IN MEMOKY OF CARLO AND NEZLLO ROSSELLI ‘ ‘
in the procesdings before the High Court against Roatba et al

Rome, iarch, 1945

Your Honors: ,

T would not want you to think it an act of indiscretion and importine
ence that after the seoret indictment of the High Commissioners, based en-
tirely on concrete facts arrived ab after long debate,that I should be the
first lawyer to rise to speak in this hall when until now I have found it
impossible to attend the hearings of this trial because of my absence from
Rome,

But you sewe houard the x*éasm for my tardy arrival several evenings azo

over the American radio which brousht across the oceun the voices, full of
emotion but clear and strons, of Amelis Rosselli, the mother of Carlo and
~Nello, and of their widows, Marion and waria, They have expressed the desire
that since they could not be present themselves in this court to claim Jﬁaa—
tice there should be here among the lawyers one who will speak of their deay
ones--alsc an old friend who has no right to this great honor other than
having known them twenty vears agoe in Florence when as voung boys they wers
already taking those first courageous steps on the road which they followsd
without ever once swerving or turning away from until their death.

My task, then, in this court is not to analyse the results of the pro-
ceedings nor to prove the guilt of the accused as my more expert and more
worthy aoilaagum, Battaglia and Comandini, will know how to do very well
indeed, I am here onlﬁr to talk to you about the Raa,‘sellia, to remind vou that
they were two great Iuauanai whom Fasciam has assassinated. The high moral ¢
stature of these two shining lives will suffice in itsslf tb show by contrast
the bestial depths of the orime of the man who killed them.

The words which I am about to speak are, then, more than those of a dew
fense attorney; they represent the performance of a soleun duty of friendship
as well as civie duby. If there is any c¢ity that feels a personal interest |
in the trial which seeks justice against the assassins of the Rosselli brothers,
that eity 1s Florence--not the Florense which at one time was known as "the

ne plus ultra of Fascisn” and from which issued in the £irst years of the re-



Florence renewsd by sorrow and proud of her freedom reconquered with the blood

of the thousand citizene who fell in the strests during the battle against the
Germans, the Florence which has rediscovered among the shambles of its bridges
and of its towers its ancient spirit and which today counts among its recent
glories those two brothers whose spirit was formed in Florence and who from

there set out upon their earthly journey.

$he two brothers.

I had the good fortune to know Carlo and Nello Rosselli around 1920--Carla,
born in 1899, with a doctorate from Florence in social science and from Siena im
law with a thesis on "The Labor Union lovement;" Nello born in 1900, with a
doctorate from Florence in hmmanities from Salvemini's faculty, with a thesis
on "Mazzini and the Labor lovement”, The titles are enough to show that already
in these scholastic studies sach had chosen his course, They were not old e-
nough to take part in the war but their older brother, aldu. an officer in the
Alpine ﬁrum?a, was killed in 1916,

In that sad period in which Tuscany was overrun and stained with blood
every day by the prowling bands of s uadristi, the Rossellis, while still stue
dents or just gradusted, formed the most fresh and fervid nucleus of that first
group of thoughtful and determined men from which sprangg the second Italian

risargjmsn@a, That movement was rather moral than political, was inspired by

Mazzini, and it led, after twenty years, through great destruction and suffering
toward the reconquest of liberty, a more human and fuller liberty which is the
inseparable sister of social justice, The guiding star of those first meetings
of some ten friends was Gaetano Salvemini who had a decisive influence in the
spiritual development of the gﬁaanlliaq Marion Cave, who later became Carlo's
wife, was also a member of that group, From these small baginnings, from the
faith and decision of a few believing men are often born great revolutionary
movements in history, .nd now all that concerns the Rossellis is no longer a
personal affair but history,

