the training of its younger
generation—the boys of the junior Black Shirt corps, the
Avanguardisti and Balilla.

There is a price to be paid for everything worth
having, includin: pl:r[itf.cai efliciency and unity. A State
that prides itself on a will of its own and permits of no
opposition to that will; a Stare that claims * ic has its
own life and its own superior ends, to which the ends
of the individual must be subordinated "; and thac
dominates all the forces of the country; such a State, of
necessity, must inflict a cerrain amount of hardship on
those whose old individual rights it sweeps away. To
which accusation Fascism replies when ic calls its achieve-
ment a revolution. It is seldom possible to bring about

a national revolution by the use of kid-glove methods
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alone; and it is practically impossible to impose a new
form of discipline, political and industrial, upon an
entire Pcu-plt without the infliction of hardship and
annoyance, You cannot hope to produce an omelet if
you shrink from the breaking of your eggs.

All the world over, political institutions that once
seemed stable are in a swate of flux and insecuriry.
Most of the nations are still undecided with regard to
new developments needed, and are rtinkering and
plumbing at the institutions they have inherited; others,
two others—Iraly and Russia—have ventured into bold
experiment. We are too near, as yet, to those colossal
cxperiments to say what their ultimate effeces will be
on the world ar large as well as on the people by whom
they were inaugurated; but whether they end in success
or in overthrow, these two communities cannot fail o
teach much to the less adventurous peoples who have
watched them try their experiment, Their blunders are
a warning, their successes an encouragement. Even if
our own convictions or prejudices are against the new
duvclﬂpmunts. this we have to remember: their auchors
have blazed a trail on a path as yer untried, and—whether
it lead them to progress or reaction—for that we owe

them thanks.

. s &

What I have writcen in the following pages must
inevitably be coloured here and there by prejudice,
sometimes personal and sometimes traditional. Few
of us are so made that we write of things alien without
an occasional tinge of it; but, if we are honest with
ourselves, we allow for its presence; make a mental
note thar, at this point or that, tradition will come in, or
some personal liking, and we shall find it difficule to
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keep to the imparcial mean. My mental notes (which
1 hereby make public in my readers’ interest) refer to
Fascism in two of its phases: in its actitude to women
and its atritude to nppcmnnn-l:h: latter summed up
in the phrase already quored: "' Nothing againsc the
State! " When I deal wich eicher of these subjects,
I am at once conscious of the influence of my own
tradition. In the one case, of the English tradition of
freedom of speech, which allows the Hyde Park orator
to spout his treason unmolested; and in the other case,
of a more personal tradition of feminism thar runs
counter—very s[mngi_].r counter—rto the Fascisr idea of
womanhood and womanly destiny. I trust I am not
bigoted on the subject of free speech, or of any other
freedom. All forms of government—one may say all
forms of reasonmable life—are a compromise berween
the extremes of freedom and sm:rit}r. In the extreme
of freedom, where a man, without let or hindrance,
does thar which is right in his own eyes and is hampered
not ar all by the nght or convenience of others—in that
extreme of freedom a man must perforce live dangerously.
He must live, that is to say, without the prorection of
the law, and must either draw away from the life of the
community or defy it in his every action, in the manner
of Chicago gangsters. As for the extreme of security,
the life without risk—where you are surrounded b}r
precautions, by watchers, and by walls—the other word
for that is gaol. If security were indeed the first desire of
our souls, we should most of us aim at a comfortable
term of penal servitude; where risks ro life and limb
are almost non-existent, where ro-morrow has lictle
uncertainty about it—and our daily bread is provided
without fear of unemployment. While, if freedom were
indeed the breath of our lives and the longing of our
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souls, we should turn our backs on humanity. As a
matter of actual and ordinary fact, we have no desire
for security or freedom unadulterated; what we strive
to attain, in our muddled fashion, is such an adjusement
between our idea of security and our idea of freedom as
will enable us ro live in comforc. And our idea of a
suitable adjustment inevitably alters with circumsrance.
When danger threatens (as in time of war) the value we
place on our imperilled security may outweigh a thousand-
fold the value we place upon our freedom. To a people
thar fears the assaulr of an enemy, its inherited liberty
may seem so small a thing chat it will let ic slip withoue
protest; it may permit its rulers to abrogate rights, such
as that of free speech, which it once Dtﬁ::lught essential
and which its fathers thought worth dying for. Those
of us whose memory goes back to the beginning of the
war will remember that that is much what happened in
the first few days of August 1914; and happened with
the full consent of the British Parliament.

Like the Pmﬂ:rcnces of men and women, the pre-
ferences of nations vary; they have their individual
temperaments and, further, their different experiences.
To some—and especially to those who have come near to
destruction in the past—security will seem the essential,
the one thing needful, and for its artainment they will
make any sacrifice. Others, who have lived less exposed
to the peril of attack, may have been so long accustomed
to the comfore of their liberties that they are willing,
for their sake, to rake risks. Those who rule Ttaly at
the present juncture are not of the class thar takes
careless risks; chey see fit and right to tip the balance
in favour of security, which to them is their country's
first need; it is in the interests of national security thar
they curtail the rights of opposition and the Press and
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sacrifice certain of the comforts of individual freedom.
We, with a different tradition behind us, may prefer
our own method of adjusting the balance between
freedom and security, between citizen and Stave; they
prefer theirs—which sums up the case and the argument.
As for Fascist aims and ideals for women, here, too,
I have had to make allowance—large allowance—for
prejudice; T&! view of what should be the position of
women in the body pelitic is not that of the rulers
of Iraly. (The fact is not likely to trouble the rulers of
Italy!) On the subject of women and women's activities
I have tried to write straightforwardly of what 1 have
been told, what I have gathered from newspaper and
phlet, and the use of my own eyes and ears; but
lest prejudice be observable) I here state frankly thac I
am feminist by conviction, that of old I was a suffragise,
and that I am a whole-hearted advocare of birth control
—which in Fascist eyes 1s anathema, The idea of my
own sex as being created for the purpose of wifehood
and motherhood does not commend itself to me. To
which statement any righc-minded disciple of Fascist
doctrine would doubtless rerort that my idea of a woman
as a being whose success in life, and whose personal
worth, has no necessary connection with her power of
sex attraction or the bearing of children, does not
commend itself to him. Being conscious of this utrer
divergence of ideals and points of view, I have as far as
possible confined myself to facts, and refrained from
comment in the pages dealing with Fascism as applied
L0 woImen.
The above explanation, I hope, makes clear alike my
honest intentions and my prejudices.
C. H.

1931.
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I. THE ITAIIAN CHILD'S WAR

1 HAVE sometimes wondered why no enterprising Euh-
lisher has :huught it worth his while to compile a
volume on the varying (and highly conflicting) war-
teaching of those nations which once we knew as
belligerent. Such a volume, which would consist very
largely of extracts from children's school-books, would
be valuably informative; it would also, at times, be
amusing, though its humour would be largely uncon-
scious and flavoured here and there with im.
Because school-books are compiled without thought of
their effect on the foreigner, it would enable us, far
better than many leading articles, to estimate the
differences in racial outlook and point of view of the
various rising generations. If, for instance, we had
been conversant, during the last few years, with German
school-books treating of war-history, we should, I
imagine, have been less surprised than we were in 1930
by the sudden increase in power and popularity of the
National Socialist Party—the Nazis.

The Iralian school-book, in this respect, is no less
interesting than the German. Its teaching on the
subject of the war is straightforward; the attitude of
the rising generation towards the struggle in which its
fathers took part is clearly and authoritatively defined,
in accordance wich che spirit of Fascism  As thar 1s a
spirit strongly patriotic, rim: who look upon nationality
B 1
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as the prime cause of bloodshed, and imagine that the
combative instinct has no existence t:}:an: m standing
armies, will hardly approve of these Iralian school-books—
with their insistence on the soldierly virtues and on
patriotism, and their praise for the achievements of
the war.

We who are the ordinary British public know, save by
rare exception, bur lirtle of the war as waged on the
Italian front; its effect on owr fortunes was indirect
only, and comparatively few of our men were engaged
there, so our interest centred, naturally enough, on the
nearer strife of France and Flanders. A breach of the
Italian line in Venetia was not like a breach of the line
at Verdun or a thrust towards the Channel ports. We
heard, from time to time, of advance or retreat and looked
up names in our maps; we knew of the heavy defeat of
Caporetto, we knew it was retrieved in the fnﬂmvinﬁ
year, at the Piave; and that, with the ordinary Britis
public, was abour as far as our knowledge went.

The Italian school-history, as a matter of course, gives
you the interest reversed; in its pages the struggle that
to us is subsidiary, the struggle with the empire of
Austria-Hungary, 1s the pivor of the World War, the
drama of supreme importance, The Bactle of the Marne
and the Bartle of the Somme, the Salient, Verdun, and
the saving of Paris—all these have dwindled to dis-
appearing point, and, as seen through the eyes of the
Italian chronicler, the decisive factor in final victory was
the overthrow of the Austrian army—not the rolling
back of the German army in France.

The passages following are taken from a book intended
for use in the State-run schools by children of (I think)
about eight: T have wranslated its simple language as
literally as possible. One section of the volume is
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devoted to La Grande Guerra ; and the lesson thereon, in
the first place, takes the form of a conversation between
three small boys and a cerrain Signor Goffredo—who
is not without points of resemblance to our own
Mrs, Markham.

“It was called the Greaxr War,” explains Signor
Goffredo to his three lictle friends, ** because, of all the
wars recorded by history, it was the most terrible. The
nations who took arms and strove against each other
were the most powerful in the world. On one side
were Enpland, France, and Belgium, and, in the begin-
ning, Russia; also America, Japan, and various other
countries. And over against them stood Germany and
Austria, who also had their strong allies.

“ The shock of these formidable nations, with their
huge armaments and armies, was terrific, and the issue
of the struggle remained for a long time in doubt.”

** And what about Italy? "' (So asks one of the boys.)

* What abour Italy—you do right o ask. It was
Iraly's entry that decided the fate of the war. For,
once for all, boys, you must get this into your heads—
and all future penerations must get it into theirs: It
was Italy that won the war at the Battle of Vittorio Veneto:
Say that after me, all three of you—Sergio, Anselmuccio,
Cherubino.™

And the three boys said after him: * It was Italy that
won the war at the Battle of Vittorio Veneto.”

““I am not going to give you the story in detail,’" went
on Stgnur Goffredo, who was obviously stirred to
emotion, “ that your schoolmaster must do for you.
I will tell you only thar the army of Italy was one of the
most heroic in the world; all the more heroic because,
in the beginning, it was wanting both in necessary

Tealics in the original.
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armaments and food. I need give you no names; there
were those who fought and died; there were thase who
still wear the glorious badgﬁ of their wounds, - there
were those who suffered alike in mind and hearr. If
you question the first, it is their graves that will give
you answer; if you question the second, IJ.'IE}F will point
to their scars; if you question the third, they will point
to the lines on their foreheads.

““You will learn in your school the names of those
who were foremost in Italian heroism; for my part,
boys, I shall give you ene name only, a name that stands
for all—the Unknown Warrior. A soldier, that is to
say, who, like thousands of others, ﬁau%ht and died,

and whose very nmame 1s unknown. . . .

Such is the introduction ro the story of the Great
‘War as presented, in their schoals, ro the boys and girls
of Iraly; the origins and progress of the struggle are
sketched at some length in a later chaprer of the same
educational volume. It is there explained chat the
Risorgimento and its wars of the nineteenth century
had not wholly actained the great object of unifying
Iraly; there were still regions outside rhe national
borders, inhabited by men of Italian race and speech
bur subject to the rule of the Hapsburgs. “ Veretia
Tridentina, Venetia Giulia, Istria, and Dalmatia remained
beneath the Austrian yoke," and Italy remembered ** that
the redemption of these territories was a sacred duty, . . ."

" Among these Italians oppressed by the ?:Jmignl:r
there were not wanting gallant young men who offered
up their lives, as their fathers had done in the heroic
era of the Risorgimento; nevertheless, during many
long years it was impossible to take arms to aid the
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fratelli irredenti. At length, however, in the year 1914,
the two powerful empires of Germany and Austria
atracked I:E: small country of Belgium, and also Serbia
and France. To save the liberties of Europe, thus
threatened by invasion, both England and Russia took
the field, and the Aames of war soon raged through the
greater part of the European continent, as well as in
Asia and Africa. During the four, years of the conflicc
there were fought many ‘terrific bartles, which sometimes
lasted for weeks. It was in 1915 that Iraly took arms
against the Austrian Empire, and two later the
United States of America also joined in the war.
Finally, in the autumn of 1918, our army destroyed the
Austrian army in Italy and so obliged Austria to sue for
an armistice, Then the World War came to an end.
As a result of the Italian victory Germany saw herself
deprived, for good and all, of the support of her Austrian
ally; she also saw herself menaced by an Italian invasion
while her troops in France were being forced to retreat
by the French, the English, the Italians, and Americans—
so she also asked for peace.

“ We will now go on to the heroic achievernents of
our soldiers in this great, victorious war.”

Here be it noted that, in all such books for the young
as I have seen, stress is laid on the eagerness with which
Italy entered the war. Which, no doubt, is correct; the
school of pacifism which would have us believe that the
combative instinct is confined to the higher ranks of
diplomacy has little in the way of fact to go upon. In
all those nations that took part in the war (whatever
their weariness and repulsion E::Ier) the actual declaration
of hostilities aroused enthusiasm and the ardent spiric
of self-sacrifice.

" Our people understood that the hour had come to
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free those regions of Iraly which stll suffered under
foreign rule, and it was with the utmost enthusiasm that
they demanded war against Austria. Once again the
brave songs of the War of Independence resounded on
every side, and they were echoed back by the newer
songs which called 2;1' the ransom of Trent and Trieste.

On the heights, on the heights of the Trentino
We will plant, we will plant our flag!

* Benito Mussolini, that great son of our people, he
who to-day is the Duce of Fascist Italy, fired the souls
of his countrymen with patriotism by his writings as
well as by his burning words; while the eloquence of
the famous poet, Gabriele d' Annunzio, likewise inspired
the nation. Both these men, like the writers and
poets of the Risorgimento, were gallant soldiers in the
field.

“ Our king made himself interpreter of the public
will, and on 24th May, 1915, he declared war againsc
Austria, The House of Savoy set out again on the
glorious path once taken by Carlo Alberro and Victor
Emmanuel II

“The king, in a fine proclamation, thus addressed
his soldiers:

" * Soldiers of the land and of the sea!

" * The solemn hour of our justification has sounded!

“ Following the example of my illustrious ancestor,
I assume to-day the supreme command of the forces of
land and sea, with an assured faith in the vicrory which
will be achieved by your valour, your self-sacrifice, and
dis:i]alinc.

“*The enemy whom you are ing to fight is
trained in war aﬁd worth Fni—' you. PI;FP?E rghu adrfntage
of position and readiness, ﬂt will oppose ta you a stubborn
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resistance, but your enthusiasm will know how to
overcome it.

** ! Soldiers, yours will be the glory of planting the
tricolour of Italy on the sacred and natural boundaries
of our Fatherland, and yours will be the glory of
accomplishing the work which the heroism of your
fathers began!’

“The Imlian army, under the command of Luigi
Cadorna, freed Ala, Gradisca, and Monfalcone in a
swift advance, then reached and crossed the Isonzo.
Then, berween June and November 1915, our heroic
soldiers, in four terrible battles, drove the enemy from
trenches which appeared to be impregnable, cut as the
were in the lwul: rock, on dumfmﬁ positions, :ué
defended by barbed wire and thousands of cannon and
machine-guns. Those vigorous sons of our mountains,
the Alpini, wrested Monte Nero from its Austrian
defenders, who had believed the position unassailable.
In May 1916 the Austrians tried to take their revenge,
and, with a large number of troops and many guns,
they attacked our lines in the Trentino, having first
destroyed our defences by a terrific bombardment. But
after a month of furious fighting our soldiers reconquered
nearly all the ground which they had been obliged to
yield in the first moment of surprise,

“In August of the same year (1916) a magnificent
victory adorned the Italian :olmlrs. In a ten-days'
struggle the formidable positions which barred the road
to Gorizia were carried and passed, and Gorizia was
added to Iraly; while at the same time our troops were
thrusting ha:iz the enemy on the Carso.

“Between May and September in 1917 the Italian
army, in two other great bartles, gained possession of
the tableland of Bainsizza, of San Gabriele, and Monte
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Santo. The Austrian forces, hard pressed by our heroes,

were near to complete defear and overthrow, when
Germany sent to their aid an army consisting of some
of her t troops. And b}r this time, unfortunately,
Russia, convulsed by a ruinous revolution, had with-
drawn from the war, and so 1t happznfd that the
Austrians and Germans could send against Italy the
guns and men they had formerly employed against
Russia. On 24th Ocrober, 1917, the enemy advanced
to the attack of our lines, succeeded in breaking them
and seizing Caporetro, and marched into the plain of
Veneria. Our army was forced to abandon the Isonzo
and fall back, still fighting, on Monte Grappa and the
Piave. But on the heights of Monte Grappa and the
banks of the Piave our soldiers held fast: the most
furious assaults of the enemy were of no avail to move
them. The }rnul:hful [ECTUILS, bn}?s of eighteen years,
vied in courage with the veterans of the Carso and
Isonzo. The enemy's invasion was stemmed and
preparations were made to roll it back.

" Italy did not allow herself to be cast down by her
misfortune.

" The nation was strong and united in its determina-
tion to maintain the courage of its soldiers and obrain
for them the means of chasing the enemy out of Veneria,
so that the Italian tricolour should float victorious ever
the redeemed provinces.

“June 1918 saw the Austrians engaged in another
offensive in the mountains and on the Piave; and in
hand-to-hand struggles the Iralian soldiers defended
the sacred soil of their country. ‘ Either the Piave or
death for us all!’ So wrote an infantryman on the
ruined wall of a house destroyed by shell-fire. The
Austrians were driven back beyond the river, and in
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the first days of July the Bartle uf the Piave finished
with a grear Italian victory.

Here for a page or two the historian turns aside
from the war on land to deal with the other wars waged
at sea and in the air,

" While the army,” he writes, ** was fighting with so
much gallantry on land, the navy was fighting with an
equal gallantry at sea. The Austrian fleer had no wish
to give it battle, preferring o take refuge in its heavily
forcified harbours; but all the same our navy covered
itself with glory. It defended the coasts of Italy against
the attacks of enemy ships and itself made daring raids
on the Austrian coasts; it laid minefields, in order to
blow up hostile shlps, and swept up the minefields of
the Austrians; it protected against submarines the
convoys of Italian and allied vessels engaged in the
rransport of food, munitions, and troops.

" Qur sailors knew how to strike at the enemy, even
in his harbours. Luigi Rizzo, in the port of Trieste,
sank the ironclad Vienna; and another grear armoured
ship, the Viribus Unitis, was blown up in the port of
Pola, There were many daring achievements by tiny
motor boats, known as M.A.S., which were built for
the chasing of submarines. Omne of those who dis-
tinguished himself in this form of warfare was Costanzo
Ciano who is now a member of the Fascist ministry.

" The liccle M.A.S. did not hesitate to acrack even
latge Austrian ships when they ventured forth from
their cover. Two great ironclads once came out from
Pola, escorted by many smaller vessels and making
towards the open sea. It was hardly light when the
smoke from their funnels was seen by two M.AS,,
which, after having been on the watch all night, were
about e return ro harbour. Luigi Rizzo commanded
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them. Quickly he turned upon the Austrian
squadron, uns{en by the rwpgnmnmm he had
launched his torpedoes. There were two deafening
reports, two enormous columns of water, and one of
the Austrian vessels foundered.

“ The two M.A.S. escaped from the furious fire of
the other enemy vessels, and returned triumphantly to
Ancona, while the dismayed Austrian squadron with all
speed ook refuge in Pola. Nor was it only on land and
sea that Italian heroism shone. Our tricolour was
displayed to the skies in our acroplanes, which were
ceaselessly observant of the movements of the enemy,
ever swift and eager to chase back his raiders, and ever
ready, with bombs and machine-guns, to come to the
aid of the infantry, alike in defence and artack.

** Brave amongst the many brave airmen of Iraly was
Francesco Baracco. With marvellous skill and magni-
ficent courage he did not hesitate to atrack enemy
machines, even when he found himself in a position of
sheer inferioricy. He was vicrorious in sixty combars,
in the course of which he brought down thirty-four
enemy aeroplanes. During the Bartle of the Piave he
came to his glorious end. While the furious conflict
was proceeding in Montello, Francesco Baracco flew low
in order ro use his machine-gun on the Austrians, and
he was struck on the head by a buller that had pierced
his perrol tank. The machine fell in flames, and only
when the batele was over did his countrymen find the
body of the hero in its debris. It was reverently raised
and buried with all honour.

“ Famous, too, is the flight to Vienna. Eight
acroplanes under the command of Gabriele d’Annunzio
appearcd one day over the proud capital city of the
Auscrian Empire, and there was ncthing to prevent
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them from avenging the ferocious aerial bombardments
from which our d:ftncclr.ss cities had suffered ac the
hands of the enemy. But the aim of the Iralians, in
flying ro Vienna, was only to scatter manifestoes composed
by the poet and advising Austria to put an end to a war
in which she could never hope to be victorious. Then
our aeroplanes returned after a flighe of about a thousand
kilometres, the greater part of I:Ec distance over enemy
territory. The daring narure of the enterprise roused
admiration throughout the world."”

Then follows an account of the Bartle of Vittorio
Veneto, the ending of the war, and the peace signed
with Austria at St. Germain.

" On the unhappy anniversary of the Battle of
Caporetto our army Engaged, from the mountains to
the sea, in the decisive battle which we know as Vittorio
Veneto. For eleven days the epic struggle continued;
then, in the end, the resistance of the Austrians was
broken, and their recrear, with the Italians pressing hard
on their heds. soon transformed itself into a rouc
unparalleled in history.

*On 4th November, 1918, General Armando Diaz,
who had succeeded Luigi Cadorna in supreme command
of the army, could issue the following proclamarion to
exultant Iraly:

" “Under the supreme guidance of His Majesty the
King, the war against Austria-Hungary which the Italian
army, inferior both in numbers and armament, began
on 24th May, 1915, and for forty-one months waged
with unalterable faith and tenacious valour, has now
been won.

" The gigantic bartle engaged on 24th October, and
in which took part fifty-one Iralian divisions, three
British owo Frensh, one Czechoslovak, and one American
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iment against seventy-five Austrian divisions, 1s
ﬁsh:d. - g

““*. .. The Austro-Hungarian army has been anni-
hilated, . . . The remains of that wzich was one of
the most powerful armies in the world is retiring in
disorder and without further hope along the valleys
which it once descended in pride and confidence.’

“ Qur soldiers,” the lesson-book continues, '’ then
entered Trent and carried their colours triumphantly
to the Brenner Pass: they disembarked at Pola and
Trieste. The king's command had been obeyed and the
flag of Italy was planted on her sacred boundaries,
Everywhere the liberated peoples, rejoicing in their
freedom, fell on the necks of their gallant deliverers,
embracing them and covering them with flowers. The
Italian victory brought about in Austria the outbreak
of a revolution: the empire was overthrown, and the
various peoples who formerly composed it divided up
into independent states.

** Peace with Austria was concluded at St. Germain,
near to Paris, on 1oth September, 191g. Venetia
Tridentina and Venetia Giulia, with Trentino, Trieste,
Istria, were ceded to Iraly; our glorious dead had not
shed their blood in vain.

"It was barely half a century after she had become
a free and united kingdom that Iraly issued triumphantly
from the greatest war in her history. She alone among
the powers taking part in the conflict had completely
destroyed the enemy opposed to her; she had overthrown
an empire that had existed through long centuries, and,
by overthrowing it, had hastened the surrender of
Germany. The number of her fallen, about six hundred
thousand, bore witness 1o the rerrific narure of the
struggle.
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“It is with a just pride, therefore, that we should
look back on the war; thinking of it as a school of
daring and discipline in which our people showed
themselves worthy of their fathers, the Romans, who
once were masters of the world, . . .”

Presumably it is with an eye on child-psychology—
children demand heroes, and are interested in men, not
in masses—that so much stress is laid, in this account of
the war, on the exploits of daring individuals. In
addicion to those who are mentioned above, chere is a
subsidiary chapter devoted to " Italian Heroes and
Martyrs of the Struggle ""—and among the heroes is the
name of Benito Mussolini. Of this military phase of
the Duce’s career we in England, as a rule, are ignorant,
so it may be of interest to quote the passage in full.

" As soon as the World War broke our Benito
Mussolini had urged that we should intervene against
Austria, In urging this step he was prompted by his
political genius as well as by his love for Imly; he was
convinced thar the war would be a means of strengthening
our people. On t5th November, 1914, he founded his
fighting paper, Il Popolo d'Italia, and began the campaign
for intervention which was largely responsible for Italy's
entry into the war.

*“ The outbreak of hostilities found Mussolini ac the
front, as a private in the Bersaglieri. He was a model
soldier, gallant in danger, high-spirited, and a good
comrade to even the humblest of his fellows. He was
soon recommended for promotion to the rank of corporal,
which he had merited by ‘ his exemplary acriviry, his
esprit de corps, and cool courage.’ And he was further
described by his superiors as * foremost in every kind of
work and daring, careless of hardship, zealous and
scrupulous in the fulfilment of his duties.’
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““Benito Mussolini fought at Conca di Plezzo, at
Carnia, and on the Carso. He was in a trench on the
Carso on 23rd February, 1917, when a mench-mortar
exploded, and by the hail of splinters caused by the
explosion he was wounded all over the body. For long
months he languished in a hospital, suffering acucely,
but enduring his sufferings with fortitude. And during
his slow convalescence, and then on till the end of the
war, Benito Mussolini strove with his words and with
his writings to sustain the fighting temper of the country
and the army, and maintain in them the will to victory.

" It 15 with justice thar Benito Mussolini is held to be
one of the decisive factors in bringing about the war
and its triumph, . . "

Such is the story of the war as taught to the children
of Iraly; differing considerably, b in manner and
content, from the scory of the war as taught to the children
of England. Throughout it is a record of success and
patriotic achievement, a singing of arms and the man;.
and its moral, obviously, is the splendour of patriotism
and the need of military vircue. The youth of to-day,
should their country call to them, must emulate their
elders, the victors of Vittorio Veneto; they also must
show themselves worthy of the Romans—who once were
rulers of the world!

It is with that reminder to the children of to-day that
the chapter on the war concludes.

“Italy, a hundred years ago, was a country divided
and enslaved; to-day that country is one of the great
powers of the world, to which it presents an admirable
example of discipline, of industry, and loyalty. The
heroes and martyrs of the Risorgimento, of the Great
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War, and the Fascist Revolution have united our Father-
land into one nation and made it free, prosperous, and
strong. From you (of the younger generation)

country demands that you develop in health, bnﬁ
body and mind, so that you may be enabled to continue
the work that others have begun, and make of Ialy,
once again, a shining light of civilization. So that, if
danger threatens, you may be ready like your fathers and
your forefathers, to spring to arms, and be ready, as
they were, to give your lives if the safety and welfare
of Italy should require of you that last sacrifice!



II. THE CHILD'S GUIDE TO FASCISM

THE more [ hear and the more I read of Fascism, as
expounded by those who profess its docerines, the more
do I marvel at the acrid dislike of it which informs the
average British Socialist, For Fascism is so plainly the
result of Socialist thinking; it has grown and developed
into what it is because the man who directed it was
trained in Socialist thinking and had Socialist views on
the scope and function of the State. Its discipline and
outlook, in many respects, seem akin to those of a
militant Trade Unionism, the difference between the
two movements being rather in de than in kind.
Trade Unionistm  seeks to djscip%;::, and chereby
aggmndiz:. certain sections of the nation only—the
wage-earning sections; the aim of Fascism, on the other .
hand, is to discipline, and thereby aggrandtze, the Italian
nation at large—in all its sections, all its ranks, all its
interests,

“ The forming of that unitary political conscience
which is the true basis of the Stare "—so Fascism is
defined by one of Mussolini's ministerial colleagues.
“The leading problem of Fascism " (I quote %runm
Villari) “ is that of the right of the State and the duty
of the individual. "' Of this, at least, we may be
fairly certain; :hat wh:n our State has come into its
socialistic own, it will be obliged, however rcluctant!}rl
to take a leaf from the book of Mussolini, strive to form

a unitary political conscience, and inculcate the strenuous
16
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dity of citizenship—by penalty as well as by precept.
When the State has gathered to itself all authoricy and
its officials supervise all our manifold activities, industrial,
commercial, scientific, agriculrural; then, if it is
carry on without disaster, it will have to get service,
good service, from those it employs and protects. And
the likelihood is that it will find it necessary to insist on
discipline and a measure of outward and ordered respect
—very much in the manner of Fascism. Perhaps the
real obstacle to * Socialism in Our Time "' is no more
than this: the refusal of those who profess the creed of
Socialism to preach its inevitable duties. While the
real strength of Fascism—thar is to say, its hold on the
honourable and the public-spiriced—lies in the fact thar
it has not been afraid to establish a standard of duty.
The individual, in Fascist theory, is a means to the end
of the State. * Society must be considered as an
imperishable organism where life extends beyond thar
of the individuals who are its transivory elements. These
are born, grow up, die, and are substituted by others,
while the social unit always retains its identity and its
patrimony of ideas and sentiments, which each genera-
tion receives from the past and cransmits to the future.
According to the Fascist conception, therefore, the
individual cannot be considered as the ultimate end of
sociery. Society has its own purposes of preservation,
expansion, and perfecrion, and these are distinct from
the purposes of the individuals who at any one moment
compose it. In the carrying our of its own proper
ends, society must make use of individuals. . . . The
State . . . is for Fascism an organism distinct from
the citizens who at any given time form part of it; it
has its own life amd its own superior ends, ro which
the ends of the individual muse be subordinaced.”

C



18 Modern fl‘ﬁb

Fascism ins early with the tramning in citizen-
virtue. Asbsg:n as ir}rsmrts its education, the Italian
child begins to learn of the duty and honour it owes to
the State and its rulers; and the books that are put
into its infant hands, far from avoiding discussion of
public affairs, seek to make of it an infant politician.
The making of infant politicians is by no means peculiar
to Fascism; Italy is not the only country in which efforts
are being made to mould the risn::g generation to a definite
political partern; buc (saving no doubt the Soviet
Republics) Italy seems the most thorough in her use of
the schoolroom-propaganda system. Her little people
start their schooling at the age of six; and, as soon as
they can read (and it may be before), they are instructed
in the merits of the Fascist Revolution and existin
form of government—and incidentally in che b
demerits u% those who have opposed its authority. With
us an attempt to form *‘ unitary political conscience
through the Council schools would certainly lead to
trouble; parents of an opposite way of thinking would
object to the bias of the lessons. If such objections are
made in Italy, the disgruntled parents are probably
reminded that the State ** has its own superior ends, to
which the ends of the individual must be subordinated.”

School lirerature is a method of recruirment for
juvenile Fascist organizations. A class-book for children
of very tender age shows among its excellent illustrations
a boy and a girl, each with an arm uplifted in the
orthodox Roman salute. He is clad in [.EE black shire,
the shorts, and scarf of the Balilla: she in the white
jumper and black skirt thar denote membership of the
Picoole Italiane, the corresponding corps of girls. And
the small boys of seven who read the book in class are
bidden to look forward to the happy day when they shall
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have attained the of eight. The age, that is to say,
the enviable age :Eewl'lidghthe : .'d:f, can don blamc};:
shirts and shorts and enrol in the ranks of the Balilla.

The school-book for children a year or so older from
which I pave extracts in the chaprer preceding, contains
a section devoted to the Fascist Revolution, its causes,
its achievements, and its leader. The war, it is explained,
along with its success and its glory, had naturally brought
suffering on the country; it had imposed many hardships
and required many sacrifices, * and there were men so
destitute of loyalty and patriotism that they took
advantage of the general suffering and sought to destroy
the fruits of victory. These were the sovversivi, men
without a country, who tried to persuade the Italian
people that the sacrifices it had made to win the war
had all been made in vain. In this way they hoped to
rouse discontent and hatred and stir the people to open
revolt,

" As the then Government did not venture to oppose
their treacherous propaganda, the sowwersivi were soon
the real masters of Italy. They fomented strikes, they
urged workmen and peasants to wreck facrories and lay
waste farms, they abused and ill-treared ex-service men,
priests, and officials, and they even hauled down and
tore our Iralian flag. Italy ar that time was on the edge
of a terrible abyss.

“But over her salvation there watched Benito
Mussolini.

““ There were many loyal and upright Italians who
were convinced that these anti-patriots must be met
and overthrown; ar first, however, the necessary leader
was lacking. Bur Italy, the country which had endured
a long war with such splendid courage, and her people
who ]%ad given such striking proofs of unity and bravery
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were not abandoned by God; and the leader (il Duce) who
saved them from disaster was Benito Mussolini.

“ It was on 23rd March, 1919, that Benito Mussolini
founded, in the city of Milan, the organization known
as the Fasci Italiani di Combattimento; he chose the fasces
as his symbol because they stood for strength and for
law. If you rake a single rod and try to break it, you
will succeed withour v much trouble; but if you
place such a rod amongst several others, and then fasten
them tightly together with cords, all your efforts at
breaking the bundle will be vain. And it is the same
thing with men; when they stand separate and divided,
the first enemy will overcome their weakness, but when
they are united and hold fast together, no one will be
able to worst them. Also the fascio, the sheaf of rods
and the axe, in the days of old Rome, was the syman
of justice and supreme authority, and as such it was
carried by the lictors, who escorted the rulers of the
Roman State—hence its name of fasdo littorio. In
this symbal, therefore, the genius of Benito Mussolini
revived the memory of the power and the jusrice of.
Rome, . . .

“ Inspired by Benito Mussolini, Fascism soon made
its appearance in all the other cities of Italy. From one
end of the country to the other the Blackshirts formed
their determined and disciplined squadrons, which
attacked and put to flight the sovversivi, whose outrages
were disturbing the life both of town and country.
Many of those who joined the Fascisti were veterans of
the Greart War, who now offered themselves for the
second rime to Italy, to save her from internal enemies.
The struggle, indeed, was a cruel one, and no fewer than
three thousand Fascists gave their lives in the sacred
cause of their country; for the mest parc they were
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victims of ambuscade and treachery, which their enemies
preferred to honest combat in the open field."”

Then follows an account of the March on Rome, in
the aurumn of 1922. The march, it is explained, was
rendered necessary by the fatal weakness of the Govern-
ment; it was so weak, in facr, that * there was no longer
any reason for its existence,”” while opposed to it was
** a movement gigantic and disciplined. Ar a sign from
Mussolini all the Fascists of Italy were maobilized; cities
were occupied; and three columns of armed Blackshirts
marched on Rome.” The march was not accomplished
without opposition—there was sanguinary fighting in
places; bur the king had realized what Fascism stood
for—" the Italy that had been vicrorious on the Piave
and ar Vittorio Veneto.” Eighty thousand Blackshirts
who had joined in the march filed before him in dis-
ciplined columns, and Beniro Mussaolini was entrusted
with * the titanic task of raising up a new Italy."

If it be true, as some psychologists assert, thar you
can make what you will of the plastic child-mind, it
should not need more than a generation to produce that
** unitary political conscience " which is the primary aim
of Fascism. For the plastic child-mind is left in no
doubr as to the success of the Duce and his henchmen
in the titanic task of reconstruction. The next chapter
is entitled ** New Italy,” and from first word to last it
is a chapter of pride in the achievements of the Fascist
regime.

** But a few years have gone by," it begins, * since the
March on Rome, and already our Italy has undergone
a complete transformartion. Strikes, riots, and indisci-
pline, all these are things of the past; in their stead we
have order and respect for authority, and industrial peace
berween the workers and those who give work. All
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employees, whether they work with their hands or with
their brains, have their orpanizations, and so do all
employers of labour; while above these are the Corpora-
gioni, which are the o of the Stare. There is a
Labour Charter (Carta del Lavoro), whose regularions have
been drawn up in the common interest; and in all cases
of serious dispure the decision is given, in the common
interest, by a special court, the Mapistratura del Lavoro,
Then there is the Opera Nagionale Dopolavoro (National
Insticution for Afrer Work—that is, for the use of leisure).
By the means it places ac their disposal, the workers, in
their leisure hours, can improve their health by physical
exercise, or carry on their education.

* The army, the navy, and the air force have been the
objects of Benito Mussolini’s special interest, and the
men who served their country in the Grear War have
been cared for and helped to find suitable trades and
professions. Then the Duce has created the Fascist
Militia (Miligia Volontaria per la Sicuregzgza Nagionale),
which guards the conquests of the Fascist Revolution,
watches over public order, and provides pre-military
instruction for boys.

“ In addition Benito Mussolini has constructed many
new roads, including those which are especially designed
for motor traffic, and he has greatly extended the area
of land under cultivation. The producrion of corn in
Italy has been much increased by the Duce's institution
of the battaglia del prano and the festa del pane.

" Elementary schools and kindergartens, to the number
of thousands, have been founded by the Duce, who
attaches a particular importance to the moral and physical
training of the young. This form of education is under
the charge of the Opera Nagionale Balilla, From the age
of eight ro the age of fourteen the bby, as a member of
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the Balilla, is trained both physically and morally; on
reaching fourreen he passes into the Avamguardisti; while
as a youth of eighteen he can take his place with the
* Fascist Levy ' in the ranks of the National Fascist
Party. Then the lictle girls between six and twelve are
classed as Piceole Italiane; after thacr they are Giovane
Italiane until the age of eighteen; and at eighteen they
also, through the Fascist Levy, can become members of
the party, The religious training of these young people
is carried on by the priesthood.

““Thus,” concludes this little political chaprer, ** the
rising generation is being brought up to honour both its
God and its Country; and if Iraly or Fascism should ever
be menaced, it will be prepared, with all its strength, ro
defend them.”

I have quoted at some length from this * Child's
Guide to Fascism "' for more than one reason. In the
fiest place because it is a straightforward uampla
political pmp‘-tga,uda as aPphad to children; in the
semn& because it summarizes, simply and clearly, the
views which it is sought to impart to the child; and in
the third because it touches on aspects of Fascist achieve-
ment and activity which we in England, as a general
rule, ignore, Whether we dislike or whether we admire
it, Fascism, to most of us, means little but strong
government, arbitrary government, tinged with mili-
tarism, and its accompanying benefit of order. Barring
the suppression of Bolshevik violence and the punctual
running of trains, we know lictle or nothing of the other
benefits it has conferred upon the nation—its encourage-
ment of health through open-air exercise, its foundation
of schools and sanatoria.
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All over Europe—and perhaps beyond her borders—
one of the resules of reactions from the war was an
access of interest in the welfare of the younger genera-
tion; to the era of bloodshed succeeded the era of the
child! I leave it to the psychologist to explain (if he
can) the precise connecrion berween the workings of the
combative spirit and enthusiasm for the training of
youth; being myself content to note that such a con-
nection does obviously exist, and that post-war Iraly
possesses her full share of che enthusiasm in which 1t
15 made manifest. The Fascist Government has set
education in the forefront of its aims: and Imalian
educarion nowadays is no longer purely ** intellectualist,”
as it was but a few years ago. It includes the care of
health, the training of the body, as well as a training in
habits of gnu:l cftizcnship. Since Eﬂﬂl‘i CITIZENS IMMust
be sound in wind and limb, young Italians of to-day are
bred to exercise, in drill and athlerics, in fencing and
gymnastics; and there has, further, been established a
thoroughgoing system of seaside and country holiday.
All over Iraly, high in her mountains or breezy by her
sea, thete are children's * summer colonies,” of Fascist
origin; and in these colonies youngsters whose parents
are too poor to afford them a hot-weather holiday are
lodged, boarded, and looked after—free of charge. I was
assured that no elementary schoolchild in Iraly—no child,
that is to say, from the age of six 1o the age of eleven—
need go without its annual change. Each one can look
forward to a stay by the sea or mountain of at least a
fortnight’s duration. For the use of the children of
Rome alone there are in existence no less than ten
summer colonies, eight in the neighbouring mountain
districts and the other two by the sea.

Yer another instance of care for the hed'th and well-
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being of childhood is a form of summer school now

general in the larger cities. It is a day institurion, and
comes into being when other schools are closed—during
the long summer holidays, which in Italy begin with
the heat of July—and is situated at some convenient
fresh-air spot that can easily be reached with bus or
tram. These institutions, I was told, are not entrely
free of charge; they are intended for the class wherein
parents can afford a small fee. In return for it, the
care of their boys and girls is taken entirely off their
hands for the day; the LEﬂd:En are collected in the early
morning, and conveyed in batches, by bus or mam, to
their seaside or country “ colony.” There, through the
heat of the Italian summer day, they breathe clean air in
healthful surroundings, and are kept from the mischief
of the streets; collected again by those in charge of
them, they are safely returned home at night. A blessed
institution, the d-.:'fdren's day-colony; and, in all prob-
ability, as great a boon to the mothers of young families
as it 1s to the young families themselves!

It was an Italian who was anything bur a blind
admirer of the works of Fascism—who, in facr, had
suffered heavily at Fascist hands—who told me that the
one direction in which he was convinced thar real
progress had been made since his own younger days was
in the care of the rising generation. For himself he
would have preferred the times that are past; but not
for che children. The small boys and girls that you
see in school and streer are cleaner, sturdier, a finer little
race than they were but a few years ago.

Certain it is thar the typical Iralian child of ro-day
is a lictle creature very good to look ar. When, during
a recent visit to Rome, I was shown over one of the
Montessori schools, I thought I had never seen assembled
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in one room so many children who might be classed as
beautiful. I might have thought that these children
were exceprional—benefiting perhaps by their special
training—if it had not been that, a day or two later,
I went on to an elementary school for girls, Here
again the little scholars were a delight to the eye; yet
this particular school, I was assured by my guide, drew
its children from one of the poorer quarters of the city.
Dark or fair—and many Italians are fair—these little
Italians were attractive individually as well as in the
mass; and not the least actractive as regards appearance
were the youthful Fascists, the Picrole Italiane, who, for
the benefic of the foreign visitor, had kindly turned out
in pride of uniform. White jumpers, white cotron
stockings, black skirts, and little round caps of black
stockinet, ficting, neat and tight, to their heads. Their
white very speckless, their black very smart, they stood
ranged in the hall, a line to either side, as I and my
companion entered—the red, white, and green of the
national flag lending the needed touch of colour to the
scene. Very straight and well-drilled were the black-
and-white lines; and as I and my companion set foot in
the hall, up on the instant went all their white arms in
the orthodox Roman salure—which my companion, as
a Fascist, returned in like manner,

Until I made personal acquaintance with the rites
agu:l ceremonies of Fascist Italy, I was under the impres-
ston (entirely mistaken) that the Roman salute was a
masculine gesture, used only by members of the Narional
Militia when arrayed in their camicie nere; I had no idea
that this form of greeting was practised by Fascists of
all ages and both sexes, irrespective of the wearing of
uniform. Having thought ulE it always as a military
salute, I must confess to a shock of amused astonishment
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when, on being escorted round one of the most feminine
of institutions—a species of college for the teaching of
domestic economy—a cook engaged with the institution’s
dinner raised her floury hand from a pudding of dough
and stretched it aloft in correct salute d la romaine.
salute, I discovered further, is not confined to the Italian
race and peninsula; it appears to follow the Italian
flag overseas. I have seen a photograph (taken during
a royal visit to the African colonies) of a group of native
boys, clad in scanty native garb, with their brown arms
lifted in the Fascist manner towards their distinguished
VISItor,

To return to the " Little Iralian "’ maidens whose
acquaintance I made in the Roman elemenrary school.
Not all che scholars, be it noted, were clad in the
black-and-white uniform—on the contrary; the greater
number of children in every class wore the near, white
overall which is customary dress during school-hours,
Both there and elsewhere I was assured by those in a
position to know that membership of these juvenile
Fascist organizations, though encouraged, is encirely
voluntary, and that no discrimination is made in the
schools between the children who join them and the
children who remain unenrolled. Such pressure as is
put upon small boys and girls is, I should imagine, a
matter of suggestion merely; an effect of the books
they are given, the example of others, and the atmo-
sphere by which they are surrounded—an atmosphere
which may be redolent with the incense offered to
Fascism. If I were a small Italian boy or girl, I do not
suppose I should need much persuasion to induce me
to enrol as a juvenile follower of the Duce. Most
children, perhaps all, are liccle partisans, and delight in
the taking of sides; most children take pleasure in the
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waving of a flag, be it national or red, the putting on of
uniform, the im of review, and the singing of
loud and ch songs. And most children, also, need
a hero to admire and honour—which Fascism provides
magnificently in the person of Benito Mussolini. It did
not surprise me that the ' Lictle Italians " of the Roman
school looked proud of themselves and their uniform.
I was inclined to wonder rather that any of their fellows
should remain outside the smart ranks. Parents, no
doubt, are a factor in restricting the supply of recruirs;
there must be small expenses connected with these
children’s corps which needy fathers and mothers prefer
not to add to their budget.

Whether or no they were enrolled as members of the
Piceole Italiane, the small girls in thar Roman elementary
school were being trained in a spirit of sturdy patriotism,
and a principal factor in their patrioric training was
obviously the cult of the war. Fascist Italy, as I have
¢lsewhere pointed out, has no shamefacedness with
regard to the war, The “ Oh-no-we-never-mention-it"’
attitude which is, I believe, considered the right thing by
well-meaning sections of British educationists—that
shocked turning of the head—has no equivalent in the
Italian school system; on the contrary, the seruggle is
always a glorious experience, the uplifting of a nation,
and those who took part in it were one and all heroes
whom it is the duty of the young to remember with
gratitude and honour.

I forgot to ask if the practice is general—I imagine it
is—but at any rate in this particular school the memory
of the war and its heroes is kept green by allotting to
each classroom the name of some one fallen soldier;
some soldier, that is, who either by his death or some
action in life had been held worthy ef especial honour.
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His name is given to the classroom, and his portrait
hangs on its wall; while his record of courage, and the
oits which distinguished him above his fellows, are
known to each member of the form. He is, so to speak,
the patriotic patron saint of the room and its ﬂ:cucFants:
and at stated intervals the head girl of the class is
privileged to write, in the general name, to some one of
the dead hero's kin—to his mother, his wife, his father,
his child—whoever was his nearest and dearest. The
object of her letter is to remind those who loved the dead
soldier that it is not only by themselves that his name is
held in honour—there are children who are taught to
reverence his memory and his sacrifice. Every classroom,
then, has its patron warrior; and the large room or hall
in the centre of the building where the children assemble
for singing, drill, and dancing is dedicated to the
Unknown Soldier:
Ignoto il nome
Folgora il suo spirito.
Dovunque Iralia
Con voce di pianto ¢ d'orgoglio
Dicono
Innumere Madre

E mio figlio.

Unknown his name,

As the lighming his spirit.
Wherever is Iraly
Mothers innumerable
Say with tears and with pride
He was my son.

So runs the inscription in the central hall in honour
of the Unknown Soldier.

-

To orthodox Faseism (as I explain elsewhere) woman is
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always the wife and mother; n:tunll{g therefore, the

present regime stresses the housewifely qualities in
women, and preparation for their housewifely duties
plays a large part in the education of girls. Side by side
with their very thorough grounding in patriotism, the
licele lasses :i}' the elementary school were receiving a
grounding that seemed equally thorough in the art and
craft of cookery, in needlework, and hygiene; chere was

ractical instruction on the rules for health in the home,
on the need for ventilation and cleanliness. Then diet
was explained on scientific principles, and there was
likewise elementary instruction in the care of babies—
advisable no doubt amongst a people which preaches the
ever-full cradle and makes birth control a penal offence.
In a family where babies arrive year by year much may
depend on an elder sister’s capacity for mothering the
later arrivals.

I did not partake of the products thar the kitchen
class was turning out, but theg' looked sufficiently
appetizing to do credit to cooks of grearer age; while as
for the embroidery produced by little girls of ages nine.
and ten, if I had seen it elsewhere than in Iraly, where
skill in needlework is a long eradition, I should have
thought it near to amazing. All the embroiderers, if
I remember aright, were copying or adapting old Iralian
patterns; in needlecraft as elsewhere there is a cult of
the racial, the national. And in needlecraft, if any-
where, the cult is surely justified—so fine is the heritage
left by designers of the past.



IIl. THE ITAILIAN YOUTH MOVEMENT

" OUR entire scholastic system is pervaded by the spirit
of vicrorious war and the Fascist Revolution. Side by
side with the schools, the youth of to-day is trained in
the Balilla and Avangwardisti, the hope and pride of our
country.” That is an extract from one of Mussolini's
speeches; I quote it because it illustrates Iralian pride
in the memory of the war and the spirit wherewith it is
sought to animate the [ralian ** Youth Movement "' of
to-day.

It was on a Sunday in Florence that I first made
acquaintance with juvenile Fascism enm masse—on the
occasion of a review of its local legions by the Minister
for Education. All sections of juvenile Fascism were
there; the boys.of the Balilla and Avanguardisti, the girls
of the Piccole and Giovane Italiane; and they converged
in their sections on the appointed parade-ground, a park
on the outskirts of the city, One of the mustering-places
of the Balilla, before they set out on their march to the
park, was in front of the Florencine house where I was
staying; and there, in the piazza, th thered,
b}r}'glfup, till they numbered betwcg g;_u and m
hundred. Until the word was given to move off, I sat
at my window watching their youthful manceuvres.
Watching them march up in sturdy little companies—
the average size of a company seemed to be about thirty;
watching them wheel, take their places in the column,
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and halt. And the general effect of their movements
and bearing was of smartness remarkable in children,
There was one little company which, I verily believe,
would have won approval from a sergeant-major of the
Guards—so instant was its response to command, so
regular its line and step. Three or four times, for the
passing of rraffic, it had ro move its position; and always
the movement was accomplished with a click, the chirty-
odd boys stepped as one! I may add that, though many
of these BEI’H& boys were small—and some of the
detachments must have covered several miles before
reaching their parade-ground—they all arrived there
marching with an air, marching strongly.

These Balilla boys — the children from eight to
fourteen—wear their own special, or embryo, variety of
the uniform proper to the National Militia. The black
shirt, of course—the camicia nera—bur with the addition
of a blue scarf worn round the neck, which they will
discard later on, when they outgrow Balilla age and enter
the Avanguardisti. As vo the legs of the Balilla corps,
they are bare between socks and field-grey shorts; as to
their heads, they are capped in black, and the caps are
adorned with a tassel; and the ger-up is completed b
white cotton gloves, which, on first acquaintance, sl:ruci
me as somewhat incongruous.

The Avanguardisti—the fourteens to eighteens—sport
a uniform more nearly resembling that of the full-blown
Blackshirts. In place of the socks and shorts of their
juniors they wear puttees and grey knickerbockers,
inclining to a plus-four effect. In place of the blue tie
they wear a looped white cord reminiscent of the French
Jourragere.  And the white cotton gloves have gone with
the tie. These elder lads go barehanded.

The ticle Avanguardisti does not call for any explana-
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tién; the explanation of Balilla, on the contrary, does
not leap to the foreigner’s eye. Balills, in fact, is a
proper name, and the explanation of its use in this
connection is a cutting from Iralian history, It recalls
the exploic of a lad of the artisan class, a young citizen
of Genoa; who wrought the deed that made his
name remembered in the stormy days of the Risorgi-
mento, when Austria still ruled in Iraly.

This is the story of the dyer's boy, Balilla, as it is told
to the children who call themselves after his name. (I
quote from a version of the story designed for the use
of the young—quote somewhat freely, and omirting
certain details and simple explanations adapted to the
youthful intelligence.)

*“In the year 1846, and on the fifth day of December,
some Austrian soldiers were dragging a mortar through
the streers of Genoa when it sank in the mud of the
road and there stuck fast. So deeply was its weight
imbedded in the mire that, in spite of all their effores,
the soldiers could not make it budge; whereupon, with
their cuscomary arrogance of manner, they turned to the
townsfolk who were standing by and ordered them to
lend a hand with the mortar, That is to say, they
ordered these Iralians to help with a weapon rl{u:
intended for use against their countrymen.

" The bystanders understood what the order implied—
that this mortar might be used to destroy their fellow-
citizens, might even be turned on their own kith and kin.
Instead of obeying the order, therefore, they murmured,
hung back, and refused; whereupon the soldiers grew
angry and began to ill-treat them. It was just ar the
moment that an Austrian officer was striking one of the
Italian civilians with his stick that Balilla, the dyer's
boy, came upon the scene. Roused to fury by the sight,

D
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he snatched up a stone and hurled 1t ar the officer, as
David of old once hurled his stone at Goliach, the giant
of the Philistines. As he flung ir, he shouted ir his
Genoese dialect a phrase which means roughly: * Let 's
have done with them!’

“The flinging of that stone at the Austrian officer
was the signal for a general uprising in Genoa. The
flame of revole spread through streer after streer, the
pﬂPuJacE armed themselves with stones, with scicks,
with any weapon they could lay their hands on; and
within five days from the beginning of the struggle—
within five days from the throwing of the stone—there
was not a single Austrian soldier on the sacred soil of
Genea."

Such is the story of the boy Balilla, and the reason
why his name has been given to the junior branch of the
Fascist organization, thar the memory of his exploit
may be handed down and serve as an example of courage
and patriotism to the Italian youngsters of ro-day.

Being “ pervaded by the spirit of vicrorious war and
the Fascist Revolution,” it is scarcely necessary to state
that the training of the elder boys, the Avanguardisii, has
its strongly rnﬂita:lv element; it 15 avowedly a preparation
for the conscripe life to come, and furnishes the army
with recruits who already know something of the
soldier’s calling. Army rifles are served out to the lads
for their shooting pracrice, and I have been told—
though I have not seen the ceremony—that the day on
which a member of the Avanguardisti first receives his
rifle is looked on as a high occasion. At the Florentine
review the actual arrival of the Avanguardisti was a form
of mulicary exercise; it represented the crossing, under
fire, of the Arno—which, for the occasion, was spanned
by a pontoon bridge. This crossing, I gathered, was
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not only an exercise but a competition, for which marks
were given, since each company performed the manceuvre
separately and was closely scrutinized by two or three
officers who were stationed on the river bank. At the
word of command each company charged down the
farther bank and ran ar full speed across the pontoon
bridge; then, on r:ﬂd‘ling their first nbje:r:rive, the hither
side, the boys halred, and crouched for a moment, taking
cover beneath some overhanging scrub, before they
sprang to their feer and ran up the bank to the road.
There, still running, they disappeared in the direction
of the parade-ground. What their judges thought of
them I had no means of knowing, but they seemed to
me a hefry set of lads who performed their manceuvre
with spirit.

What else they did in the way of military exercise
I did not remain to see; I went off to another quarter of
the park—past hundreds of Balilla drawn up by the
roadside—to have a look at the girls’ secrion,
Ciovane and Piecole Italiane, who were mmmp:d in a
field apart. Very neat were the girls in their blacks
and cheir whites—very neat and delightful to look ar;
bt:r. save in the matter of ourward appearance, its femi-
nine element was, I thought, the least successful part
of the review. Perhaps an ourdoor dlsplail to be in
any way impressive, must be military, athletic, com-
munal, or political in its nature—something that has a
public purpose. Domesticity and the womanly ideal, as
Fascism sees it, does not lend itself happﬂ]; to proces-
sional symbolism and treatment by outdoor display; it
15 a private virtue, an ideal withdrawn, and its place is
frankly the four walls of home and the family. (It was
the SUEragists, dcmanding their place 1n Fublic life,

who first taught Englishwomen the are of processional
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dl}',EIa}r.} The gnmeqing of the boys, both juniors and

seniors, had a meaning—in each case it was emb
military; the gathering of the girls, on the other hand,
had no essential meaning, at any rate none thar was
apparent; it was just an outing, suggestive of a well-run
school-treat. I make this remark in no spirit of depre-
ciation; the promoters, I imagine, were aiming at a
well-run school-treat where the girls were concerned.
While they waited for the long-delayed arrival of the
minister, the girls had an easier time than their brothers,
the Balilla, who were kept to their military lines at the
roadside, and called to order at such times as their
formation showed too ragged. The Little Italians, on the
other hand, whiled away the morning with games of
" Round the Mulberry Bush ™ order, and, played by
pretty children on the summer grass, they were charming;
there was also a maypole decked with long, coloured
ribbons, and a small orchesera, violins and a piano, was
ensconced on a platform in the centre of the field. By
and by, as the morning drew on and the minister still
lingered, the orchestra broke into tuncfulness for the
urposes of musical drill. This was performed by the
elder girls, the Giovane Italiane, and, in keeping no doubt
with Fascist ideals, there was nothing of the vigorous
or unfeminine about their performance; it consisted
merely of movements backwards and forwards, this way
and that—graceful movements, of the gently-dancin
, in time to an unhurried music. With the arrivﬁ
of the minister, this drill was repeated for his benefir,
with the addition of another and more decorarive item
which involved the use of e wooden hoops; these
were wreathed partriotically with the usual colours, the
red, white, and green of Iraly, (I nore here, in connec-
tion with these colours, that they, and they alone, on
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occasions of rejoicing, are used in street decoration; red,
white, and green from wall and from window, and
flutters on flaglets from the wams. I do not know
whether the use of other banners and standards is
frowned on by authority; but certain it is that you do
not see in Iraly the mixed collection of flags of all
nations wherewith we enliven our streets on occasions
of rejoicing.}

I watched the Young Iralians with interest as they
moved to their music, this way and that, raised their
coloured hoops and lowered them. The sight took me
back in thought to my own young days, in a school
which knew naught of athletics for girls, since the spirit
of modernity had not yer invaded ir, and the ideal, I am
sure, was to equip us with the feminine graces—which
some of us later rejected in favour of a vulgar indepen-
dence. A school where we went out a-walking in our
seemly crocodiles, and drilled once or twice a week to
seemly music — in much the same fashion as these
maidens of the newest Italy.

The culeivation of the womanly ateributes — the
domestic virtues—begins very early with Fascism; that
I had already noted in the Roman elementary school.
Here, at this children's review, was another example of
the tendency; some of the small girls, the infants of the
gathering, were passed in review holding dolls—and
holding them not anyhow, as playthings, but in the
correct manner of mothers dandling babies, (See, for
this doll-drill, photograph facing page 32.) One of the
bees in my own bonnet 15 an intense dislike of che ** litcle
mother ** cult in children—which I hold to have its cruel
side. The maternal instinct (so it seems to me) should
be left to develop at its leisure and naturally; it should
not be stimulated, prematurely forced, in creatures who
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are only emerging from their own babyhood. We have

no more right (so again it seems to me) to make lictle
girls ape motherhood than to make liccle boys ape
fatherhood ; the habit has grown up, with regard ro liccle
girls, because even in their infancy they can be employed
as nursemaids to the younger members of the family.
Such is my personal sentiment—with which no right-
minded Fascist will agree. Bur, in spite of my strong
prejudice against the Lirtle Mother and the cule thac
produces her—I had to admit ac the Florentine review
that these particular specimens of infant motherhood
looked dear lictle souls when they drilled with their
imitation babies.

When you see a group of Italian children you will not
wonder thac the Fascist faith has found its expression
in a song that is a song of youth:

Giovinezza, piovinezzal

Primavera di bellezza!
(Which has taken its place as a second national anthem ;
you rise to your feet as it starts.)

Iralian beauty is essentially the beauty of spring, of
youth; once youth is lefc behind and maturity reached,
I should say that the average of persons good to look at
was higher in more northern peoples. And this is
especially the case with men; you do not see so often
as you do with us a2 man who is well on in years and still
handsome—grey-haired, but upright and alert. I noriced
this sharp difference between the young men and their
seniors at a ceremony—a species of reception—attended
by the ofhcers of the local garrison; all che younger
generation, the subalterns, struck me as good-looking,
in figure and in face, and one or two among them were
very much more than good-looking—in my own mind
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I called them beautiful. Of a beauty that was classic
but by no means effeminate; slim, virile young men,
with elear-cur features and strong white teeth—all the
whiter for the duskiness of complexions that were olive,
not yellow. And the kind of profile that seemed made
for the use of the sculpror; reminding you of other
ancestral profiles, wrought long ago in marble or in
bronze, and seen against the walls of museums. But
when I turned from the subalterns, those decorative
youths, to their seniors, I found myself searching for
a type that was absent; the type of man I should certainly
have seen in any Brivish regimental gathering. The man
who is none the worse-looking—perhaps all the becter—
because his boyhood is many years behind him and his
hair is greying at the temples. I found myself wondering,
as I looked round the room from one soldier to another,
whether these obviously middle-aged colonels and majors
had ever been as clear-cut in feature and as neat in build
as the handsome young men who were their juniors?

To go back to my review of the juvenile Fascists in
the park on the outskires of Florence. . . .

What to me was a surprise, in so populous a neigh-
bourhood, was the comparative smallness of the crowd
that came to watch; the reviewees were more numer-
ous than the onlookers. The place of the review was
accessible enough; there is a fairly frequent tram-service
from the centre of the rown, and the ceremony, as a
matter of course, was held on the Sunday holiday, after
the customary hour for church-going—so that all would
be free to artend it. I had expected to find the ground
cumbered with sightseeing relations; bur, taken all
together, the number of parents, of brothers and sisters,
of aunts and cousins who had come to see young Fascism
put through its paces was never large enough o give a
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crowded look to roads and pathways—which did not
seem much more populous than the pad1wa}.r5 of Ken-
sington Gardens on any fine evening in the summer.
1 strolled where I would and smpg::d when I wanted
to look. MNowhere was there anything appmachmg
struggle to see whar was going on, and at no point in
the proceedings did I have to survey them by dodging
round someone else’s head. 1 leaned on the palings,
with plenty of elbow-room, to look over the field where
the Little Italians danced round their maypole and
played ** Mulberry Bush,” and the Young Italians went
through their musical drill; and I stood a few yards
from the bridge and the judges when the Avanguardisti
made their dash under fire across the Arno. As to cars,
they did not turn up in sufficient numbers to create
difficulties in respect of parking; and those that were
present I judged, for the most part, to be the prﬂpcrty or
perquisite of officials connected with the ceremony.

The explanation being, I suppose, that Fascist ceremonies
are of such frequent occurrence in Iralian cities tha,
considered as entertainments, their stock has declined
and, from the point of view of the ordinary spectator,
they are no longer looked on as a draw.

The Fascist system of education (like the system
established in Bolshevik Russia) should be a marter of
interest to more than the race that has created ir. What-
ever our speech and polirical outlook, we should do well
to consider its ends and its workings, because it is an
experiment in the mass-production of the citizen. The
avowed aim of Fascism 1s ** the maturing of the un:
spirit of the Italians, the forming of that unitary political
conscience which is the true basis of the State ' ; and the
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educational system of Italy is a factor in the process of
maturing and forming, No other narion, save the
Russian, has so far been in a position to try this particular
experiment in mass-production in the same thorough-
going manner; for it 15 only those two nations, the Italian
and the Russian—or perhaps one should say the powers
that control those two nations—that have definitely made
up their minds as to the type of political conscience they
are forming and the kind of citizen they need. Having
made up their minds as to what they want, they have
made no delay, but at once set to work to produce ir.
By words and books, by suggestion in school and out;
by precept, by example, by physical training; by the
inculcation of morals and ideals which will be of service
to the State. In every other nation, save only those two,
there is difference of opinion—effective difference—as to
the dominant type to be desired; hence the system of
training directly for citizenship, if it were atcempted in
any other nation, would probably end in swift failure.
(No doubr there is difference of opinion on the subject,
alike in Fascist Italy and in Bolshevik Russia, but it is
not what I have called effective difference. Even if
dislike be widespread, it has not the power to make irself
felt by demanding alteration of the system.)

Two conditions would seem to be essential for the
successful working of an educational machine intended
to produce human beings of a definite type with a

" unitary political conscience.” In the first place full
pﬂﬁrer—uhga:d"l.}r, autocracy—on the part of the aurho-

that controls the machine and its outpur; no
mtfirfmncc by advocates of rival educarional systems, or
arliamentary oppositions bent on their duty of Ing.
}]l: is a mﬁf aPErou hand for aulilﬂrity—?nd li E:?;ga
tight onel That 1s the first condition of success; and
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the second is complete conviction on the part of those who
create and work the machine. The guiding authoriry
must have belief in itself and in its own high mission
to rule. It mustc see before it a goal thar is clear and
accessible and have no doubt as to its splendour. It
must believe in the rightness of the type of citizen its
machine is producing and feel no regret for the elimina-
tion of types less useful to the State. (Thar is to say,
the machine runs all the better for the driving power of
fanaticism.)

In Iraly, as in Russia, though in varying degrees, these
essential conditions are fulfilled; in the one nation and
the other, the machine for turning out good citizens
is the product of faith and of power that stands without
rival, Fascism, like Bolshevism, is suﬂ’iciend}r sure of
irself and its creed to set to work without qualm or
hesitation ar the making of men in its own chosen
image—the moulding of men to its own chosen pattern
of citizenship. Where we ponder alternatives it goes
straight ahe:ag; where we hesitate and wonder—it knows!



Iv. “IL BALIIIA”

THE school-bock is not the only form of printed matter
whereby the mind of the rising generation is influenced
towards Fascist orthodoxy; the teaching of the school-
book is pleasantly supplemented by the teaching of a
juvenile press. Of this, perhaps, the most striking
example is the pa Il Balilla, a weekly publication
containing stories, little poems, ete., profusely illuserared
in black and white and colour, including a coloured
front page. It is obtainable on every bookstall for the
modest sum of thirty centesimi, and is issued under the
=gis of a povernment department, the Opera Nagionale
Balilla—that is to say, of the department which super-
vises the sparts and amusements of Young Italy; while
an announcement on its front page states thar it was
founded by Il Popolo d'Italia—that is to say, by the paper
once edited by Mussolini. Being thus sponsored, it is
hardly necessary to point our thar its contents and con-
clusions would not always command the entire approval
of earnest members of our British League of Nations
Union. If any such there be who have taken up this
book, they will probably be happier if they leave its
next page or two unread.

The number of Il Balilla from which I give the fol-
lowing extraces was purchased at random at a Roman
newspaper kiosk, and, to the best of my belief, it is
representative—other numbers I have glanced at and
thrown away seemed to me of much the same tenor,
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A magazine- catering for the tastes of the young,
its mﬁx::f;ts. 1:':‘1::F;:f.:rnll}r+ .u:ge not all tinged with };:'opi
ganda; stll, the propaganda is scatrered through its
pages with a fairly liberal hand. The front page is
straightforwardly devored thereto; it ** features "’ a poem
patriotic and Fascistic—in eight brief verses of four lines
each, with seven illustrations in colour. Canto and
Hlustration One introduce us to a small boy named
Ironheart (Cuwor di ferro), who is, needless to remark, a
Balilla. Cuor di ferro is walking energetically homeward
with what is described as his * sportsman’s tread,” his
haste being due to a laudable desire to improve his mind
by reading in his father's library, (Be it noted here that
the ideal Balilla is a student as well as a soldier in
embryo.) He is clad, of course, in full Balilla uniform:
black shirt, blue tie, shorts, and socks. In Canto Twa,
Cuor di ferro has reached his destination, the library,
and, perched on a stool in front of the reading-desk, he
is turning the leaves of a tome as large as himself, This,
we are informed, is the Divina Commedia, which seems
merirorious reading for a youth of his very tender years.
Then, in Canto Three, the young patriot is vouchsafed a
wondrous vision. A red-robed vision, majestic, crowned
with laurel, unmistakable, Dante himself, approving of
his student and emerging from a pillar of cloud. Having
emerged from it, * Father "’ Dante, the patriot of days
gone by, tells the lictle Cuor di ferro how Dante, the
poet, once “ sang in the shadow of the sword! ' tells
him, further, how he also drew the sword and shed his
blood on the field of Campaldino, where he foughr for
his well-beloved Florence, the city of his birch. And
how, for love of his native Florence, he suffered when
driven into exile! (Inset, ac this point, is the field of
Campaldino, with knights and men-ac-arms hard at it.)
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Then comes the moral for the boy Balilla, the young
patriot of to-day; the star of New Iraly, like the star of
Dante's Florence, must shine in the shadow of the
sword! And the last picture of the sevenfold series
shows the ardent Cuor di ferro inspired by the vision
and the words of the poer. With a book {which is,
Eresunmbl}r, the works of Dante} held high in his left

and and a rifle held high in his right, swearing to
Heaven Esu the text informs us) that his breast shall be
a shield for his country!

Lictle Ironheart’s military patriotism does not stand
alone; farther on in the same number of H Balilla—
which runs rto sixteen pages—is another poem inspired
by much the same sentiments, bur this time they are
uttered by one of the elder generation. He reminds the
younger, ‘‘the little soldiers of to-morrow,” that what
they now possess is the fruit of their forerunners’
sacrifice; reminds them thar, in time to come, their
country’s flag will be handed into their keeping, They
also, grown older, will hear the glad call of the bugle,
and will follow where beckons the star of Italy and where
points their great leader, Mussolini! There is likewise
a contribucion in prose which would certainly give cause
for uneasiness to that prevalent school of pacifist which
holds that the weapon created the fighting instincr, not
the fighting instinct the weapon. It is headed by a
drawing of a boy in Avamguardisti uniform, marching
with rifle a-shoulder ; a humorous drawing, but suggesting
the pride of the boy, And the title of the sketch is
"My Rifle; the Dream of the Balilla.” I quote it below
and in full, not so much on account of its advocacy of
lethal weapons as because it is typical of the honour
rendered to the Duce, the reverence for his name which
is being instilled into the young.



46 Modern Italy

It runs as follows:

“When evening falls on the cities of Italy and the
sun lingers on their campanili, while the light, ringed
with gold, seems a delicate veil, woven II the wheelings
of the pigeons and the swallows; when the church bells,
one after the other, sound their Ave Maria and ring in
the hour of peace and rest; when the first lamps are lic
and shining from the windows, and the women beside
them bend over their sewing; when the day dies behind
the dark outline of the roofs, though as yer there are
no stars in the sky: then for the lictle Balilla there begins
the hour of their daydreams.

“The enchantress Night, with the dusky hair, has not
yet come down from her castle of cloud, to bring her
gift of a sleep deep and dreamless, wherein all is for-
gotten and the hours of the dark fly on wings. The
children have not yet begun to be drowsy, but they have
ceased to shout and run ro and fro in their play; they are
sitting now at the side of their mother, who, from time
to time, raises her head from her needlework to look at
them silently and give them a smile full of love. They
are close beside her, sitting on the ground, between a
toy they have broken and a crumper that has lost all its
sound; and with their eyes wide open they gaze at the
vision their childish minds have created.

“When daddy brought home a big photograph of the
Duce he hung it there on the wall, so that his home
and his children should be under the protection of the
tutelary image. The image of a man who is so great and
wonderful thar, with a word or a sign, he can alter the
destiny of his country and raise her to the heights of

ary.
“The photograph is over there, hanging on the wall,
like that of some warrior saint; the licele Ballilla look
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at it with their big, thoughtful eyes, and, as evening
draws on and the room grows darker, it seems as if the
face of the Duce stood out from the wall and was alive.

" Some among the boys of the lirtle Balilla have seen
more than just a photograph; they have actually looked
on its original. Some of them have even been quirte
near to him; so near the Great Man that they have seen
the smile which he bestows only upon children. The
smile which many a man among his legionaries would
give his life o win!

“ And some there are who have even been taken in the
arms of the Great Man and lifred up by those hands of
steel, lifred as gently as if they were held in the hands of
a loving father—and who have then felt his kiss upon
their cheek. And not one of those boys, so long as he
lives, will ever forger thar kiss!

“Thanks to the thought of that kiss and that smile,
a wonder is accomplished in the hour of the daydream,
and the figure of the Duce comes down into the room
from his frame on the wall, to caress the curly heads of
the little lads of Iraly, intent on their visions of great-
ness. Visions which he—who is maker of men and
commander of legions—has known how to kindle even
in the lictle souls of children.

“"The dream, for the Balilla, has all the force of realicy;
under its influence they feel themselves protected by
the love of this Man of legendary greatness, this Man
who never promises in vain. It is he who has given
them their black shirts and has given them their ﬂag.
and, some day soon, he will also give them rifles. Rifles,
like those he has already given to their elder brothers;
so that they, in their youthful legions, may march along
the shining road to victory.

“A rifle! Thar is the dream of the little Balilla of
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Italy in the quiet hour of the evening, when mother
sits with her work beside the lamp; while, from the
frame that hangs in its shadow on the wall, it seems to
the children that the face of the Duce smiles down on
them and that, by that kindly and fatherly smile, he
promises the rifle they long for. They shall have it
before long, they shall have it as soon as they are old
enough ; as soon as they are able to handle it rightly and
take good aim art the rarger,

“All these children, these soldiers-to-be, who were
born in the morning of our Fascist Revolucion, they
dream, one and all, of the day when they, too, shall
carry arms in the legions of assault; they all feel in
their souls the instinct of the race, the instincr of a
fighting srock of conquerors.

“They feel, though as yet they have not reasoned it
out, that they belong to the new generation of Iralians;
the generation destined to carry the standard of Italian
rule into regions where still survive the rraces of old
Roman dominion.

"It is for this end that they desire to possess a rifle;
and to-morrow, when Destiny turns a new and a glorious
E:ge in their country’s history—to-morrow they shall

ve it, and their dream will become a realiry!"

At the risk of distressing earnest members of our
League of Nations Union, I have quoted this ' Dream
of the Balilla" in full, because it is an example of that
teaching with regard to Italy’s descent from Rome,
Ttaly’s heritage of the glory of Rome, wh:ch ucr:asmnaﬂ}r
causes spasms of uneasiness in Iraly's "' Latin Sister,”
France. For the Latin Sister, in the course of the last
century or so, has possessed herself. of the mosc fertile



“Il Balilla™ 49

and valuable tracts of Northern Africa—which is pre-
sumably one of the “regions where stll survive the
traces of old Roman dominion,” since it once owned
the sway of the Casars., In these circumstances, there-
fore, it is natural enough that she should look askance
when New Italy, the product of Fascism and victorious
war, maintains her inheritance from Rome.

And further, the " Dream of the Balilla" is a peculiarly
interesting specimen of political propaganda as carried on
amongst children. This is a form of propaganda which,
so far, has been little tised in Great Britain, but
which is being increasingly made use of abroad. Not
only in Italy and in Sovier Russia, where the childhood
of a nation is being bred, through its schools, to belief
in one polirical doctrine and moulded to one pattern of
citizenship; the same thing is happening in the German
Reich, though by somewhat different methods. There
the numerous policical groups and parties have, all of
them, cheir junior, and very junior groups, wherein they
seek to train up future adherents to their party way of
thinking and to guide the youthful Teuton on the
electoral path he should tread.

It is a new development, this bringing of the child-
mind into politics; one of the by-products of our
system of education—and one of its very doubrful
blessings. The older generation knew it not; the infant
mind of yesterday was not encouraged to take acrive
interest in politics. The development is so new char,
as yet, it is impossible to gauge its effects with any
approach to certainty. But this, ar least, one may
prophesy without much hesitation: it is not an influence
that will make for tolerance in political life, not an
influence that will make for peace. Youth is the com-

bative, intolerant period of our lives; we all of us, when
E
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the heart is young, pass through the stage when conflice
is sought, rather than avoided, when compromise is
despised as a weakness and we would rather hit our than
find agreement. Dreams of the Balilla concern themselves
with rifles, not with olive-branches. The legend, popular
a few years ago, that wars were made by angry old men,
who sent young men, peaceful and relucrant, to the
slaughter—that once popular legend had not much
foundation in fact. Achilles is readier than Nestor to
lose his temper and buckle on his armour for the fray.
Partisan feeling, as a general rule, is at its strongest in
youth, and declines, through maturity, to age. The
entry of youth into pelirics, therefore, 15 more likely ro
embitter internal difference and international quarrel than
to soften them. Germany has already afforded an ex-
ample of the tendency to embitterment; the dangerous
enmity of Communist and Nazi, their frequent clashes
in the public streets, and the readiness with which
resort to stones and shots are due to the fact that bo
the followers of Hitler and their enemies the Com-
munists attract a youthful element and train it in
partisan loyaley.

Political conditions in Iraly differ considerably from
those obraining in Germany; in a sense they have far
more resemblance to those obraining in Russia, since
there is only one form of political thought which is
permitted, without hindrance, to proclaim its tenets,
to organize its members, and train young adherents to
its party. This being the case, partisan rivalries on the
German model do not trouble the police of the Italian
cities—as presumably they do not trouble the police of
Leningrad and Moscow! The days have gone by when
Fascism fought its way to mastery; to-day its opponents
are individuals only, not organized groups, and there is
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not even need of castor oil. . . . As to whether the
jiric of loyalty and partisanship which is culavated

tke in Young Italy and Young Russia will evaporate
harmlessly, for lack of internal antagonism, or whether,
being concentrated in one narrow channel, it will seek
its outlet beyond the nation's border, overleap the border
in a flood of furious patriotism—who shall venture at
this moment to prophesy?

That is one of the questions that can only be answered
in the years to come, when we have had more experience
of mass-education directed to political ends, of the

one-minded nation and youth trained to partisan
thinking.



V. SIDELIGHTS ON THE FASCIST PARTY

JUDGING by figures published from time to time, the
numbers of the juventle Fascist organizations are subject
to fluctuation—Ilarge-scale fluctuation. According to an
authoritative official volume? issued in the summer of
1930, boys enrolled in the corps of Avungunr.d‘:stf numbered
355 044 on 1st February, 1930; while its ;umnr con-
tingent, the Balilla, was mounting up towards its million
—g03,324 1s the actual figure given. Sixteen months
larer, on 1st June, 1931, a paragral:uh issued to the Press
through the agency Stefan: gives a figure considerably

lower for the forces of young Fascism; the Balilla, ac
this lacter date, being numbered at 780,280, and the
Avanguardisti at 255,496, This, in both instances, is a
considerable drop. And apparently the drop had been
even greater in the recent past, as the paragraph goes on
to state that there has of late been a notable increase
(over 113,000) in the number of lads recruited by the
two bodies. (The ﬁ'gures give;n on the same date, June
1931, for the girls' organizarions were: Piccole Italiane,
608,476, and their elders, the Giovane Italiane, 74,182.)

Comradeship and a pride in citizenship are not

only benefits conferred by enrolment in the Young
Fascist corps; there are definite material advantages in

1 1o Seato Mussolindano e le realizragioni del Faseiomo nella Nagilone—
which has been published in England by Ernest Benn, under the
title of What is Fascism and Why ?

g2
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membership—advantages for the parents of members,
as well as for the youngsters themselves. The O.N.B.
—which, being interpreted, is Opera Nagionale Balilla—
looks carefully after its charges in the marter of health.
Medical care is prﬁvided in all cases of illness, and the
“health programme” of the O.N.B. includes not only
the encouragement of ourdoor exercise and games buc
holiday colonies, in mountain and by sea, and, for
delicate children, treatment in sunbath instirutions.
There is also a financial benefit attaching to membership,
in the shape of a system of insurance against every form
of accident; each boy and girl enrolled is entitled ro a
ticket which, in case of disablement through accident,
guarantees l:he P LL ment of ten lire a day for a period of
ten WEEkS e event ﬂf an ﬂCEldEﬂt l'}lﬂt crl P.{EE
for life, a Iump sum of thirty thousand lire will be paid
as assistance; and in the event of death as the result of
accident, ten thousand lire ro the family.

There is another aspect of juvenile Fascism for boys
which can hardly be ignored by parents who are ambirious
for the future of their sons. The National Fascist
is the driving farce in Iralian political life; it is a secrion
of the nation, a trained class, whose function is leader-
ship, “The mass of men tend o follow the will of
some duminating element, some so-called ‘guiding
spirits.” The problem of government will never be
solved by trusting in this llusive will of the masses, bur
must be solved by a careful selection of the “guidi mgl
SLELH'ES.’ " That is the Fascist theory of government a

e instrument whereby it transforms theory to practice
15 the Narional Fascist Party. “The fundamental
institution of the regime is the parcy, an organization
eminently political, which directs and stimulates every
other activity. The party lives the life of the peaple,
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interprets their sentiments, supports them in difficulties,
forms their civil conscience., It continually intervenes
to lend irs disinteresred aid: when some narcional
problem presents itself, the Fascist Party is at its post,
ready to guide and enlighten che Italian people.’’

The above is an official statement; an ial estimate
of the power of the party and its place in the narional
life. From that statement and estimate it will be
deduced that it is no exaggeration to speak of it as the
ruling caste of Italy, And it has been decreed thac it is
only by passing through the ranks of young Fascism—
coming up to the party from the Avanguardisti—that a
man can be received as a full-blown member of the
caste. That is a fact, as I said above, which can hardly
be ignored by parents ambitious for their sons.

It was a prominent ofhcial of the Fascist Party who
gave me this piece of information, which is not, I think,
generally known outside Italy. Yer to those interested
in Iralian polirics it is important that it should be known;
for it means thar, wharever it may have been in the past,
the Fascisc Party is no longer a political party in our
acceptation of the rerm, but a body trained to the
exercise of polirical authoriry.

“But what do you do," I asked, ““when an older man
is converted to your faith? That must happen sometimes
—and isn't he of any value to you? Because he has the
misfortune to be fifry, or forty-five, or chirty-five—roo
old to train with the Avanguardisti—won't you have
anything to do with him?"

‘Not ac all,” was the answer, “not at all.  Whatever

the age of a recruit, he 's of value, and we 're glad ro
have him with us. We take off our hats to him.” (He

! Quoted from the section on ** The Transformation of the Stace,”
in What is Fascisn and Why ?



Sidelights on the Fascist Party 55

used that expression.) “But he can't be a member of
the party.”

“* And that is a law of the Medes and Persians?"'

No, my informant would not go so far as that. In
the case of a distinguished recruit to Fascism—a man of
real eminence or one who was known for his signal
public services; in such a case, no doubt, exception
would be made, but mot otherwise, Admission to
membership was a privilege, not the right of all and
sundry. Training was required to fic you for your
duties and render you worthy of your privilege. . . .
Incidentally he told me that the party was being tightened
up all round—as regards its existing members as well as
its supply of recruits. Its numbers were not so large
as they had been a year or two before; of late there had
been something in the nature of a punﬁm:mn a sifting-
out of men WE were not up to the standard. Certain
types it had no use for—considered undesirable; for
instance those who were known to have done well out
of the war—lined their pockets. The party had made
up its mind that it did not want profiteers in its ranks.