Only one who knew the Rossellis at that tims, when they weéa‘a¢areely out
of early adolescence yet already mature and both conscious of ﬁgairgaaamnn duty,
ean comprehend how closely from then on were ﬁhey bound tcgethegjvnéi-only by
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ties of blood but also by destiny., The vicissitudes of the next ten vears obliged

them to seg&raﬁe‘an& to carry on thely work in different rialdsg in different

countries., ZTven that long ago they both bore on their brow the same shining mark

of men destined to spend themselves utterly for an ideal, Although they differed
as we knew them intimately,

in physical appsaranoe and in character, we could per@aiv«[ﬁhaﬁ they were comples: i

mentary to each atnax; Carlo, of a broad intellsct, always alert. implacable logi-

cian, consumed with a fever of translating into action the plans on which his mind

unceasingly worksd; Wello, more peaceful and meditative and collected, almost of a

tempering and placating nature, holding himself down to the background at his

- ab closer acqualntance
brotherts elbow, soothing his impetuosity. But/there was upon both that same air
of serenity, almost of childlike joy in the face of work and sacrifice by which

certain legendary palrs of brothers have left glowing memories, men who marked

with their herolc gentleness the path of our risorgimentos the Pandieras, Ruffinis,
cairolis, g |

In their family the Mazzinian tradition was still a living-inaantive‘ Mazz ind
had died in the very house of their rslatives, the Wathan Rossellis, in Pisa, in
that bare foom whers, unbil a few years ago some visitor ever so often entered and
paused in bitter recollectione-and which now is no longer. It is also wrecked by
the war,

The mother,

Bven on first sight Signora amelia brings %Yo mind those exemélarytmathars
whose sweet steadfustness appears in so many episodes of our national his&ar? to
sustain and bless the sacrifice of their sona. It is impossible in speaking of
her sons not to think of her, of this mother of three mons, all of whidm died
for Italy, shs who has lived all her life following from near or far with her
trepidation the progress of their destiny, from the Pel Piccole where Aldo died
fighting in 1916 to Dagnoles de L'0Orne where Carlo and Wello were assassinated in
1937.

The anxietiss and torments of so many yvears have ﬁnﬁ vanguished her but they
have rendered her, as little by little the years wers going by, aontiana&lyﬁmnxa
incorporeal, Her face in aging hus not lost its beauty but seems to be divested
of every naithly congistency, to have become almost transparent so that the spirit

of courageous soodness may be seen burning within like a slender alabaster lamp
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across the ocean, pure and celestial like the voices which in dreams conme
to us from beyond, -

She was speaking not so much to urge the Judges to ren~
der justice as not to wreak vengeance,

*pha culﬁuza~soaiaty”

Coming from this family, touched with this maternal light, made thought-
ful even us boys by the death of the oldest brother in the war, the Rossellis
in 1922 faced the prologue of the tragedy of Italy, They saw on the one hand
a small minority of unbridled adventurers who brandishing their daggers launthed
an attack on adl those principles of liberty and the rule of law which had
seemed until yesterday a lasbing achievement of all civilized people, Every

day they saw "punitive expeditions” against the labor union headquarters and

agaim@t lawyers' offices, the burning of libraries, the murders in the dead
of night of defenseless citizens in their beds, the revival of torture in
new forms, masquerading under jokes and impuderce., Bub they saw also, a phea-
omenon évan more bLerrifying, a majority, the great majority of Italians who
were watching all this without rsacting, who 4id not know how to respond to
violence, either by the force of law or with equal eounter-violence, who withe
drew and took off their hats whenever they passed those little valiants who
wandered around administering castor oil to "subversive characters® or painte
ing the heards of "bolshevike" with the national colors, as if it were a ques=
tion of clever jokes., A monarchy which lent its zealous support to the be-
trayal of the constitution it had sworn to support, a middle class which let the
parliamentary institutions be vilified which had been its strength and honor for
a century, a mass of stunned workers who did not succeed in uniting themselves
and in teking advantage of Eha vote to defend the rights of labor. On looking
around about him one had the impression of being spaatator‘at a miserable nmoral
collapse of a whole people,

And now back to the Rossellis, while those bullies were clubbing and mure
dering with impunity and the great inert masses let them do it, there emerged
the anguished moral problen afvztaly. How had tiis general erosion of the

whole national structure come aboubt? Why this collapse? Why this indifference?
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Before acting, it was necessary to be able to answer these perplexing ques-

tions; it was necessary Lo understand. To do this, as a first act of serious
pUrpose ané responsibility they promoted those meetings of friends who were
also bothered by the same questions and thirsty also for understanding which
gave rise to "The Culture Society" which has now been revived as it used to
be differing only in this: today it bears thelr name,

This may seem a little thing but this was the beginning nf the political
life of the Rosaelli brothers., I recall those first meetings with sweet mel-
an@hgly. Ab first they were held in a law office put at our disposal during
thayavaning by a friend, There were some ten people, mot more. Laler we
were in a place of our own, in the street of the Sunti Apostoll where the
3@@1&@y'9ub11é1y had its rooms., I recall carl's almost unbounded joy when
we could have bhat place for ourselves, As if he were setting up his own
home he carried over by himself the furn&%urﬁ: the bank~oaacs; books, the
foreign magazines. He had such an expansive vitality that he has able to
zive a spiritual significance even to those little practical affairs of main-
tenance and administration. We met in that room to read and talk over gues~
tions of polities, aﬁan@m&aﬁacliﬁaratnra, ethics, One would have prepared
a brief introduction which posed the question then a most animated discussion
would follow, which at%&n'kupﬁ on for hours., At every meeting zaaéu were clare
ified, resolves strengthensd. On re-reading now, twenty years later, the pro-
grams of those meetings one finds among the leaders of the discussions names
of men who afb@rwarﬂs, during bthe following twenty years have borns the sume
clarity of ideas, the same firmness of purpose in exile, in prison, in sacri-
fice of life,

Thus the Society lived three years, sesking to preserve the thought of
a few free men while everything éiae wag collapsing. DBut 31 Decembsr 1924, in
the holiday atmosphere of that afternoon a squad of raaoishs invaded the roons
and wrecked them., From the windows which face on the Plazza Santa Trinitd were
£lung all the furniture, books and magazines, At the foot of the column which
bore at its Lop the statue of Justice a great funeral pyre was made of these,
Passersby stood looking on with curiosity and a garbage uagon,‘pxb?i&ently dige

patched beforehand by the diligent mayor of that time, waited al a respectful
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distance for the asuto~da-fe to be fiaiaha& before clearing away the charrsd

remains, Two days afterward the yxaraot ordered the dissolution of the Society
of Culture becuuse its activity "provoked the just raséntmant qf the domine
ant party#. | |

The "Non Mollare”

From that moment there was initiasted in Florence the underground battle
for liberty, the battle to the death against Pascism of the Rossellis and
their friends, Very soon through their efforts there appeared a leaflet

printed and distributed to the magui entitled "Non Mollare" (Don't soften),

It lasted for nine numbers. It ended in the arrest and trial and then with
the exile of Salvemini,

But that little pamphlet was truly the forerunner of a great political
movement,

The future historian who seeks to reconstruct from documents the hige
tory of Italian political thought during twenty years of faseism will cer-
tainly néb_ba abls to find evidenece of it in the official press, all squally
monotonous in their subservience. But he must realize that the twenty-year
old breech between the free préss which was obliged to cease publication after
1925 and the new free press which sprang up only in the last fow months was
filled in by these subterranean currents of the underground press through whilih
the heart of the true Italy has never cemsed to beat,

"Non mollare" was the first link in this chain, From this beginning, the
conbinuity was maintained fﬁr twenty years up to the partisan press which was
spread through all regions of Itsly in the last period of the resistance ae-
gainst the CGermans, And the @nsaagu way ai%ays the same,

“"Non mollare" is clossly tied up with the story of the Rosselli brothers
not only becauss they were the most spirited editors of it but also because
its title was for the Rossellis a pdan of 1life, the motto of their political
action, Don't give up: that is don't compromise, don't slacken, don't make
concessions, don't grant indulgence either toward others or, above all, to
yourself, It is not enough to have an idea; one must live it, sufferfor it,
spend oneself utterly for it, with a relizious fidelity make ones every act

conform to it, be ready to give all ones energies for it, ones possessions and,
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old rulia%klaas which was putrefying in the blind attack on its privileges

and was dastreying itselr in indifference and civil impotence, the Rossellis
had rediscovered, and so many young éan with them, the freshness and énbility
of 1life, a kind of intoxieation life gives when it is sonceived aet‘as a ree
stricted egoism but as a giving of onesell, as a continuous reaffirmation of

human solidarity, as a daily ezercise of uniting actions with ideas., It was,

in substance, the return to the moral creed of Mazzini, "thought and action”, s
rediscovered as a unique and consoling certitude in the midst cnganorai cate
astrophe, that oreed which gives human axiatqnse a gense of ﬁ@anquiiity whiah
traaacenda\&aily events and which keeps martyrs from turning back in the face
of death,