It was the same official who explained to me at length
a theory whereby he accounted for the rise and growth
of Fascism and the triumph of its leader, Mussolini. It
was a theory that, to me, was novel and interesting, and
to him, a Tuscan, entirely convincing; bur a %1
I imagine, which would ha.t'dl}r find favour with men
whose lineage was not that of central Italy—with
Italians born in Milan, in Calabria or Piedmont, with
citizens of Naples or Palermo. By Italian, as by
foreigner, 1 had heard it said before that there were
three Iralies: of the north, of the centre, and the souch;
but the divisions, as explained by my Fascist friend, took
on a new significance and importance. The Italian
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nation, though welded into one, is not a people of one
blood; on the contrary, the strains that compose it are
many, and their separate characteristics still persist, and
mark them out one from another. Not all of these
races (he was firm on this peint) are of equal value to the
nation whereof they form part. Some of them, com-
paratively speaking, are dull or lacking in enterprise,
others suffer from a weakly strain; and (as he saw it) the
core and backbone of the nation are the races thatr dwell
in the second of the three Italies, the centre. Here are
the descendants of the rtribes that created Rome, or
those other virile races with whom Rome fought her
earliest battles before they, too, became part of her
growing majesty. Dwellers in the region thar now is
Umbria, the old mysterious stock of the Etruscans, with
its civilizarion antedating that of Rome; the Sabellians,
strecching from Apennines to Adriatic; and the Ligurians,

whose strength lay along the western coast to as far
north as where now is Genoa—a hardy race, these
Ligurians, whom Rome rook eighty years to conquer.
These peoples of the central mountains and sea-coasts
adjacent were representative of all thar was strongest
in Italian character and all that was best in [ralian
wradition. The Tuscan gave to Iraly her keenest in
intelligence and attained to her supreme in art; it was
Tuscany, region of the centre, that brought forth
Michelangelo, that brought forth Dante and Medici.
While from Umbria, also of the centre, came the saints
and the mystics, with Francis of Assisi at their head.
The true spirit and true swength of Italy you find in
this her central region. Go north into Lombardy, into
Piedmont or Venetia, and you find another spiric and
another mentalicy—not purely Iralian because the race
is not purely Italian. From the day of Brennus onward
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wave after wave of barbarian invaders, coming from
the west, from the east, and from the north, has flowed
over the Alpine barrier to mingle with the old native
strain. Here the Gauls settled and the Goths sertled,
and in the valleys of Piedmont are descendants of the
Allobrogi; and these racial characreristics are still
distinguishable in the populations of the north.

Then as to the south. Mussolini, in one of his
speeches, once declared that many parts of southern
Italy were fifty years behind the rimes, and I gathered
that my Fascist acquaintance (being no southerner) was
of much the same opinion. There also the original
stock had been de-Italianized TJJ.F influx of the fﬂri:ign
element. The Greek colonies in Sicily and on the
sourhern mainland—rhese, in themselves, without other
facrors, would account for a difference in tradition and
outlook. Was not the whole country from N:rlts
southwards known as Magna Grecia? Further, the slave
population of classic Rome had lefc more descendants in
the south than in other parts of the peninsula. The
Norman raiders for a time ruled Sicily; the Saracens, in
the days of their pirate power, built their fortresses
along the western seaboard. There was French invasion
and Spanish dominion—and all must have left an
inheritance of alien blood. . . . The men of the south
and the men of the north resembled each other in this,
that their mentality was not Iralian throughout; and it
was because they were not of true Italian mentality that
effores made b}r statesmen of the north and south o
unify Italy and weld her races had been bur parcially
successful. That was the secrec of Crispi's failure to
accomplish unity of the national heart and mind; Crispi
was a son of the south, to whom something of the neces-
sary Roman force, something of the necessary Roman
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spirit was lacking. And that was why Cavour—the
statesman of Piedmont, the son of the north—had left
behind him a country that was nor, indeed, what it
thought and called irself: unired, an Italian nacion. Its
unity was outward only; there was still division in its
soul. Great as was the work of Cavour and of Crispi,
much as their country owed them, they could not attain
to the success achieved by the leader of the Fascist
Revolution, who came from the true Italian stock. For
Benito Mussolini, the leader of Iraly, is native of a
region where the old Italian blood is at irs purest. He
was born in che district between the eastern sea and che
Apennmes. near Forli, in the country of Roma

Such is one explanation of the growth and paw.:r nf
the Fascist movement, as set forth by a Fascist of
central Traly, a Tuscan. And who, being a Tuscan, was
conscious that he, too, belonged to the superior race.

The anthem of Fascism, as all the world knows, is a
song in praise of youth—youth which is the springtime
of beauty. Understandable enough, the choice of that
gay and simple anthem, when one remembers not only
the vehement post-war cult of youth—common, more
or less, to all the belligerent nations—bur the facr thar
the Fascist Revolution was accomplished chiefly by the
young. Those who carried it chrough were men of the
war-generation, which had often enough been called o
the trenches before buyhuod was spent; and their leader,
Mussolini, was still in his thirties when he headed his
Blackshirts in the March on Rome, ousted a Govern-
ment that dare not say him nay, and rose to dominion
over Iraly. . . . A young man's achievement, then, in
1922; an expression of the Iralian Youth Movement.
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But the youth of every man passes, even the youth of
an omnipotent Duce and his followers; the years have
gone by since the march on Rome, and even the youngest
of those who fought in the Grear War has long left his
springtime of boyhood behind him. Thus to-day the
anthem, to elder ears ar least, is not only praise of the
springtime of humanicy, the beauty of youth, and the
}:::Sung men who accomplished the Fascist Revolution; it

taken to itself a symbolic meaning (I use a phrase
thalt was used to me) as praise of the eternal youth of
Tealy.

F};r a foreigner to ana]lyn the spirit of Fascism is
probably a hopeless as well as a presumpruous task; but
—reading patiently and listening to talk—it has seemed
to me that the secret of its strength lies as much in its
historical as in its revolurionary elements; as much in
its solid hold on the past as in its adventurous outlook
on the future. (The views of the Tuscan Fascist given
above are an example of this hold on the past.) The
Fascist Revolution had its beginnings in immemori
conservatism, as well as in yesterday's socialism; it was
influenced by a tradition so old and so ingrained in a
race of long descent that we, who are northern, can only
guess at it when we look out on Rome from the height
of the Pincio or set our foot on the holy ground of the
Capital.

Two political experiments on a vast scale are at present
being tried in Europe—that of the Bolshevist and that
of the Fascist State. They have their points of likeness:
their insistence on discil:rl.im:, their endeavour to atrain
o “unitary political conscience”; but they have also a
wide essential difference. Bolshevism has swept the
whole Russian board clear of impedimenta, political
and social; it has discarded as rubbish, as poisonous
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rubbish, the heritage of past generations; it has razed
the whole edifice of government and started to build
from it anew. Institurions and cradirions of the
Tsarist regime have been scrapped with a thoroughness
only possible to fanaticism, and which might not have
been ible, even to fanaticism, if pre-war govern-
mental institutions in Russia had not been largely of
alien origin, imitations of those that an adventurous
Tsar had seen working in more civilized nations. Perer
in the eighteenth century, like Lenin in the twentieth,
ficted che Russia whereover he had power to a political
system introduced by himself, bur devised by the
Western brain; and he ficted ir, like Lenin, with the
straightforward ruthlessness that only faith inspires and
permits. But for all the ruthlessness, and ourward
success, with which Peter imposed them on his subjects,
his governmental imports always bore traces of their
origin; they were essentially Western, nor the product
of Russian mind and need. Hence the swiftness with
which they could be broken and scrapped—to make way
for new imports from the West.

The making of New Italy, after the war, was a very
different matter from the making of New Russia; the
task of Mussolini and his Fascist following was infinitely
more complicated than that of Lenin and his Com-
munists. It is one thing ro sweep the board clear among
Slavs, another to sweep it among Latins. You can tear
up a thin-rooted bureaucracy of Petersburg, the creation
and tradition of yesterday; you could not, if you would,
uproot the tradition that was born before histary
emerged from the forgotten, and ancient when Carchage
fell to Scipio. Italy severed from her past is unthinkable;
what she has been she is, and, while life is in her, she
will be. The race-experience which is known to us as
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history has with her been too long and too glorious to
allow her to forget; it is part of her ego, her Italian self,
and she respon?s to it even in the throes of revolution.
With her hopes on the future she yet turns her eyes to
take instinctive guidance from the past. And her past,
her tradition, is not one: it is twofold. The tradition,
secular and classic, of the Srate; Rome of the consuls
and Casars, Rome that enclosed the known world.
And against it the other, of a Church—that was likewise
imperial !

Not easy to reconcile, those two supremacies, which
to-day are embodied in the Vatican Ciry and the Quirinal.
Antagonistic, inheritors of Ghibelline and Guelf;
antagonistic, yet alike in this, thar each holds fast to
tradition. And as long as the traditions they hold to
are widespread, how imagine an Italy razed to the ground
and beginning anew—anew and theoretically—in the
fashion of Leninite Russia?



VI, ADVERTISEMENI: FREE AND OTHERWISE

TO begin with the Otherwise: that is to say, with the
advertisement that pays its way by making contribution
to the taxes.

We, for some reason best known to our legislators,
exempt publicity from taxation; other nations, including
Iraly, see in it a source of revenue, and enact that
advertisements shall not be displayed withour the stamp
thar means toll to the State. But if Ttaly is not alone in
the practice, she appears to be more thoroughgoing than
some of her neighbours in her application of the principle
and tax; her definition of the term “advertisement” is,
to say the least, comprehensive. Elsewhere it is only
the printed announcement, the placard or poster, that
comes under the taxable heading; the Iralian exchequer
lets nothing escape—it has no intention of losing its
perquisites because a tradesman, in the interest of his
own economy, avoids payment of a printer’s bill. No
announcement, however modest, can be displayed unless
the tax-gatherer has his dues. Whoever calls attention to
goods for sale must pay down his pence and provide the
accompanying stamps—even though he has not launched
into print but contented h:mseifg ith his own pen and
ink and a couple of inches of pasteboard. 'When next you
pass down an Italian street of the shopping order, come
to a halt before a confectioner’s wm?:lpmv and survey
toothsome contents; if you survey them with suﬂ"icn:nl:

attention, you will note that all tke lictle prices of the
62
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dainties there displayed—all the little tickers on the
cakes and tarts and buns—are franked with the revenue
stamp. Each lictle strip of card, marked with so many
lire, contribures its mite of centesimi o the upkeep of
the kingdom of Italy.

There is, however, a species of advertisement, and a
very frequent species, which, in spite of its prominence,
goes free of any stamp and pays no penny to the revenue
—on the contrary, 1t must make considerable claims
upon national or local finances. I refer to official
advertisement, by poster and slip, which authority issues
in profusion and scatters with a lavish hand. Nowhere
else, surely, is there poured from the Press such a sceady
stream of official publicity—of laudatory official pub-
licity—designed, iillie uurt}rawn r:crrmn:t?lai icanfing.
to catch the eye of the public as it takes its daily walks
abroad. A form of advertisement that, in London or
Manchester, would indicate some special activity, such
as an election, in Rome or Florence means everyday life
and a fearure of the ordinary street. Most of it takes
the form which we should here call fly-posting: strips of
paper, with a word or two, posted on a wall, on a pillar,
on a gate, as we post a last-minute notice of an enter-
tainment or political meeting ; their legend is an expression
of loyalty to the powers that be, and, as a rule, runs
briefly: W il Duce, (The W, of course, is not really a
W, but a combination of the letter V, representing a
multiple Viva.)

Nort all the expressions of loyalty to the Duce, and the
Duce’s regime, which one sees every day and on every
side owe their existence to the Press; in addition to the
printed slips there are the hand-made notices and scrawls,
the W il Duees chalked up in village streets or painted in
bold letters on the high yellow walls that enclose a
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Tuscan garden or a vineyard, When the more usual
means of advertisement are lacking, Fascist enthusiasm
takes chalk and paint-pot; it is never at a loss to express
the high honour in which it holds Benito Mussolini. . .
All the same it would be interesting to know how many
examples of W il Duze and kindred loyal sentiments
issued from the departmental presses in the course of a
twelvemonth; though paper and print last much longer
on the walls of Iralian villages and cities than they would
under rainier skies farther norch, still the number must
run to a good many hundreds of thousands and the cost
to the exchequer be considerable. Fascism, in some
respects intensely modern, s taking a leaf out of
industry’s book; it is using advertisement exactly as
industry uses it, as an instrument for engendering a
certain frame of mind in its public. (The certain frame
of mind I should describe as a sarisfied patriotism.) The
process of continual reminder and suggestion which in
London is employed by Harrod's, Se%idge's, Barker's,
and their like, in the cities of Italy is employed by the
State—the Fascist Government; and since the resources
of the Srate exceed those of most forms of private
enterprise, it is employed on a more generous scale.

It is an interesting experiment, this process of pc:l:nc:.l
education by advertisement, of patriotic suggestion by
means of the ﬂ}hpusl:er—une of the many experiments
that Italy of ro-day is trying out. And if repetition and
appeal to the eye are as effective as the advertising expert
would have us believe, then the Fascist regime can have
lietle to fear from adverse opinion—it is firm for many
gener:ll:inns. Day after day, as he takes his walks
abroad, the citizen is reminded of his reasons for
patriotic pride; reminded that he lives in a triumphant
Italy, an Italy that is vigorous and young and expanding;



Advertisement : Free and Otherwise 65

and that the foremost figure of triumphant Italy is one
he should delight to hc:-n%l:n 58 }"

How far is it successful, this unceasing process of
political suggestion and appeal to national pride? Does
it keep alight the fire of enthusiasm? or is ir overdone
because unceasing—and so likely to fail of its effect?
.+ + Who shall say? I who put the question am the
last person qualified to answer it, since I belong not
only to another people but to that cantankerous section
of the human race which is irritated rather than actracted
by the arc of the publicity-merchant. As a member of
Lg'e said cantankerous section, I weary of that whereof
I hear too often and avoid the widely-advertised emporium
just because it is widely advertised. Because its name
has stared at me while I travelled by bus and likewise
glared at me while I tavelled by tube, I never wish
to hear of it again! (I sometimes wonder how large
that cantankerous section of the public may be—and
shall probably continue to wonder, since it is a question
no newspaper, rega.rdful of revenue, would allow to be
discussed in its pages!)

But, putting my personal idiosyncrasies aside, I doubt
whethef the sfrs:e}r;'ipnl’ laudarory political advertisement,
as practised in Italy, could be made entirely acceptable
to the British public; even though the average Englishman
or Scot may be just as susceptible as the average Italian
to suggestion by the medium of publicity. For one
thing, the system cuts dead against one of our strongest
traditions: our mistrust and dislike of anything that
looks like self-praise—the blowing of a personal trumpet.
For that reason alone we should enter an objection if the
powers that be of our national expenditure were to
authorize large issues of advertising matter, bearing the
inscription (as the case might be) of *‘MacDonald for

¥
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Ever,” “Hurrah for Henderson,” or “Three Cheers
for good old Baldwin '’ |—and if they further authorized
the posting of the same in our streets. There would be
comments in our Press on the new departure and
questions asked in Parliament with regard to the use
of public funds. . . . Italian tradition in this matcer
is not ours—by which I mean no slight on Imlian
tradition. I mean only that the difference berween our
two national outlooks makes it difficult to gauge, with
any hope of accuracy, the effect on the average Italian
mind of the lavish Fascist system of advertisement.
Does it keep the average citizen at a pitch of high
enthusiasm for his country and its Government? does
he feel, as a result of continuous suggestion, that, every
day and in every way, they are getring finer and finer?
or has publicity, with the familiarity born of much
repetition, lost some of its power to stimulate?

It must not be imagined that il Capo del Governo is
the only person or institution honoured by official
advertisement, Though he and his W's figure pre-
eminently on Iralian walls, they do not figure alone—
there are others for whose benefit the fly-poster goes on
his rounds. It was in Verona (that lovely lady among
cities) that I was witness of a striking method of publicity
whose aim and purport was praise of the National
Fascist Militia, as well as of the Head of the Government.
The advertisement strips were arranged on the walls of
Verona in sets of three, in the national colours—one
strip being red, the next white, the next green. On the
topmost of the three the inscription was the usual W il
Duce; on the second it ran W la Cuardia Armata della
Rivolugione—the armed guard of the Fascist Revolution
being, of course, the black-shirted corps; and the third
motto again concerned the Blackshirts—it was W la



Advertisement : Free and Otherwise 67

Milizia. I do not know whether the city of Verona has
cause to feel affection for the Blackshirts above that felt
by the other cities of Iraly? or whether it is merely that
she is a generous city, as well as a lovely, and likes to
express her thankful sentiments towards the Guardians
of the Revolution? Whartever the reason, express them
she did; in patriotic stripes of red, white, and green,
displayed at frequent intervals on the walls of her
ancient strects.

A few days earlier I had been in Bologna when Bologna,
too, broke out into ﬂambn};nr:;rubﬁcit}r. and the long
colonnades that are her special glory were suddenly
spattered—one cannot f[n;ﬁl adorned—with placards in a
strong shade of pink. is time the gay-hued publicity
was in honour of the Bersaplieri—the corps Lﬂat runs
when it marches and wears rthe cock-fearhered hats.
The occasion was a festival gathering in Bologna of
Bersaplieri, of the present and the past; the present being
represented by a regiment starioned in the town or its
neighbourhood, the past by "“Old Comrades” from
every district of Iraly who arrived in their local con-
tingents. They came in numbers that must have run
into thousands, some of the nearer contingents by road,
the majority by train, and all obviously out to enjoy
themselves. They strolled in their batches down the
colonnaded streets, singing old songs of the war-time

ch and renewing old war-time acquaintance. Pro-
clamations issued by the chief magistrate—the Podesta
—gave them heartiest of welcome to the ancient city of
Bologna; and in the welcome the official advertiser played
his part, and played it with no lack of vigour. Wherever
the Bersaplieri turned, they saw their own praises dis-
played; wherever they turned, in street or piazza—on

house-wall or pillar of colonnade—there were strips of
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bright pink paper setting forth the merits of the corps
of fratelli piumati. More often than not these praises
took the gorm of quotarions, which were sometimes
quotations from the poets; on one of the posters was a
four-lined stanza from a work of Gabriele d'Annunzio.
Another was the tribute of an Iralian general to the
valour of the Bersaplieri; when he commanded them, he
said, he did not trouble to know whar were the numbers
of the enemy—he only wished to know where to find
them. “The glad poetry of life and the thunderbole
of bartle’—so ran yet another quotation; while, last
but not least, was a pronouncement of the Duce, who
himself was once a “plumed brother"—his war-service
was performed in the corps. “‘Between the Bersapliere
Mussolini and the Bersaglieri of all the rest of Iraly is
a link unbreakable of brotherhood.” That was his
greeting, blazoned through the streets of Bologna.

It wngs by chance and Ehot of set purpose th?:am}r stay
in Bologna of the Colonnades coincided with the merry-
making of the Bersaglieri—for which I was grateful to
chance. Soldiers and ex-soldiers, all the world over,
have their many points of similarity; on the other hand,
each narional has its own peculiarities, unshared by
the rest, and e appertaining to the national type of
Italy were here displayed for my interest.

One peculiarity, to an English eye, was the treatment
of uni — the very free-and-easy trearment. With
us, you either wear uniform or you don't; in Iraly,
apparently, there is no such hard-and-fast rule, and a
compromise between the two styles of dressing is
allowed. If you haven'r got all the components of
uniform, you do your best with half-measures and
nobody thinks any the worse of you. Judging by what
I saw at Bologna, it is evidently the thing, on ex-service
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occasions, tO turn up as mear as you can in uniform—
at any rate, in something that suggests it; and the
suggestion, at the gathering of Bersaplieri, was usually
supplied by the distinctive headgear of the corps. This
is etther the brimmed hat, with 1ts glossy cocks’ feachers
dancing to the wind, or (as undress headgear, I conclude)
a red fez—resembling that worn by French Zouave
regiments, bur, I think, more conical in shapr.-. It
differs further from the Zouave fez in that it is adorned,
in odd and distinctive fashion, by a I:utl t blue cassel,
which is not fastened to the cap itself, but Iﬁ
detachedly down the wearer's back at l:hc end of a
ot two of cord. Of the veteran Bersaplieri a.ssr:mbh:i at
Bologna, it was only the minority—I should say the
small minority—that had failed to equip itself w1i one
or other of these regimental head-coverings. Fez and
fluttering cocks’ fmﬁm alike were worn indifferently
with the garb of the Fascist miliciaman—black shirt
and breeches—or with ordinary civilian reach-me-
downs. So seldom was military headgear lacking, cthat
1 found myself wondering how it was obtained? It
may be that the Italian soldier, when he leaves the
service, is allowed to carry off his regimental hat as a
souvenir, or it may be that the mili authorities, on
festive occasions, obligingly loan out headgear to ex-
service men. Save on one of these hypotheses I found
it difficule to account for the prevalence of the fez and
the cock-feathered hat on the heads of the exuﬂmﬂgfurf.
The ceremonial assembly of “plumed brothers,”” past
and present, took place in nl'r;e magnificent Piazza
Virttorio Emmanuele; and if for nuthmg else I should
remember that assembly for its absolute rornade of
sound. It is perhaps a proof of native vigour in the
race, this Italian capacity for making the welkin ring
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with noise and being undisturbed by its effeces. That

idea first came to me on a hot summer night in the city
of Turin, when I rose from my bed and locked out of
the window, in order to see why a crowd had gathered
in the street beneath and what was the cause of the
disturbance? And, lo and behold, the crowd was nor
a crowd—it consisted of no more than a horse-drawn
cab and its contents. Three people inside and the
coachman sicting on his box. For some reason or other
they had come to a halt in the street on which my window
looked, and the four of them were talking—merely
talking, holding converse. I found no reason to believe
that anything but a friendly chat was in progress; though
they all spoke at once, and spoke very loud, thar was
mere exuberance of speech! They were exchanging
their views on some marter of interest with the vehemence
natural to dwellers in a southern land—so natural o
them that, shrilling through the night, it had startled
no one but myself. No one came hurrying along the
street to discover the cause of the uproar; no window but
mine had an occupant . . . as no one bur myself
seemed startled, or in any other way disturbed, by the
brazen tumule of the Bersaplieri in the great piazza of
Bologna.

Brazen is the word, for the Bersaplieri march to brazen
instruments—bugles. March, perhaps, should be trans-
lated into troc; for, like the chasseurs-d-pied of the French
army, they are trained to swifter movement than the
ordinary marching step. One or two companies of the
local regiment were drawn up in the Piazza Vitrorio
Emmanuele; and I noticed that even the slight move-
ments necessitated by the increase of the crowd and the
arrival of dignitaries ar the Palazzo Communale were
performed at a species of trot. Whether because a large
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ion of each regiment had served its time in che
band, or whether because the bugle is a favourite
instrument wich Italian amateurs I know not; but this
I do know: that each contingent of ex-service Bersaglieri,
however few in numbers, arrived in style at the piazza,
with buglers in full cry at its head. The peculiar
marching step of the Bersaplieri requires, naturally, its
peculiar ing music—a tum-tum tune, a jolly tum-
tum rtune, that goes well with the dancing cocks’
feathers. And that tum-tum tune, that jolly rum-tum
tune, each bugle-band played it, with might and with
main, as it marched into the piazza and swung to its
appointed place. Where already the buglers of other
contingents were playing the same tune with all cheir
might and main—but playing it ac different stages.
Some were just beginning it and some were near the end
(having reached it they would start again). Some were
half-way through, some three-quarters, and some seven-
eighths. It was discord, discord—glorious, unceasing,
and triumphant!

Down in the piazza, no doubt, the full magnificence
of the discord was lacking: one ﬁ:].f.ﬂwship o bugl:l‘s,
so you stood in their neighbourhood, would cercainly
outblare the more distant efforts of the others. But
above, at the windows of the Palazzo Communale, you
got all che stages of the rune at once, entwined in a
blaring combination. The brazen clamour was bewil-
dering, stupefying, and I felt my head going round with
a sort of noise-drunkenness. The general effect of the
embartled discord was wildly and insanely joyous, and
I found myself wondering if it were with some such
formless pean of mirth that the devils exulted when a
soul came hurtling into hell. Something magnificent
there was about that concourse of sound—magnificent,
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yes, but nor music! As an indication of some special
power of noise-resistance enjoyed by the ears of the
Italian race, it fell into line with the ceaseless hooting
of motor cars in Rome and the achievement of a
Florentine tram -driver, who, for over a mile, to my
certain knowledge—and to the seeming indifference of
his Florentine passengers—never once ceased clangin
his bell. . . ! “The noisiest city in the world!"—so
Rome was once described to me ; and he who so described
it was a Frenchman, domiciled in Paris, which is not
remarkable for calm.

One thing I rook note of during this Bologna fére of
the Bersaplieri was the frequency of the embrace between
Italian military men. French soldiers also kiss, but not,
I think, on parade, unless it is the case of an embrace
Enjuined T::F ceremony, such as the a.wa:djng of a decora-
tion, when the recipient is embraced by the officer who
pins the decoration on his breast. From my window
above the piazza at Bologna I looked down on a conringent
of present *' plumed brothers,” drawn up in honour of
its ex-service fellows; it was commanded by an officer
I took for a captain, a tall, youngish man, who was
evidently known to several of the military bigwips who
came to grace the proceedings from the windows of the
Palazzo Communale, And every time one of his
military acquaintance appeared in the square, on his
way to the Palazzo, he and the captain of Bersaplieri
exchanged hearty kisses, one on each cheek, in salutation.

As shown by some of the examples I have quoted, the
Italian official advertiser is addicted to the flowery
appeal; there is a gay, poeric touch about many of his
efforcs—political posters and municipal announcements
alike — which makes their British equivalents seem
prosaic and earthbound productions. T was in Florence
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when a visic was paid to the city by the Prince and
Princess of Piedmont; and well do I remember the loyal
proclamarions and exhortations that appeared in profusion
in the streets, Extracts from one of them I copied into
my note-book, because they were so charmingly and
floridly unlike the type of official pronouncement I was
used to in my native English. It was an exhoreation to
all good Fascists to assemble in their thousands in the
streets of Florence, in welcome of the prince and
princess, ' Blackshires,” it began, "' Camicie nere! Our
banners fluccer beneath the sun of May; hasten, then,
with a song upon your lips and a rose in the barrel of
your rifle!™ . . . Can we imagine the municipality of
Birmingham or Bristol announcing, after this poetic
fashion, a visit of the Prince of Wales, bidding us hasten
with a song upon our lips and a flower in our hats to
greet him? What, beside this gay exuberance of
language, are the most picturesque of our English
adverrisements? What, beside this, are the purplest
patches wherewith they decorate our hoardings? Italian,
however, on placards or off it, is a tongue that lends
itself to purple patches and exuberance; to those in
whose veins runs the blood of the Latin there is per-
mitted a happy flamboyance of expression which is
forbidden to those of us who hail from regions farther
north. Did not Corporal Mussolini, wounded in the
war, send to his countrymen a message from his bed,
to the effect that he was “proud, in the fulfilment of a
hazardous duty, to have watered with his blood the road
that leads to Trieste”? . . . That sort of thing, im-
possible in English, in Italian can be said—and sound
inspiring !

I was rold by an Italian acquaintance that the system
of propaganda by means of the placard was general
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throughout the peninsula—"'from one end of Italy to
the other” were the words he used. No doubt my
informant was correct in a general sense, but he was in
error as regards one region in the north; that newest of
Iralies which once was called South Tyrol and is now
known as Alto Adige. In that region, however, I was
not grearl}r surprised to remark the absence of the usually

W's; even if it be granted that a conquered
people is treared erJ'l due consideration by those who
have annexed ir, you do not expect such a people to
take immediate p ure in acclaiming its conquerors,
and acclaiming them, moreover, in an alien tongue.
The authority responsible for the system of political
placnrdmg acts wisely, no doubr, in slackening irs
activities in the German-speaking districe thar a few
years ago was Austria.

It may have been merely because I was unlucky in my
quest, but the fact remains that, large as is the crop of
political bill-posting, I was never able to catch one of
the bill-posters at his work; nor did I ever see a Fascist,
armed with his chalk, or l'u's brush and paint-por, tracing
his legend of W il Duce on the walls. Rightly or wrongly,
I came to the conclusion that this work of political
publicity must be carried on at dead of night—as, when
one comes to think of ir, it should be. It iz dramatic
to come down of a morning and discover from your
window that rhe street has burst into anonymous praises
of your uounn'jf s hero and your country’s Government;
while there is nothing dramatic in watching a hired
workman at so much an hour pasting up slips with the
legend W il Duce.

What seems curious to the Anglo-Saxon mind is the
fact that this system of official advertisement provokes
no retort or disagreement, not even the spirit of mischief.
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It is perhaps not ising that there are no retaliatory
piacnr%cs; Ez'sd an}rsu::fzh n;gake their appearance on the
walls, their stay would in all probability be brief, and
the police, I imagine, would have something to say in
the matter. Bur, considering the profusion of pro-
Government posters, one might expect to see them,
now and again, molested by the vulgar of a contrary
way of thinking. I am not saying such defacements
never happen; my experience is not sufficient o
generalize. All I do assert is that, though I kept a
sharp eye on pro-Government posters, I saw none
adorned by remarks of a humorous or unflaccering nature,
by fancy portraits of the Duce, or the like. I was in
Florence and in Rome when the tension between the
Ttalian Government and the Vatican was at its sharpest,
and the Papal press was returning in kind the anything-
but-compliments paid by the newspa of Fascism.
Unless Italian human nature is remarkably unlike any
other form of human nature, there must have been many
politically-minded Catholics whose sentiments, for the
time being at any rate, were not in accord with those
of the official placards, Members, for instance, of the
Azione Cattolica, the immediate cause of the trouble, who
were feeling, at the moment, like anything but W il
Duce! But though I looked out for it on my every walk
abroad, I saw no sign of their resentment on the walls
of Florence, on the walls of Rome, or of any less important
locality. No placard seribbled with facetious disagree-
ment, no inscription struck through by the contemptuous
—as, in event of like political cleavage, would certainly
have been the case at home!



V. NEW ITALY'S WOMEN: THE CULT OF
ITHE CRADLE

THE attitude of the Fascist Party with regard to the
public activities of women has its inconsistencies—
though these inconsistencies, I hasten to add, are probably
more apparent than real. However revolutionary in
other respects, the aims of Fascism, where woman is
concerned, are conservative: the life domestic, a hushand
and a home; and children, furure citizens of Italy, the
more the betcer! Give her these and she has all the
interests she needs, and likewise does her duty by the
State. The authorized biographer of Mussolini (Mar-
gherita Sarfatei) says plainly that the Duce, “in his
masculine egoism,” looks upon woman as a creature
whose mission it is to be beautiful and pleasing. “'If
she does not know that she pleases, she is nervous and
unhappy, and with good reason.” So he is said to have
argued with an English suffragist. While views such
as these are held in high quarters, it should not surprise
us that Italian women have so far taken no active part
in politics, . . . It 1s crue that the Duce, a few years
ago, extended rhc municipal vote to women—"'with
much generosity,”" his biographer comments. Apparently
he repented this act of generosity, for, shortly afterwards,
the municipal vote was abolished, both for women and
men. The chief magistrate of an Iralian city is no
76
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longer an elected mayor; he is a Podestd, appointed by
the central Government.

Yetr in spite of the generally conservative atricude
towards women, and the desire to concentrate their
interests on the life of home and of society; and in
spite of the fact that they have no vote, parliamentary
or otherwise—yet the word has gone forth that women
are to be urged, more scrongly than of yore, to enrol in
the ranks of Fascism. In May 1931 the folio d’ordini
of the National Fascist Party laid stress upon the
importance of the women's side of the movement, and

ed for more energy in the founding of fasei femminili.
In all localities where a men’s group, numbering ten
members, is already in existence, a women's group is
to be brought into being and the two organizations are
to work in co-operation, side by side; those eligible for
membership are “Italian women of irreproachable
character and Fascist principles who have atcained the
age of twenty-two years"—those who have not yer
attained that age belong to the junior group.

The working side by side of the two sections, masculine
and feminine, does not, of course, imply any equaliry
of stacus—on the contrary; the fascio fomminile is stricely
limired as regards its activities, and is subject to its
colleague's authority—the woman secretary takes her
orders from the officials of the masculine unit. So, at
least, the position was explained to me by a well-known
professional woman who, though thoroughly loyal te
the Fascist regime, had refused to join a woman's

oup. She herself professed feminisc principles; that
15 to say, her ideas of women's funcrions, sphere, and
d:au wnre not wholly in accordance with those of

od{n members of the . Hence, when ap-
prmdm:l by the organizers of a fascio femminile she had
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zzplain:d that—holding the decided views she‘d.iq—

it was impossible for her to join a women's tion
where the members, the women, had no voice in
the management of their own association, but were
given their instructions by an outside official belonging
to the men’s association.

A comparatively slight acquaintance with the aims
and methods of the women's side of Fascism will
probably convince the inquirer that those who estab-
lished and seek to extend it are not guilty of much
inconsistency. The woman who joins a fascio femminile
runs small risk of becoming unsexed; its activities do
not threaten the peace of the home—in fact they can
hardly be considered public. Public affairs as we in
England understand them are right outside its scope;
its métier is relief of distress. In an interview given by
one of the leading lights of the movement—a woman
occupying an official position—she lays stress on the
essentially philanthropic characrer of the fascio femminile:
it is an organization that has no concern with politics.
No concern, that is to say, with politics as the term is
generally understood, but the work done by the members
—work of public assistance—is in so far political that
it is of importance to the life of the nation. * Women,”
she goes on to say, “worked hard and ceaselessly during
the war for the soldier at the front, finding a thousand
ways of rendering him help and service; now they are
finding such ways of rendering service in peace and
remembering how many there are who still need their
heicr. How many children to whom clothing is lacking
and to whom the gift of a garment would be a real
blessing! Those who cannot give active assistance out-
side their homes can help in their homes with sewing;
and by these means we ought to ensure that no neces-
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sitous mother is turned away empty when she applies
for aid to the fascio femminile." Provision of garments
for the needy is not the only duty enjoined upon the
woman Fascist; there is child welfare in general and the
care of the sick—the Red Cross side of the movement.
One of the good works especially enjoined is care for the
dependants of soldiers who fell in the war, and likewise
for the dependants of those Fascists who lost their lives
in the struggle with internal enemies,

(Here one may note that the memory of these fallen
Blackshirts—"'the soldiers and martyrs of the Fascist
Revolution'—is held in equal honour with the memory
of the men who died in the war against Austria. I have
heard their numbers variously estimated—the official
figure, I believe, is about three thousand, and official
account represents them as victims, to a great extent,
of treachery and ambuscade, A monument to the
Caduti Fascisti is being erected in the place of highest
honour, on the Capirol; and a recent measure laid before
the Chamber of Deputies—where it was received with
acclamation—placed the dependants of the fallen of
Fascism on an equal footing, as regards benefits, with
those of the fallen in the war.)

Although politics, in the common understanding of
the term, are eschewed by the fascio famminile, its good
works have admittedly a secondary purpose which is not
wholly divorced from politics, the purpose of Fascist
propaganda. ““To the women's groups,” so runs the
official instruction issued by the party, ““to the women's
groups is committed the carrying out of the charitable
work organized by the party. This is a most effective
means of propaganda and of penetration” (italics mine). "'The
duty of the groups will be to relieve the persons in need
who apply daily at the Fascist offices, and also to pay
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visits to the sick and necessitous in their homes. This
giving of moral and material help is a duty essentially
and beautifully feminine, a duty which could not well
be entrusted to any other organization.”

The fascio femminile, then, is an organization for che
purpose of good works; such good works as, in times
past, were carried out chiefly under the direction of the
Church. Is it, I wonder, no more than a coincidence
that the order for increased activity with regard to the
enrolling of women in the ranks of Fascism—the order
from which I have quoted above—was issued in tche
summer of 19312 at a time, that is to say, when the
tension between the Vatican State and its neighbour,
the Kingdom of Iraly, had culminated in open and angry
disagreement. Was it a coincidence? or was the new
order an outcome of the quarrel and a definite atrempt
to counteract the influence of the Catholic Church upon
the women of Italy? Some share, at leasr, of the
influence of the Church on the life of the people can be
ascribed to its many organizations for charitable work.
Through them it reaches those who dispense charitable
benefits as well as those who receive; through them,
until lately, it has atracted all women inclined to an
active benevolence, And it is just that type of woman
that the fascio femminile will artract. It 1s at least possible
that the quickened activities of the fascio femminile may
be intended as a counterblast to recent developments
on the part of Azjone Cattolica. The invasion b]r the
Catholic organization of a sphere of influence that had
hitherto been wholly Fascist—the sphere of athlerics—
was one of the causes of friction; the cult of games and
open air, fostered by Fascism, was increasing its hold on
the youth of the country, and, in the hope of like results,
Agione Cattolica followed suie, It is possible, I repeat,
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that a reply to this move was Fascism’s increased
activity in the woman's sphere of benevolence and
charity, a sphere in which the authority of the Church
had hitherto ruled supreme. If so it be, the thrust at
the Church is a shrewd one, and indicates the determina-
tion of the Government to allow no encroachment on its
rights. Certain it is that the Church would suffer loss,
in prestige and in funds, if any considerable section of
the women of Italy turned che stream of their benevolence
into non-ecclesiastical channels.

More than once, when [ put a quest‘inn as to the
p-usirion and activities of Italian women, I was reminded
of the fact that there is more than one Italy. Between
the north and the south there is a wide Eulf fixed, and
the social usages that govern the one are not those that
govern the other. Man}' timeworn traditions have been
abolished in Loml:rard}r that still are sl:rictl}r followed in
Calabria. Higher education for women 1s now quite
usual in the north, and where higher education is usual
the shackles of old etiquette are broken. As regards
daily habits and customs, it is no longer considered
necessary, as it was in times past, for a woman to find
a companion before she can take her walks abroad.
Nowadays she can be seen in the street, she can shop, or
she can travel without hunting up an escort—more or
less willing—to shield her from unfriendly remark; she
can even go alone to a place of public entertainment, sit
unprotected in a cinema palace, a concert-hall, or a
theatre. This liberty, by the by, is of recent growth;
its use would have shocked the mothers of the present
generation. I was told that in Rome, in pre-war days,
it would have been impossible for any well-bred and

G
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well-conducted woman to show herself at the opera
unattended. Eccentricity would have been the mildest
explanation of such a breach of the social code.

In the north, then, the old restrictions on women's
freedom of movement have slackened or ceased to
exist—but it is not so throughout the peninsula. There
are regions in the south where restrictions still endure
and the code of behaviour and etiquerte for women
seems hardly to have altered for centuries. A well-
known professional woman, herself an Iralian of the
north, gave me an example of this persistence of old
etiquette for women: when she was staying in Palermo
last year, she suggested to the friend in whose house
she was stopping thar they should spend the evening
at the theatre. The friend, a married woman, would
not hear of the outing; ir was impossible, she said,
because her husband was away from home. In Sicilian
society it is not the proper thing for a married woman
to be seen at a theatre unescorted by her husband—
not even in the company of a woman friend against
whom no word can be spoken. . . . It is just as well,
therefore, thar Sicilian men have a reputation for being
considerate to their womenfolk, and ready to give up
their time to them; perhaps it is their obliging readiness
to give up time and act as escort when required that
has prolonged the restricrions on their womenfolk, by
making them bearable.

My friend, the visitor to Sicily, assured me further
that in Palermo even elderly women are hedged about
with nice rules of behaviour; whatever their age, they
still belong ro the sex that must be guarded from insule
and careful of their reputation; thus they are only
permitted, by public opinion, to rake their airings
without escort so long as the sun is in the sky. Once
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night has fallen in the city of Palermo, they must not
walk the streets unchaperoned; they must find them an
escort or return to the shelter of cheir domiciles. As
for the Sicilian girls and younger women, when they
leave their houses to make their purchases or to rake
the air, the chaperon is still a necessity of life—to walk
abroad without her would be to ser tongues a-wagging,
+ » « Medieval as this sounds, it is not peculiar to
Sicily; as far as unmarried girls are concerned, it was
a custom prevalent, but a %ew years ago, among the
respectable of France. Amongst my acquaintance of
the war-time period was a snuffy old couple who kept
a fusty little shop in a by-street of the town of Abbe-
ville; and in the course of a discussion on the manners
and customs of our respective nations, I was one day
informed by snuffy old Madame that her daughter had
been married at the age of rwenty-two—and that from
the day she was born to the day she crossed the threshold
on her hushand's arm, the girl had never left that fusty
little shop unchaperoned. And, for all I know, the
custom may persist in conservative circles of provincial
France—just as it persists in Sicily.

Considering the difference in outlook and custom, it
is not surprising to learn thar the education of the
Sicilian girl is often less thorough than that of the
Florentine or Roman. Sicilian parents of the well-to-do
classes do not aim, as a rule, at the higher education of
their daughrers; they are apt to think that they have done
all that is necessary to prepare a girl for life when they
have seen to it that she 1s instructed in the use of a
musical instrument and has atrained to a cermain pro-
ficiency in some one foreign language.

There is, however, one other accomplishment that she
is pracrically certain to possess and exercise with skill,
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the accomplishment of decorative needlework. All over
Italy, from north to farthest south, the craft of the
needle is practised—and frequently the craft of the loom.
Whatever she knows, or does not know, the Italian
woman is a past mistress in the art of embroidery ; while,
often Enuugh, she is weaver as well, turnf.r:g out fine
household linen or, it may be, curtains and carpets.
Like many other houschold accomplishments, it is a
talent that often stands her in good stead when times
are hard and the family income needs stretching. I was
told that many countrywomen of the working classes earn
their living entirely by means of decorative crafts—embroi-
dery, hand-weaving, lace, or the making of tooled leather
bags; there are agencies in Rome—some of them at least
benevolent agencies run by women—which collece and sell
the decorarive work produced in the country regions.