"Non mollare"--don't soften~-and indeed tﬁa men of that group did not
soften, aéatana Salvemini did not soften, Salvemini who when the trial was
hardly finished raéignad from his chalr at the university from which he could
0o longer teach in freedom and went abrosd to continue the Sattle. Ernesto Rossi
éna Welle Traguandi did not soften, they who soon theresfter were condemned to
fifteen yeaxavimprisanmsht preferred to pay the penalty until the end rather
than bég for mercy from the tyrant and then when the sentence Waé finished to be
valun%ariiy\plane& in confinement again until the fall of Fasclam for refusing
stubbornly to sign a retraction of their faith, Earico Bosel did not m)
who in June 1943, 5u£priaa& by the Germans while sending a radio message for
the underground, sufferad terrible torture without revealing the names of his
companions and waa.éﬁgertaa to the narth!whara nothing has been heard from hin
sinee. Carlo and Wello Hosselli did not soften, who for bwalv& years, rram'
1925 to 1937, through exiles, trials, prison, and dramatic escapes were con=
stantly in Italy and outside of Italy, on the front line in the gtruggle againat
Fasclsm, |

The politeal VEQEK of Garle

I am not going to speak of that which in thought and action was the great
political work of Carlo Rosselli; that has its place now in the Furopean his-
tory of these last twenty vears and is toduy for us a spur to aetian.

In the title of %h*ﬁ book, Liberal Socialism, which he wrote in confinement

and published in France in 1930, as in the mnttn of the ravolutiunary movenent
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he founded in the same pariad, Giustizia e L&haréf;btha essence of the poli-

thens
tical probles\is already \ay formulated in synthesisjwhich this battersd world

is laboriously commencing bo aalve‘ No one else knew hau to show with such
charity the weaxnaaé of Marxist materialism in its underestimation of moral
forees and how to point oﬁt the life-giving power of socialism. No one else
was able to study faseism with such breadth of historical vision and to see in
it not a erisis brought on by the coup of a faction but rather anff acute mani-
festation of century-old rot of our nation and at the same time the Italian ex-
broader Huropean and

pression of a/world-wide travail from which would have to come a new civili-
s&tien based on the moral value of work.

And neither shall I speak to you of Carlo Rosselli, man of action, in
whom the fervor of thought was all, a revolutionary and fighting fever, His
most extensive studies served him only as a preparabtion for the greab politi-
cal battle of which he seemed destined to become the guiding spirit and leader.
Of the avdacity with which he and Perrucio Parri planned the escape Irom Italy
of FTilippo Turati in 1925; of the adventurous enterprise with which in 1929 he
escaped, along with Lussu and Pausto Nitti, from the confinement on Lipari
Island; of the part taken by him in 1936 in the Spanish ¢ivil war as commander
of Italian volunteers together with Mario .ingelonigy-of these things Lussu,
Garosci, Pacciardi, men of his own quality who were near him in these enter-
prises, have spoken to you and have duly borne witness in thta eourt,

Carleo ba:ar& the Judges

snt I, your hanaré,-in order tﬁa& the moral loftiness and spiritual gentle-
ness of this man of action may always be better remembered &aaire to call your
attention to that feeling for human dignity and also, if I may say it, of poesy

which animated all his politieal writings., There was alﬁays~ab the base of them,

| aven ﬁn the most high-spirited polemics, a natural accent n? loyalty and of gene
erosity, a vibration of contained and reasoned yaasian»whin&(gavs to them in
their simplicity (and we feel it even more on rereading them today) a gsolenn
tone as of prayer, a force of aanvﬁaﬁion which could well be called civil relig-
ion, the same tone as in the writings of yazzind. '

T will not read here, that prophetic article of his of 1933 on "The recur-

ring war® which upon being reread today, when history has fully borne out his
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gr@dictioua for the present, leaves one astonished with the feeling of have

ing come face Lo faaa with a prodigy. I should like to read, because we are
in a judleiary court here, a passage of the speech which he used in his dew
fense in 1930 at the Swiss court in Lugano.