The idea of skilled needlework, beauriful needlework,
as one of the essentials of a woman’s education, is deeply
rooted in the Italian mind. And the use of the needle
is not merely an accomplishment; it is an art which,
more easily than any other art, makes its way into
everyday life. 1 was told that even the busy pro-
fesstonal woman—the university don, the lawyer, or
the doctor of medicine—seldom fails to keep up the
fine sewing or embroi wherein she was instrucred
in her youth. Round the craft of the needle there
cluster old beliefs and superstitions; in some parts of
the country a bride should on no account fail to embroider
her own wedding nightdress—her work will ensure her
good luck. The more stitches in the garment, so legend
runs, the fewer the troubles of her marriage.

It is in the south, T was told, that there lingers most
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tenaciously the idea that the right and proper destiny

of the right and proper woman is to be kept on the
earnings or the income of a man. Preferably, of course,
she marries, and the man is her husband: but if Fate is
unkind and grants her no husband, then relatives by
blood provide the keep. A woman of more independent
turn of mind, who pl'{:fers to wark for money and make
her own way, would still, in certain r'egiuns, lose caste.
This tradition of feminine dependence [mpl:es the right
to masculine aid; thus it is not only a cramping tradition
Fﬂr mldd.le-daﬂ WoImen, lt l}ftf_“ EHJ.I.E hEﬂ.‘J’]l}" ﬂ.l'ld. hardl}f
on middle-class men. If the women of a family do not
find the necessary husbands, their father and brothers
will have to support them in a manner beficting the
family dignity, that is to say, in an existence of unpaid
gentility, In such a family * Brothers do not marry, or
only very late, because they must suppore their sisters,
and elderly fathers work far beyond their strength, in
order that their wives and daughters may lead an idle
life.”” So an Italian woman whose own life was tun on
very different lines. Her explanation of the prejudice
against the woman who earns money is that it is a
heritage from feudal warrior days; the feudal warrior
drew his income and susrenance from land, and would
have accounted it a come-down to earn money as a
trader. With the ing of feudalism there |
also, the gzntIcnﬂn’EaPS:Ejfdice against I:L‘ading mﬁéﬁi‘
forms of business; but there are regions and classes
where it sell lingers as an influence on the lives
of women,

In our own country, as in many others, the :ng]'lt of
women to university training was a right that had ro be
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asserted; it is scarcely a lifetime aiu since the very idea
of a girl undergraduate was a joke. In Italy, on the
other hand, there was no such opposition to be faced
and fought; women's right to higher education and the
taking of degrees has been admitred for centuries. In
view of what has been written above with regard to rhﬂr
lack of independence in some parts of the country, this

statement may sound strange; bur, strange though it
sound, it is crue, Iralian universities have never erected
a sex barrier. Nor was the right of entry merel}r
nominal, not objected to because not exercised; even in
early medieval times there were women who attained
to high academic distinction. They held professorships,
became doctors of medicine; some among them—such
as Trorala de Roggero and Costanza Calandra—were so
famous in their time that their names are not even yet
forgotten. They were exceptions, of course; the few
women graduates amongst the greac majority of men;
but the fact remains that no objection was raised to their
presence in the schools, and no law forbade them to
share the work and artain ro cthe honours of the masculine
majority of students. Nor did later generations with-
draw the privilege which medieval schools had granted;
when (in 1870) the kingdom of Italy was a fact accom-
plished, it carried on the tradition of cqual education
for the sexes—school and university were open to girls
as to . I was told, however, and by high
authoriry, l:hat, rhuugh higher education has never been
barred to them, it is only within the last two or three
decades that Italian girls (and their parents) have taken
real advantage of the opportunities offered. The pro-
fessions, be it noted, are open to women withour let
or hindrance, and the figures given me for the year
1930 include medical women to the number of about



New Italy's Women : The Cult of the Cradle 87

three hundred and fifty, and a hundred and fifty, or
t]mrmbnruts fm‘ women laW}rErs

'I'lmre is one markad ami Important d:iferencc br.m':cn
the attitude of Italian and of British authority towards
women who work for a wage or a salary. With us the
assumption is that a married woman should be dis-
couraged from work that brings her in an income, since
it takes her away from her home; acting on the principle
that her place is at home, with her husband and famuly,
some public authorities will not engage a woman they
know to be married, while others make marriage a
reason for dlschargmg a woman loyee, however
efficient her record. Though she may be highly satis-
factory in all other respects (and her service and experience
a loss to her employers), if she has the misfortune to fall
in love and be asked in marriage, she is thereupon con-
demned to lose her job and part with her personal
earnings. That is what frequently happens in England
on the marriage of a State or mquClFﬂl employee, and
that is exactly what does not happen in Italy. There
marriage, to the woman employee, does not entail loss of
her job and personal wage; far from being ejected when
she takes her a husband, she gets an advantage, an acrual
advantage, over those of her colleagues who remain in
a state of single blessedness. By the law of 6th June,
1929, bachelors and spinsters may no longer be given
preference for employment by the State, provinces,
communes, or other public institutions. Where other
conditions are equal, preference must be given to the
married of both sexes over the single; and to the fathers
and mothers of families over those married people who
have not increased che population.

There is, of course, a reason, and an obvious reason,
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for this favouring of the woman who is wife and mother
as against the woman unmarried; it 1s part of thar Cult
of the Cradle which Fascism seeks to encourage. Loss
of employment on marriage would mean—as it does
mean in England—hesitation and delay on the part of
young people before entering the married state; and
ue the advocates of the teeming family) the longer
the delay before entering on marriage, the less likelthood
that the union will be blessed by many children. Like
the tax on bachelors, and revenue discrimination against
one-child parentage, the present system of preference to
the married is a dEJ"rect encouragement to that abounding
family which the Head of the Government desires to
see in every household—rto that abounding population
which is to make of Ialy, in the near future, a firse-class
colonizing power. It is in the interest of a spreading
population, an ever-growing Iraly, that no obstacle 1s
placed in the way of man and maid desirous of setting
up house; since the woman's salary helps to speedy
marriage, certainly she must not be deprived of it
In their views on the population question, Church
and State in Italy are, for once, in cordial agreement
and largely for the same reason. The Churcit always
welcomes an increase in the number of its flock, and,
anywhere and everywhere, finds cause for satisfaction
when lictle Catholics arrive in- greater numbers than
little anti-clericals or heretics; while one of the aims of
the Fascist State is an Italy thar spreads beyond its
barders and peoples a colonial empire. To Church, as
to State, therefore, the doctrine of birth control is
anathema; by the one it is visited with the penalties
due to the sinner, by the other with the rigours of the
law. Even the advocacy of methods of family limitation
is a penal offence. Paragraph 553 of the new Penal
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.Code (which was issued in the summer of 1931) lays it
down that any person who publicly incites to practices
against procreation, or makes pmpiﬁnnda in favour of
such Fﬂlctices, will be Funfshed Wil impﬂsﬂnment up
to one year or with a fine up to ten thousand lire. If the
offence has been committed with a view to g:-l.Ln1 the
offender is liable to suffer both penalties—the imprison-
ment as well as the fine—while 1f he should be a doctor
there is further augmentacion of penalty. Repetition
of the offence on the part of the doctor deprives him of
the right to pracrise.

Preference in the employment of married persons, tax
discriminarion as against the unmarried, and the putting
down of birth-control propaganda, are not the only
measures employed by the Government to encourage the
production of babies. There is a widespread system of
bonus and reward for large families; many communes,
in accordance with the Duce's instructions, have insti-
tuted prizes for the fertile among their inhabitants.
As a rule these prizes are paid by the commune for each
child born after a given number, the sixth, or the seventh,
or the eighth. Sometimes they take the form of an
allowance, paid till the child reaches a certain age; and
sometimes they run to a really considerable amount.
One local authority, which must surely be opulent,
gives five yearly prizes of a hundred thousand lire each
to those of irs local families which have had the largest
number of children in the course of the preceding six
years. Other, less generous, benefits to the prolific
include free tram-fares, reduced rares for gas and
electricity, reimbursement of the expenses incurred in
childbirth, and the provision of school-books for the
numerous children free of charge. The production of
twins seems to be looked on as an act of special merit;
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at any rate I read in an official document that the Duce,
has personally conferred rewards on women who have
had more than one child at a time.

In view of Italy’s reluctance to lose her nationals by
emigration, it is hardly surprising to learn thar there is
an official department which keeps careful track of such
emigrating nationals; in particular it carries on active
propaganda amongst the many who are working and
producing families on the neighbouring soil of France.
There is special cause for watchfulness over these
French-Italian families, owing to the fact that, under
French law, a child born in France, whatever the
nationality of its parents, is held to be French—and so
liable, if male, to service in the French army on reaching
military age. Such a child, therefore, may well be a
cicizen lost to Italy—a citizen, and also a soldier! In
consequence, every effort is made by agents of the
department to induce women of Iralian nationalicy who
are resident in France and expecring a baby to return to
Italy before the date of confinement, so that the child
may be born in the land of its fathers and free from any
alien claim. The appeal, in the case of these expectant
mothers, is not only to patriotic sentiment—there are
solid financial inducements ro undertake the journey.
In return for the gift of an Italian citizen, expenses of
confinement are assisted by subsidies and travelling
txp-enscﬁ refunded.,

ans without saying that the teeming family is the
family favoured when it comes to the allotment of
rcums in workmen's dwellings, or houses in any way
controlled by public authority. It is favoured also by a
thoroughgoing system of tax discriminarion, The tax
on bachelors, already alluded to, does not only take the
form of a higher income-tax: in addition there is an
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actual, personal levy on the unmarried man, starting at
twenty-five and continuing for the next forty years.
(Has any state, however hard up, yet prnpose:i a levy
on the spinster? I imagine not; and imagine also that
the motive of this special consideration is humanitarian
rather than economic. It would be considered rather
brutal to add the misfortune of extra taxacion to the
thing's primary misfortune, the failure to get
herself a husband.) Then parents whose families reach
a desirable size are allowed all sorts and conditions of
exemption when it comes to the payment of their dues.
If you are an employee of the State, or other public
body, and have seven or more ch:ldrtn. of Italian
nationality, to provide for; or if you are just an ordinary
citizen, without official status, and have ten or more
children, likewise of Italian nationality, to provide for:
in that case the exchequer will let you off payment of
various rates and taxes—including a special tax on goats!
. By the way, it is interesting to note that in these
claims for large-family benefir, it is not only legitimare
children thar count; ﬂicgitimatc children, recognized by
one patent, are allowed to be reckoned in the total.
Because she is chiefly an agricultural country, with
a large peasant population, living thriftily and hard,
Ttaly does not carry our permanent weight of unemploy-
ment. It is not denied, however, that unemployment
does exist, but official opinion declines to connect it
with any superabundance in the number of workers. An
official pronouncement on the subject (whereof the author
is the President of the Central Institute of Statistics,
Corrado Gini) explains that unemployment, ' in the
time we are passing through, is not to be found in an
excessive number of workers. It is, instead, essentially
caused by the inertia of wages in following the changes
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in commodity prices.” The phrase ' inertia of wages
in following the changes in commodity prices” being,
apparently, a somewhat unwieldy method ncF expressing
what we know more commodiously as **time-lag.
Time-lag, therefore, and not pressure of population on
the labour market is the real factor in producing un-
:mpl-:nymcnt. of which a certain amount (Signor Gini

cunmdm} is unavoidable in a modern nation, " especially
as its industries become more highly developed and
specialized."

Holding the views it does on the value of numbers,
it is only ro be expected that the present regime should
rule out emigration to foreign countries as a means of
rch:vmg the pressure on the labour market. The refusal
to permit emigration may sometimes mean hal‘dshlp
to the individual citizen, desirous of improving his
Fn@iliun in life or End.ing a diﬂ'lcult}r n making both
ends meet at home: but that ha.tdship the State has a
righl: to inflict in iz own amount interest, 'Lhe
emigrant who decides that will leave his native
country is moved only by personal considerarions—the
prospect of his own advancement; the State, "‘besides
considerin n% the welfare of individuals, must rake
account the collective economic power, in which
average individual income is only one of the com-
ponent facrors.” It is pointed our, further, thar, in
this matter of emigration to foreign countries, the
economic factor is not the only one to be considered.
The State “‘must take account of others, among which
mulitary considerations are not of least importance.
The relation between the size of population and the
economic and military power of the nation is obvious.”

. . There we have the crux of the matter: the need
for big battalions in war.
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There are times when one wonders if that mili
need is not passing; if the war of the future will be
waged by its millions of conscripts. . , . Big bartalions,
of course, have been a deciding factor in LEE past; bur
when it comes to thcmughguing war in the air—whereof
we, as yer, have known only the beginnings—and its
accompaniment, tharnughgamg chemical warfare: then
the big battalions, in so far as they consist of men, may
not have their former importance. While, as to a large
civilian population, there will certainly be conditions,
in the wars of the future, under which it will be anything
but an advantage to a belligerent nation ; when a country-
side swarms with terrified nomads, harried crowds,
driven out of their homes in the towns by aerial arrack
or the threar of it. That belliperent nation which has
a small and scatrered population will be less ar the
mercy of bomb and rorpedo, loosed from the air, and
therefore may prove itself the stronger. . .. The
machine thar deals death has the same quality as every
other species of machine: in the end it reduces the
demand for human labour, Mass production in the
killing industry, like mass production in the textile,
will mean a decrease in the number of hands required
to guide its mechanism. The fact that mechanism is
ousting the artisan and labourer from work thar once
brought them in a livelihood—thar fact has already
penetrated the consciousness of those who think indus-
trially; but it does not seem to have penetrated very
far into the consciousness of those who think politically
—pacifist or otherwise. They, to all appearances, are
still apt to reckon the military strength of a nation in
terms of its men under arms. Yet a submarine, manned
by a score or two, may be a deadlier enemy than a

battleship manned by her crew of a thousand; an
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aeroplane, carrying a piInl: and observer, may inflict

more damage than a regiment, . . . And of such are
the wars of the future!

Because the MNew Ital}" is seldom unmindful of her
descent from old Rome, history in Italy sometimes
repeats itself deliberately; it is likely, therefore, that
the Duce’s Cult of the Cradle was inspired, at least to
a certain extent, by the campaign that Augustus once
waged in his Rome against sterility and the decay of
the family.

Be pleased, too, Goddess, babes through youth to rear.
So shale thou bless the Senace’s high decree

And marriage laws, that wives each m.mJ'J:lg year
May fruirful be.

So Horace (who himself, I believe, was a bachelor),
addressing Diana, the goddess of childbirth, at a time
when the ruler of imperial Rome was endeavouring, by
precept as well as by law, to revive the patriarchal family
life that had long been out of fashion in patrician circles.
Augustan methods of encouraging the family bear a
close resemblance ro those now practised by Fascism,
and one may safely assume that the Lex Papia Poppea
and kindred decrees of the same period have served as
models for some of the measures of family-encourage-
ment described in the preceding paragraphs. Augustan
legislation also laid special taxes on bachelors and the
childless married; it also, like the modern decrees of
Mussolini, granted various exemptions and privileges to
those parents who did their duty to the State by bringing
up numerous families. . . . Judging by the size of the
families so rewarded, the Augustan parent must indeed
have been reluctant; in Rome itself the possession of
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three children entiled to bonus or exemprion. In

outside Italy cthe number was four, in the more prolific
provinces five. But even the more prolific provinces
compare badly with the families of modern Italy, where
three, four, and five are thought nothing of! The Lex
Papia Poppra is believed to have failed of the effect
intended by its sponsors; to which their imitators of the
twentieth century would probably make answer thar it
was a remedy applied too larte.

As to whether legislation of the Fascist era will be
more successful than thac of the Augustan, who can
say? All the world over the family grows smaller; but
Fascism, in alliance with the Catholic Church, may be
able to arrest the tendency, at least for a time. The
birth-rate of Italy as a whole is high compared to that
of other European nations; but in some of the larger
cities—Turin, Genoa, Milan—it has fallen to a lower
level than the birth-rate of London; and this tendency
of an urban birth-rare to fall is one of the reasons why
migration from rural districts to towns is discouraged
by the Fascist regime. Powers of expulsinn from towns
have been given to local authorities. " All those who
arrive in cities without means of support, and those
who, having received promise of jobs, remain unem-
ployed and have not the prospect of securing employment
within a short time, all these must be sent back to their
homes and warned not to return to the city whence they
have been expelled!™

In a recent official document, dealing with the su]:-jm:
of population, it is stated that the campaign against
decrease of births has been too short a time in progress
to permit of a reliable estimare of results. Ir adds,
however, that “it can safely be stated that this policy
has been beneficial, inasmuch as it serves as a sort of
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dyke for Iraly, protecting her from those neo-Malchusian
tendencies which are undermining the future of other
nations.” Perhaps because he bears in mind the failure
of the bygone Lex Papia Poppea the Duce himself
has not too much faith in the law as a weapon against
neo-Malthusianism. It was necessary, he once said, to
try these laws, just as all sorts of medicines are tried,
in the case of disease; but *'in these matters, more than
formal laws, the moral custom, and, above all, the
relipious conscience of the individual prevail. If a
man does not feel the joy and pride of being continued
as an individual, as a family, and as a people; if a man
does not feel, on the other hand, the sadness and the
shame of dying as an individual, as a family, and as a
Ee:nple, then laws—and I would say especially Draconian

ws—avail nothing. Laws must be employed as a
stimulus to cuscom.”

There is a story of the Duce in the days of his soldiering
as Bersagliere which suggests that the phrase I have quoted
above—""the sadness and the shame of dying as an
individual, as a family, and as a people”—is not mere
rhetoric for public consumption Evul: an expression of
emotion deeply fele. It is said that one of his com-
rades in the trenches once remonstrated with Corporal
Mussolini because he had exposed himself to unnecessary
danger, and backed his remonstrance with the reminder
that Mussolini was the father of a family. Came the
retort that it was on that account he should fear death
less than others—he had children to carry on his name.

Even the most derermined advocate of the teeming
family will probably admit that unchecked increase is
sometimes accompanied by difficulties, One such
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difficulty has made itself manifest of late in Italy; the
infant population has become too large for its schools.
It is in the 5::01}:[:11:}' schools, which receive the children
at the age of eleven, that the problem is waxing acute;
the authorities thereof are finding it impossible to fic
in the superabundance of new scholars who have com-
pleted their years of primary instruction. In the years
immediately succeeding the war the birth-rare went up
with a bound; the new generation arrived in large
numbers, thick and fast. From the Fascist point of
view, and the Church point of view, this rapid race of
increase was highly sarisfactory; it may, however, be
considered less satisfactory by those parents who are
informed that there are no vacancies in the State-run
schools, and who are therefore advised to continue their
offspring’s education in the more expensive private
establishments. So great is the pressure of children on
accommedation that in Milan alone a thousand would-be
pupils are said to have been excluded from Srate schools.
New Italy is mindful of what she owes to her soldiers,
and, as a matter of course, preference as to entry is given
to war orphans and children of disabled men, bur l:ha:re
has also been rumour of preference to boys over gir

on the ground, of course, that the need cg the b-uy fur
education is greater than that of the girl; who, though
school may have equipped her to take up a career, often
leaves it with no such aim in view. So it is argued;

and if the pressure on school accommeodation continues,
it may be that Italy will reverse her educational policy—
her inherited policy of equality between the sexes. The
Cult of the Cradle in the twentieth century may destroy
the long tradition that dates from her medieval schools,
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OFFICIALLY and outwardly, at any rare, the Iralian nation,
when it looks back on the grear carastrophe of our time,
seems to look with less regret and more satisfaction than
the other parties to the war. Officially and ourwardly,
at any rate, there is none of that English reluctance to
dwell on it which we are only by slow degrees overcoming,
and, so far as I could see, but little sign of disillusion-
ment. Nor (though I locked for it) was I able to find
in any newspaper or magazine article dealing with the
war the assumption, which is general enough with us,
that under modern conditions of warfare real vicrory is
impossible, since the victor, like the vanquished, is
involved in the common catastrophe. On the contrary,
the triumph of Italy is held to be complete and glorious;
the nation has been unified by its struggles and its
sacrifices, The goal of long centuries has been atrained
by the Peace of St. Germains; Italia irredenta is Italia
irredenta no more, Austria, the hereditary enemy, has
been crushed to the earth and dismembered: and
Fascism, creator of the new and glorious order, was
itself created by the heroes of the Piave and Vittorio
Veneto—the product of a nation in arms!

That being the attitude of the nation rowards the
Great War (a happier attitude than exists in other lands),
it is interesting to note—both interesting and curious—
that Italy, so far, seems to have produced litcle of

ol
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moment dealing with the struggle, either in art, in
fiction, or the theatre. In spite of a generous portion
of discouragement, our English stage an literature would
seem to have achieved rather more in this direction; and
so, without a doubt, have the stage and literature of
Germany—Germany whose lot was defeat. . . . When
I was last in Berlin I saw at least one war film that
seemed to me, in parts, of a terrible beauty; while Iraly,
the inheritor of a long tradition of theatrical and pictorial
art, has as yet given us nothing particularly impressive
—nothing, at least, that has stirred the world beyond
her borders. Is the explanation this: that suffering is
favourable to inspiration, the sense of triumph inimical?

Bur, if I did not see anyrhﬁg outstanding in the way
of a war film, I saw an entertainment essentially Italian
—a Marinetti play, or rather show! Marinetti, I am
aware, though he was once very modern, is not very
modern to-day. The years have dealt with him as they
deal with all of us; from a novelty he has become an
established institution. But, as an institution he is
peculiar to his native land, and requires, for his full
comprehension and enjoyment, a pac ed audience of his
fellow-countrymen. That packed audience—which I am
rold he usually obtains—is more than a concourse of
spectators; it is Marinetti's instrumenr, part of his
performance; it provides him with background, with
effects and atmosphere. Marinetti would probably be
a dank failure in a London theatre, where he would
be played to rows of our nice, well-mannered sub-
urbanites, who merely cough or sigh when a play fails
to interest, and who never in their lives so far forgor
themselves as to throw a portato at an actor.

Whether Marinetti is a dramarist is probably open to
question; bur whether or no he can really write a play,
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he is possessed of one invaluable theatrical quality. He
is through and through a showman, a first-class specimen
of the cafh'ng; and ]:nj.r virtue of his shownuns!ﬁp, his
trick of advertisement, he keeps himself in the public
eye—with satisfactory resules to the box-ofhice. In spite
of this excellent recommendation there was a time—so
I was told by those who remember it—when managers
fought shy of Marinetti and his futurist productions.
This reluctance on the part of managers to encourage the
profitable futuristic play was not so unreasonable as it
appears at first sight; it was not that they doubted
Marinetti's drawing powers—on the contrary, they knew
him as a popular atrraction, a magner, What deterred
them from offering hospitality to his talents was the
probability, amounting to a certainty, that by the time
the entertainment came to an end, considerable damage
would be done to the managerial property. A Marinett
audience was an audience thar came armed for the fray;
it started out for its evening's amusement primed with
suitable missiles, usually of a vegetable narure. One
who, in his student days, had been a Marinerti fan, told
me how he and his like-minded fellows would bargain
at a froic importer’s for plentful supplies of such
oranges as had been rejected on account of overripeness;
these luscious bombs, when evening came, they conveyed
to their positions of vantage in the gallery, and, as
occasion offered, hurled them ar the stage and its
occupants. Where such genial activities were likely to
be widespread, it is hardly to be wondered ar that
directors of theatres should think several times before
they billed the a ance of the Marinetti com :
eve}; if the bu}x-t]:!%ei were kept Plensauﬂ? ]:-us}rpg'?a
result of the engagement, its gains m.ight be discounted
in other directions: the chances were that the unusual
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expenses and damages incurred would make heavy
inroads on the managerial cashbox, A bombardment uf
veEetablts, a rain of bursting oranges, may be more than
an interruption to the play, and an unpleasant experience
for the actors; it may have its disastrous consequences
on stage furniture and scenery—not to mention the
garments worn by members of the cast. It might well
be, therefore, that the Marinecei bill for dilapidations
would be sufficiently heavy to mansform what should
have been a comfortable profic into actual and formidable
loss.

The student generation still takes its pleasure in
ragging the apostle of futurism, but the stage of vehement
and violent disagreement with his doctrine is past; as
I said above, he is now an institution. His audience
still disag:tes wicth him, of course; that is what it comes
for, it is part of cthe show—he is there to be heckled in
the manner of a parliamentary candidare. Bur the dis-
agrecment nowadays is not usually accompanied by so
many vegetable missiles as it was in the earlier days of
futurism. When I saw the latest Marinetti master-
piece, Simultanina, in one of the Florentine theatres,
I should say that it was only a small section of the
audience that had taken its tickets purely with intenc
to see the play; of the larger section, some had come to
rag and others to be witness of their liveliness. Liveliness
there was and in plenry, bue, take it all in all, the rag,
though noisy, was good-natured; only once or twice did
it get beyond the stage of spoken comment and come to
the hurling of garden produce from on high; and when
that happened, it seemed to me that it happened quite
amiably—as a matter of custom and tradition, Per-
sonally T was relieved at the comparative absence of
vegetable bombardment, as activity on the part of the
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gallery was not withour its dangers to myself. I and

my companion occupied seats close up to the stage, in
the front row of stalls; that meant that we were nearly
in the line of fire, and a hﬂd.l].r aimed o, falling
shore of the prcsc:nimn, might very well have come our
way. It says much for the drawing powers of Signor
Marinerti thar, when we arrived ac the theatre on the
night of the performance, only these badly placed sears,
in the front of the stalls, were available—so near to the
stage that you had to sit with chin uplifted. All the
rest of the house, from ceiling to floor, was booked up.
The audience, by the way, consisted chiefly of men; even
in the more fashionable and less demonstrative parts of
the house women were in the minority, while above—
where the noise came from—they were visible only here
and there. This predominance of men in an Italian
audience, I may add, is by no means exceptional.

The play was described on its posters and programmes
as a divertimento futurista in sixteen syntheses—which
was merely another word for scenes; the use of syntheses,
instead of scenes, has probably some subtle meaning,
which, I regret to say, has escaped me. The title of the
piece, Simultanina, is symbolic; and the nature and beauty
of cthe Marinecti symbnlism was explained to us, and
explained to us at length, in a prologue delivered by one
of the actors, a fair-haired young man with a condescend-
ing manner, who was understood to represent a fururist
poet. If the futurist poet was typical of his class, it has
litde in common with the careless, wild-eyed poets of
tradition. This one, at any rate, was a fasEiunabit
youth, clad in the neatest and most modern of qunge
suits and with his hair brushed slick to his head. He
opened the eedings by a ng before the curtain
and dmvﬁungn; discgsursf uF P‘l;;.tnd'lgwmds like velocied,
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simultaneitd, and wbiguitd made frequent appearance.
Fot my own part, I could make very little of futuristic
theatrical theory when expounded in a foreign tongue,
and I should have found the discourse not a lictle dull
if it had not been enlivened, at frequent intervals, by
the comments of my fellow-spectators—enlivened, now
and then, to the point of long interruption. As time
went on and the poet was still with us, I gathered I was
not the only one present who was wishful for an end to
the discourse on wbiguitd, etc. The interruptions from
the most high gods grew more frequent and sounded more
scathing, Those in the cast of a Marinetti play must
be hardened to jeer and unflattering rebuke, and the
futurist poet was no exception to the rule—he probably
took them as compliments. When ironical laughter
smothered his remarks, he strolled to and fro with his
hands in his pockets and an air of indifferent boredom;
and when the rumule had died down and allowed him
to be heard, he once more took up the thread of his
discourse on velocitd, ubiguitd, etc. Ewven the arrival on the
stage of a good-sized potaro failed to disturb his well-bred
composure; he may, Euwever, have taken it as a hine chac
we had had enough prologue, for shortly afterwards he
vanished from our ken, to unflattering rounds of applause.

The prologue over (to the geuer&? relief), the curtain
rose on cheof%nt of the sixteen syntheses, and revealed ro
our gaze the heroine of the piece, Simultanina, She
owed her name, apparently, to the fact that she could
inspire love simultaneously in a number of gentlemen—
could inspire and also rerurn it. Further, she was a
painter as well as an inspirer of love; at any rate she
was discovered at an easel, with a brush and a palerte,
and dabbed ar a canvas in the extraordinary manner in
which people do paint on the stage. To her entered a
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gentleman, who proceeded to make love to her for the
space of some minutes; then, at the end of the synthesis
(which was not very long), the lover appeared by himself
before the curtain and proceeded to make such remarks
as the audience would listen to. What I could hear and
understand of his monologue (it was not very much)
struck me at first as rather pointless, but its purport was
made plainer when he came to an end and the curtain
rose on Synthesis Two. There was Simultanina, in her
same surroundings; same easel, same paintbrush, same
palette, still impossibly dabbing at her canvas; but having,
with the aid of the pointless monologue, been enabled
to change her dress. Otherwise Synthesis Two con-
rained no surprises; it was on the lines of Synthesis
One; it was also on the lines of Syntheses Three, Four,
Five, Six, etc. In each a male characrer—a different
male character—entered and made love to the lady at
the easel; who, if I mistake not, justified her name by
giving them, one and all, encouragement. The procedure
at the end of each lictle scene was the same; at the fall
of the curtain each male character had to appear before
it and speak his little piece, while Simultanina hastened
to her dressing-room and changed into yet another gown.
Once, indeed, there was an unfortunare incident which
deprived us of the interlude and left us with nothing but
a curtain to at till the next new gown should have
been donned. The lover who should have kept us
entertained in that particular intetval was, if ] remember
rightly, described as an engineer—the trades and pro-
fessions of the admiring sequence were all different; ac
any rate, when he appeared before the curtain for his
monologue, it was clear that he intended to trear us to
some appropriate wireless business. He was accom-
panied by earphones attached to a flex, and his entrance
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was also enlivened by loud buzzing noises off stage.
The syntheses and interludes by this time were becoming
somewhat tedious in their repetition, and the audience
acr:urdlngl}r was becammE more restive and warming to irs
work of interruption; while the :ngme:-r—lw:r. abitofa
stick, had failed to hold its attention in the previous scene,
much less to arouse its enthusiasm. As, headphones in
hand, he emerged from the wings, there was silence,
cold silence, for the space of a moment; then, as he
prepared to adjust his wireless apparatus, a voice from
on high broke in upon his uninspiring patter, with one
word only: a loud and imperious ** Basta!™

The effect of the command was dramatic — tragi-
comically so. The luckless comedian’s sentence was
sliced through as by a knife. He glanced up at the
gallery whence the order had come, and realized appa-
rently that here was something different from the ordinary
!}:%r. a form of interruption thar had to be taken seriously.

e man in the gallery had called our *‘Basta!™—
" Get out! we 've done with you! . . ." And, what
was more, he had the house behind him; though, for
once, it was silent, its silence was hostile to the actor.
Every one was bored with him; no one wanted that scene
with the headphones. It did not take the unfortunate
player much more than a glance to realize defeat and
accept it; whereupon, withour a word or sign of protest,
he turned to the currain and disappeared from our
sight. His untimely, if welcome, disappearance meant,
of course, hiatus; the front of the house had to possess
its souls in patience until such time as Simultanina and
her dresser had effected the necessary change,

All along, the real sensations of the evening were
provided not by the stage and its occupants but by those
in the front of the house, In one of the syntheses, when
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the wooer, a professor, was a timorous soul, and the love-
mﬂuf::f frankly on the side of the lady, the audience, at
the fall of the curtain, provided a musical accompani-
ment ; a song which was presumably ribald, and certainly
popular, since, when one voice broke into ir, dozens
followed suit with a will. And when, ha.l[':-wa}r t:hmugh
the piece, we were permitted an interval, it was obvious
from the ralk and smiling faces in the foyer thar,
whatever they thought of the piece and the company,
most of those present were enjoying their rag very
heartily, An added source of amusement while we
walked in the foyer were the futuristic sketches of
Signor Marinetti; these, presumably, had arrived with
the scenery and baggage, and were displayed on the
walls for the length n%erim engagement—an excellent
form of advertisement, since their incomprehensibility
was the theme of much interest and laughter. The
author of Simultaning is a man of varied attainments who
fights the battle of Futurism in more than one field.
His interests are not confined to the arts: in addition to
the plays he writes and the pictures he paints, he has
recently turned his actention to gastronomy and started
a restaurant in Turin., The futurist restaurane takes an
unpatriotic line in foodstuffs; its raison d’étre apparently is
Signor Marinetti's scorn for the national cuisine and
especially for the national macaron.

I should imagine that the performance of a work by
Marinerti is the most striking form of the “rag” as
practised by Italian audiences; but ic is by no means an
isolated phenomenon. The Latin playgoer will ofteh
allow himself a freedom of comment on singer and
actor which, to our ideas, verges on the brural; when
they fail to please he does not always allow them ro
infer their failure by his silence; as likely as not he
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expresses his contempt and disappointment. Such
freedom of comment was once permitted to the English
playgoer, who, in the days of the Garricks, the Keans,
and the Kembles, would fling his oranges and shou his
interruptions with the best; but it is long years now
since the O.P. riots, and noisy interruption is out o
fashion in the decorous English theatre. So much so
that, even when provoked by the worst of entertain-
ments, it usually earns a shocked rebuke from the Press.
My experience of the Iralian, considered as audience, is
not sufficiently extensive to permit of any real generaliza-
tion as to his attitude and manners; bur it struck
me once or twice, when I myself was a member of an
audience, that the other members were slower to applaud
than my countrymen would have been in their place.
When he is stirred to a real emotion or enjoyment the
Italian pla}rgoer will clap his approval and clap it without
stint; but, so far as m}- 1m1ta§ experience goes, he does
not applaud when he is merely sausfied or out of good
nature to the artist. In Rome, of an Eveniug, I some-
times used to wander out after dinner to a restaurant in
the Borghese Gardens, where there is an open-air stage
all the summer, and a nightly show of the caff chantant
order, Each time I saw that variety show it was quite
a good entertainment of its kind. There were patter
artists, on whose acrual parter I pass no opinion, since
it was mostly incomprehensible to me, but whose
manner was slick and amusing; there were singers who
could sing, and some quire effective dancing—one night
by half a dozen acrobatic baller girls, who did cheir turn
to effects of coloured light, and the next by a highly
energeric troupe in the costumes of Russian peasants.
An open-air audience (any actor will tell you) is seldom
a really enthusiastic audience; to rouse real enthusiasm
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you must get your crowd between walls instead of trees.
In the case of a summer café chantant, moreover, the open-
air audience, sitting round tables, had half an eye on its
waiters and refreshments and half an ear for conversation
with its neighbours. Burt even after making the fullest
of allowance for the combined distractions of ices, coffee,
and conversation, I was surprised by the very moderate
interest shown in one or two items of the programme
that seemed to me above the average.

It may be that the explanation of this compararive
coldness is simply that the Imlian standard, in these
matters of the stage, is a good deal higher than our own;
certain it is that, when the spirit so moves him, the
Italian playgoer is both vehement and untiring in the
expression of his pleasure. One night — it was in
Florence—I went to a display of dancing; it was an
international affair—Riunione Internagionale di Dange was
the official title—where the schools of dancing of various
nationalities were represented; Italians and Austrians,
Germans, Russians, and English gave demonstration of
their several methods and artainments. As a matter of
course the programme, all through, was of a high level,
as the audience was not slow to recognize; but what
swept the board were the new-style German dances,
presented by schools from Munich, Dresden, and
Vienna. The odd, imperative novelties which had dis-
carded the technique of sinuous grace, and where the
"' musical "' accompaniment, often enough, was rhychmical
only: the thrumming of a tom-tom or nothing but the
clack of wood on wood. Once they had been seen, the
dancing of a more familiar type fell a licde flac with
the audience; the schools whose teaching was all of

ce and charm were received with an applause that
was distinctly less vehement than that mered out to
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exponents of the newer method. Whether by reason
merely of their novelty or because something in their
technique was akin to the modern spirir, certain it is
that these German dancers seized on the fancy of their
audience. What brought down the house was a strange,
barbaric suite—of angular attitudes on the part of the
dancers and clackety rhythms on the part of its accom-
panying orchestra. In spite of the lateness of the hour—
after midnight—call followed call ar the end of the
number, and, for several minutes, it was impossible to
proceed with the programme. Last trams were depart-
ing for the suburbs—but what matter? A Florentine
audience had seen what it admired, and nothing could
scay its delighr.



IX. GAMES, NEW AND OLD

MUCH as it has done for games and sports, the Fascist
regime does not claim to have originated the culr thereof
in Iraly; even so far back as the pre-war period the cule
was in existence and adding to the number of its votaries.
The first years of the twentieth century saw a consider-
able advance on the athletic usage of the nineteenth,
when school gymnastics (and not much of that) was the
only form of physical education imparted to Iralian
youth. Bue if Fascism was not responsible for the intro-
duction of modern athleticism into Tealy, it was largely
responsible for its popularization; the physical firness of
the narion was one of its ideals; hence, with its advent
to power, games and sports were speeded up. Football
and kindred exercises were no longer an affair of scattered
clubs and individual enthusiasts; they were a factor in
the training of the younger generation, a recognized,
essential factor. It is since the Year One of the Fascist
Revolution (which, reckoned by ordinary calendar, is
the year 1922) that the stadium has become a national
institurion and that a college has been founded in Rome
for the instruction of young men as teachers of physical
training. This Fascist academy was inaugurated in
1928, and is housed in the Palazzo Farnesina—tempo-
rarily housed, until the buildings designed for it shall
be ready for its occupation. Its students are a hundred
and fifty in number, and they qualify for appointments
as instructors by a residential course of two years.
10
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The effect upon the nation of this intensive culture of
athletics has been marked. The race that only a few
decades ago knew no exercise more thrilling than its
school gymnastics for an hour or two a week now plays
outdoor games with gusto, crowds to watch football
matches, and runs its newspapers devoted rto nothing
but sport. As in other lanpuages, the term “sport”
remains untranslated—in spite of the tendency to oust
foreign terms from Italian speech, no substitute has
yet been found for it. The Frenchified botel nowadays
must give place to the native albergo; but if you are
interested in cycling, or interested in football, you still
buy a Gagetta dello Sport. Judging by the space allotted
to it in the ordinary as well as the sporting press, the
ups and downs of the Iralian football championship are
followed by a large section of the public with a keenness
equal to that displayed by our own enthusiasts for the
game. A newsp:gxx intended for general consumption
thinks nothing of devoting a full page of irs space to
reports and forecasts of various marches, and i will
give a couple of its news columns to a description of some
special encounter. And, in spite of the fact that the
popularity of the game is of recent growth, the level of
accomplishment would seem to be high; at any rate,
last summer (1931) a visiting football team, hailing from
Scotland, was on several occasions laid low, and with
ease, by the Italian teams opposed to it. With so
much ease and on so many occasions that the British
colony in Italy, I was given to understand, was feeling
ruffled, not to say resentful, at the poor show put up
by its countrymen, whose visit had been treated as an
athletic event, and whose humbling in the Roman
stadium had been witnessed by the Duce himself. It
should be said, in excuse for the ourplayed Scots, that
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the Iralian summer of 1931 was more than commonl
warm—even the Iralians found its temperature roo hig
to I:n: leasant. Conditions, therefore, must have been

mmmunly rying to men who, even in our
tcmptrate climate, loock on football as a game for the
cooler months of the year. At the same time, why send
a team that is liable to collapse in unfamiliar weather
conditions?

Perhaps one of the reasons for the rapid improvement
of Italian football is the fact that Italy has an inherited
tradition of the pame—so, perhaps, an inherired aptitude.
" Soccer "' and "' Rugger " may have come to her by way of
the Anglo-Saxon; but " Soccer”’ and "' Rugger "' are not
the only varieties of football—there are other and older
forms of the game which once were familiar to the youth
of the Ialian peninsula. One enthusiast for sport and
his country’s past once sketched for me the history of
Italian football. Originally the game was an import
from Hellas; like much else, the Romans acquired it
from the Greeks. and the game, though at times it had
languished, had never, since classic days, died out. The
zest for football shown to-day was shown in equal
measure by earlier generarions.

A witness to its hold upon young Italy of the past is
the festive ceremony of the Giworo di Culcio, recently
revived in Florence. The Ginoco di Caleio is a spectacle
as well as a game and its revival, after a lapse of many
years, is due, no doubt, to a laudable desire to provide
entertainment for the tourist. The incident it com-
memorates is four hundred years past: a football macth
played under fire. A gay gesture of defiance to those
who encircled her in siege; one of the last brave gestures
of the city of Florence before she fell from her old glory
as a city-state and was merged in the grand-dukedom of
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Tuscany! Three years before she had risen against her
Medici and driven them forch; not for the first cime—
and, not for the first time, they returned. The P::h[::
was a Medici, bent on her undoing. To bring the
rebellious city to her knees he allied himself with the
emperor, and the troops of Charles V, under Philibert
of Orange, marched against Florence and camped upon
the hills around her. The Renaissance artist was a man
of many talents, and it was Michelangelo, as engineer-
in-chief, who strengthened the Florentine fortifications
against Philibert; bur, iglll:ﬂ of his bastions, the city
was doomed—and in the end the imperialist won
through. The end, however, did not come swiftly; che
siege dragged on—and while it dragged, the youths of
the city, to relieve its tedium, played a foorball match in
the wide Piazza Santa Croce. The Piazza Santa Croce
was overlooked by the heights whereon enemy troops
were encamped; the imperialists, seeing the game in
progress, saw the opportunity of gerting in a blow,
trained their guns on the piazza, and fired. The football
team, however, declined to be daunted by this rude
interference with its pastime; guns or no guns, it con-
tinued as before, and Fla}red out che game to the end.
The city was proud of its young men's bravado, and did
not willingly forget it; it was the custom, for many
years after, to give it annual commemoration by the
playing of a match in the piazza. As time went on the
practice fell into desuetude, until modern local patriotism,
in combination with the need of tourist raffic, revived it,
and revived it with splendour.