Twice in his life, which never knew repose, political vicissitudes

brought hinm togbar as a criminal; and twice before the judges the accused be-

came accusor. The first time was when, after the expatriation of Filippﬁ‘wuw
rati, he returned to Italy to appear with Parri before the judges at gavona to
angwer for having organized and effected that escape, That trial was transe
formed by the deportment of the accused into their triumph. The second time
was when, after the flight over Milan of the aviator Giovanni Bassanesi, which
was organized in gwitzerland by the "Giustizia e Liberta” movement, Carlo
Rosselli and alberto Tarchiani were accused of having violated federsl laws

by making preparations for that flight., Now, confronting hhqso Judges Carle
Rosselli delivered a brief defense which it is well to reread hers, to purify
the aelémn alyr of this trialwaad to measure ﬁy comparisen the stature of the
~accused ones who today, your h&nnrs, sband here before you,

Consider: the sorry wretches who sit today before this bar were all fer-
vent faseists in the péri@ﬁ in which fascism triumphed, or at least they ex-
erted themselves without stint to make bolieve that they were. To obtain
honors and promotions and riches and impunity for their thelfts, they vied with
eavh other in disguising themselves in orbace and in not disdaining to sing
- at commandfthe fateful hymns of revolution” when all official assemblies were
reduced taybl&ek shirted choral societies., But today when faseism is fallen
and when they are aceused of having colluborated, there is not one of this
sad lot who is able to make a gesture or to say a word to vindicate that faith
of his, to defend that regime which nourished them, to affirm his gratitude
and fajthfulness %o that leader before whom they then prostrated themselves,
ready to kiss the ground he tread upon. Today, to save theﬁaa;vea tﬁay spealk
with deprecation and scorn of their one-time faith, offering the miserable
excuse that they naa been insincere, a cheap welching which is more dismusting
than their erimes, |

But let ue take a breath of pure air and hear how Carlo Rosselli spoke



"The state which we dreamed of is the state which you have made for youre

selves, people of Ticino...

*In Italy now freedome--all fresdoms--are dead. The people are divided into
two factions: ong one side a small armed minority which lmposss itself on the
other, an immsnss majorlty which is lenguishing in physiesl and moral misery,

Wo possibility of legal opposition is left us. Ye have no

onger any right to

eriticize or to controlesse

4] had a home; they have destroyed it. I had a uewspaper; they have sup-
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I had to give 1t up. 1 had, as
I have today, soms idsas, dignity, an ideal; to defend them I had to zo Lo pri-

son, I had some teachers, some friends--an

andola, Mabieobti, Gobebily they
have killed them,
"Unfortunately my esperience ig Lhat of « mmu&l@gs companions of mine who,
for loving her too much, have besen driven from Italy.
"our crime--that for which fascisam cannot pardon us--izg that of not sube
mitting, of not bowing the head in the face of so great tragedy, of continuing

to sbru

e continue to sbtrugple.”
These were the words, o accused fascists, which were addressed to ancther
sourd %ﬂ éﬁni antifascigt you have killed,
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Bub, your honors, I have the obligation of telling you something of Nello,

P

iess has bean sald than of Carlo.
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Bubt it i3 right that it should be known who he was also,

have thought, becsuss Nello 4id not figmure in the more

dramatic episodes of bhe 1ife of darlo and because he appeared just al the last

only a tranonil and solitery man of

thought mho hed left to his pugnacious brother the 4ifficult riske of the poli-

ugele and for himsel® had preferred the confortable retveast of the lie
braries and archives, But this idesa would hot be eorrect, Wello also assumed
his part in the battle and perhaps not the eusiest part, sither: to remain in
Italy, to breathe the air of faseism without lebtting himself be asphyziated by

it; %o spin there silently, without impatience and without qualms, the threads

of the underground resisience, While Carlo, still free in France, had been able



to undertake the task which was most risky--but also more inh@xiaﬁting in
its Tight in the ap&ﬂs-tm Hello was handed the more obscurs bub aQualiy manly &=
task of fighting Tascism by living in the midst of it, of axperienaxng the at-
mosphere of servitude, of supporting aiag&sﬁing eontacts without bheinfi dis-
couraged, of restraining outbursts and invectives, in short of not abandoning
his sorrowing counbry and of :ﬁmaining day after day in contact with its ope-
pressed people. ‘