The game nowadays is no longer played in the place
of its origin, the Piazza Santa Croce; it has been moved
to the Piazza della Signoria—as being more central, the
heart of the town, more convenient for display and the

1
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erection of stands for spectators. It is played berween
teams which are known (and clad) as the Greens and the
Whites, and which represent two sections of the town—
the Arno being the barrier which divides the sections.
It is an imposing game in the matter of numbers, as
each side runs to twenty-seven players. Fifty-four in
all, clad in green and white f;mq' dress!

Any game of football is a mystery to me, and this was
no exception to the rule; I can only bear record that this
game, to the eyes of an inexpert witness, had more
resemblance to Rugby than to Association. That is to say
the players were allowed to carry the ball and run with
it, and they struggled in groups in a manner reminiscent
of the scrum. Beyond that I grasped little of its method
and technique; I gachered, however, it was far from
comptehensible to the players of other kinds of football.
I had a young Englishman as my neighbour on the stand,
and to him, from time to time, I addressed my ignoranc
inquirics. One of them related to the manner of
scoring, and he told me, somewhat doubtfully, thar, as
far as he could make out, the scoring went largely by
penalty; as many points were made by the failures of
opponents as by the achievements of your own side. As
far as he could make out. . . . We knew at any rate
when a goal had been scored because somebody fired a

n and the reams changed ends, the change-over being
ed ceremoniously by the White and Green standard-
bearers, wsnfing their white and green standards. 1 may
add thar the game was by no means of the kid-glove
order; there were two or three casualties before it came
to an end. One man was badI}r kicked in the face, and
the injuries of another were sufficiently serious to call
for removal on a strercher.  There was also a disagreement
which involved a couple of the players and an official,
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who, [ suppose, was a referee; buc the difference of
opinion, though acute, was but l:ezjmmry. Among the
spectators of Florentine origin, local partisanship found
plenty of expression; green flags and white flags waved
from the stands and the rival teams were cheered to the
fray by their admirers.

To those who are neither local supporters of che rival
teamns nor earnest students of the footballers’ craft, the
real interest of this Ginoco di Calcio lies in the beauty of
its spectacle, For Florence has revived her old specracle
in its period dress; here is football as the Medici saw ir.
The fifty-four players appear on the ground, not in
shorts and green or white jerseys but in green or white
costumes of the year 1530, when the legendary football
match was played. Slashed doublets—discarded when
the game began; and slashed trunks—not discarded, and
which, though extremely picruresque, were distinecly
less serviceable than the ordinary unromantic shorts.
Nor was the pageant of the Ginowo di Calrio confined to
the acrual players of the game and the slashed greens
and whires of their costume; the foorball game was not
the whole of the ceremony—there was the flamboyant
march, the procession through the principal strees, It
was a procession of more than the hfty-four footballers;
there were pikemen, there were drummers, there were
standard-bearers, horsemen—the number must have run
into hundreds—and all of chem were splendid in the
garb of the Florentine Renaissance. A stream of fine
colour winding through the city; winding through the
streers, all beflagged and all crowded, and into the
sanded Piazza della Signoria; and then, for the game,
the non-football-playing part of it flowing into the
loggia ar the end. Round the other three sides of the
piazza were stands, buc the loggia was kept clear of
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other spectators than those who formed part of the
pageant; so that, looking rowards that end of the piazza,
you saw none of your contemporaries, in drabs, blacks,
and greys, you saw an audience that was purely old
Florentine, Clad as in the days when men were not
afraid of gay colour: in plumed hats and breastplates and
bright velvers—purples, reds, oranges, and blues. Then
the horsemen who ranged themselves, in all their glad
finery, in front of the loggia were a link with the past
as well as an item in the pageant; they were mem

(so my programme informed me) of old Florentine
families. Some of the names on that programme were
familiar all the world over; one or two double-barrelled
Medici—the direct line being extinct, one concluded
Medici on the distaff side! And Pazzi, which is also
writ large in the annals of the city-state—linked in
enmity with Medici; recalling the Pazzi conspiracy
against the ruling house, Lorenzo the Magnificent and
his brother, The sacrilegious plan for murder in a
church, during celebration of the Mass; when an arch-
bishop, Salviati of Pisa, gave signal for the drawing of

rs by the elevation of the Host. (Of a outh r.En-

was need of a Savonarola in a city where such things
could be!} Had things gone as planned by the prelate
and his fellow-conspirators, neither of the brothers of
the house of Medici would have left the church alive.
As it was, the essential of the plot miscarried; Lorenzo,
the elder, was but slightly wounded, and lived to wreak
his vengeance. It was the younger Medici only who
fell ro the daggers of two of the conspirators, Bandini
and Francesco Pazzi. Both of them swung for it—
Francesco Pazzi from the same window as the sacrilegious
prelate of Pisa. . . . Then Peruzzi, whom England, a
King of England, once cost dear; it was the Peruzzi as
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well as the Bardi of Florence who loosened the strings of
their money-bags for our Edward III, making him loans
for his endless wars in France. The Florentine money-
bags thus emptied were not refilled; Edward borrowed,
spent, and could not be brought to repayment; and his
Florentine creditors, the Bardi and Peruzzi, suffered.
. « . Names dating from the era of the city-stare, a
form of polirical grouping which has ceased to exist;
but which, of all forms of grouping known to mankind,
was the most favourable to intellect and art. Size—
immensity—has an intoxicating effect on the human
imagination; we straighten with pride at the thought of
an empire on which the sun never sets, we thrill ac the
prospect of a world-state, an all-embracing world-state.
Imperialism, internationalism—for most of us, I imagine,
their arrraction is their quality of immensity. Yet che
glory that was Greece was the glory of cities whose
entire population could be lost in London or New York;
if size be the standard, cities second-rate, third-rate,
fourth-rare. Dante and his genius were born to a town
that to-day would be small for a county capital; and, for
love of it, the bread that he are in his exile was sale, It
was for the citizens of no mean city (though a small one)
that Brunelleschi planned and built his dome and Giotro
reared his lily of a tower. These were men who did not
think in immensicies; their labours and their interests,
their loves, hates, and prides were confined. We run
to millions where they ran to thousands; it is necessary,
therefore, for the modern world to think in immensities.
But when we think imperially or internationally do we
think as keenly, do we think as splendidly as those whose
interests were confined within more manageable limits?
Do we think as keenly or as splendidly as the citizens of
Athens or of Florence? The answer would seem to be
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in the negative. . . . If precedent and history go for
anything, the growth of a man's wits is best encouraged
(other conditions being equal) when he is born into a
Eunununit}r of moderate size: when he is born into a
society of teeming millions, his intellect, likely enough,
will be swamped and stifled. Brains, like bodies, need
their elbow-room and air.

Whatever the cause, this at least is certain: that no
huge agglomeration of human beings has outstripped the
lictle states of Greece and Iraly in quality and quantity
of intellect. Those who dwelt there, in their pnm:.
knew themselves citizens of no mean city; and that is a
stimulus, an urge to endeavour, which is passing away
from the world. Pride in a place and love for it has
meant inspiration to the art fP building; it was as much
in pride of city as in love of Ged that the Middle Ages
piled their great churches rowards heaven. The sense
of being citizens of no mean city—we can see what it
has done for those who went before us, but we may not
keep it living in ourselves. Pride and love of place, as
our ancestors knew them, are the characteristics of a
people thar throws out roots; of a people of stationary
habits that expects, as a rule, to die where it is born;
not of men who remove themeselves hither and thither, as
impulse leads them or the need for money drives. . . .
Because we remove ourselves hither and thither and do
not strike root in the manner of our fathers, 1t does not
follow that our sense of the beautiful will shrivel and
die down or that we shall have less need of beauty in our
lives: but it will be i:reautF conceived in a different
spirit, for the use of the tenant and the migrant. When
you build for the use of those who pass by, your ideals
and your methods must needs be different from those
of the men who raised cheir dwellings in the pride of
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long famil ession; building for the heritage of
thcigr gtnnd};ugs?ﬂ grandsons, who, even as they, t:lgmuld
serve the ciry-state and aspire to her honours and her
dignities. Fine and lovely achievements they have left
us, these roored generations, in their one spot beloved
over all; fine and lovely things whose like we may never-
see again, if the love of the one spot dies out of us.
If, indeed, it 1s a world-state that lies ahead of us—in
all its vastness and flar amiabilicy—then something must
happen to the soul of man before its amiable vastness

ecomes his inspiration and the motive of his art—in
the fashion of his own small place!

It was in Florence, or rather on the outskirts of
Florence, in its stadium on the hill, that I atrended
another achletic festivir_;r; not of foorballers this time,
but of teams of women athletes. An international
affair, artended by representatives of a dozen different
countries, and widely advertised as an Olympiad of
Grace (Olympiade della Gragia). Unlike the Giucco di
Caleio, however, this women's sports meeting, despite
its title, was not popular with the Florentine public; not
even curiosity to see young women disporting themselves
in a garb and fashion unusual in Italy could bring it to
the stadium in sufficient numbers to fill even a quarter
of the sears. The two or three Florentine women to
whom [ Spake of the ﬂb‘mpfun': della Gragia all smiled,
with a tinge of amused contempt, and said no, they had
seen nothing of it—ir was not the kind of thing they
cared for. One of them, when I asked her why she was
not interested, said that public contests of this kind for
girls were not approved of by the ordinary Iralian woman.
Exercise, yes; gymnastics and so on, for purposes of
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physical training and improvement in health; but not
running and jumping and throwing heavy weights
before an audience, in the fashion of men., Of such
exhibitions, she must say she d.isappmvrd: and I should
find that most Iralian women felt as she did. I wished
{ had known beforehand how general was this Florentine
prejudice against public athlerics for women; the know-
ledge, gained in time, would have saved me from the
wastage of several good lire on my seat for the Olympiad
of Grace. As it was, being determined to be well placed
and see all there was to see, I paid for a ticket admitting
to the high-priced stand, when I could have seen quite
as well and sat quite as comfortably in the uncrowded
region of the cheap. So lonely was I in my exalted
expensiveness that I hastly removed myself to a less
distinguished quarter of the stadium, where friends and
adherents of the competitors were sitting more thickly.
I should add thar the audience, though small, was
remarkably keen, and I was interested to note that ic
included a strong contingent of young men whom I
guessed to be members of local athletic organizarions.
Whatever their status, they followed the events with
expert attention and gave unstinted applause to the vicrors.

In all probability the prejudice against athletic sports
for women will be a thing of the past before many years
are over; but at the present moment I imagine that the
Italian girl athlete must be a young person of courage
—the kind of courage that stands up to public opinion.
Even those who, at the present moment, encourage her,
encourage with a note of apology. As witness the
following comment on the Olympiade della Grazia, culled
from a Florentine paper. (The chronicler, while anxious
to justify the meeting, is Pla.inf[r aware thar not all his
readers will see eye to eye with 1ts promoters.)
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“If,"" so he writes, '‘if a woman has a beautiful face,
then sport will not deprive her of it; if her face, on the
other hand, is unattractive, sport will not provide it
with beauty. But when from the face we turn to the
figure, then we can affirm, without fear of contradiction,
that athletic sport does improve the appearance by an
added strength and plasticity. There are exceptions, of
course, but they are exceptions that only prove the rule!

“Those who were present at the recent Florentine
sports meeting saw, when they looked on the team of
German women, not, perhaps, faces of the Venus type,
bur perfectly developed bodies, healthy and finely pro-
portioned, Germany and England were the two nations
whose representatives carried off the palm, and the
English ream also (with the one exception of )
consisted of well-made women."

Here I note that the writer evidently does not share
the current admiration for the lean. The British repre-
sentative whom he excepred was a slim, very slim, young
woman—whose pace as a sprinter was no doubt due
in part to her lack of avoirdupois.

The journalist continues:

“Those spectators who looked on at the high jump
—which was perhaps the best worth secing a% aﬂl the
events—must have been convinced thar young women
are not coarsened by the cule of athlerics; thar, on the
contrary, they acquire through it harmony of movement
and grace in their scrength. The girl who is skilled in
physical exercises is thereby firting herself for her furure
as a good wife and mother, and is ensuring the good
health of the children she will bring into the world.”

I have quoted the above passage at some length,
because it seems to me representative of a customary
artitude towards women and their interests — their
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interests in general, not only their games and ctheir
spores. (The attitude, I hasten ro add, is not confined
to Italy, though more marked there than, n::rwadays. in
Eng!::nd} Read the passage with attention, and you
will realize that the writer advocares athletics for women
siot because of any advantage that may accrue to them-
selves —any added enjoyment of personal skill, any
bodily zest or personal sense of good health— but
because he has convinced himself that their leaping and
running and putting of weights will not lessen their
atrraction for the opposite sex or be in any way detri-
mental to their Funﬂmn of motherhood. In any
community where the masculine element is uppermost
the conception of woman is pracrically bound ro be
synonymous with that of wife and mother; and in Iraly
of to-day the masculine clement is undoubredly upper-
most, As a matter of course, therefore, the girl is
considered only as wife and mother-to-be; and the real
and only problem with regard to her indulgence in
athletics, or any other form of physical exercise, is that
which the Florentine journalist has stared: Does her
prowess on the sports ground lessen her sex appeal, and
thereby lessen her chances of entering the marriage state?
And, granted thar athlerics do not take from her charm,
how does their practice affect her in her function of
motherhood? If these two questions are answered satis-
facrorily, the existing prejudice against women's athletics
should die down. Possibly wich swiftness, since Fascism
has set itself to the production of a healthy race; and it
is likely enough that the marked improvement in the
physique of the German girl since she discarded her
former sedentary habits and took to open air and the
sports ground has nor passed unnoticed by those in
Fascist authority.
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Whether or no it was approved by the general
public, the Florentine Olympiad of Grace was a well-
managed function, where everything went off smartly
and in friendly fashion. The contingents of the various
nationalities appeared to be t:njn}ring themselves: the
winning team was that representing Great Britain, with
the German hard upon its heels. There was an orchestra
in attendance, and, when che finals were conrested, it
was kept busy with the playing of national anthems.
When one of my countrywomen carried off a race, the
victor was led forward by a master of the ceremonies,
who lifted his arm in the Roman salute while the band
played God Save the King and the audience rose to its
feet. The next item in the programme—the hurling of
the javelin—resulted in a German victory; whereupon
the lictle ceremony was repeated as before, but, this
time, with Deutschland ither Alles as accompaniment, in
lieu of God Save the King.

It seems strange that, with all the new enthusiasm
for athletics and the health cult, the swimming-bath is
not E:I an Italian institution, Stranger still when one
thinks of the torrid summer climate; and scrangest of
all when one thinks of the Roman tradition, of which
Fascism proclaims itself heir—the Roman tradition
which included luxurious bathing,. Rome itself, where
you get the impression in summer that a sausage would
fry on the pavement; Rome where there is a stadium for
other forms of exercise—and therma, ruins of extensive
thermz; Rome has not yet achieved a swimming-bath.
It is true that in the plans for the Foro Mussolini—
where the Academy for Physical Training will be housed
and provision made for every sort of exercise—two
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swimming-baths are included; but the Foro Mussolini
is not yet. Meanwhile, if you want to get into your
swimming-kit, it is a case of rail or road to the seaside;
you must journey to Ostia, which is fourteen miles
away, There is, I believe, an alternative of some
sulphur baths inland; but they also mean a journey, and
a journey of about the same length. Closer at hand
there is nothing, and nothing in the city itself. The
Tiber does not run to riverside baths; now and then you
see boys splashing into its current from the banks, as,
the .':Plash into the Thames when tide is low in London

-bul: that's all. Florence also has nothing to bathe in
but her Amno—her Ao just as ic is. Bologna, by
exception, has facilities for swimming at her stadium—
facilities which I regret 1 was not able to sample, my
time in the city of the colonnades being fully taken up
with other matters. Perhaps it is the nearness of most
parts of the Iralian peninsula to the sea, and the facilities
for reaching it, on one side or the other, thar make the
inland swimming-bath comparatively unnecessary, Suill,
when one thinks of the heat of the Italian summer-—and
thinks of the Roman tradition . . .

One does not expect the Italian to feel his native
heat as the foreigner feels it; but, all the same, I have
sometimes been astonished ac his indifference to the
mounting mercury. It is not only that he does not need
the solace of the swimming-bath against his blazing
noon; it is not only that he plays his football ac mid-
summer; it is his habit of wearing, in the hottest of
weather, garments that are heavy and dark, It was
curious, following on a :nu]:-l: of summers spent in
Germany, where the coming of warm weather puts the
men soaightway into shirt-sleeves and where the cule
of gay colour expresses itself in the joyous cretonnes
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of the women: it was curious, after that, to spend a
summer in Italy, which runs to the sombre in regard
to its clothing, and the conventional men's uniform of
tweed and serpe seems to be far more strictly adhered
to than it is in our own country. I used to wonder in
July at the thickness of the men's coars and waistcoats;,
wonder, and likewise admire their endurance. As for
the absence of colour in dress—it may be that something
in the soul of New Italy demands the sombre; else why
the choice of the black shirt? . . . Women's hot-
weather clothes, too, however light in texture, are quieter
by far than they would be in Germany, quieter also
than in England. You do not so often see, as with us,
a flash of blue, red, or yellow enlivening the background
of the street.



X. ALTO ADIGE

NEW Iraly is not only a matter of the Fascist Revolution,
its works and ways, and a younger generation trained
to health, discipline, and patriotism. There is also a
new geographical Italy, consisting of territory which, in
pre-war days, lay outside her national borders; territory,
for the most part, relinquished by a broken Austria
when she signed the Trearﬂy of St. Germains. Much
of it is flesh of her Italian flesh and bone of her Italian
bone—Italia which once was irredenta; but part of it is
alien, by blood and by tradition, a province cut away
from the Tyrol.

We, whose frontier, for so long as history remembers,
has been the unchangeable frontier of the sea, find 1t
difficule to realize, without turning to old maps, the
frequent impermanence of the land-frontier—to realize
how fluid are the borders of those nations that are not
surrounded by water. Nearly always, when the nations
have taken up arms, they Kave reshaped the map of
continental Europe; cutting slices of territory from the
countries that have suffered defear, and adding them ro
those that have come out victorious from the strugele.
The position and outline of Germany in the Middle
Ages was very different from her position and outline
to-day; compare her two maps, and she seems to have
had a push eastward. Nor is France what she was a
few centuries ago; on the west her sea-frontier, like our
own, is immovable, but she has expanded to the east
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and the north. As for Poland, once a kingdom of first-
class importance bur possessing no advantage of natural
frontier, she, at the end of the eighteenth century,
vanished altogether from the map of Europe, her
territory torn in three pieces; and only after the lapse of
a century and a quarter did she make her reappearance
as one of the comity of nations. . . . Remembering the
fate of Poland and the frequent impermanence of other
land-borders, there is nothing to wonder at in the con-
stant craving of the land-bordered stare for a ** narural '
frontier—a line of defence by natural barrier, by water
or by mountain range. The natural frontiers that
ensure defence, and advantage defiance, do not always,
unfortunately, coincide with racial limits; and that has
been the trouble in the Alpine regions of Tyrol and
Trentino alitke. It was because the Eastern Alps were
a natural frontier that commanded the approaches to
the Lombard plain that the empire of the Hapsburgs,
for so long as it mighe, held fast to ltalia irredenta—the
southern slopes of the Alpine range which were eopled
by men of Italian blood and speech. And, for tlEe same
reason—because the barrier of the Alps is a natural
frontier—Italy, in her turn, has extended her borders
and pushed far beyond her racial limits; claiming
possession, for the sake of her security, of that which
was once South Tyrol. So that she, in her turn, from
her height of the Brenner, commands the approaches
into the territory of a possible enemy—the roads that
lead north and the roads that lead east into Austria.
What once was South Tyrol, a province of Austria,
to-day is Alto Adige, a province of Iraly; those that
were humbled ro-day are exalted, and those that were
mighty brought low.

Italy has not only annexed her new rerrivory as spoils
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of war and military advantage; it is her fixed determina-
tion to make of 1t an integral part of herself. She is
working to Italianize, in speech and in thought, her new
countrymen of German origin. That means, of course,
an organized discouragement of the use of German and
,an organized artempt to substitute the use of Iralian.
" The subsuml:mn, naturally, begins in the schools, where
instruction is given to the children in the official lan

of the State; an hour a week only (I was told in Bolzano)
being allowed for the German tongue. But though
italianization begins in the schools, the process is not
confined ro them: what is learned in the classroom must
not be counteracted by things seen and heard in the
street. One of the edicts issued soon after the advent
of Fascism to power ordains that all “proclamations,
announcements, statements, directions, inscriptions,
tables, headmgs. catalogues, railway guides, and, in
general, all writings and descriptions which are addressed
to the public or designed for it, or, though relating to
private interests, accessible to the public, must be
composed exclusively in the official language of the
State."” And the same decree of translarion into the
official language applies ro picture cards, maps, travellers’
guides, and, in general, all references ro places.

So the street-names of Alto Adige have been well and
truly naturalized. The placzes of old-time are now one
and all oansformed into piazzas, the Munster is now
known as a Duomo. And, since the use of Iralian for
all public announcements is compulsory, it is not only
the original names of the streets that have taken’ on
Iralian guise; the same thing has happened to those .
German Christian names that are displayed, for business
purposes, on shop-fronts, etc. Was a man christened
Josef under the old dispensation, he must nowadays
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int up his name as Italian Giuseppe; was he Rudolf,
];Fe muiE set on his shop-front Rodolfo; was he Alois
(the local form of Lewis), it behoves him to change to
Luigi. I have traced on a signboard how Rudolf, with
a paintbrush, performed the needful alteration to his
name; the newer touch of paint, of a slightly differeno
colour, that closed up the % and made it into o, and that
added another, and a somewhat squeezed-in o, at the
end of the original word. For Josef and Alois translation
was a longer job; they had to paint their German names
tight out and start over again with the official Giuseppe
and Lufgi.

Place-narnes, from Alto Adige downwards, have one
and all suffered their Italian cE:m . Some are merely
adaptations from their German originals, like Bolzano
for Bozen, Bressanone for Brixen, or Isarco for the River
Eisak; some are translations, such as Fortezza for
Franzensfeste—"' Franzens "' l:u:ing nat:uraﬂy left our;
while here and there is a place which is completely
unrecognizable under its posc-war name. Vipiteno,
instance, which once on a time was Sterzing, and whose
rechristening is a sign and reminder that New Italy does
not forger the link between imperial Rome and herself.
Here, on the road ro the barbarian north that the legions
drove over the Brenner, the lowest of the Alpine passes
—here stood the Roman Vipitenum that has now been
called back to life! The only German place-name that
does not seem to have suffered change is Gries, the twin
town of Bolzano; which perhaps has not an alien ring
to the ears of its Iralian rulers, . . . In this matter of
names, places, and language in general, one notes chat
the new Italian rulers of Alto Adige must be far more
insistent than the bypone Austrian rulers of Italia
irredenta, who left names like San Michele and Cortina
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d'Ampezzo unmolested on their maps and their time-
tables. The bygone rulers of Austria, however, were
not working for the goal at which Fascism aims, of a
unitary political conscience—which, indeed, with their
hotchpotch of imperial populations they would have
#ound it hard to achieve.

I never put a direct r?Im':sl:n:n-n about the official language
to any ex-Tyrolese with whom I came in contact—indeed
I was careful not to do so; but one cannot imagine that
the various changes I have mentioned above are popular
with those who are called on to make them. Most
EngI:shfthA ing fathers and mothers would resent it
if their children were trained to forgetfulness of English
speech and lore; if the fortune of war had gone tw the
Kaiser, and Germany, in consequence, had annexed a
slice of Great Britain, we should certainly have fele it
as an added unpleasantness if our Johns and our Jameses
had been changed into Johanns and Jakobs. And we
should, I imagine, have been conscious of annoyance for
a good many years when we booked at a railway station
for Baden instead of for Bath, for Ochsenfurt instead of
for Oxford, or for Kambriicke instead of for Cambridge.
But while recognizing the hardship inflicted on the ex-
Tyrolese, one recognizes its inevitability, given the
Fascist point of view. There is need, from the Fascist
point avaiew. to break Tyrolese eggs for the making of
Italian omelets. If the new territory of Alto Adige is
to become Italian in more than in name, and acquire,
with the rest of the country to which it now belongs,
that unity of outlook, thought, and action which it is
the aim of Fascism to foster and develop, then the new
terricory of Alto Adige must be trained out of all chac
cuts it off from the life of the race, including its separate
language and even the memory of its past. Those who
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have been bred to German speech and thought are likely
to cling to it, whatever name you give to their dwelling-
place, and whatever name you give to themselves; but
the younger generation can be caught in the schools and
there trained to the speech of their Italian compatriots
till it supersedes the German speech of their ancestoss
and becomes a new mother-tongue. And lest school
influence be countered elsewhere, by the daily sights
and sounds of life, the younger generation must be
accustomed to think of its surroundings—its towns and
“its villages, its rivers and its hills, the names of its
streets and the names of its neighbours—in daily terms
of Italian.

Apparently the edict from which I have quoted above
admits, at any rate in certain circumstances, of the
posting of announcements in the German language, but
not in the German language alone—an Italian translation
must be added. Once, a few miles from Bressanone
(which was Brixen), when I was tramping a path beside
a headlong stream, I came across a rude notice-board
with a brief appeal for prayer for the soul of a man who
had there met his death by accident. The man had
been a farmer belonging to I:{E nﬂghbuurmg village, and
the request to the prayer had doubtless
been penned, in the gj‘ﬂlm by someone to whom the
Tyrolese dialect was native. Thereafter, in accordance
with the law's provisions, it had been duly translated
into the language of the State; and the language of the
State, as in duty bound, took pride of place on the
notice-board:

L'improvisa morte accade passando per quivi al contadino
Antonio Ploner
di Scaleres il giorno 23 Setrembre 1927 di anni 68,
O Lettore sei pregato d'un divoro Pater et Ave.
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which in the rustic German spoken in his lifetime by
Antonio Ploner—whom his neighbours knew as Anton
—ran as follows:

Hier verungliickte am 23 Sept.
Anton Ploner

Wiohrer Pauer in Schalders im alver von 68 Jahren.
Man bitter um efin Vaterunser o Awve Maria,

The kindly petition was nailed to a tree by the side of
a stream that ran swiftly and tumbled over boulders;
which, it may be, was in spate on the September day
when the wibrer Pawer of the commune of Schalders—
otherwise the contadine of Scaleres—came to his untimely
end.

It was the buying of a picture-postcard in some sho
in Bolzano that first showed me how strict is the regula-
tion against the use of advertisement, erc., i Getrman,
The card—I have it still—was an issue of the pre-Iralian
period, one of a series giving accurate illustracion of the
various peasant costumes of the districc. Being of the
pre-Iralian period, it had been princed, no deubr, by
a firm which gave its address in the German form then
customary. Particulars of the costume depicted would
also, as a matter of course, be given in the German
tongue—and, as likely as not, it would have been
described by the forbidden adjective, " Tyrolese,” while
certainly the pre-war name would be given of the diserice
in which it was worn. Both the address of the publisher
and the description of the costume had been well and
carefully blacked out and the inseription " Alto Adige
(Tralia)” had been rubber-stamped on to the card in
substitution. Some of the old lettering was so solidly
blacked that it was quite impossible to make it out, but
there were others of the words which could be deciphered
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through their fainter coating of ink, Among these
latter I made out the place-name of Gréden; the costume
being one that was worn of old in the Romantsh (or
Ladin) region which the Germans call the Grédnertal,
but whxcE under the present dispensation, is always
known as Val Gardena. . . . Val Gardena, incidentally,
is the legendary birthplace of Walther von der Vogel-
weide, whose statue stands in the rechristened Piazza
Vitvorio Emmanuele at Bolzano, and who, I noticed, was
somerimes described on picture-postcards, etc., as
Walther only, with his von der Vﬂgdwejde lefr out.
Perhaps the omission indicaces that the minnesinger comes
under the embargo of place-names? or perhaps it is
merely due to civic pride and belief, on the part of the
inhabitants of Bolzano, that there is only one Walther—
who needs to be no further specified.

It 1s unlikely thar even the most sanguine advocate of
italianization can imagine thac the process of changing
the German heart and speech of Alto Adige will be
brief or easy of accom Iiuhment; a unitary policical
conscience will hardly E:-c acquired in the course of one
generation. Languages have a knack of surviving, in
spite of tempration and in spite of discouragement
from on high. Prussian Poland was Prussian for a
century and a quarter—part of it for longer—and the
aim alike of Bismarck and Bismarck’s successors was to
Germanize the Slav population that partition had
acquired for the Reich—and especially to substicute che
speaking of German for the speaking of Polish. The
tactics of Bismarck and Bismarck’s successors were v
much those of modern Fascism. As the schools in
Alto Adige lend their aid ro the dominant Italian, so
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they lent their aid to the dominant German in Posen,
Silesia, and West Prussia, After the Kulturkampf of
the eighteen-seventies it was decreed that, throughout
the educational spstem, German should be the sole
medium of instruction. Even the private teaching of
Polish, except in the case of the teacher’s own family,
was a serious offence in the eyes of the law, and, as
such, it was visited with penalty. As for public institu-
tions, such as theatres and libraries, German was their
only use. Yet, after forty-odd years of strictly German
education, forty-odd years of German theatres and
libraries, the Poles of Prussia were not Prussian in heart
or in mind; on the contrary, so soon as opporcunity
offered, they discarded their artificial German culture
and lapsed into a native Polishness.

Traly may be luckier or more skilful than Prussia in
her handling of a subject population. Fascism, to a
certain extent at least, seems to be moulding itself on
Roman traditions; and one of those traditions is the
faculty of Rome for absorbing the races who passed
beneath her yoke and turning the sons of her conquered
into citizens. For her own sake, as well as for that of
her subject Tyrolese, it is to be hoped thar New Ttaly
has inherited that useful faculty. If so be thar she has,
then lraly, in the course of a generation or two, may
train her new nationals into a Roman pride in their
citizenship. To attain that desirable end, however, she
may need a double portion of the Roman faculty, since
she has to deal, in her German Alps, not with the rude
tribes that peopled them when the legionaries marched
along the Brenner road, but with a civilized race, with
a culture of its own and long sense of collective unity.
And the Italian task will be rendered none the easier
by the tradition of independence proper to a mountain
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folk, or the legendary memory of Andreas Hofer, the
patriot: who, when the greater part of Europe had been
cowed to su'b]ctunn. dared to embartle the peasants of
the Tyrol against the military pride of Napoleon.
Hofer, the innkeeper, son of the Passeiertal—which now
1s Passeiertal no more; a legend to more than the land
for whose freedom he died. Where the German tongue
1s spoken he stands as a type of the courage that dares
all against foreign oppression. A man of simple honesty,
simple faith, and love of country; who showed in his
death the same courage he had shown in his l:feu.me.
and whose execurion for the crime of his patriotism is
one of the stains upon the memory of Naa:lcnu His

has all the elements that make triotic
legend: faith in just quarrel, fearlessness in face of
superior stren-gr_h, and, in the end, marl:yrdmn—ﬂm
firing-parcy at Mantua, 'What Wallace 1s to Scotland,
what Tell is to Switzerland, that 1s Hofer to his Tyrol;
that and more, since he is nearer, b}.r far more authentic,
and more lovable, The legend of Andreas Hofer is not
only told, it is sung in the Hoferlied—but nor, I think,
in Alco Adige, though the valley where he dwelt and
the house where he was born are now on Italian soil.

For the cult of Andreas Hofer, the patrior of the
Tyrol, Iraly is substituting the cult of her own local
hero—Cesare Barcisti, martyr of Italia irredenta. Cesare
Barrtisti was a son of the Trentino when it was still held
in thrall by Austria; by sympathy, as well as by blood,
he was Tralian, but, in law, he was a subject of Franz
Josef. When the war broke our, rather than fight in
the Austrian ranks, he escaped across the border into
Italy that was not irredenta; and when Italy herself joined
the struggle he entered the army as a private soldier,
rising later to the rank of licutenant. In the summer of
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1916, in the course of an attack on an Austrian position,
he and his company were surrounded, and fell into the
hands of the enemy. Being recognized by his captors,
Cesare Battisti's fate was sealed. He had been taken
red-handed, fighting against those who were le his
munu}rmen;ﬁlgz wags aﬁusuian subject, and tglij_-lr};fm
a traitor and desercer. Such was the law, and those
who administered it showed no mercy to the prisoner
whose ill-luck had placed him in their power; two days
after his capture he was hanged at Trent, in the Castello
del Buon Consiglio. It is told that the last words he
uttered when he came to die were a ay of “Viva
I'lIralial” His place is now among the soldier-heroes
of his country; every child who attends an Italian school
leatns of Cesare Bartisti, his patriotic courage and his
martyrdom.

He has other memorials of his life and death beside
those that are written in school-books. There is a
triumphal arch that has been built at Bolzano to com-
memorate the war and irs Italian victory, and on its
inner wall it contains a monument to Cesare Bareisti,
If truth be told, a somewhat gruesome monument, more
commendable from the point of view of graticude than
of art: Batristi at the moment of his execution, a more
than life-size relief of a head with the death-rope shown
round the neck. Nor is this his only memoral in che
region of Alto Adige; there is another on the summit of
the Brenner Pass, in the shape of a barracks standing
close to the frontier and close to the station of Brennero.
It seems to be an Itmlian military custom to christen
barracks after patriots or soldiers—at any rate, in the
course of my wanderings, I noticed more than one so
named. And the caserma that stands by the railway line,
a few hundred yards from the Austrian frontier, bears
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the name of the hero whom the Austrians hanged in
Trent.

Andreas Hofer and Cesare Battisti, men of different
races but alike in this: each died by the hand of the
executioner, and died because he loved his country!

Facing page 209 is a photograph of the triumphal arch
at Bolzano. It is well placed in the town; stands
beside and above a bridge that spans the Isarco; and is
interesting, furcher, as an example of the Fascist symbol
used structurally. The pillars represent the fasces—the
bundle of rods with the axe and the blade protruding.
Whether officially and intentionally or not, the triumph
the building commemorates is of Fascism as well as of
the war; not only by the symbol of its pillared rod and
axe, but by the dual inscription shown on two sides of
its cornice. On the one side 1s recorded in the Latin
tongue the fact thar the arch was erected in the year 1928,
in the reign of King Victor Emmanuel III; on the other
that it was erected in the Year Six of the Fascist
Revolution, when Benito Mussolint was Dux, The two
systems of reckoning standing side by side—like the
two systems of authoricy.



XI, THE VATICAN STATE

I WAS in Florence at the time when the disagreement
between the Vatican State and the Italian Government
was at its angriest; the immediate cause being the
influence and activities of Agione Cattolica—Catholic
Action—the institution accused of mingling political

aganda with its care for the religious welfare of the
Catholic laity. In connection with the quarrel there
was a regrertable outbreak of violence on the part of the
hotheads of Fascism; it took the form of assaults on
the priesthood, assaults which the Press and partisans of
the Vatican declared to be both numerous and cruel.
Fascism and its organs, on the other hand, declared that
their number and their violence had alike been exag-
gerated ; I was assured by an official of the party that in
all Iraly, with its thousands of priests, there had been
but a hundred and seventy-three such attacks, and most
of them were not at all serious—just cases of common
assault, Church authorities, however, took them seriously
enough to issue an edict forbidding the processions in the
open, customary on the Feast of Corpus Christi—Corpus
Domini they call it in Italy—for fear, it was explained,
that violence would be offered to the ecclesiastics taking
part in them. As to whether thar fear was well-
grounded I offer no opinion—official Fascism pooh-
poohed it, and declared the prohibition a needless

precaution. But whether or no the precaution was
138
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justified it meant that the ceremony I had hoped to
see in Florence was maimed of its full processional
glory; it confined itself to a progress through the aisles
of the Duomo, instead of making a round of the principal
streets of the city.

To the Duomo, accordingly, both worshippers and
sightseers took their way; and, on entering it, saw (to
my personal astonishment) a body of Blackshires beside
the main entrance, some dozen in number lined up,
parade fashion, and in charge of a smart-looking officer.
The purport of their coming I understood later when the
procession had begun to wend its slow way round the
building; for—spite of the tension between Vatican
and Quirinal, spite of the angry columns in the news-
papers, spite of the serious (or not serious) assaults on
the priesthood—there were the Blackshirts, solemn and
soldierly, taking their part in a feast of the Church and
well to the fore of its ceremony. Representing a force
in the life of the nation and the city and marching in
company with other representatives of secular Florence;
its ruler and chief magistrate, the podestd, and other
frock-coated gentlemen who were presumably munici
worthies; and the podestd’s gaily-dressed, fancy-dressed
al:t:ndants the fanti and ur:fg tti, splr:ndtd to E::zhuld in
the garb of a medieval Florence. And in the incongruous
company of priests by the dozen and monks by the score,
and of a mitred prelate bringing up the rear and mur-
muring his prayers beneath a canopy—in the very ranks
of F&gnded clericalism walked Fascism, reverent and
soldierly.

" When I had seen a little more of Fascism in action,
and read a litcle more of its theory and principle, the
incident no longer seemed incongruous; on the contrary,
I saw i as significant—significant, that is to say, of the
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strength of Mussolini’s position as against the Vatican.
For Fascism, as I have already pointed out, 1s not an
atheistic, irreligious body; to a certain extent it is
anti-clerical, but its anti-clericalism cannot be denounced
as anti-Deism or even as anti-Catholicism. It has re-
stored to the schools both the crucifix and the practice
of Iﬂ ; while the religious teaching given in schools
under State control is given on orthodox Catholic lines,
and the teaching is by no means scamped. A reading
book for younger classes which I have in my possession
allots fifty-odd pages (out of four hundred odd) to direct
religious instruction, including a portrait of His Holi-
ness Pope Pius XI, as successor to the saint who was
called to be Head of the Church. Then the Sunday
reviews and ceremonies of Fascism are all of them timed
so as not to interfere with the attendance of good
Catholics at Mass; while its more important functions
are often accompanied by religious ceremony. The
photograph facing this page shows a Mass in progress
in the open air during a Blackshirt gathering in the
Alps. A clause in the new penal code enacts that
"“Whoever publicly reviles the religion of the State
shall be punished with penal servitude up to one year™;
and in a manual issued under Fascist auspices I read
that it was the duty of all good Fascists to show reverence
for the Catholic Church; even those who were not
believers in its doctrine and mission to mankind were
told it was their duty to treat it with outward respect.
Obviously, Fascism of the more strenuous persuasion
does not always live up to these exemplary recommenda-
tions; an epidemic of assaults on priests is hardly’
compatible with outward respect or a strong sense of
reverence for the Church. The epidemic has to be
admitted, even if authorities of opposing parties vary
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with regard to its extent and seriousness; but it must
also be admitted that the attitude of Fascism, taken all
round, is not anti-clerical in the usual sense of the
word. I suspect that it is an attitude far more difficult
to meet with dignity and counter with success; the
attitude not of an enemy seeking your downfall, I:u': of
the candid friend who, in your own best interest, calls
artention to your slips and failings. The failing, in
this instance, being a tendency to mingle political
propaganda with instruction to the laity and care for
the youthful soul, and dumzm usurp a funcrion which
the State has reserved to 1

In 1929, with the signi n%ﬂnf the Lateran Treaty and
the Concordat, the long feud between Quirinal and
Vatican was believed to h:w: been brought to an end.
It was hailed as a grear historic event an agreement
which both sides could accepr with honour and view
with satisfaction. ‘‘All Catholics rejoiced and saw m
this accord one of Mussolini’s most significant gestures”
—such is an official comment penned shortly after the

signing of the weaty. The feud which s:t:med to have
ended had endured for close upon sixty years. By the
Franco - German War and che consequent fall of
Napoleon III, the Temporal Power wa.:_ deprived of its
strongest s against the House of Savoy; and in
S«:I:ul:rml.':n:zrlTl?:é}:':'l:34:‘:‘.t %E:sFm was in the dust, Victor
Emmanuel II made formal demand to Popc Pius IX
for the cession of Rome and its incorporation in the
kingdom of Italy. The demand was refused, as perhaps
it was bound to be; whereupon the army of Vicror
Emmanuel was ordered to march against Rome. It
was on the twentieth of September of the year 1870 that
General Raffaelle Cadorna made a breach in the wall
of the Eternal City—the spot is marked beside the
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Porta Pia. Through that breach he marched in and
took ession—and flew from the Capitol the tricolour
of Italy United. The Temporal Power of the Pa?a;}r
was a thing of the past, and Pope Pius IX, bereft of hus
lordship, shut himself into the Vatican and described
himself, henceforth, as its prisoner. The kingdom of
Italy had attained to its desired, its destined capital,
but attained it at the price of Catholic enmity. The
Rome of the Church declined to make one with the
Rome of secular government.