I remember having received about 1927 a letter from Salvemini, also at
that time exiled in Franee. From the fres country in which he was living
he éenfaaaad to pitying and admiring abt the sane time the determination of
those who, no matter how determined they were to fight raaéiaﬁ, believed they
caulﬁ do it without leaving the country, A4Ané the aﬁviée which he gave then
was‘ﬁhiaz *rasist in_&il@a@ﬁ;-;;ég;-ﬁﬂa’h make any uselass gesturss; take
care to 'save the soul'§ys This phrase¥save the soul¥, a watchword of his
and those near hium, was the mission which Nello assumed by remaining in Italy.
and if apgaranﬁiy in those years he was occupied only in 2 history of the Ri=-
vgawgimanta it is certain that in the themes of his choices--Mazzini, Bakunin,
Pisacane--and in his mannsr of treuting them, one could always read between
‘the lines, translated into historical torms, the urgency of the same national
and soeial yxnhlama, the convulsion of the reality of teday which brukm out
in Carlo's writings in open political polemic,

fh& work of Carlo Rosselli would not have been as full and strong as it
wag if he had not had near him & companion liks Harion who was also a confie
dent and inspiration, aé&\aiaa if he had not left in italy a brother like Nello
who was alse & friend and counsellor., Twice Nello also ﬁas santenced to prison.
But then it seemed that they lost sight of him and considered him at léngth
as a harmless investigator of old papers. And after some years,for certain
research in the archives in London, they even gave him a passport., Thus, he
was able to make discreetly s liaison between the antifaaaiaqﬁr the exiles and
that within the counbtry. When he went to France he took to Carlo ygneise
data drawn from actual life in Italy; when he returned to Italy he brought
back to us the hopes ahd proposals of the exiles in France, The writings of

Carlo always appeared to bs most precisely informed on the Italian situation,
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ag if he had personally been present. In reality he was present there through
the prudent and sagacious wvigllance of his yvounger brother, In each enterprise

of Carlo's, #ven in the most dangerous, the faithfulness and understanding of

Nello seemed to appear in the shadow; even from afar he never ceased Lo exercise
on the bumulious 1if8 of the older brother a consoling, almost pabernal, protection.

0f him§ after his disappearance Salveminl wrote these words:
"Hello was also a convinced and irreducible antifascist. aAdvissd meny tines

by friends bo sstablish himself ocutside Ibaly he never would do sop he said thmit

it for someons to 1 in Italy to be an exsmple of not giving up.
It was his duty to do it. The two brothers, assoeciated in life and in death,sym-

bolize the two antifaseist Italies: the one which was prepared in silence smd the
one which fouzht opsnly, In its purest elements Italy never surrendered to the

faites accomplis,

Hello ig‘?lar@mﬁe.

of this clarifyving and inspiring effect that Wello sxesroised upon all who
had the chance to be with him in those years, not only on his youthful associates
but also on the mabture onss, I myself from my fortunate experience can he witness,

In the last years after Hitler's asgcent Lo power and ithe

. R ) )
when the rusble of Miuuaahqfe wag heard approsching nearsr and nesrer and fasecist

gthiopian escapade

pppression wag becomi:s

; ever heavier, our group of fiiends ussd to leave euarly
every Sunday from the city resounding with howls of the compulsory assemblies and
took the road for the mounbains in search of our lost liveriy,.
ong
Every Sunday a new destination: eame—dey some,of those old spots of the Tusg-
gan countryside, every one of which has its distinctive physiognomy like a living
face, A4ll of us, without saying so, carried with us on those excursions the se-

erot melancholy of one £ his loved ones thinks that

perhaps that is the last
e
this dire presenbiment. "War is coming; wah will come..." adoonished Carle from

succesd in shaking off

afar; there was already on those sailing hills a prophecy of destruction. But
the pressnce
Nello was with us on those jaunts and/of him, blonde and laughing, sufficed to

%

shed on all of us older than he a shining aura of serenity and confidence, AL

3

that time, in the last two years which he passed in Florence before going to die

2

¥rance, all our memories are illuminated by his smile; even in photogruphs
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from a medieval logeis oy among the battlements of an old tower seenms Lo yadiate

hope and youth on those old landscapes,

And now those scenes are no more. The towers are fallen, the luggg? are
erumbled, m Hello also is no more. The same hurricune has aashéoyaa then all,
The end of Nello and Carlo. |