To one who is not of the Roman Catholic faith it
has often seemed strange that a Church holding world-
wide spiritual dominion should hanker after cthe small
dignity of material lordship over a few square miles of
the Papal Stare.  Yer so it was and so it s, and the essential
of the Lateran Treaty of 1929 is the clause whereby
“Italy recognizes the Holy See’s full ownership and
exclusive and absolute power over the Vatican, as at
present constituted, thereby creating the Vatican City'’;
and declares further that ' the sovereignty and exclusive
jurisdicrion of the Holy See over the Vatican City means
that there can be no intervention in the said city on
the part of the Italian Government, and that no other
authority shall be recognized there but that of the Holy
See.' . . . So there it stands, a true sovereign state
of the material order; an independent state of the
smallest, that can be walked round of a morning and
traversed on foot, from gate to gate, in some fifteen or
twenty minutes; an independent state with its own
nationals—nationality being limited to such persons as
reside permanently within the bounds of the Vatican
City and ample facilities being offered to those who so
desire to resume their Italian nationality when they
cease to inhabit papal territory. With its own State
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overnor appointed by the pontiff and responsible for
Eh: mainmpzsuzc of public u;?wznzr and the p;rzﬁﬂm of
the Vatican citizens; with its own royal privileges
recognized beyond its borders (all cardinals, the treaty
stipulates, shall enjoy in Iraly the honours of princes of
the blood); with its own wireless station and its own
t and telegraph services, its own police and decective
F:?:::, and its own railway station a-building. Further
I am told ﬂutd?:;l can buy tobacco in the Vatican Ciry
more cheaply you can in the surrounding kingdom
of Traly—all of which rights and appurtenances no
doubt add, in some mysterious fashion, to the digniry
of the pontiff who is God's vicegerent on earth!

One right and appurtenance of this independent
state—a national prison system—the Vatican Cicy is
apparently willing to dispense with. Soit would appear,
at least, from Article Twenty-two of the Lateran
Treaty, whereby Italy undertakes, should she be so
requested by the Haly See, to provide on Italian terri-
tory for the punishment of offences committed on
Vatican territory; while should the offender have
eluded the papal police and taken refuge in Italian
territory, no request by the Holy See is needed—the
fugitive will be treated as an offender against Italian
law. In return for this use of Italian prison accommoda-
tion, the Holy See undertakes to extradite any persons
accused of offences against Italian law who may have
taken rzfuge in the dominions of the Papal State.

The treaty whereby the Roman question was declared
to be “‘definitely and irrevocably solved and so elimi-
-nated”’ has not fulfilled the happy expectations of its
high conrracting parties; within lictle more than two
years of its signing, the Roman Church and the Italian
State were once more in open hostiliy. Inevitably so,
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one supposes, for here are two institutions which, in
their ways, are curiously alike, both intolerant of heresy,
both striving to form a “‘unitary conscience™ and to
obtain direction of the same, each striving to engender a
mass obedience through devotion to its own ideals and
striving to engender it much the same means—the
influence and control of the young. There can be licele
doube thar Fascism, at any rate among its more idealistic
adherents, has many of the characteristics of a religion.
The hope in its power, the faith in its future, the readi-
ness to give service even at the price of rigid discipline
and self-sacrifice—these are the qualities that go to the
making of churches. And the intolerance that stamps
out opposition and resents all other forms of thought 1s a
habit of mind chat easily allies irself with religious fervour.

It is something—an entity—akin to itself that che
Roman Church Ends a:ra}reg against it and competing
with it for -control of the conscience of a nation, some-
thing that inspires like aims, like virtues, something
that arouses like passions in 1ts true believers., Perhaps
Pius XI was not wrong when he denounced the creed
of Fascism as worship of a pagan state. Certainly it
has in it the element of worship—of a state idealized
into something more than a man-made institution, and
a hero in whom the State 1s typified.

Be that as it may, here in actual contact are two
proselytizing bodies, each careful of the souls and eager
for the allegiance of the young, each filled with a faich
in its own mission and therefore inevitably drifting
towards clash and conflict; all the more easily because
each has behind it the Roman tradition of authority, :
dominion, imperialism, and because neither has so
acquired the tradition of rolerance. Each believes in
its own high duty to make the world better, and will
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give way only under pressure of force and necessity.

We may be sure that it was only under pressure of
necessity that the Varican ended the conflict for the
time being, by signing an agreement which yielded so
much to the pagan state it had denounced.

A few years ago, there was a general—and likewise a
comforting—belief that in education was the panacea
for most of the ills of the world, a belief that was at its
strongest immediately after the war. Given education
sufficiently widespread, and humanity would refuse to
be duped into conflice by its rulers. (The fact that the
rulers were in general betrer educated than the masses
they were able to dupe had no power to shake our
happy confidence.) We held that the catastrophe
through which we had lived would have been an impos-
sibility, that the sacrifice of millions of lives would
have been spared, if the generation thart tore each other’s
throats had been trained, in youth, to think rightly.
That belief, it is probable, had a good deal to do with
the urge for education which was one of the most
striking phenomena of the post-war years. Education—
a training in right thinking—was a means of salvation
for the race.

Fundamentally, no doubr, the proposition is correct:
a training in right chinking would save us from many a
political catastrophe, and in time it might even produce
the desired race of supermen. Unfortunately we have
not yet arrived ar a common definition of the term
“right thinking." It is as true on the moral plane as it
is on the marerial that one man's meat is another man's
» poison, and the training that is abhorrent to one set of
educationists may be highly desirable to another. The
difference of opinion with regard to education in irself

has often caused political conflict; and such conflict, as
L
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education spreads, is likely to become more acute. For
education is not only the preparation of the young
human being for manhood, the improvement of his body,
mind, and morals; it is also a2 means of obtaining over
him the influence which is power, of directing his
thoughts and his faculties. Power, its attainment and
retention, has at all times been the aim of the ambioous,
and the holders of power have ar all times found it
needful to dominate the minds of their fellows. All
rulers, except they were double-dyed fools, have realized
the importance of the educational machine as an inscru-
ment of power; but in past ages, when only the minority
received school rraining and the great majority went
through life illiterate, the educational machine was a
puny instrument compared to the mighty engine of
to-day. Thanks to the modern system of compulsory
education for all and sundry, authority to-day, if it so
wills intelligently, can control young minds by the
million; by the agency of reachers it can direct the young
mind into channels convenient for its purpose. The
science of psych would seem to encourage the idea
that it 15 possible to mould us like da}r or molten metal
and turn us our in "'right-thinking” masses according
to the pattern desired. For my own part I hope, and
likewise pray, that the science uf?’psychulug}r is mistaken;
but if so be that it does nor err, if the mind of the
child is malleable as clay—what a power, what a terrible
power, is that of the pedagogue! And, given that any
authunr}' believes in its mussion, and is sure it thinks
aright, is it conceivable that it will allow the power it
can artain through education to slip into the hands of -
those who disagree with it—those, in other words, who
think wrongly? The answer is, surely, in cthe negative—
the emphatic negative.
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That is the cause of the rift thar has shown itself,

ite of solemn treaty, in the relations between Church
and Srate in Iraly: grasp at the power attained through
education and a different estimate of what constitutes
“right thinking." As I have already pointed our, the
training of children in Fascist schools cannot be called,
irreligious; the teaching of orthodox Catholic doctrine
is part of the ordinary curriculum. To a certain extent,
therefore, the two systems of training are in agreement
and work in co-operation, but to a certain extent only—
there comes in eventually the vital question of supremacy.
** According to Fascism'’s all-embracing ideal, the Stare
must preside over and direct national activity in every
field. No organization, whether political, moral, or
economic, can remain outside the State.” So says Rocco,
the Minister of Justice—whose phrase *‘Fascism's all-
embracing ideal"" sums up the cause of quarrel with the
Vatican. In pursuance of its ideal, State must
preside over the national activity of the Cathelic Church;
and the Catholic Church, through its centuries of
history, has refused again and again to submit to such a
claim. What the twentieth century is witnessing is yet
another more sophisticated phase of the struggle whose
partisans once called themselves Ghibelline and Guelf,
and whereof one of the episodes was the humbling of
an emperor in the courtyard of Canossa and another the
murder of Becker.

At the risk of wearying the reader by too frequent
reference to school-books, I suggest that the origin and
germ of the conflict may be found in a lesson on the
Vatican City intended for children of the second class—
that is to say, for children who are aged about seven.
Like the lesson quoted in an earlier chaprer, it runs on

the conversational lines of Mrs, Markham, the place of
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Mrs. Markham being taken, in this instance, by a
grandfather. The grandchild, the other party to the
dialogue, is a small boy, Bruno, who is introduced
turning the pages of an illustrated book. At one of the
illustrations, a heraldic design, little Bruno pauses in
puzzlement. He points to it and asks what it means,
and the grandfather, of course, replies with the necessary
instt';z{fun. 53 )

“That,” he says, “‘is the cognizance of the Pope.
The kind of g!ub:f surmounted by three crowns amf a
cross is the oara; and the keys you see here are the
symbols of St. Peter, who, by commission from Jesus
Christ, became founder of the Catholic Church. The
Supreme Pontiff is the head of the Catholic Church,
which counts many millions of believers in all parts of
the world. Do you know where the Pope lives?"

"“At Rome," nods Bruno. ““He lives in the City of
the Vatican.”

“That's right," approves grandfather; “and in the
City of the Vatican the Pope is a sovereign. He reigns
there with his own laws and regulations and has his own
milicary force. And it was the Fascist Government
which gave him this sovereignty in his lictle Varican
City. Though it is a licele city, it is a wonderful one,
because it encloses within its walls so many objects of
art by the greatest Italian masters.

**Pilgrims and worshippers come to the city from every

er of the world; they come to kneel before the
statue of St. Peter and to receive the papal benediction,
and they are protected and respected on their pilgrimage
by the Gﬂvtmmmt of Italy. The name of the present
—_—

‘I know,"" breaks in Bruno. *'He is called Pius the

Eleventh."”
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““Bravo,” says his grandfather. “'Bur must know,
also, that meﬁdm Eleventh is a man n?fm t learning
and intellipence; a wise man, in fact, who has an under-
standing of the age in which he lives and the aspirations
of the modern spirit.”

Innocuous, even amiable as to conrent, this lictle
conversation between Brune and his elderly relative.
Innocuous, even amiable; no word against Church
or her Head. Yet one would not be surprised to learn
that the Church and her Head took inward exception
to the touch of something that is almost patronage.
One might say that the phrasing suggests condescension
from State to Church; benevolence on the part of the
Fascist Government when it bestowed on the pontff
the sovereignty of his little domain, the benevolence of a
superior who also, in kindliness, protects the Catholic
pilgrims. There is no suggestion of atonement on the
part of the Iralian Government for wrong done to the
Holy See by incorporation of the former Papal State in
the kingdom of United Italy. The State is the bene-
factor of the Church, of whose Head, considered as an
individual, it is good enough to express approval. . . .
If the conversation berween Bruno and his nommo had
been issued from the Vatican press in a manual for the
use of Catholic infancy, it can hardly be doubted that
the account of the genesis of the new Papal State would
have been differently phrased and placed in a somewhat
different light.

And when the infant Bruno, grown a year or two older,
enters the Balilla, and dons its black shirr and blue tie,
the religious aid he will chere receive may not be
altogether in accordance with the papal point of view,
since it “'is not restricted to teaching Clgfisnhn dogma
and the rites of the Church but aims at promoting good
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faith and honesty in general, thus contributing to raise

the youthful conscience, associating faith in the Dcir}r
with that in the Mother Country and its destinies.”

Here, and in plenty, is material for disagreement with
the views and claims of the Church. When one of the
<ugh contracting parties to the Lateran Treaty 1s a
state which associates faich in the Mother Country with
faich in the Deity, and sn:rwcs for the forming of a

““unitary political conscience,” and when the other is
a Church that has never been content with a kingdom
that is not of this world, it would appear that the seeds
of educational quarrel were fatent in the treaty from the
very hour of its signature.

As for the actual E:ngreﬁs of the quarrel, the civil
power seems to have had the better of the ecclesiastical.
Mussolini, to use Bismarck’s expression, has refused to
go to Canossa, nor is there any reason why he should;
that flaunting triumph of Church over State is a good
many generations gone, and not likely to be paralleled
in the twentieth century. Fascism, confronted with
papal displeasure, did not budge, and it is doubtful if
the Pope improved his posirion, as apainst the Fascist
Government, by his appeals ro Catholics abroad. One
of the characteristics of the present governing class of
Iraly is its vehement consciousness of nationality, likely
to become still more vehement in the face u?appeafs
to the foreigner. An official reply in the Press to the
Pope's encyclical put the case for Ll}:e State with straight-
forward vigour. The Church thinks of the world at
large, the State thinks of the nation. The interest of
the Italian State lies in the making of good Iralians.
In the composition of the good Italian the Catholic
spirit has an essential share, bur a share only. Fascism
counts the Catholic spirit as among the high values of
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the nation; whatever happens, it will defend and
develop that spiric in the people. But the Fascist
State which, from the moment it came into being,
suffered from hostility abroad and weakening at home—
the Fascist State is bound to inform the minds of its
citizens with all the elements nec to good citizen-,
ship, and these elements are: Catholicism, culture, a

ssionate love of country and a passionate pride in it,
discipline, physical ficness, and a soul in readiness for
any undertaking. It is by this means that the permanence
of its work is ensured. The ocath chat the Fascist takes
when he is admitted to membership of the party is also
an ocath to the Catholic Faith which Fascism has linked
with the regime. The phrase “‘which Fascism has
linked with the regime" (che Fascismo ha annesso al
regime) in itself reveals a cause of quarrel.

As regards the immediate bone of contention, Catholic
Action, and its alleged polirical activities, the organs of
Fascism have always insisted that Catholic Action was
not the Church but an organized body of laymen whose
incursions into the realm of politics were entirely
without religious value, Catholic Action is not the
Church nor 15 it a necessity of the Church’s spiritual
life. The Church has her ministers, her clergy, whose
word and example should suffice to preserve the faith
and carry it on; she has therefore no need of an organized
activity of laymen. The Fascist State, in facr, appears
in the conflict in the role of defender of the Cacholic
Church against those who would debase the pure gold
of her religion with admixture of the world alloy of
politics. As to whether the accusarion of political
activity was well founded, an outsider can speak with
no certain knowledge, though on the balance of proba-
bilities one would be inclined to give an affirmative
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answer to the question, since the Roman Catholic
Church in every age and place has always been politically
minded. Cerrainly and openly it is working in Germany
against the Fascist equivalent of Hitlerism. And even
if the intention of its higher authority was that Catholic
Action should refrain from political activitﬂ‘it may well
have been that subordinate officials may have lec their
zeal for the Church outrun their discrerion.

Be thar as it may, when the conflict berween all-
embracing Church and all-embracing State had been
proceeding for a week or two, it was conducted in some
quarters of the Press in a sufficiently angry temper. As
regards facilities for Press propaganda, the State, as a
matter of course, had advantapes over the Church; the
Osservatore Romano had to cope single-handed with the
journals inspired by the Government, a numerous body.
QOutside Rome, moreover, while the quarrel was pro-
ceeding, it was not always easy to obtain the Osservatore
Romano, There was probably some rtruth in complaints
on the part of the Vatican's supporters thar the circula-
ton of the Vatican organ was being hindered of set
official purpose—another point of resemblance between
Fascist State and Church is that both consider censorship
a legitimare weapon and neither professes adherence to
the doctrine of free thought and speech. . . . Some-
rimes the hirting in the contest was fairly savage; I
remember reading an anti-papal article in one of the
principal Italian newspapers which contained a list of
the clerical offenders who, in the course of the preceding
two or three months, had made their appearance in the
civil courts on proven charges of indecency or offences
against public morals. And great was the exultation
of the writer of the article when he could point out

that one of the ecclesiastics thus listed and pilloried had
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been a personage of importance in his local Catholic
Action.

The peace (or truce) between the high contending
parties which was agreed on after two or three months
of conflicc was presumably something of a compromise,
in the manner of most peace treaties; apparently, how-
ever, the balance of advantage was distinctly on the side
of the State. Catholic Action has lost one of its holds
on the younger peneration; it has undercaken, from
this time forth, to renounce the pursuit of games and
athletics for its members. The intention, obviously, is
to make physical training a monopoly, or near to a
monopoly, of the Fascist system of education, a field
upon which religious bodies may not trespass. Here
is a blow to the Church through loss of a means of
influence over boys and young men, bur in justfication
of Fascist high-handedness it should be remembered that
it was Fascism, not the Church, that pioneered in
physical training: the Church did but follow on a path
already beaten. This embargo on Catholic Action's
athletics is an example, scriking and undisguised, of the
tendency to use education in the interests of political
PI:FWE['.,

It is permissible to wonder, however, whether a far
more serious blow to the influence of the Church was
not deale by the papal encyclical on Carholic Action—
the famous eﬂdimi that contrary to all precedent was
fiest published outside Iraly, having been secretly
conveyed beyond her borders by Vatican courier. One
of irs clauses, I imagine, was as astonishing to many
good Catholics as it was to many non-members of the
Roman Church, the clause, I mean, in which Pius XI
advises mental reservation in the taking of the Fascist
oath. The vital passages run as follows:
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“You ask Us, Venerable Brethren, in view of what has

taken place, what is to be thought about the formula of the
oath which even little boys and girls are obliged to take,
that they will execute orders withour discussion from
an authority which, as we have seen and experienced,
can give orders against all cruch and justice and in dis-
regard of the rights of the Church and its souls which
are already by their very nature sacred and inviolable,
Takers of this oath must swear to serve with all their
strength, even to the shedding of blood, the cause of a
revolution which snatches the young from the Church
and from Jesus Christ and which inculcates in its own
young people harred, violence, and irreverence withour
respecting (as recent events have abundantly proved)
even the person of the Pope.

“* When the question is posed in such terms, the answer
from the Catholic point of view, as well as from a
simply human point of view, is inevitably one and We,
Venerable Brethren, do not wish to do otherwise than
confirm the answer already given. Such an ocath, as it
stands, 1s unlawful.

*‘Faced as We are by grave anxieties which We know
are also yours, Venerable Brethren, especially those of
you who are bishops in Iraly, We are preoccupied first of
all by the fact that so many of our children, young boys
and young girls, are inscribed and have taken membership
with that cath., We deeply pity so many consciences
tortured by doubts (torments and doubts concerning
which We have incontrovertible evidence) precisely
because of that oath as it has been interpreted, especially
after the recent occurrences.

“Realizing the many difficulties of the present hour,
and knowing that membership of the party and the oath
are for countless persons a necessary condition of their
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career, of their daily bread, and even of their life irself,
We have sought to find a way which would restore tran-
quillity to those consciences, reducing to a minimum the
external difficulties of the situation. It seems to Us
that such a means for those who have already received
the membership card would be to make for themselves
before God, in their own consciences, a reservation such
as ‘Saving the laws of God and of the Church,’ or ‘In
accordance with the duties of a good Christian,” with the
firm proposal to declare also externally such a reservation
if the need of it arose.”

I remember a Carholic, jealous for the honour of his
Faith and Church, assuring me that the idea that ' mental
reservation’’ was permitted to the Jesuit was based on a
misconception, a misreading of a rule of the Society of
Jesus. I wonder what he thought when he read the
encyclical dealing with Catholic Action? For my own
paret, it reads to me as a confession of weakness, an
evasion of the challenge which Fascism flings down.
Fearing to counsel an open defiance, the Vatican falls
back on ““mental reservation’’—which discourtesy might
call by another and a harsher name. And falls back,
one imagines, to the hurt of its own prestige; the
publication of the encyclical on Catholic Action must
surcly be counted as a gain for the other side!



XII. " CIRCUSES™

WE in England, in the course of the last few years,
have heard a good deal of the Russian Government's
use of the film for its own official purposes—as a means
of education, in the political, as well as the ordinary,
sense of the word, So far, however, we have heard
comparatively little of the similar Italian system and the
propaganda which Fascism achieves by the medium of
the moving picture; yet Fascist authority, like Sovier
authority, was swift to recognize the pictorial power
that lay to its hand in the cinema. In accordance with
its precept that no organization can remain outside the
State, which “in every field of collective life has its
own mission to fulfil," it has entered the field of phoro-
gmlthil: entertainment and taken firm control of the
ective ]‘:‘lcaﬁm:t of “the picrures.”

And by " control” I do not mean merely the negative
activity of a censorship, such as that which is exercised
in London by a committee of the London County
Council. The functions of such a censorship are critical
only and its action takes the form of veto; it has no
concern with the productive side of the cinema. Official
control of the cinema in Italy means a great deal more
than cthat; it means positive guidance and actual pro- '
vision of output. The art and trade of the moving
picture is one of the means—and not the [east important
—mwhereby the Fascist Government pursues its policy
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of keeping in contact with democracy, the mass of the
people; and one of the means whereby it continues that
process of education in orthodox political thinking which it
begins in the primary schools and che ranks of the Balilla.
The organizarion, operating from Rome, which pro-
vides and distributes the official output of photography,
claims to be the first institution of its kind in the
world. It is commonly, conveniently, and aptly known
as L.U.C.E.—a condensation into one brief word of its
earlier and more imposing title, L'Unione Cinematoprafica
Educativa. This association did not start as a Govern-
ment enterprise; on the contrary, it began life as a
limited liability company, with a capital of a million
lire behind it and a direcrorate convinced of the high
educational value of the film. As a limired liability
company the undertaking made good, and its possibilities
of service to the Srate were soon perceived by the
omnipotent Head of the Government. His patronage
encouragement took the form of an official status,
and the private enterprise was raised ro the dignity of a
national institute for propaganda and culture by means
of the cinema. This step in rank meant that a market
was henceforth assured for its productions; the marerial
thar issues from its studios is material chac must be
exhibited. It is by law established thar the lessees and
rietors of Italian cinema theatres are obliged to
include in their programmes such educational and pro-
pagandist items as the competent authority of L.U.C.E.
may ordain, Shotild any proprietor evade the order,
and omit the specified quora of official film, he exposes
- himself to penalty, in the shape of a temporary closing
of his premises. While if he should venture to repeat
the offence, he may find himself minus his licence.
The whole network of pictorial propaganda and



158 Modern Italy

education is centred at Rome in the National Institute
of L.U.C.E., whereof one of the aims and objects is to
let the public know whar its Government has done and
is doing. All the growch and energy, all the industry
and spﬁ:nduur of New Italy, all the activities of the
Fascist regime, and the beénefits those activiries confer
on the nation are chronicled by L.U.C.E., and sent
through the length and breadth of the country to exert
their influence on the citizen. “'The labour of fields
and of factories, public works, and great public assemblies,
the assistance given to the needy and unfortunate, the
upbringing of the younger generation, the rearganization
oiE the armed forces of the State, drainage works, the
making of new roads, the growth and reorganization of
the railway system and the mercantile marine, the
activity of the Dopolavoro [organization for the employ-
ment of leisure]. All the miracle, in short, of material
reconstruction combined with a spiritual and moral
awakening which our people, united round the Duce
and guided by his hand, perform from day to day; all
that miracle 1s faithfully rendered in photographic art
And the value of that record exceeds the value of any
other chronicle not only because of its power of diffusing
fact and knowledge, bur also because it bears historical
witness to the extraordinary character of the epoch
through which our nation is passing. The documented
film 1s history seen through the eye and a link between
the present and the past; it shows the process of national
betterment in action.” . . . Such is L.U.C.E.’s own
estimate of its work for the Government and the value
of that work to Government and nation at large.

In addition to uvdmar}r and evnr;,rdﬂy news Pmpaganda
there are issued, from time to t:me. films relating to
special activities of the Fascist regime. Some of these
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have been of real political importance; the so-called
““Bartle of the Grain"—the Duce’s campaign for the
growth of sufficient wheat to render Italy independent of
import from abroad—is said to have been greatly aided
by pictures distributed throughout the rural districts of
Ll:t country. It was never my good luck to come across
any of the more important political producrions, though
some of them I should much have liked to see. There s,
for instance, a film devoted to the Fascist militia and its
work—"'the life, the manners, the spiric of sacrifice,
the discipline, and the power of the magnificent arm of
the Fascist Revolution.” And, according to L.U.C.E."s
own catalogue of its achievements there have been many
other pictorial descriprions of Fascist departments and
acrivities, Some show the work of the fasii femminili;
in child welfare, in schools, and in the orgamzation of
the Piccole Italiane. Then the work of the Dopolavero and
the Opera Nagionale Balilla has also made cinema history;
and it appears to be a custom with the National
Institute of L.U.C.E. to issue yearly a species of
chronicle, or annual register, dealing with the achieve-
ments of Italy and her Government in the course of the
preceding twelvemonth. These annual records are en-
titled Year Six—Seven—Eight, as the case may be; the
year, that is to say, as dated from the Fascist Revolution
of 1922, It may be noted here that, as far as common
use and practice is concerned, this new, revolutionary
calendar has not superseded the old, and I do not imagine
there 1s any intention that it shall supersede ir; the
reckoning according to the age of Fascism seems to be
chiefly for ceremonial use, on public occasions and
INonuments.

It was the propagandist, educational idea that brought
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into being the travelling cinema theatres—i rinema
ambulanti — which are now an insticution of Iralian
national life. When the macter of supplying the
communes with educational pictures was gone into, it
was discovered that round about five thousand of the
smaller communes of Italy were lacking in any sort of
icture theatre; and if no picture theatre were available
or L.U.C.E. films, how was it possible to give L.U.C.E.
education to the inhabirants of villages and rural dis-
trices? The difficulry, once it had been realized, was
coped with, and the year 1927 saw the launching of a
fleet of twenty-five cars — twenty-five perambulating
cinemas. Their field of operations was varied and
extensive: it stretched from the extreme north of che
Iralian peninsula—the Alpine border—ro the extreme
south and beyond ir. The perambulating cinema
migrated overseas, to the colontes in Africa—thereby
adding many millions to its audience.

The wavelling cinema gives its performance in the
open air; that is to say, it is a form of entertainment
‘better adapred to the Iralian climate than to ours. In
our varicgated weather, with its squalls and showers,
there is Evays a risk attached to any entertainment in
the open air; but in the south, where summer means
continuous fine weather, and one het night succeeds
another, dry and cloudless, it is only by rarest exception
that the shelter of a roof is required, The auto-cinema
run by L.U.C.E. gives its performances in the open; a
wall takes the place of the indoor screen and its thearre
is the piazza or some other open space where a crowd
can gather and stand. Needless to say these free enter- -
tainments are not entitely composed of educarional,
propagandist matter; the desired moral is only an item
in the usual evening’s admixcure of chrill and amusement.
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Is it by coincidence merely, or is it by intention, that
Roman government of the twentieth century is repeating
the old Roman policy of ** circuses"—free entertainment
for the million? For these nightly cinema shows, with
the street for auditorium and the sky for canopy, are
now a feature of the city life of the capital as well as of
the rural life of the village; every night throughout the
summer months two ofg the wandering cinemas give
their performances—in two of the Roman piazzas, in
different quarters of the city, The piazzas selected for
each evening being specified in the daily Press. In the
capital, as in the rural districts, the cinema car moves on
every day; the same piazza—and audience—does not
see it for two nights running.

As for the popularity of the institution, of that there
can be no doubt; the Roman populace takes kindly to
its cinema ambulante, and flocks out ro welcome its arrival.
The night I saw one of the cars on its rounds it was
working one of the poorer quarters of the city; and the
whole of the square where the show was given was
thronged, from side to side, with an audience drawn
from the surtounding streets, an audience content to
stand in a solid crowd to watch the changing wafhic of
the screen. The children present—and, spite of the
lateness of the hour, their name was legion—were happily
catered for by the final film, something in the nature of
a Mickey Mouse story, that filled the night with treble
laughter. At least once a week every district in Rome
must. be provided with an evening’s entertainment, free.
The photograph which faces page 157 represents one of
these open-air performances, given in the Piazza Colonna
on a special occasion—an ex-service gathering in Rome
of the men of the Alpine regiments.

From the politicians’ every point of view these
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perambulating cinemas must be well worth the money
that is spent on them. They are a means of keeping in
rouch with the democracy, the multitude, of keeping it
in good temper and gauging its mentalicy and taste.
They are a means also of skilful reminder and suggestion;
the mass of the people is contnually reminded of the
achievements and progress of its country and the great-
ness of its country’s Government. It gives such pictured
news as authority considers it advisable to impart to the
public; and when needful it can make straightforward
appeals to good sense and good citizenship—as during
the Bartle of the Grain,

If a similar system of free entertainment for all and
sundry were carried on in the London suburbs—and
carried on at the nation's expense—there would very
shortly be protest of the angriest from persons unfavour-
ably affected, who had either invested their money in
the enterrainment industry or were drawing wages as
employees in cinema theatres. Presumably the lessees,
proprietors, and employees of Roman picture-palaces are
also, to a certain extent, affected by official competition,
and it can hardly be supposed that they are always and
everywhere enthusiastic about this givin%(caway of
photographic wares for nothing; but the likelihood is
that they and their interests have not been specially
consulted. If they were specially consulted, and if they
proceeded to grumble at undercutting by a department
that had behind it all the resources of the State, they
were doubtless reminded of the Fascist principle of
government, and told that the interest of the nation,
considered as a whole, must outweigh the interest of a
class. As for the expense of these Roman performances,
I was told (and by one who should know, since his
business is the cinema) thar, in spite of the fact that
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they took no money from their audience, they were a
self-supporting institucion. This seemingly impossible
result 1s artained by the agency of what may be termed a
by-product industry, the sale to the smaller class of
picture-house of films issued by L.U.C.E. for the use
of the cinema cars,

The gratuitous circuses which a benevolent Govern-
ment provides for the citizens of Fascist Iraly do mot
only take the form of moving pictures; there is also the
circus that appeals to the ear, the car equipped with
wireless apparatus and loud speaker. I made its acquaint-
ance one night in Rome when a specimen thereof took
up its quarters for the evening in the neighbourhood of
the Porta Pinciana; starting its programme — which
lasted for some hours —ac the entrance to the Villa
Borghese and afterwards moving ro the other side of
the Porta Pinciana, so that it could make itself audible
to the evening crowds that sit outside the cafés of the
Via Vitrorio Venero. I have no doubr thar this cla-
morous institution is greatly appreciated by those for
whose benefic and use it is intended: on the night I
heard it there were plenty of listeners grouped around it;
but so far as I myself was concerned, it struck me as a
more than dubious benefit. Its orchestral reproduction
was tuneful enough, as reproductions go, but when it
started singing I removed myself in haste. I have heard
many raucous reproductions of the human voice, but none,
I think, that came near to its supreme of raucousness;
whether in singing or whether in speech, the effect was of
a human bray. (I trust, for the sake of the Italian Popu-
lace, that this bray-effect was exceptional and due to
faulty apparatus; but having no experience of similar
loud speakers, operating in the open air, I am unable to
venture an opinion.) And the voices which the radio



164 Modern Italy

mocked with its raucousness I knew to be of superfine
quality, the occasion being a special attraction, a concert
at the Augusteo, where stars of first magnitude were
billed. . . . Before the advent of the wireless miracle
we should, I imagine, have laughed to scorn the idea that
human beings whose ear was in any way attuned to
music could be found to listen, and with seeming
pleasure, to the harshness thar issued from that migratory
dispenser of noise; to the tuneless roars and the grating
screeches that made caricature of the tenor and soprano
who were dismursing their arc in the Augustm to an
audience enraprured by irs melody. Curious how
tolerant we are of mechanical discord and uproar; we
accept from a wireless apparatus what we should not for
a moment endure from a performer who faced us in the
flesh. If a tenor and soprano, visible on the plarform,
had attempted to inflice those roars and screeches on a
concert-hall, the audience—and especially if thar audience
were Iralian—would have drowned the horrid din with
jeers and hoots. Yet here was a crowd belonging to
one of the most culrured nations of the earth, a nation
with a long record of musical excellence, which stood
around the car with its braying loud speaker and listened
without sign of repulsion! We are told thar the spread
of the listening-in habit is improving the average of
musical taste, but there are moments, frequent moments,
when it is difficult to accept so optimistic a statement.
It is true that, by means of the wireless station, a large
and ever larger section of the public is becoming fami-
liarized with classical music and clean tunes; but it is
likewise true that the wireless stations — or, more
accurately, the sets that receive their communications—
are accustoming their public to a standard of performance
which, for the most part, is musically unsatisfacrory
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and, in certain instances, can only be described as
atrocious, Nearly all listeners-in—the exceptions being
the possessors of exceptional sets—must be dulling cheir
ears to the sweeter, finer shades of music, alike in voice,
instrument, and rendering; inevitably they accustom
themselves not only to defective tone but to Beethoven
interspersed by the cracklings that are known as armo-
spherics and to Chopin or Debussy accompanied by
friendly conversacion. Mass-production in music, as in
everything else, means a standard some way below the
highest. . . . I ser down these reflections because they
occurred to me, and occurred to me strongly, as I hastened
down the Via Vittorio Veneto, away from that Roman
loud speaker.

It would be a mistake to imagine that all the educa-
tional propaganda that emanates from the National
Institute of L.U.C.E. is entirely political in its aim;
on the contrary the acrivities of L.U.C.E. are as various
as manifold. Many of its productions are educational
in the ordinary sense of the word; such are its natural
history films, dealing with the life of insects, birds, and
beasts; or the geographical series which pictures the
varying regions of Iraly and the Iralian colonies. Some-
what similar to the above are the films issued by the
department for tourist propaganda; these include a series
which is specially designed for the instruction of the
innkeeping fraternity. Another educational series is
that which concerns itself with the derail of industrial
and technical processes; these are films which, it is
hoped, will “aid in the creation of a will to work in
the mind and heart of youth.” In this category are
rl'u_:bs: which illustrate the working of marble, the
printing of music, and the making of paper; diamond-
cutting, glass-making, brewing, and the various processes
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of textile fabrics; the rubber industry, the construction
of turbines, the construction of locomotives—these are
a few of the many on L.U.C. E.'s list. And last, but by
no means least in importance, are the propaganda films
it issues in its campaign for national health, The
Hygiene of the School, the Hygiene of the Infant; the
Campaign against Tuberculosis, against Malaria, against
Syphilis; che Peril of the Fly; the Open-air School and
the Sun Bath. Such are the utles of some of the films
that the National Institute has produced of late years,
has distributed to health authorities throughout the
country, and sent on their travels into rural districts
by means of the perambulating cinema.

Since it is the business of L.U.C.E. to make photo-
graphic record of all public events of sufficient import-
ance, newspaper illustrarion, as a marrer of course, comes
within its scope and sphere of influence; it is, in fact,
the leading agency for supplying photographic material
to the Press, both Italian and foreign—several illustrations
un ] th,E PrE.EE“t TﬂlﬂmE WEere SUPPI.II:Ed ﬁﬂm d'lE ﬂId'li‘rES
of LU.C.E. “'The State in every field of collective life
has its own mission to fulfil. . . . The State must
dominate all the existing forces in the country, solidify
them, and direct them towards the higher ends of
national life."” . . . And among the forces of the
modern world is the art and business of photography.



XIlI. THE OPEN-AIR THEATRE, RAILWAYS,
BEGGARS, AND IIFS

IN Italy, as in other parts of the world, one of the
results of summer heat is a disinclination for indoor
amusement and a consequent closing of theatres; bur in
Italy there are hot-weather facilities for drama denied
to more uncerrain climates. There, thanks to the rarity
of summer rain, and also to the windlessness of summer
nights, the actor can carry on his trade in the open; not
merely, as in England, in occasional pastorals, with his
eye on the weather, but regularly, evening after evening
and month afrer month. The perambulating cinema
has its equivalent in the perambulating theatre, which is
known as il Carro di Tespi; an institution which tours the
country dispensing drama in the open air—drama and
likewise opera. And as the perambulating cinema is
sent out on its travels by one institution of the Fascist
State—L.U.C.E.—so the Car of Thespis is sent out on its
travels by another. Dopolavero—which literally is After-
Work—the State institution that takes charge of Iraly’s
Icf:iu[e.

The opera car was a new departure in the summer of
1931. I never had the luck to strike its beat myself, but,
by those who had, I was told it was a first-class draw,
and wherever it set up its open-air stage the neighbour-
hood flocked to the performance. The other, the
dramaric Car of Thespis, has been for some years on the
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road; it is, of course, a development of that old-time
species of theatre which travelled by caravan from place
to place and which in England we knew as a booth. A
glorified development, proceeding on irs travels by
motor-car and baggage-lorry, instead of by horse and
caravan. And with none of the shabbiness of the booth
abour ir, none of its rawdriness and tinsel; the play
I saw was well dressed, well staged, well acted, and
enclosed in a well-set-up, decorative proscenium. This
particular performance was given in the Pincio Gardens;
the company was prefacing its summer rour of the
Italian prmrinn!s b}' two or three night.s before a Roman
audience. E‘l.ridentl}r the Carro di Tespi was an institurion
well known and popular, for the Roman audience arrived
in goodly numbers; row after row strerched back from
the stage, away into the darkness of the gardens. Behind
the chairs was standing-room, which also was well
occupied, though the dialogue, at thar distance, must
have been in grear part inaudible. Unlike the perform-
ance of the auto-cinema, the Car of Thespis is not a
free show; in the Pincio Gardens the approach to the
auditorium was strictly railed off, and accessible only to
those who had purchased their tickets at a box-office
pitched by the roadside. Prices ranged, if I remember
rightly, from ten lire a seat in the foremost rows to
two lire, or two-fifty, for the standing contingent at the
back. The play was a costume comedy, scene Florence
and period Renaissance; it was advertised to begin at
the usual hour of nine—eight is the dinner-hour in
Italy, and the theatre, there as everywhere, is subservient
to the need for dinner. It was advertised, I say, to
begin ar the hour of nine bur, in accordance with
national custom, it began considerably later. All con-
tinental people with whose habits of amusement I have
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any acquaintance appear to be amiably indifferent as
regards punctuality; they will sit in a blank theatre
while the minutes roll by, and take it for granted that
the actors shall keep the curtain down. And, so far as
*my limited experience goes, the Irtalian people are the
most amiably indifferent of che lot. . . . Once, in the
simplicity ofy my English heart, I attended puncrually an
open-air ceremony which, according to official announce-
ment on a placard, and according to statement in the local
Press, was timed for g a.m. ; as a matter of fact I attended
more than punctually, and arrived in the piazza, the
scene of the ceremony, at a prompt eight-thirty, in order
to secure a good place. Thart good place I obrained, and
without the slightest difficulty; there wasn't a soul to
dispute irs possession—the local populace knew well
what those announcements meant. It was after nine,
ten minutes after nine, before there was even a sign of
Iralian interest; if it had not been for a munici
official, who assured me to the contrary, I should have
thought I had made a mistake in the date of the ceremony.
It was nine-thirty-five by the Town Hall clock when some
local functionaries put in an appearance, accompanied
by a hosepipe; and, without any symptom of indecent
haste, they made preparation for the coming parade by
laying the dust in the piazza, After their departure the
crowd grew thicker, and somewhere about ten the
podestd, the city's chief magistrate, took his place of
honour on the Town Hall balcony, you caught the strain
of an advancing band—and after that things began to
move. . . . Unpuncrual, of course, amazingly un-
punctual; bue, if everybody likes it that way, why not?
If every one in the neighbourhood understands that the
time announced on a programme or a placard is a pure
formality, and that an hour or two's margin must be



170 Modern Italy
allowed for delay, what real inconvenience results? The

occasional foreigner may be somewhatr inconvenienced
(as I was), bur I do not see that he has the right to be
greatly annoyed; it is surely the occasional foreigner’s
business to acquaint himself with the manners and -
customs of the country whereof he is a guest, not expect
them to be altered for his benefic. . . . Of old, I
remember, I used to wonder why so many admirers of
Fascist Iraly were wont to lay stress, as on a great
achievement, on the puncrual running of its trains;
other countries, I reflected, can keep their trains to a
time-table withour calling in dictatorship to their aid.
MNow, however, that I understand something of the
characteristic with which Fascist authority has had
to contend—the national talent for unpunctualicy—the
achievement of the Punctual Italian Train does seem
to verge on the miraculous.

It is, I suppose, because Fascist authority fears that
the national ralent for unpuncruality might again assert
itself, if it were left unwatched, that railway carriages
occupied by passengers who, to all appearances, are calm
and inoffensive, are still patrolled by Fascist militiamen,
clad in black shirts, and with revolvers ar their bels.
Their behaviour, so far as my experience goes, IS quite
unaggressive, but they are understood ro deal drastically
with passengers who put their feet on the cushions—
which I, myself, was most careful not to do while
travelling within cheir jurisdiction. It seems unlikely,
however, that they are conveyed long distances, by main
line rrains, in order to deal with small breaches of good
manners—which in other European countries would be
dealt with by the guard of the train,

I once asked a Fascist official of importance what
might be the cost to the national exchequer of these
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wardens of the railway passenger. His answer surprised
me, because I had imagined them as primarily militia-
men, Blackshires who were put on to railway duty and
paid a special wage for the job. On the contrary, my
acquaintance, the official, informed me that these
railway wardens were railwaymen by calling; but rail-
waymen of Fascist conviction who had joined the
Mational Milicia, and had therefore been selecred for
this particular duty. I asked him whether they often
had occasion to make use of their lethal weapons? were
the trains ever raided by brigands, or were passengers in
the habit of engaging in murderous assaults? Whereupon
he laughed, and said I must allow for the Italian flourish,
the Italian sense of the dramatic.

The Italian railway system nowadays is, to all appear-
ances, a well-run system and an orderly; to the full as
orderly as the railway in England or in France. Its
employees perform their duties with efficiency and smart-
ness, and its passengers behave much like passengers in
any other civilized region. Why then, one asks, the
presence of the mﬂita.t].r, or semia-milil:nr}q with the tools
of their military trade? There was a time, no doubt,
when the onslaughts they seem to be expecting really
did materialize; they and their revolvers were a present
help in trouble in the stormy Pﬂiod when the sovversivi
were a power in the land. Bur ar present, in view of
the general good behaviour of passenger and porter, one
imagines they could be dispensed with, without violent
upheaval ensuing.

Perhaps the continued presence of the militiamen in
railway carriages means no more than this: the memory
of the stormy post-war period, and its effects on the
traffic of goods and passengers, are not yet forgotten in
Italy. The years immediately succeeding the Armistice
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were a time of constant interference with the railway
system; interference which often produced more than
inconvenience — sheer chaos, Trains ran uncertainly,
local. strikes were frequent, and orders from superiors
ceased to be orders; they were sometimes obeyed, some-
times not. Then the service was overstaffed, burdened
with unnecessary idlers; and, greatest nuisance of all,
employees whose leanings were communistic would claim
the right to exclude from the railway any would-be
passenger whose opinions or profession they disliked.
Soldiers, policemen, and carabinieri, of course, were
especially obnoxious to sovwersivi, and to march a detach-
ment of them into a train might well mean that the
rrain would remain in the station until they were
marched out again. And there are stories of trains
being held up in the course of a journey because some
general, or other official of rank, had taken his ticket
and was seated therein, and the consciences of ‘‘Red™
railway servants would not permit them to forward the
comings and goings of a man of his rank or calling, This
sort of thing made railway travelling impossible in
more senses than one; the mildest civilian was liable, at
any moment, to be involved in a punishment intended
for the military, the humblest member of the proletariat
might be smitten with a blow aimed at capitalism. Small
wonder that any alternative to this system of arbitrary
outrage and annoyance was welcomed by the ordinary
enger; and small wonder that, so long as the mem
of that period of outrage endures, the Italian travelling
public feels little resentment at the presence on its trains
of Blackshirts armed with revolvers. Also, it may be
that to the constant presence of Blackshirt and revolver
is due the much improved Italian record in the matter
of railway honesty; the wholesale pilfering of days gone
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by was one of the abuses tackled by Fascism when it
took control of traffic.

A contributory cause of the swift improvement of
railway working under the present Government was
doubtless the reduction it effected in the number of
officials and employees. In the year 1921 sixcy thousand
men too many were living by the State railways; and
sixty thousand too many meant roughly that every fourth
man was superfluous. Sixty thousand wage-earners
making no return are a heavy addition to running
expenses; and, apart from the loss on an unproductive
wage-bill, there 1s no more certain method of producing
muddle, and the waste that results from it, than the
employment of an over-large staff. With sixty thousand
unnecessary persons either idling or oying to make work
for themselves, is it any wonder that the Italian railway
system plumbed an almost incredible depth of in-
efficiency? Till Fascism arrived to sack the lot!

The time-honoured profession of the beggar is now
illegal in Italy. According to a clause in the new penal
code, any person who asks alms in a public place is
liable to a term of imprisonment not exceeding three
months in duration; the penalty to be increased in the
case of annoyance being caused by the beggar, or if he
simulates any deformity or sickness, in the hope of thus
arousing charity. Thanks to the discouragement of the
last few years, the volume of Italian mendicancy is less,
far less, than it was in days of yore; but a time-honoured
profession, being rime-honoured, is not easy to abolish
root and branch by a clause in a penal code. Lack of
work and the hm{ times consequent thereon will any-
where bring out the beggar, and it is not to be expected
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that Iraly, with a long tradition of alms-giving and
-taking, should be an exception to the rule; and she,
also, of lare, like the rest of the world, has had her
unemployment problem, which, code or no code, means
the mendicant. I was present, one day, r_TurinE a con-
versation between a prominent Fascist and a friend of
my own; the latrer was inclined to throw doubt on the
Fascist's statement that, owing to the measures taken
by the Government, there was little unemployment in
the country, Whar statistics were she did not know;
she judged, she said, by her own experience and the
number of begpars who (in blank de?:nce of the new
penal code) called ar her door to ask for a small con-
tribution. Thar, her Fascist friend answered, did not
necessarily imply any grear discress on the part of the
mendicant callers; it did not even imply that they were
wholly without work and wage. There was, he admirted,
a good deal of partial unemployment in the neighbour-
hood; in one or two industries short time was being
worked, and short-time work would certainly produce
Its crop of hegga.r:i A man with a da}' off from work,
and his time on his hands, might well decide to tidy
himself up and set out on an afrernoon's begging tour.
“You must not forger,’ he explained to me, “that
begging with us, for many generarions, has been looked
on as a trade, a normal trade, that a man is entitled to
live by."” . . . There is a remark of Mussolini on the
family and its increase which I have quoted in an earlier
chapter, and which is as applicable to the problem of
mendicancy as to that of parental responsibility: “In
these matters, more than formal laws, the moral custom
and, above all, the religious conscience of the individual
revail.”
£ Of that branch of the begging industry which may be
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termed the matchbox department, and which consists
in the kerbstone-selling, or offering for sale, of small
articles: of that branch of mendicancy we have plenty in
England, and there is likewise plenty in Italy, There,
however, the articles offered for the charicable sale, which
is another word for alms, are frequently of a religious
nature. Small, cheaply-printed pictures of St. Anthony
of Padua, with a prayer on the back, were the stock-in-
trade of the begging fraternity in the summer of 1931,
when the seven-hundredth anniversary of the saint's
death was occasion for pilgrimage to Pagua and solemnity
all over Iraly. In the course of the summer I accumu-
lated quite a large collection of these counterfeir present-
ments of St. Anthony—one and all of them acquired
from beggars.

It is nor my intention to supgest the above para-
graph that bnglgfng is rife in %ﬁ:ssgets of Iml}r.Fanl:’l
therefore a nuisance to the tourist—nort at all, 1 mean
merely that necessity, and likewise tradition, will often
get the upper hand of law and regulation; and that in
the matcer of mendicancy ““the religious conscience of
the individual” is apt to be more lenient than the
principles of Fascism or the provisions of the penal code.
As is the case in many other parts of the world; Italy is
not the only country where legal enactments against the
art of the be are in daily conflict with the charitable
impulse of r.lg'aeg?:vcmge individual.

In Italy, as elsewhere on the continent of Europe, the
tp to waiters and hotel servants has been stabilized at
ten per cent. Ten per cent for service is added to the
sum of your bill, and you will see notices posted, in
hotel lifts and corridors, requesting you to make no
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addition to the legal charge, since employees who accept
gratuities beyond it render themselves liable ro penalcy.
There are those who tell you thar, everywhere and alwzrsf
this means exactly what it says; and certainly it is possible
to stay in Italian hotels and leave them withour the
slightest hint from waiter or chambermaid, liftman or
boots that their service is inadequately rewarded by the
legal ten per cent on your bill. Possible, thar is to say,
in the generality of hotels; that there are exceptions I
judge, not from my own experience but from an article
I read in an Iralian periodical wherein the writer sug-
gested to the innkeepers and employees of a certain
holiday district that they really could not have it both
ways—they must not expect their charge on the bill, as
by law established, and also stretch their hands for a tip.

As to the penalty (I think of dismissal) to which
members of a hotel staff render themselves liable by
accepting the departing guest’s offer of gratuities, I do
not imagine that it is often applied, since, if due dis-
cretion is exercised, the risk of discovery is not grear; at
any rate, on the occasions on which I myself have offered
a lirtle addition to the ten per cent, it has always been
accepted without hesitation, and with smiles—not the
slightest sug%:.::iun on the part of the recipient that he
was dm'ng what should not be done. Let me say here,
in my own excuse, that I do not approve of the foreign
tourist, from an impulse of good nature, breaking a rule
which a country in which he is a visitor has made for its
own convenience; bur in Italy, as elsewhere, ir has
sometimes happened that, as a seeker after informartion
which does not interesc the average passer-by, I have
asked for more help, from waiters and others, than the
average passer-by requires. Having taken up their time
with my questions and demands for direction, I have
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thought it permissible to acknowledge an extra service
in the customary manner; and whether or no the
acknowledgment was expected, it was pocketed with no
sign of surprise. As in the case of the beggar and his
alms, moral custom occasionally prevails against formal
law.

There is the other regulation against bargaining, a
practice which also has a long tradition behind it. Asto
whether the rule is ever broken, who shall say? Bur in
the ordinary, well-regulated shop where you buy some-
thing to wear or something to eat, the prices of most
commodities are nowadays marked in plain figures. And,
that being the case, opportunities for the chafferer must
be limited. Judging by a notice I once saw displayed
on a photographer’s wall, it is, or was, the custom to
haggle over prices when you went to have your photo-
graph taken. The said notice announced, in the first
place, that the proprietor of the studio was a member °
of the Fascist syndicate thar included photographers;
and went on to remind his clients that, as a member of
the syndicate, he was bound to adhere to fixed charges.
The clients were therefore requested not to make useless
efforts to obtain special terms for themselves. As regards
certain articles of common use—chiefly edible use—the
possibility of bargaining would seem to be eliminated
by the fact that lists of the prices that may legally be
charged are placed in the windows of the shops where
the commodities are sold. By decree of such and such
a date, flour, beans, rice, etc., are priced at so much
and will remain so priced, until notice of change is given
by’ the competent authority.



XIV. BUILDING AND EXCAVATION

OMNE evening in a Roman studio—one of the multitude
of studios piled wonderfully against the steep of the hill,
in the neighbourhood of the Piazza di Spagna—I dis-
cussed with several painters, in several different languages,
the influence of Fascism on art. One of them—my
host—mwas Professor Orazio Amato, painter of the picture
entitled **The First Hour,” and representing the death
of a young Fascist, which, by his kindness, is reproduced
in this volume, I asked his permission to reproduce it,
not only on account of its merit as a composition, but
because it seemed to me to illustrate much that I had
heard in his studio on tendencies of Italian painting.
And it has this added value which I should call hism:icnfi.
in more than the superficial sense: the painter, because
he himself is moved by it, has caught and expressed
that spirit of reverence for the Fallen of Fascism which
is one of the traditions of the . The dead youth,
borne in the arms of his comrades, 15 more than a young
man killed in civil serife.  The figures thar mourn him,
mourn him as a martyr; and the light that illuminates his
broken body is more than the Eeacllight shining. from
a car—it is a symbol of the glory of martyrdom. . . .
Here, in paint on canvas, was the complement to an °
account I had read, in a story of the movement, of the
funeral of a young Fascist—like the lad in the picture,
one of the Fallen of the Cause. To the funeral in Milan
178
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Rrpradurni I"_}' kind perntssion of Professor Oragio Amato
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his black-shirted comrades came marching, the Duce at
their head, and, arrived at the cemetery, “they knelt at
command, in religious silence, and so remained until
the bugle brought them to their feet, They raised their
arms towards the coffin, still in silence; ull they broke
it with one voice in reply to the summons of the Duce.

“'Comrade Aldo Sette!” He called the dead man's
name. And—

“‘Present!' came the answer of the crowd."”

In art, as in every other sphere of activity, the Fascist
outlock is nationalist; it aims at being Iralian, through
and through Iralian. Those to whom nationality is a
bugbear—the cause of all warfare and the source of most
of our collective wickedness—will see cause for regret
in the tendency; but even they will probably admit that
the international outlock has not so far been of great
benefit to art. Whatever developments may take place
in the future, when we have adapted ourselves to an
international atmosphere, art that is creative still
thrives best on a local inspiration. . . . And that, I was
told in Amato's studio, was what, for generarions, had
been the weakness of Italian painting—irs failure to rely
on its own inspiration and tradition. It had fallen under
the influence of the foreigner ; Iralian painters had worked
in his studios, acquired his mannerisms, and learned ro
look on art and the material of art through epes thar
were not their own. Italy, with a grandeur of heri
no other living narion could approach, had declined from
her-high estate in art because her painters had neglected
:::11112 raf;lln trad;tiun and refused to trusr themselves ro

e guidance of her mighty masters of the past. Through
the nineteenth n:::nmr}rgﬂ?; goal and pl;u:F::‘ pilgrimage
of the young Iralian painter was Paris, where he lived
in an atmosphere to which his art was not native and
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trained his eyes to see as the Frenchman saw. It was
true that the Italian masters of the past were also a
study, and a source of inspiration, to painters of the
French school; but inspiration, as it worked in painters
of the French school, was not inspiration as it worked in
those who were of the same race as Raphael, Leonardo,
"Giotto. . . . We who were Italian must come back to
our own tradition, come face to face with it; we must
learn from our own are directly and allow no foreign
school to interpret and guide us astray. Hybrid training
and execution resulted in unclearness of vision and idea;
that was what was happening in French art to-day, and
happening as a direct result of its nineteenth-century
pre-eminence. The painters of all nations who had
flocked to Paris studios through decade after decade had
left their hybrid mark, their mingled influence; under
which modern French painting was declining, for the
same reason as the Italian painting of yesterday declined.
. + » So they ex ed to me their creed of narional
art, and, having heard the exposition, I looked with new
interest at Amaro’s ‘‘The First Hour,” realizing how
strongly the painter had been influenced by the old
Italian masters and their tradition of religious art. And
understanding more clearly than before 1 had seen it the
element in Fascism which gives it kinship to a faith.

A distinctively national school of Italian arc will take
its time to evolve; meanwhile, judging by an extensive
exhibition I saw in Rome, modern painting in Iraly is
closely akin, in some of its vagaries, to modern painting
in other parts of the world. Its extremists are inclined
to despise the art of drawing and run to the eccentrically
unrealistic; they are savagely simple as to landscape,
lumpy as to nude, and unrecognizable as to porrrairure.
What struck me at that exhibition was the encouragement
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given by }Euhﬁc galleries to the extreme and eccentric
modern; if one is to draw conclusions from their pur-
chases, the municipalities of the larger Irtalian cities
have acquired a taste for that form of picture on which
the cautious uniniciated express no opinion until they
have looked up its number in the catalogue and ascer-
tained whether it represents Eve in the Garden of Eden
or a baby having its bach,

In Italy, as elsewhere, the arc that has had its chance
to flourish and develop is architecture; all the nations
of Europe have had urgent need of building in the course
of the last few years. There were the war arrears of
housing to make up; and the legacy of the war was not
only arrears of house accommodarion but the new
conditions created by movement of population, New
industries had come into being, new centres of industry
had arisen, and the pull of the towns on the rural
districts had grown stronger. In the eight years from
1921 to 1929 the population of Rome had increased by
thirty-three per cent—and Rome was not alone in this
respect. In spite of the Duce's constant endeavour to
keep the countryman from migrating to the street, the
street remains a constant lure, and the urban population
increases by more than its birth-rate. Ev Eere the
need was to widen the boundaries of cities, to build
new suburbs, and plan for them.

It, is in the northern half of Europe that post-war
architecture has felt the stirrings of a new spirir, guessed
at new possibilities, and handled its material adven-
turously ; in Sweden, in Holland, in Germany (nor as yet
fn England) there has arisen a generation of builders
which looks forward to a City to Come. That new,
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adventurous spirit in the buiId'LnE;rl: has not yet greatl
stirred the south, where there been no noticeable
d from tradition: nothing that can, so far, be
compared for novelty with the stark blocks of dwelling-
houses, the cliff-like factories, and the strange, spare
churches that German experiment has creared. This
Italian lack of experiment, as applied to art, is probably
what we should expecr, given present circumstance.
Like the energy of individuals, the energy of peoples is
but finite; and here is a people that has produced—
created—a new form of government, and 1s breaking
itself to the discipline of a new social system. No light
achievement that; no small strain on its powers. Is it
any wonder that—given such circumstance—it has not
much overplus of energy to spare for the work of
creation thar is art? That work of creation, if it comes
under Fascism, must come later, when the yoke of the
regime, being more accustomed, is easier. I write "'if
it comes'’ with intention; for it may be that the dis-
cipline on which Fascism insists—the orthodoxy of
political thought, the subordination of the individual to
the needs of the State—ir may be thar the atmosphere
thus engendered will not favour the development of the
artist., There are Prccsdmts: art did not flourish, or
literature, in the disciplined patriotism of Sparta. . . .
In the make-up of every man whose art is more
skill and tradicion is a quality of thoughe that is closely
allied to heresy; and Fascism discourages the heretic.
If there is nothing strikingly new in the style of the
blocks of flats that have arisen in Rome and its suburbs,
they are often imposing and sometimes even palatial in
appearance. They are likewise numerous; as indeed
y had need to be. With its thirty-three per cent of
post-war increase, Rome, in 1929, was nearing the
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million mark, the figure it is said to have reached in the
days of the Cesars. And its authorities, in planning
their housing schemes, have had to plan for the needs of
migrants, as well as for actual increase in numbers. The
last few years have seen a considerable displacement of
population in the capital itself; the ambitious scheme of
improvement and excavation which has brought to li%:;:
regions of old Rome, long built over and hidden,
necessitated the clearing away of many dwelling-houses.
During the centuries in which they were hidden from
sight, Forum and market-place and buried temple had
served as foundarion for the dwellings of a later Rome;
dwellings thickly placed and inhabited, whose occupants
were perforce evicted when the clearing of the ground
began. As an official statement of the Roman housing
policy purs ic:

“Rome’s cultural duty to the world at large has
imposed on her the necessity of demolitions which,
while they reveal to us the power and undying beauty of
the ancient world, have not lessened the housin 1&5
culty.” Nor was the difficulty imposed by cultural
duty rendered less acute by the fact that Rome, compared
with other capitals, is curiously isolated. She has no
ring of adjacent dormitory towns; no Croydons and
Maidenheads, no Surbitons and Welwyns, to which her
business population can pour our at the end of the day.

As with us, the private enterprise of the building con-
tractor was not capable of supplying the demand for new
housing unaided, and the public purse has been drawn
on, in the form of subsidy; but the system by which
subsidy is granted is not the same as our own. The
builders of the huge blocks of flats which have formed new
streets and created new suburbs were guaranteed by the
government of Rome the sum of a thousand lire for
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each room that they built—the payment was by room,
not by house. The advantage of the s for the
ratepayer being that, with the payment of the thousand
lire per room, the call on the public purse ceased; there
was no permanent addirion to the rates. Conditions, of
course, were attached to the municipal payment; build-
* ings were to be completed within a given time, and the
flats they contained were to be let at a rate low enough
to bring them within reach of the ordinary wage-earner
—from sixty to sixty-five lire per month per room.
These flats were to consist, for the most part, of one,
twa, or three rooms, with a kitchen artached; a smaller
number running to four and five rooms, as provision for
the numerous Eamilie.s which the Government delights
to honour. Further, it was stipulated that tenants were
to be secure for five years without alteration of rent, and
they were to be selected from persons who had been
domiciled in Rome for the preceding five years. Excep-
tion to this latter condition was made in the case of
officials in the public service who had been transferred
to Rome in the course of their duties. As yet another
condition of their subsidy, the municipal authoriries
claimed the right to a voice in the selection of tenants
for the new buildings; a clause which, at one cime,
occasioned some trouble with the contractors, who were
probably afraid of finding themselves saddled with un-
remunerative tenants whom it had been convenient for
the city fathers to move from their previous quarters.
These alarms, however, seem to have been composed,
and a commission was appointed by the governor of
Rome to sift and classify the applicants who were to
receive special consideration when it came to the allot-
ment of tenancies. Although individual hard cases were
considered on their merits, the “‘privileged” applicants,
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roughly speaking, were divided into five classes. Dis-

abled men, as a marter of course, came first on the
privileged list, the disabled of the Fascist Revolurion
being placed in the same category as the disabled of the
war. The second place—also as a matter of course—
was allotted to those good citizens who were parents of
large families; they took precedence of the ex-service
man unblessed by many olive-branches, who was placed
third on the list. After the ex-service man came the
municipal employee, whether still on the active list or
retired on a pension; and the last type of citizen to be
specially favoured was the tenant evicted from his
fgm'u:r dwelling by order of the municipalicy, provided,
of course, that such eviction was due to municipal
necessity and not to his own malpractices. Priority of
application in itself did not count with the commission;
it had to be backed by some recommendation held more
valid. The proviso that applicants must have been
domiciled in Rome for at least five years was serictl

adhered to, and proof of such domicile had to be fur-
nished if the application was to have any chance of
success. But for some such proviso, the report of
Rome's attractive housing scheme might have broughe
her an influx of flac-seeking immigrants to swell her
over-swollen population.

Rome, since the advent of Fascism to power, has
grown in more ways than one. Outwards, in the cus-
tomary manner of cities, by the growth of the new streets
and suburbs that accommodate her rising population;
and inwards, downwards, by excavation of an older
Rome and clearance of the buildings that concealed, or
half-concealed, its monuments. Since the advent of
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Fascism to power with the March on Rome, there has
been created a city that is modern, there has been
discovered an old.

When the former municipal authority was swept away,
in favour of the new and hlgh-snundmg Governatorato,
Mussolini, to mark the occasion, made a speech, which
was a speech to the nation at large as well as to the city
of Rome. Rome, he declared, must again be what she
was in the days of Cesar Augustus; must again be the
admired of the world, vast, orderly, and powerful. It
was likewise her dury to clear away the lumber from
her priceless treasures of antiquity. "' You must free
the trunk of the ancient oak of all this overgrowth;
clear the ground around the Augusteo, the Theatre of
Marcellus, the Capitol, the Pantheon; all thar has grown
up around them during ages of decadence must go; the
majestic temples of Christian Rome must be freed from
all profane parasitic growth and the millenary monu-
ments of our history stand out gigantic in their solitude;
you must give houses, schools, baths, gardens to r_he
working Fascist people; remove from the streets of
Rome the senseless contamination of the tramways, and
provide the new city that is growing up beside the
ancient one with the most modern means of communica-
tion. And the third Rome shall stretch our rowards
other hills and towards the unconsecrated sea.’

That speech gives an idea of the twofold and gigantic
work that the Head of the Government has ser for
himself and the administration of Rome; a work that
has already been for some years in progress and that, for
its s:mnpﬂ;l:iﬂn. will need another decade and more.
The modernization of Rome of to-day, not only by
building but by the addition of all the amenities needful
to fine and healthful living for her citizens—that is one



Building and Esxcavation 187

side of the work: and the other, the restoration to honour
of “‘the millenary monuments of history.” One can
but wonder at the energy which shoulders two such
stupendous tasks simultaneously—the energy in ruler
and in nation; most statesmen and most political parties
would esteem it sufhcient for their &ay and their s:rengfh
if they undertook to adapt an ancient capital ciry to
the needs of its modern population—to extend its
borders, plan its streets, give it means of recreation and
of transport. But Mussolini and his Fascists, while
they create a modern Rome with one hand, are wans-

forming ancient Rome with the other. Mussolini is
often compared to Napoleon and whether or no the
comparison is justified in other respects, it is justified
in this: he has all the energy which was characteristic of
the Corsican.

One gathers that the rask has not been altogether
scraightforward; there have been and are differing views
among the Romans themselves as to the best method of
reconciling the needs and improvements of ro-day with
the preservarion of the past. There were the advocates
of a modern Rome whereof the life, so far as possible,
should be directed outside the bounds of the older ciry;
a new Rome that should grow up withour displacement of
the old, and artract to its streets of to-day and to-morrow
the industry and commerce of the twentieth century and
the social life that gal;hers round their affic. So that
the existing Rome, with its heritage of centuries, should
be spared adapruunn to the needs of a progressive age.

t was one view; that the elder city should be left, so
far as possible, untouched by modernity and reverenced
as a monument sacred to the life of the past. And
there was another, as vehemently put forward, which
insisted that Rome of the Romans should continue to
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live and develop with the centuries, and should therefore
be transformed, where needful, in accordance with the
needs of progress. If progress demanded the driving of
new roads through ancient quarters and the disadp.‘pear-
ance of something of her heritage of ancient building—
well, so it had to be, since Rome is the City Eternal,
with a future as well as a past.

What, as a martrer of fact, has happened, is a com-
promise between these two extremes of opinion. The out-
lying quarters that are the product of modernity continue
to grow and to house their added thousands; but there
is no sign of ebbing life in the older, central thorough-
fares, It is true that old buildings, and picruresque old
buildings, have fallen to the housebreaker in the course
of the last few years, and I have met with those who
spoke of their passing with regret; but the destruction
has been in the interest of monuments more ancient by
far than themselves. Here and there the medieval may
have crumbled and been carted as rubble, but on the site
thar it covered the classic stands revealed. . . . It is a
mighty work, this excavation of the wonders that time
and indifference have hidden; for the labour of those
who have planned the work is by no means completed
when the actual excavation is accomplished. There
remains the further and the careful task of harmonizin
surroundings of recent date with the excavated city
the Caesars—which is year by year extending its domain.
This problem of reconciling the new with the old, the
industrial with the classical, is to all intents and purposes
a (prnblcrn of to-day; so long as most of the monuments
o antiq;i:‘r{' were grouped in one district and neigh-
boured other 1t did not arise. The Palatine, the
Colosseumn, the Forum, the Greatr Arches—these stodd
undisturbed by the hurrying of traffic and unshouldered
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by shops and hotels. He who entered their precincts
rurned his back on medernity; here was Rome of the
Cassars standing apart in her silence!

The photograph of the Largo Argentina, which faces
page 190, is an illustration of the manner in which
Rome of the dead is thrusting forward into Rome of the
busily living. The temples shown in the photograph
are among the oldest monuments so far discovered; they
are relics of an age before thar of the Casars, an age when
Rome was still republican. Their discovery was due to
the pulling down of a large block of houses between the
Corso Vittorio Emmanuele and the Piazza S, Elena, on
a site which it was intended to clear and use for the
erection of a new public building; but, following on the
discovery of the temples, came an order from the Head
of the Government that the area, instead of being builc
over, should be preserved, and its temples restored. So
to-day it stands planted round with cypress in the centre
of the city; and the life and traffic of the twentieth
cent flows past it. As it does past that other recent
feat ';?exr:aﬁtion, Trajan's Market. The second photo-
graph facing page 190 will give some idea of the labour
entailed and the buildings removed before the Market
was cleared and restored.

The work on the relics of ancient Rome is not onl
one of excavation. There is another side to it; the
stripping of excrescences, the overgrowth of ages, from
monuments standing above ground. “The millenary
monuments of our history must stand out gigantic in
their solitude’’—so Mussolini, in the speech I have
quoted above; and the policy he therein outlined is,
year by year, in process of achievement. Steadily the
encroachments of centuries are being cleared away, till
site after site stands clear. Yet another illustration,
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facing page 209, shows the work of isolation proceeding
in the mighbnurhmd of the Capitol—the *‘millenary
monument’' that is symbol of the greatness of Rome!
The work that was proceeding when the photograph was
taken has now been completed and the Capitol is
isolated, freed from the buildings that once huddled
and pressed on its dignity. The Tarpeian Rock stands
clear, as for centuries it had not stood, and there has
likewise been a clearance of the shabby old houses that
once crowded round the Theatre of Marcellus. Another
clean sweep has been made on the Tiber bank, in the
Piazza Bocca della Verita, where the temples of Vesta
and of Fortuna Virile stand in the midst of an open
space that once was covered with buildings. The relics
of the ancients, in the last few years, have assumed a
new beaury and new ’

Truly Rome of to-day is fulfilling, and with thorough-
ness, her “cultural duty to the world ar large”; and
whatever failures and shortcomings his enemies may
cast against the Head of the Government, they cannot
accuse him of careless guardianship where the heritage
of the past is concerned. The fact is not surprising
when one remembers how conscious the Duce has shown
himself of the Roman descent of his race, and how often
he has moulded his policy on Roman partern. To the
men of old Rome, his biographer says, he feels himself
near and akin; he could have lived their life because
its interests and activities seem to him not unlike his
own. . . . If the rule of Fascism were swept away
to-morrow, it would leave at least one enduring monu-
ment: the older Rome that its founder has ordered and
revealed.
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VI. IAWS AND REGULATIONS

ON 1st July, 1931, there came into force the new [talian
Penal Code, which had been six years in the making;
and I remember being surprised when, a day or two
later, I saw a cheap edition thereof being peddled by
hawkers in the streets. I don't know why I was
astonished at the sight; it was natural enough that the
Italian man in the street should want o know what
new laws had been sprung on him. But the fact remains
that I was conscious ﬂfg astonishment; to my English
habit there was something incongruous in the buyi

of legal enactment from a gurter merchant, as if it
were Old Moore’s Almanack.

With the code that has been superseded I have no
acquaintance, bur, umably, in its main principles it
much resembled new; still, looking through the
latter, one picks out hcr: and there certain clauses and
penalties that are obviously the product of Fascism.
For instance, the article which visits with the extreme
penalty of the law an artempe against the Head of the
Government, even an attempt that comes to naught.
""Whoever makes an attempt against the life, security,
or personal liberty of the Head of the Government shall
be punished with death.” The person of the Head of
the Government is now held by the law of the Iralian
land to be as sacred as the person of the sovereign; the
article of the code dealing with attempts against the

191
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king has exactly the same wording: ' Whoever makes
an accempt against the life, security, or personal liberty
of the King or the Regent shall be punished with death.”
Death s also the penalty for attemprs against the queen
and the heir to the throne; but in the case of other
members of the royal family, the would-be assassin runs
less risk chan when he raises his hand against the Duce.
The death ty is only inflicted if his attempt against
the life of a prince of the blood has been successful:
otherwise he gets off with penal servitude.

There is another article in chis section of the code
which reads oddly, if vaguely, to our English ears:
“Whoever commits an offence against the honour or
the prestige of the Head of the Government s
punished wich penal servitude from one to five years''—
a clause which would probably sound less alarming if
one knew precisely what was considered an offence
against the honour and prestige of a statesman. Does
unfavourable criticism come under that heading? the
sort of uncomplimentary remark that our prime ministers,
as a matter of course, expect from Opposition news-
papers? Or the forcible comments of the orange-box
type of politician—would they mean one to five g’w‘“?
« .+ Perhaps it is rumour of the existence of this
clause in .;1]?.: Italian code, and uncertainty as to its
precise meaning, that is the origin of the belief, held by
many British rtourists, that it 1s dangerous to mention
the name of Mussolini in public. The belief, whatever
its origin, is widespread enough to have attracted the
attention of an institution desirous of directing the flow
of foreign travel towards Italy; for I have seen a pamphilet,
intended for consumption Izgel:he British rourist, in
which he 1s assured that precaution is entirely
needless.
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(As regards the personal safety of the Duce, there can
be no doubt that very stringent precautions are taken by
the police; and there can be no doubt that such precau-
tions are required, since more than one attempt has been
made on his life. The experience of an acquaincance of
my own suggests that it is advisable to give no ground
for suspicion in the neighbourhood not only of the
Duce but of other persons of importance. She—a lady
of entirely unpolitical mentalicy—was passing the door
of a Government office when there issued from it a
gentleman of whose identity she was ignorant, but whom
she afterwards discovered to be a member of the Fascist
Mihistry. It so happened she was wearing a string of
artificial pearls —which chose that moment to snap;
whereupon, instinctively, she made a swift movement
to grab them, and instantly found herself grabbed by a
couple of policemen. Fortunately, though English by
nationality, she had lived a grear part of her life in
Italy, and her Iralian was voluble and withour foreign
tang. She explained, and her explanation being cor-
roborated by the Woolworth pearls thar were rolling
in the gutter, she was not removed to the police-station
to be searched for a lethal weapon.)

For an Italian to abuse his country in public is more
than bad taste; it is a criminal offence which may lead
to a sojourn in gaol. "Whoever publicly vilifies che
Iralian nation shall be punished with penal servicude
from one to three years.” And the same drastic penalcy
applies to the cirizen who vilifies the national flag or
other emblem of the State. Nor is it only in the case
of flag and nation that the citizen must refrain his
tongue from evil; there are other institutions whereof
he’ will do well to speak politely. “ Whoever publicly
vilifies the Crown, the Government of the King, the
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Grand Council of Fascism, the Parliament, or only one
of the Chambers, shall be punished with penal servitude
from one to six years."”

Italy, as at present constituted, has no inspiration
towards internationalism. She intends, if one may so
put it, to keep herself to herself, and her dislike and
suspicion of the manifestations of internationalism are
reflected in several of the clauses of her penal code. To
start a branch of an international society—however
beneficent or harmless its objects—without receiving the
express permission of the Government, is to bring upon
oneself the displeasure and rigour of the law. *Who-
ever, without the authorization of the Government,

otes, constitutes, organizes, or directs in the terri-
tory of the State, associations, bodies, or institutions
having an international character, or sections thereof,
shall be punished with imprisonment up to six months
or with a fine of from 5,000 to 20,000 lire.”” While
any one who does no more than become a member of
an insticution for which the authorization of the Govern-
ment has not been granted “shall be punished with a
fine of from 1,000 to 10,000 lire.”" It is forbidden also,
without due authorization, to belong to any form of
foreign international society. (Another expression of the
same spirit is aloofness from the Boy Scout movement;
the Balilla is a purely national body which does not link
up with similar instirutions abroad.)

The death penalty in Iraly is carried out by shooting,
the execution being in private unless the Minisrer of
Justice directs otherwise. As regards length of sentence,
in some cases at least the Iralian code and practice is
sterner than ours; thirty years was the penalty awarded
last summer to a couple of young men of the professiorial

class who had ventured too far in their opposition to
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Fascism. And there is a proviso concerning the death
penalty which is strange to law as we know it: a man
may be sentenced to death if he has committed two
crimes which are both of them so serious that their
punishment is imprisonment for life. Then offenders
whose crimes are sufficiently serious are deprived not
only of their rights of citizenship bur of their right to
make a will—even the wills they have already made
are held to be invalid,

With us, adultery is a social offence, of which the
law takes c:::gujzanr_a only as a reason for divorce, By
Italian law divorce is not permitted; on the other hand,
Italian law does take cognizance of adultery as a penal
offence in irself. An unfaithful wife is liable to a year's
imprisonment, and the same penalty is earned by her
"cn-mspﬂndent"; but the P:nalt}r 15 inflicted nnl}r if
an action is brought by the injured husband; the law
stands aside until he institutes proceedings. In this
matter of unfaithfulness Italian law does not favour the
idea of equality berween the sexes; a husband, as long
as his amours are not so open as to be insulting to his
wife, may carry them on with impunity. What he
should not do is to bring his mistress to live in the house
with his wife or to keep her “nororiously” elsewhere;
if he carries his unfaithfulness ro this discourteous

itch, he is liable to pay for it with two ' im-
Erisnnment Here, a Plr:IF, the penalty wilj only be
mnflicred at che suit ugathe aggrieved partner, the wife.

. .It would be interesting to know what proportion
c-f Italian husbands and wives avenge the slight of marital
unfaithfulness by sending the unfaithful one to gaol?
Probably a small one; in any country there is a wholesome
prejudice against washmg the family linen in public;
and, apart from the social custom that condones male
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lapses, there is usually, on the side of the woman, the
economic factor to give pause. An unfaithful husband
may well deserve g'me penalty, and his wife may be
longing ro inflicr ic; but if you putr a man in prison for
the space of two years, what becomes of the wage or
the salary which supported his babies and his wife?
Unless she is possessed of independent means, the injured
spouse may well give pause before punishing herself
with her husband.

Also affecting women are the laws against birth control,
a doctrine which (as mentioned in a previous chapter) is
held accursed by the State as well as by the Church; in
the penal code it comes under the heading of *‘ Crirhes
against the Integrity and Health of the Race.” If the
lecturer on birth control ever existed in Iraly, we may
take it for granted that he is now as extinct as the dodo;
his reward, if he did venture to advocate the pernicious
doctrine on a pui:-hc platform, would be a heavy fine or
imprisonment. ““Whoever publicly incites to pracrices
con to procreation, or carries on propaganda in
favour thereof, shall be punished with Ptn.al servitude
up to one year or with a fine of 10,000 lire,"” And if the
offence is committed for purposes of gain, the penalty is
fine and imprisonment. Abortion, as elsewhere, is an
offence heavily punishable. Arcicle 547 of the code
enacts that a woman who procures her abortion shall be
punished with penal servitude from one to four years;
while an accomplice who performs the operation ncurs
the heavier sentence of from two to five years, In the
event of an injury resulting ro the woman, the accomplice
may receive as much as fifteen years, in the event of
death, as much as twenty. . . . Strange, when one
thinks of it, that in every munl:r}r (s.aw only in Russia)
the law of the civilized twentieth century should still
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bear the impress of its primitive past; strange that it
should still be motived by conditions under which a
prolific birth-rate was necessary to balance the frequent
wastage of pestilence and famine and the daily lack of
hygiene. Strange that it still should be counted as a
sin for a man to limit his poverty and a woman to limit
her pain! . . . In industrial nattons hard times and the
pressure of unemployment are bringing about the change
in public opinion which, in its turn, before many years
are over, will bring about change in the law; bur in
Italy, which is still mainly an agricultural country, and
where Church and State are (for once) in agreement, the
chinge may be longer in coming.

One could guess, without reference to the penal code,
that law, undger Fascism, would not be over-indulgent
to the striker. A State that claims supreme authoricy
in every department of the national life is hardly likely
to tolerate the pracrice of sectional warfare. "' The force
of the State must exceed every other force; that is to
say, the State must be absolutely suvtrei?"—as it will
not be if it merely keeps the ring while Capital and
Labour fight it out. “This (absolutely sovereign) con-
ception of the State has been completely realized in
every act of Fascist legislation™ ; including che legisla-
rion dealing with the strike and lock-out. Both lock-out
and strike are illegal in Italy; under the Labour Charter
(Carta del Lavora) special courts have been constituted
for the trial of industrial disputes, and to these courts
the disputants are bound, by law, to apply. If they try
to fight out the matter for themselves, the code will deal
with them faithfully. An employer who, by reason of
any form of wages dispute, ' wholly or in part suspends



108 Medern Italy

work in his establishments, shall be punished with a
fine of not less than 10,000 lire.” (Note the “no
less,” no maximum fine being specified. One supposes
it left to the judgment of the court, and chat a millionaire
will receive a millionaire’s treatment.) As for the
employees who “‘to the number of three or more
collectively abandon their work, or perform it in such
a way as to disturb the continuity or regularity thereof,
for the sole purpose of imposing upon employers of
labour terms other than those agreed upon’—they also
are condemned to punishment by fine, though in their
case the maximum limit is stated and its amount is
1,000 lire. A lock-our or a strike for political purposes
is visited with heavier penalties; it means gaol as well
as fine—up to a year for the master and up ro six months
for the men. And when a strike or lock-out is aimed
directly at the Government, “for the purpose of com-
pelling the authorities to take, or refrain from raking,
a measure, or of influencing their decisions, the penal
of penal servitude up to two years shall apply.” Yer
another clause warns the sympathetic seriker that he is
exposing himself to the same pains and penaltfes as the
original causers of quarrel; and, the strike in all its aspects
T::t:ing wholly illegal, it goes without saying, there is no
provision made for the form of persuasion which is
misnamed *‘peaceful pickecing,”

The law of the land as it affects the casual foreigner
is chiefly a matter of passport regulation; and when I was
in Italy, in the summer of 1931, I was given to under-
stand that there had recently been a stffening in the
matter of passport regulation. Certainly one noted moré

precaution than in neighbouring countries; it
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was not deemed sufficient for the tourist to fill in a
docker on arrival at his hostelry; the passport itself
must be produced and handed over to the hotel pro-
prietor or his representative, the porter, This, 1
imagine, is so that the proprietor can furnish the police,
of his own knowledge, with the particulars contained in
the document; of his own knowledge and, apparently,
in his own handwriting. T judge the own handwriting
to be needful because I once made the mistake of offering
to assist the proprietress of a small hotel on the Mont
Cenis road who was struggling with the difficulties of
our unfamiliar English names, Iralian passport author-
itiks share the usual curiosity of the foreign official as
to the Christian names of your father and mother—
which do not appear on a British passport but apparently
are looked on, on the Continent, as a guarantee of good
faith! When I informed the good lady, in response to
her inquiry, that my father was Denzil and my mother
was Maude, a look of sheer bewilderment overspread her
simple countenance—here was spelling far beyond her
ken. It was then I suggested that I should take pen and
fill in the paper, and was reﬁulstd with something like
alarm and a murmur abourt the police. It was clear that
a stringent procedure was enjoined with regard ro the
passports of foreigners. . . . Iwas rold, when I inquired,
that there was an added stringency ; and the reason given
me for this access of caurion was the would-be assassin
of the Head of the Government, Schirru. Schirru, a
bitter anti-Fascist, who had been living in France, had
slipped over the border and returned to Iraly, with the
purpose (so it was asserted at his trial) of making an end
of Mussolini. Though the police were on his track he
"was able to evade them by the simple process of registering
at his various inns and lodgings under a name that was
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not hisown. For some days no suspicion was aroused, and
the trick worked smm:&s}r enough; the fugitive from
justice filled in his paper and the innkeeper accepted
it, without thought of asking to compare it with his
guest's passport. Then for some reason, some unlucky
chance, the passporc was asked for—and Schirru's days
were numbered. He was arrested, tried, and found guiley
of an actempt against the life of the Head of the Govern-
ment; and, in due course, condemned to death and shot.
As a consequence of Schirru's arrest—or rather of the
difficulty of making his arrest—the passport regulations
were overhauled and instructions issued to all Imlian
innkeepers to possess themselves, for p es of scrut:ﬂ}r.
of the actual documents vouching for their guests'
identity. Such, at least, was the cxplanarion given to
me, I may add, for the comfort of intending travellers,
that the increase of stringency does not really mean
increase of trouble; after a day or two in the country the
necessity for furnishing the Christian names of your
parents no longer arises, since you receive from the police
a document supplementing the inadequacies of your
British passport, on which the parriculars you have
hitherto been called on to furnish are filled in once for
all. This permesso you hand in with your passport, on
arrival at each new hostelry, and both documents, having
been scrutinized and noted, are later returned to your
possession by the porter—and that is all there is to it!
One of the notices on the supplementary paper instructs
you to hand it to the police before leaving the country,
but adds the reassuring informarion that this confiscation
on the part of the police is only for statistical p
As a matter of fact, the paper is removed by the re
officials on the Italian side of the frontier—and ¢
again, is all there is to it!
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Personally, when I arrived in the country I had my
passport examined not once but many times—so many
times did I have to display it that I lost count of the
number. But thar, I take it, was because I entered
Iraly as I hold it should be entered, with a knapsack to
my back and on my own two feet. As the legions came
to Jtaly and as the pilgrims came; not through a hole in
the ground, like a rat emerging from a sewer; or hurried
in a car, in the space of an hour, from the region of the
snows and the first stunted pines to the region of the
orchards and the chestnuts. Then the route I had
chosen, the Mont Cenis, because it is the road between
twd Latin countries, is not, I should imagine, at an
time of year so frequented by walkers as other Alpine
roads—those which lead into Italy from the countries
where men walk for the joy of ir, the countries of the
Swiss and the German. Certain it is that, for a couple
of days at the end of May, I had the old bridle-path
entirely to myself, and even where the bridle-path had
been improved out of existence and been merged into
stretches of splendid (but most unwelcome) road: even
there a car of any sort or kind was a rarity. In these
circumstances custom-house officers and others whose
duties confine them to uneventful solitude are no doubt
grateful for any small distraction in their loneliness; and
the arrival of a lunaric female who had scrambled up the
bridle-path in a heat wave, with a pack on her Eack.
when she might perfectly well have taken a comfortable
train,, was the occasion for much interested converse
with the guardians of the French frontier. They were
kind enough to suggest that my counterfeir present-
ment as revealed by my passport was not réussi; but
agreed with me that a flartering likeness could hardly
be expected when you were snapped by a “passport™
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photographer at the price of three for eighteenpence.
After some friendly converse on the subject of my
journey from Lund};n and my strange preference for
the road, we parted with expressions of mutual goodwill.
As a mateer of fact we did not part entirely, for when
I had nearly reached the Iralian frontier post—which must
be a kilometre or so along the road—I was overtaken b
one of the dowaniers, who kindly introduced me to his mi
leagues, the doganieri. Thanks in part to this influential
introduction, and in part, no doubt, to the fact that they
too were bored, and looked upon me as a slight relief
from surrounding monotony, the dopanieri also received
me with much friendliness. Owing ro linguistic shdrt-
comings, conversation was more limited on the Italian
side of the frontier than on the French, but what there was
of it was cordial. I was rold that the custom-house was
some hours farther on and given the distance to my inn.
When I parted from the amiable dopanieri, and turned
my face along the road to Italy, I imagined that—save
for the custom-house en romte—I had done with the
showing of my passport, Wherein I was mistaken; time
after time between the height of the frontier and Susa
in the valley I had to open my knapsack at the roadside
and produce the document for inspection. Some of
the inspection was performed by gentlemen whose
uniform suggested the military gamekeeper, and who
hunted in couples, with guns and a dog. They seem to
be a species of frontier guard; and I imagine that one of
their duties is to keep watch for the offenders who try to
leave the country without due authorization—which is
often more than difficule to get. Obviously they also
keep watch and ward on the entrants, for whenever
I met them on my downward road they asked for a look
at my passport. This periodical examination of cre-
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dentials, however, was never unpleasant; on the contrary,
the acquaintance thus ofhicially begun was improved

a litdiqf:iendly conversation, }rlts Eﬂn It on I:Pl':.::idg I;];‘
the officials was always the same. If I would go to such
and such a village, or wait in the road at such and such
a spot, there would arrive a macchina—which is otherwise
a motor-bus—into which I could mount and be conveyed
along the road to Susa. To this propesition my answer
was always the same: "' Mi piace andare a piede.”” An
idea of raking pleasure which, judging by their comments,
facial and verbal, made litcle appeal to the guardians
of the Mont Cenis road.

Something to remember, that walk from Lanslebourg
to Susa, over the Mont Cenis Pass; when one pitied,
one pitied the unfortunates who travel through holes in
the ground. The unfortunates who dine in a wagon-
restaurant, instead of regaling on the Food of the Gods—
which is only served at a wayside inn, at the end of a
day’s hard tramp. . . . One drawback only I remember
on that wondrous walk: the difficulty of obraining long
drinks on the road, the long, long drinks, in mugs and
tall glasses, that you begin to dream of when your pack
is heavy to your shoulder and the sun is hot on the hill.
It was not only that the vermouth and seltz which I was
proffered when I reached a house of call is a drink which
I feel I must approach with caution, but the glasses
themselves, whatever you put into them, are emptied
almost in a n‘u:n.u:hfz:i:I They are wine-glasses, not
tumblers, made for sips, not for draughts. Beer, which
is, par E.I{f”ﬂlﬂ', the walker's d:ink, was not to the fore
on the road between Lanslebourg and Susa. In other
regions it was to the fore, and, judging by the frequency

birra advertisements, must be vying in pﬁpuluitf
with the products of Iralian vineyards.



XVI. INSTITUTIONS AND VOTES

IN an carlier chapter, wherein I deale with the position
of women in the New Italy, I mentioned the fact that,
at one period of the Fascist regime, women had been

ssed of the municipal vote—a privilege surprisingly
conceded by the Duce. Surprisingly indeed, when his
views on women and their Placc in the world are cfn-
sidered. There is a passage in a book I have quoted once
or twice, Margherita Sarfacei's biography of the Great
Man, which gives some of his comments on the life
of classic Rome; comments wherein he expresses his
approval of the exclusion of the Roman women from the
public activities and interests of their husbands. *When
the matron issued from the shelter of her home, the life
of Rome began to decay.”

Such being the sentiments of their ruler, it is hardly
astonishing that the privilege of the vore was not long
enjoyed by the women citizens of Italy; it was taken
from them almost as soon as bestowed. It is only fair
to the Duce, however, to point out that the deprivation
was not theirs alone; they lost their municipal vore
because it was abolished, abolished altogether, alike for
women and for men. This change in the constitution
of civic authority took place in the year 1926, when, by
decree of the Government, the office of mayor was swept
into limbo and with it the municipal council; and the
power of rule they had formerly exercised was vested,
in all Iralian towns (save Rome), in an official appointed
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by the central Government, for whose benefit was revived
the medieval title podestd. The decision to abolish the
system of election for mayor and council was probably
influenced, to a certain extent, by the " Red" record of
many civic bodies; for several years after the war—from
1918 to 1922 — municipal councils were the happy
hunting ground of the extremists whom the Italians call
sovversivi, and it is said that, at one time, the red flag
had been hoisted over something like two thousand of
the communes of Iraly. With, among other conse-
quences, the usual resules of ultra-progressive finance;
many of the municipalities of the Iralian peninsula were
still struggling with the difficulties resulting from full-
speed spending on a generous scale when the Fascist
Government pronounced the doom of their system of
local democracy, and the elecred authority of the
sindaro, or mayor, gave piacz to thar of the Pﬂdﬂ:&,
appointed without re%crence to the ballot-box. The new
—or rather the new-old—experiment was first tried in
the smaller communes, those whose inhabitants were
fewer in number than five thousand; and presumably the
results were immediate and satisfactory, for, shortly
afterwards, the larger towns were given the same treat-
ment as the smaller and received a podestd as chief
magistrate. With, as noted above, the one exception
of Rome, whose chief magistrate is distinguished from
his fellows by the tde of governor—Rome is a
povernatorato,

It would not, I think, be inaccurate to say that local
government in Iraly is now run on the “crown colony "
system, since the podestd is called to his duties by appoint-
ment and not by election. The appointment is nomin-
dlly made by the king, and the podestd’s tenure of office
is, at the least, for five years. As a rule he combines in
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his own single person the functions once exercised by

mayor and corporation, but in the larger cities he may
have the assistance of officials known as municipal
advisers, to the number of not less than six. Like
himself, however, these advisers are not elected by the
burgesses; one-third of their number are nominared by
the prefect of the province and the other two-thirds
by the local Fascist syndicates—a procedure which is
caleulated to ensute a right-minded choice! The law
instituting the new civic authority laid it down that the
office of podestd should be honorary, and I was told that
the majority receive no payment for their services; in a
minority of cases, however—presumably when the right
man is too poor to take office unremunerated—a salary
is paid to the holder of the dignity, its amount being
regulated by the capacity to pay of the commune. A
feature of the system, and an important feature, is this;
Unlike his predecessor, the abolished mayor, the podestd
is frequently a stranger to the city over which he holds
authority. In this lack of close acquaintance there is
likewise a purpose; the aim of the system s, avowedly,
to keep control over local independence, to centralize
authority, and enable the Government to dominate ''as
it should the life of the provinces and of the com-
munes, where in the past only local ambirions held
sway.” Under the new regime ‘‘the authority of
the executive power, by means of its own agents,
is forcefully radiated from the centre to the cr-
cumference’’ — from Rome to all the provinces and
communes.

This reversion to the office and title of podestd 1s yet
another proof of New Italy’s memo of her bygone
centuries and desire to link herself with the institutions
of the past. It was in the Middle Ages thar the podestds
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came into being; they were rulers, chief magistrates, of
the city states in the days of their proud independence
and turbulent feuds. It was the fI:uuds that were the
cause of their special and peculiar office; irs funcrion
being to hold the balance with impartial severity berween
the Montagues and Capulets, the Blacks and Whites,
whose furious rivalries and bloody faction-fights were the
curse of medieval Italy. Given the customary atmosphere
of hereditary rivalry, and it was practically impossible
for a man born and bred in an Italian city to be free of
the taint of its faction; he must always have a leaning
one way or the other—to Black or White, Capulet or
Mntague. Impartiality could not be expected of him;
yet impartiality in dealing wich turbulence was the
quality needed above all others in a-ruler of turbulent
men. Hence arose a practice which soon became general
in Iraly; the city, unable to deal with its own violence,
called in an outsider for the job. A man, that is to say,
without local connections or interests, who was placed
in supreme authority; since only a man withour con-
nections or interests could be rrusted to deal faichfully
with rival factions and inflict equal justice on bravos
who made streets unsafe for the peaceful. . . . Such
was the origin of the podestd’s ofhice ; a voluntary resigna-
tion of powers of local government, a voluntary submis-
ston to the rule of the outsider, as a cure for the evil of
the faction-fight. Fascism has revived it, after lapse of
centuries, as a means of ensuring peace in local govern-
ment; and, in reviving it, has adhered to the original
rradition, that it is an office best filled by a man wich-
out local connecrions. Always and everywhere Fascism
abhors the party spirit which inevitably produces op-
position; abhors it on the stage of local politics, as
well as on the wider stage of the nation. And to that
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fact is due che revival of the office of podestd and the
scrapping of municipal suﬁi‘agc. The aim, always and

here, is the smooth running of the administrative
machine, the removal of all chn:lu on its efficiency;
and that is an aim impossible of achievement when
parties wrestle ceaselessly for the upper hand, and the
existence of government, as a marter of course, entails
the existence of opposition, seeking to entangle its feet.

. So argues Fascism, not without some show of
reason; and substitures a podestd, appointed by the Crown,
for mayor and council, elected by the voter—and therefore
liable to faction-fight.

As it has freed civic authority from dependence+on
the good will of the burgess, so the central Government
has freed itself from dependence on the good will of
Parliament, “'Freed” is the expression used by Rocco,
the Minister of Justice, in his explanation of the prin-
ciples of Fascism and the constitution of its executive.
Our Cabiner th of joint responsibilicy has been
discarded, as ma.;ﬂlg not g'u.r strength but f?r weakness.
*“At the head of the Government, to direct the general
policy of the State, there must be a single person, not
the Council of Ministers, which of course remains a
consulting organ of the highest importance, but which
from 1rs collegiare nature cannot be tJ:u: effective director
of the policical life of the country.” It is explained,
further, that “the old idea of (Cabiner) solidarity is
abandoned, because it assumes diversity in action, and
therefore has no longer any reason to exist when there is
only one policy, that is to say, when action is unified.
Technical matters alone remain outside the unity, for in
this sphere mdn'ldu:ll work may be carried on by the
vmuusmuusm's . Which sounds as if the ** various
ministers,” whose IﬁPﬂnﬂbﬂlt}' is confined to technical
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matters, must have the standing rather of our permanent
officials than of ministers in a British Government.

Then, as to the reasons for rejecting parliamentary
government:

"Parliamentary government'' (I still quote Rocco)
“‘arose when the suffrage was restricted and the forces
of the State were practically in the hands of some
minorities of the intellectual bowrpeoisie. These minor-
ities, which held the vote and governed, constituted the
only efficient force in the country, because social life
was very simple, the conflicting interests berween class
and class were few, and the masses, not being politically
minded, held aloof. Things changed when the masses
entered into political life for the guardianship of their
economic interests. The Lower Chamber, elected by
universal suffrage, became simply a numerical repre-
sentation of the electors, and could no longer be the
exact expression of the political forces existing in
country, nor could it be an accurate reflection of the true
state of the nation. There are, in fact, other living and
active forces not represented, or represented inadequately
in Parliament, because their qualitative value does not
carrespond to the number of votes at their command.
The estimate and the interpretation of all real forces in
the country is a very complex task, and is so far from
being indicated by an enumeration of votes, that it can
only be made by one who is above all conflicting forces,
and is therefore more than any one else in a position to

ive each irs true value. . . . The Government being

reed from its dependence on Parliament, a return has
been made to the principle of the constitution that
%:J:mmnl: emanates from the royal power and not

m Parliament, and ministers must enjoy the con-

fidence of the king, the faithful interprecer of the needs

P
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of the nation. In a period when the life of a great
people has become higﬁ?}?lj:omplcx. it is no longer
sible to give to the elecred representatives the chief
power in the government of the country, Political
representation is the representation of individuals and
of groups. If the organ of such interests acquires pre-
eminence in the exercise of sovereign power and domi-
nates the executive power, the rraditional and permanent
interests of society are lost sight of in the interests of
individuals, groups, and classes: thus the sovereignty of
the Stare is reduced to a shadow.” . . . And che first,
the immutable principle of the Fascist creed, is that the
State is not a shadow but a sovereign reality; that she
nation is more than an apgregate of men and women,
an entity of separate and supreme existence o whose
rights are subordinate all rights of groups and classes,
as well as all rights of individuals. " Everything," said
Mussolini, in one of his orarions, "'is dependent upon
the destiny of the nation. If the nation is powerful,
then every one, from the highest to the lowest, can hold
his head high. If the nation 15 impotent and dis-
organized, every person feels the consequences.” And
on that principle he and his party have acred.

(Tts obverse—which also has much rruth in it—is a
sentiment of the Chinese sage Su Tung P'o: "If all
men are happy in their work, what need has the empire
of government?”")

The Fascist Party and militia i run on a reéinnal
system, the local headquarters being known as a Casa
del Fascio. This Casa is more than an ordinary office and
information bureau; it is a centre for the many acivities
and amenities of Fascism. Such, at any rate, is the
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Casa at Florence, where local Fascism has taken up its
quarters in a vast palazgo, built in the customary fashion
round a courtyard and running to rooms by the score.
(In pre-war days this impossibly enormous building was

I believe, the dwelling of a Russian prince.) You know
it without label, as you pass along the streer, by the
Blackshirts going in and out or chatting in groups in
its hallway. Here are not only offices, offices innumer-
EbiE‘. on Hoor H.ﬁ,'.E‘[" H.Dﬂlf, I:.'rllt ﬂ]l thE‘ Cﬂﬂ'ﬁ"ﬂ‘]liﬂﬂfﬂﬂ ﬂf a
club; including a restaurant where the Blackshirt may
forgather and dine at small cost, and a barber’s shop
where he can obtain his shave and his haircur. (Why is
it* that nearly all Englishmen seem to shave themselves
and nearly all foreigners have to call in outside help?)
Medical advice is also obtainable on the premises of che
Casa del Fascio; a list displayed on the notice-board gives
the names of the various docrors and specialists who are
available for consultation by local Fascism, and the days
and hours of their acrendance at the Casa.

In Florence, judging by the frequency of the Black-
shirt, the party 1s in a ﬂuunshmg condition; bur it
would be expecting too much of a system but recently
established to conclude that the machinery which 1s
everywhere set up by Fascist authority is everywhere
made full use of. I have seen in a provincial own of
good size a Casa del Fascio, also of good size, which
seemed to be leading a very quiet life; no smart young
Blackshirts hurrying in and out or grouped in talk
around the door. But the policy of Eruﬂse who direct
the movement is (so I imagine) to have the machinery
ready for use when required; to create a local demand
fnr Fascism, not wait tll it creates iself.

* The Blackshirt uniform being a common object of the
streets, and the Blackshirt review a common incident of
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public life, the question inevitably presents itself: What
is the cost of all this soldiering? When I put my
inquiry about the LTREEP of the National Milicia, I was
told that its pay-roll is small, exceedingly small; for the
reason that its members receive no regular wage, and are
compensated only when required for dury that calls
them away from their work. Still a certain proportion
of the militiamen must always be on duty that requires
pay or allowances; and there must also be a somewhat
heavy expense incurred by the running of the many
houses of Fascism—with their various departments and
the permanent officials attached to them. While the
numerous Blackshire ceremonies and reviews must also
be occasion for outlay,

Unlike service in the army, service in the milicia is a
matter purely voluntary. I once asked for an exact
definition of its duties and status, whereupon I was
referred to a little book written, I believe, by an Anglo-
Italian, which contained the necessary information. The
book T have mislaid but the passage concerning the
milicia I copied out at the time:

“The militia is an organization with a military |
character, in which any citizen may be enrolled who
wishes; with the object of giving voluntary aid in defence
of the State against eicher internal or external enemies;
and also of giving voluntary assistance in the case of any
national calamity, for example, in the case of earthquakes,
floods, epidemics, etc., where aid is needed.”

I have sometimes wondered what is the position,
with regard to disarmament, of the volunteer, semi-
military forces that have come into being since the war?
These Blackshirts of Traly seem numerous and well-
drilled, and so, to all appearances, are the Nazis and
Stahlhelm of Germany. Do the politicians and pacifists
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who sit round the wmble ar disarmament conferences
count them in as soldiers, when they reckon up the
strength and the warlike resources of a nation? Or do
they look on them as negligible in a military sense, and
write them down as mere civilians? In whatever light
the experts regard them, to the uninitiated their existence
suggests complications. . . . Their existence and like-
wise their enthusiasm, 1

For there is a sense, and a very real sense, in which
these semi-military, irregular forces are more dangerous
to the peace of Europe and the world than r:guhr
armies, whether they be conscripr or * mercenary.
R‘cgulnr soldiers, enlisted or conscript, are

iﬁd for a term of years to carry out military duties;

wh1c may include war but, more often, is merely
preparation for war, interspersed with the drudgery of
fatipues. Once in uniform, they are trained to strict
obedience, and, once in uniform, they must stay there
for the time appointed. If they weary of their job, they
must weary, but go on with it; if chey loathe ir, they
must go on loathing. In order to keep regular soldiers
together it is not necessary—as it is in the case of the
Nazi and the Blackshirt—to make constant appeal to
their fighting instinct and remind them of enmiry and
peril. When it comes to a crisis in the affairs of
nations—when the peace of nations depends on the
ktcting of tempers—it will be easy enough ro hold
back the regular soldier; but the semi-military, in that
;Igl}r- moment, may be straining and tearing at the
eash. . .

1 Rince the sbove was written the qu:&n’.ﬂu haz been raised—and

_advisedly, It is a question Europe will have to ponder, in connection

with disarmament, War has many resemblances to love; one of them
being that ** it will find out a way," in spite of arrificial barriers.
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And—also in connection with the National Militia—
I have sometimes wondered whether it may not be
difficult for those in authority to draw a line of demarca-
tion between the various military, semi-military, and
police forces of Italy? whether the functions of these
various forces do not, ar times, nvetlap'* For there are
so many of them, all raking part in the guardianship
of Italy—rnnre than we, or other nations, seem o require
for protection. The army proper, the regular, conscripred
army; in which the young man, reaching twenty, does
his term of service. The Fascist Milina, which does
a lot of soldier-drilling and manceuvre; and which also
—as when it keeps order on the trains—behaves as if it
were police. Then, in the third place, the Carabinieri;
understood to be a species of police but behaving some-
what as if they were soldiers; living in barracks and
wearing an unpolice-like uniform. And last—less im-
posing in appearance—the useful, ordinary police of the
streets ; who direct the traffic, and, when you are in Rome,
pull you up when you walk on the wrong side of the
Corso and insist on your crossing the road. Presumably
all these somewhat similar bodies are required for the
safety and well-being of the nation; bur one is tempred
to wonder whether they do not occasionally ger in each
other’s way? Anywhere else one imagines that they
would, but Ita.l]r appears to have a sPECial talent for
the running side by side of institutions that mighc be
expected to clash. For instance, the old institution of
kingship and the new institution of Head of the Govern-
ment, which seem to be working in together.

Though the municipal vote has been abolished of late
years, the parliamentary vote is stll in existence.
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Perhaps one should phrase it a parliamentary vote, since
Italian suffrage is not the replica of British, nor is the
Italian Chamber of Deputies like Parliament as we
understand it. Openly and avowedly the new regime
has rejected ‘‘ the conception of a parliamentary govern-
ment"’; but though it allows no interference with the
administrative machine, it permits of an assembl

which * collaborates wicth the executive power,”
“*Fascism," says Rocco, “has never failed to recognize
the usefulness of parliamentary collaboration” ; but, on
the other hand, ‘‘the Fascist doctrine denies the dogma
of popular sovereignty which on one hand made the
Chamber the only seat of sovereign power, and therefore
the chief organ of the State, and on the other surrendered
the election of the deputies ro the caprice of the masses.”
Elected deputies are the servants of the State, not its
rulers, and as Fascism has no faith in popular wisdom,
and does not hear the Voice of God in the Voice of the
People, it holds that the eleccion of members of Parlia-
ment must be regulated, not left to unguided ignorance
and prejudice. "By a fundamental law of social life
the mass of men tend to follow the will of some domi-
nating element, some so-called ‘guiding spirits.” The
problem of Government will never be solved by trusting
in this illusive will of the masses, but must be solved
by a careful selection of the ‘guiding spirits.”"

These being the principles that underlie the Iralian
election, it is easy to understand why candidates are not
nominated locally and singly as they are with us. The
deputy exists to further the good of the supreme entity,
the State, not to represent the views of constituents;
“the deputies are among the fundamental agents of the
Stare”; so “‘their selection must be regulated in the
best way."” As for the actual procedure; the majority
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of candidates are nominated, in the first instance, by
the federated syndicates—the legally recognized trade
unions and associations of professional workers and
employers. The names of these chosen of the syndicates
are then submitred for the approval of the Fascist Grand
Council, which winnows the list to its own satsfaction;
a process which “‘assures the choice of those most fit
to exercise in Parliament their function of legislative
collaboration and guardianship of the general interests
of the nation.” And the roll of candidates thus decided
on is finally submitted to the electorate. . . . Not our
way of doing things; but then, why should it be?
Fascism does not want to do things in our way—on the
contrary, it has rather a contempet for it. The Duce
has told us so plainly in the course of more than
one of his speeches. '*We say,” he once declared, ' we
say to the responsible governors of other nations: You
will pass the same way that we have passed; you also,
if you wish to survive, must put an end to talkarive
parliamentary systems.” . . , A few years ago, if any
responsible ruler had voiced such a sentiment, demo-
cracy would have answered with a roar of contradiction.
To-day the conrradicrion is somewhat more hesitating:
dunnmcy. having had more experiencc of government,

is less blown with the sense of its own high talents
and virtues.

The membership of the Iralian Lower House—the
Chamber of Deputies—is four hundred in number;
and, having been duly approved and elected, it discharges
its function of collaboration for the space of five years.
The Second Chamber is the Senate, whose members are
not elected but appointed by the king: the qualification
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for appointment being attainment of the age of forty,
coupled with distinction in some walk of life or payment
of a certain sum in taxation. In addition o the Senate
and the Chamber of Deputies there is also the Fascist
Grand Council—presumably more important than either.
With this body the electorate has no direct concern; as
its name betokens it is a product of the National Fascist
Party. Its membership consists, in the first place, of
the Ouadrumviri—the Head of the Government and three
other leaders of the March on Rome; these four are
permanent members. Then ministers and others who
beIung to the council ex afficio; and E:mll}r a certain number
ﬂf n‘lEInl:hE]:s W]'IUSE aFPulntmtnt |.5 aon FG[' thrﬁf’ ?Eﬂﬁ
The functions of the Chamber ufy Deputies having
dwindled in importance, so, inevitably, have the
funcrions of those who elect it. The procedure of an
Italian general election would appear to resemble the
procedure of a plebiscite rather than a general election
as we are accustomed to practise it. There are no
complications in the way of local interests, no parricular
measures on which candidates must make their position
clear, gmng pledges for or against. The last election
ook place in March 192g—otherwise Year VII of the
Fascist Revolurion—and the Iralian citizen, possessed
of a vote, was required to register a straightforward
approval or dlsaﬁpmval of the list of national candidares
put forward; which meant that he registered approval
ur disapproval of the works and ways of the Government.
u agree with our Fascist policy? that, roughly
ea]}:n , was the question asked of the elector. And
\:Ee manner in which the elector answered it is inscribed
n proud letters on one of the municipal buildings of
'Flmmu—and for aught I know, on municipal buildings
all over the Italian peninsula. It is indeed a noteworthy
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answer, which no Government, whatever the success of
its record, could hope to obtain from a British electorate.
Berween eight and nine million Ttalian citizens—nearly
ninety per cent of the elecrorare—recorded their votes
at the poll; and of these 8,517,838 answered the question
with a sarisied Si; and a meagre company of 135,773
cast in their disapproving Ne! . . . One hundred and
thirty-five thousand seven hundred and seventy-three—
out of an elecrorate numbering berween nine and ten
million. . . . I stared at the figures, stood and stared
at them for minutes. Even remembering thar this was
the election affected by the Lateran Treaty, signed in
the preceding month; and that, as one of the results'of
the Lateran Treary, good Catholics, instead of abstaining,
as aforetime, were urged by their priests to the poll!—
even so, the figures were sufficiently astounding, . . .
Truly, if elections can be taken ar their face value,
Fascism appears to be attaining its goal of the uni
political conscience—people who think all alike!

Is it possible to make a people think all alike?

And if, and when, it does think all alike—what
becomes of it? How does it develop?

These are questions to which there is at present no
answer; but Italy and Russia may give us an answer in

the future.



XVI, ORGANIZED LEISURE. THE END

THERE are special difficulties in the way of acquiring
understanding of the institutions of states of the new
order; that is to say, of Italy and Russia, where the
political and administrative system i5, to all intents and
pufposes, an artificial product—designed and fabricated
in a few short years, not grown by slow Emczss of
centuries. To begin with, the institurions have been
working for so brief a time that it is impossible as yet
to gauge their real effect, which will show irself, ar
earliest, when a generation has grown ro maturicy
beneath their influence. That is one difhculty, and
another, as serious, is that the new order of government
is strongly intolerant of criticism; hence in Italy (and
by common report it is the same in Russia) there is
litctle or no literature of critical comment on State
insticutions, undertakings, and achievements. Among
other nations and languages such critical comment
exists and is an aid to enlightenment; in its absence
there is only the official admiring estimate.

As an instance of this lack o% other than Blue Book
information: both in Rome and in Florence I tried
bookseller after bookseller for some volume wherein
I could obtain details of the work of an institurion to
which I have more than once alluded in these pages, the
Opera Nagionale Dopolavoro—the National Institution for
the Use of Leisure. A cerrain amount of information

2Lg
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concerning it I had picked up casually; I knew that one
of its activities was the open-air theatre—the Car of
Thespis; and T knew (because I had seen placards to
that effect) thar, by the agency of the Dopolavoro, you
could obtain reduced fares E::' excursions on the ratlways,
and on certain days buy half-price rickets for theatres
and cinema houses. One of my informants told me
(not, I think, altogether seriously) that the reason so
many well-patronized cinema houses went bankrupt
was because such a large prnpnrl:inn of their audience
came in on the unremunerative Dcrpnfrrmra prices.
Although I do not chink it was entm‘l}r sermus, there
was probably some truth in the suggestion; “circusés”
for the multitude must be paid for by someone, and if
they are not paid for by the audience, the management
must meet the expense. The ordinary citizen, it was
explained to me, obtained these reduced fee benefits of
Dopolavoro through membership of his syndicate—his
Fascist trade union or pmfcssmnal asmcia:mn, the
subscriprion for working-class members is only a few
of our pence—two lire fifty centesimi, to be exact—
which, if a member is a film fan or ardent theatre-goer,
must soon be recouped on his admissions. It is not to
be wondered at that the number of members in 1929
was nearly a million and a half.

The organization of Dopolavero is a natural develop-
ment of l'%:—“ Fascist State; it is unthinkable thar a form
of government which desires to influence the whole life
of a nation should leave the non-working hours out of
its sphere of control. Some of the means whereby such
control is exercised—the acrivities of L.U.C.E. and the
Balilla—have already been indicated, but these, appa-
rently, did not cover the whole field of leisure and
amusement, and five or six years apo the Opera Nazionale
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Dopolavoro was called into being, not only in order to
furnish the citizen with cheap amusement but to aid
him in the rask of self-improvement.

According to the official account of the institution,
the only account available, Dapafma ""has much in
common with the welfare work in Anglo-Saxon countries,
which embraces all the efforts of the grear firms for the
assistance and furure provision of their mplu ees: and
has also several points of analogy with other greac
organizations, such as the Y.M.C.A,, the Playground
and Recreation Association of America, the Carnegie
United Kingdom Trust . . . and other foreign organiza-
tiohs and associarions that promote libraries, culture,
and arcistic education for adults, sport, popular tours,
and so on. In addicion to these characteristics, however,
the Iralian movement has intrinsic features of its own
which differentiate it from all organizations of the kind.

“The Dopolavoro is a public insticution which . . . is
able to deal directly with the problems of welfare,
education, and recreation of the working classes.
Whereas in other countries . . . the solution of the
various problems of instruction, physical education, and
the various forms of social aid for the working classes 1s
left to private initiative, in Italy alone, thanks to the
enterprising spirit of Fascism, these tasks have become
an integral part of the Stare’s activities, and in this
field also, the State asserts irs position as the controlling
force of the narion."”

There are statements in the above paragraph relating
to other nations which might be cEalIenged: I pass
them by, however, and go on to the activities of the
Dopolavoro, which are classed under four principal
headings: ““Instruction (culcure for the people and the
teaching of trades); Artistic Education (dramatic societies,
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music and chorus singing, cinematography, wireless,
folklore); Physical Education (ltalian Excursion Federa-
tion and Central Sporting Commission); Social Welfare
and Hygiene (dwellings, hygiene, provision for the
future, leisure-time occupation for the various classes
of workmen)."

As for the details of this vast programme, they include
“libraries, reading-rooms, evening instruction courses
e e's universities . . . the educational cinema'’;
these under the heading of Instruction. In the realm of
sport, “a truly imposing number of young men and
women . . . are being trained in all che soundest forms
of sporting exercise, from gymnastics to fencing,
swimming, rowing, cycling, running, and so on.”” On
the recreative side the Imstitution has promored “ve
extensive patriotic pilgrimages to the batele-fields and
cemeteries of the war, tours of pleasure and instruction,
and Sunday cruises and excursions’’ for the workers.
(As one not uninterested in the theatre myself, I note,
not altogether with approval, that one of Dopolavora’s
methods of stimulating po interest in the drama
is by means of "‘reduced author’s rights.””) This list
of activities is still further lengthened by *'practical
courses to encourape the cultivation of allorments and
kitchen gardens™; by hygienic propaganda of publica-
tion and %::ture; and by such miscellaneous undertakings
as factory restaurants, depots for the sale of foodstulffs,
small loan banks, etc.

Such 1s a much condensed list of the achievements of
Dopolavoro; and, scanning them, one asks oneself whether
it is possible that an official institution has obrtained full
control over all these acrivities of the human mind and
body? Personally—and basing my judgment chiefly on’
probabilities—I should say that the answer was, No,
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not yet; that in the few short years since it came into
being, it could not reasonably expect to attain full
control—it 1s a case of the inevitability of gradualness.
What Fascism has done is to create its machine for the
control of the nation's leisure and amusement; which,
year by year, should become more efficient, as the
younger generation is bred to its use and guidance. . . .
In the machine-run state, as in the factory, you must
make your machine before it will turn out its products.

I do not sleep easily on a railway journey, and on the
long, hot night between Innsbruck and Boulogne I lay
awake for the most part, thinking of the weeks behind
me, and, now and again, making scribbled notes in my
pocket-book. Some of which scribblings, elaborated,
I here reproduce.

If Fascism endures, it will be because it has succeeded
in its aim of training up profitable servanes. Thar is the
strength of its position as against liberal and socialist
democracy with its neglect of duty to the State. The two
new political and social systems thar have arisen from
the ruins of post-war Europe are, one and the other,
based fundamentally on the idea of the citizen's duty
to the commonwealch, the citizen's duty and service.
Whatever the drawbacks of the two new systems, it
cannot be laid to the charge of either that it is neglectful
of education and the social services; from its very
beginnings, in horror and starvation, the Soviet authoriry
set itself to the foundation of schools, and from its very
beginnings the Fascist authoricy did the same. Neither
form of government, however, would admut that
educarion and the social services are an unconditional
right of the individual, for which he need make no
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payment; it is demanded of all men that they shall make
return to the common stock of that they have received
from it, and make return with interest; and the firsc
and strongest aim of education is to create a new sense
of dury in the younger generation of citizens—so that
when their time comes to make return, the return shall
be made ungrudgingly. . . . Personally, having been
bred in another and a freer tradition, I do not welcome
the idea of an artificial state on one of the new foreign
models—a “‘sovereign authority which dominates all
the forces of the country” and sweeps away many of our
old individual rights in favour of a stricter code of duty.
But it may be iat only by some such drastic method
shall we be able to train ourselves out of the belief—a
belief at present very widely held—that our mere arrival
in this vale of tears confers on us rights of upkeep that
the State is bound to discharge. Our system, based on
the right of the citizen and the duty of the State, is
kindlier, no doubt, than its Fascist obverse; but when
millions of citizens act on that principle, and take more
than they give, the system begins to sag beneath the
strain.

The essentials of the new, artificial form of state would
seem to be three: a man, a plan, and a faith. Lenin and
Moussolini—these were the men; who each could evolve
a scheme of things entire, to which his communiry must
fir itself. And who either possessed some mystic power
of arousing faith, or had the luck to arrive at a moment
when a people, having broken its old idols and rcjm:ted
its old creed, was striving to formulate a confession of
faith and seeking for a new god to worship. . . . The
instinct of worship is with us always, as strong and
persistent as hunger, but not so easily satisfied. When
it is satisfied, man or nacion bends the knee; Mussolini's



ssaafosd wr joandeny o punos auraea)sy

WOEIAP




Organiged Leisure.  The End 22§

it locks down from the wall on the litcle Balilla,
ike the face of a warrior-saint; and the sons of those
who once bowed before the icon now do reverence at
the red tomb of Lenin.

It is likely that there is more of the religious element
in the creed of Bolshevism than in the creed of Fascism,
if only for the reason that Bolshevism has abolished God.
That is not the same thing as abolishing the religious
instinct in man which, in default of an Almighty who
made heaven and earth and all thar in them is, may
artach itself to Lenin who created a Sovier Republic.
Fascism has never aspired to abolish God—on the con-
traty ; and because it exists side by side with a Church,
it 15 unlikely to rival Bolshevism in the element of
religious fervour. . . . Which, it may be, is as well;
the element of religious fervour in politics has never yet
made for tolerance and has never yet made for peace.

We may dislike dictatorship and trust that ourselves
may escape it; buc our dislike should not prevent us
fmmrmt'jﬂﬂuti:isamimtﬁmw' leads
nations in difhculties to turn their backs on democracy
and all irs works. For democracy is a fair-weather
system only, impossible in times of storm and stress.
The essence of good government, of the kind that stands
a strain, is responsibility; which means that a man who
holds authority must answer for his sins and have his
blunders brought home to him. Under our system of
political democracy ultimate authority is vested in the
entirely irresponsible, the elector; for what emperor,
what dictator, however desportic, can err as the elector
errs, with complete immunity from consequence? Who
will take him ro task if he votes corruptly, in selfishness,
if he votes in folly or in ignorance? Who will even
know when he has voted like a fool? The secrecy of the

Q
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ballot-box protects him from the modicum, the tiny
modicum of blame that might fall to his share, as
adherent of a party which had brought disaster on the
country. And other method of bringing home error
there 15 none. The dictator, grown intolerable, can be
knifed or shot; but you cannor assassinare the anonymous,
million-headed voter. The dictator, too, however auto-
cratic, will probably have some thought for his reputa-
tion, while alive and at the bar of history; a considera-
tion which need not wouble the anonymous, mullion-
headed voter. . . . Because no community in difficulties
dare risk urespuns:ble overnment for long, it 1s likely
enough that Mussolini’s prophecy anent the passing of
parliamentary institutions in other nations may be
fulfilled ere many years are out. Bur dictatorships in
other nations, even if they mould themselves intention-
ally on the Fascist model, are unlikely to mould them-
selves exactly. In Fascism is an element which is

of the racial consciousness of those who hold themselves
inheritors of Rome, but would have little meaning for
nations whose tradicion is not Roman.

I have refrained in these pages, and refrained of set
purpose, from stories of ruthless treatment of the
political opponents of Fascism. Not only because such
stories are obrainable elsewhere and on better auchoricy
than I could quote; but because it seems to me that,
given the Fascist aim of a one-minded nation, a certain
amount of harshness in the treatment of opponents must
be accepted as inevirable. No form communi
which makes orthodoxy its highest good has been able o
dispense with a m:asm:c of harshness to the herenc.
Churches, insistent on the unitary religious conscience,
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have instituted their Inquisitions and persecuted even
to the death. Trade unions, bent on their solidariy—
which is another word for Fascism’s “‘unitary polirical
conscience'—have not scrupled to deprive heretic
of his means of livelthood, with intent to starve him into
orthodoxy. And even the warmest enthusiasts for the
heaven on earth that is revealed in Soviet Russia may
find it advisable not to concern themselves too closely
with the place of the heretic in the system. Once a
community—a church, class, or people—has decided thar
its members are to be of one mind, it must bring its
heretics to heel. And heretics, because they are heretics,
seldom come to heel unless they are driven with the
lash. . . . “Right-minded’’ education of the younger
eneration and the silencing—rthe quelling—of heretics
in the elder: so only can Iraly, or any other nation, hope
to attain to full orthodoxy.

Because I am by nature inclined to heresy, I cannoc
help hoping that this new order of community—the
orthodox State with a dictatorship at its head—is not
destined to world-wide development. Yer, whatever
my personal hopes may be, 1 cannot shut my eyes to the
indications that peint to its advent, and that also point
to its necessity. Polirical democracy as at present
existing is too unreliable in its wu:ki:g& to be permitred
in a World-State system, a really effecrive League of
Nations, or even a United States of Europe; yet in the
end, if our present civilization survives, we shall probably
adopt some such form of federation. When that time
comes we shall have to realize that, if federation is not
to be a failure, it will be necessary for each national unit
to provide itself with a system of governmenc that is
feliable and permanent, so that it can treat with federal
authority on a permanent, reliable basis. Only a system



228 " Modern Italy

that parrook of the nature of despotism or oligarchy could
so treat; since only such a system could pledge itself to a
given course of conduct with a definite yea or nay. The
temper of an electorate at the next election is not a
permanent reliable basis for negotiation or agreement;
and it would probably be impossible to institute a
workable federation containing members like the United
States of America or Lhe pre-partition kingdom of
Poland, where legislative assemblies exercise the power
of vetoing engagements made by their presidents and
kings. A federated Europe or a federated world may
well mean the limiting of local freedom and the passing
of power from democracy. . . . Perhaps theré was seme
such thought in the mind of the Duce when he advised
“'the responsible governors of other nations" that th
also would have to pass where the governors of Italy had
passed ; that they also must follow the example of Fascism
and dispense with parliamentary government.

In Italy, as in England, 1 have heard it wondered
whether Fascist rule could outlast the life of its founder.
To that wonder who shall give answer with certaincy?
There is discontent, of course, as there must be afrer
any revolution; and, arguing merely from probabilities,
one supposes it must be fairly serious, otherwise it
would not be necessary to make such stringent laws and
ﬁulattrms against its expression. Obviously Fascism is

by a minority, but so have been all lasting, forms
of government; it is only rule by the ‘majority that
collapses as soon as it starts. Mussolini is said to have
declared at the outset that, if he were given five years
of authority, his system wqud be made to endure
The March on Rome was in 1922, so double his five
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years have been granted him; double five years for the
adapeing of his machine to the life of the narion, double
five years for 'right-minded™ education—the instilling
into the young Italian mind of belief in the splendour
of the Fascist Revolution and a sense of dury to the
State, , . .

In the beginning, to create the new artificial order, che
man and the plan and the faith are all necessary; buc if
the plan 1s skilled enough and the faith is strong enough
—if, but only if—then the man can drop out and another
carry on his work. So, at least, it was in Russia, where
Lenin, the man, was gathered to his fathers and Stalin
reigns in his stead; and if in Russia, why not in Iraly?

Meanwhile, Mussolini is still a young man; as
politicians go, a mere youth!
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