The brutal and sudden voice which brought us ihat announcement eschoes fore
ever in my heart,

Carlo was back in Paris from the Spanish war, wounded and suffering; then,
in order to heal Tlebitis which kept him from returning to the fight, he was in
Bagnoles for a cure, Nello talked to us about him on our gunday gabherings; from
the tone of his letters one could see that he was vexed and impatient from that
enforced rest, It could be expected that he would not rosist waiting for recm?«
ery and he would return to fight before being wellosgain. Then Signora Amelia
thought of going to France to be near him, to encourage him to he patient. This,
I believe, was in April of 1927, Bubt then she became sick also, and then it was
£i#¥ Wello who decided to go., He asked for a passport, in spita of the fact that
we tried to deter him; snd they gave it to him with unaccustomed alacrity. DPer-
‘haps, on thinking back on it afterwards, it was a question of & trap; perhaps,
when he left Plorence he was already condemned.

He told us goodbye with a brace bi’ sadness in his eyes, Tor only a few days
before his fourth child had been born. And at the end of May he left to rejoin
garles the hour sounded for meeting each other in eternity,

And in the afterncon of June 10, the anmiversary of the death of mn%eott:l.

from my window I heard a newsboy b&m@; the sensabional headline: Rosselll brothers

are killed.

Then for a week in all the papers the infamous game of hypotheses artfully
put out by Rome to confuse public opinion: Who had killed thewm? mlitxéal orime
or deed of common banditry? 'Ranmsga of the Spanish? Rivaelry among Italians a-
broad or jealousy of French politicians?

But in Florence,where that news stunned us like a blow from a club, the acw
eounts in the papers were no longer looked abt, "Who had killed them?" Ho one |
asked himself this question. W¥ho had killed Matteottiz Who had killed Amendola?
Who had killed Gobetti? Who had killed Gramseci?

L . . . . . . -

|

|
i



-14.
Matteobti in 1934: "It was inevitable that the archtype antifaseist Matteotti
should die, a superlative hero. As Amendola and Gobetti had to die in thelr turne...

As Rossi, (Gramsci, Bauer and many other tatteotti's who are being formed in thess

i

I
-

vears will have to die if we do not save th 18llees ALl characters, types of mind

o

which are the opposite of the Hussolinian character and sensibility... Mussolini

perceives, know that those are his true enemies, }He has the scent of the aneny.

L2t

Iavineible with men of his stamp, singularly impotent with men beyond his mental
orimon. Therefore he suppresses them,..”

Therefore he suppressed even the Rosselli brothers, as Carlo had foreseen,

:*;l? Lﬁ%” é";iii@{l v;}@?ﬂﬁ

The occasion Tor killin Rossellis arose from the gSpanish wa THY a88e

assinating Carlo Rossellin, wrote Salvemini bhen, "Mussolini wished) besides free-

the diffi-

culties encountered by him in Spain on the man who was the prime ingbigator of

ing himself from his most active and feared enemy, to avenge

these difficulties”, But Spain was only the opportunity: “Today in Spain, tomor-
oW in Italy"® Carlo had promised from the Barcelona radio on 13 Wovember 1936, But
Witk this promise he had set the last seul on his doo,

The assassination of the Rossellis was coldly prepared by the faseist general
taff not only

L
e . :
fi¥y and implacable enemies, but also becauss they eould represent throughout Italy

n ghould stand, they were among its most

the sunest and 5%@&&1&3@ forees of renewal after the fall of Pageism,

&3

Consideration should be given to this: to the premoditated dearth of men that
& s 5 o sy i 3 v
Tageism wished Lo leave after tself: of the clminal proposal of teking from Italy

at the end of the dictatorship all means of salvation and rebirth,
}; .

4
=

n this difficult hour whieh our country passes through, all the problems are
sumned up ik one stinging question: Where are the men for tomorrow? And from time

to time in sseking to answer this question a nurpmured recret comes to us: If snene

ir

dola,/Grameci, if the Rossellis wers hers, This happens in Italy not bscause the

dead are transfigured and become greater by the sole fact of being dead and seen to

be shrouded ih our memories in virtues superior to those they actullly had in life,
but because in Italy fascism truly knew how in those twenly years to recognize the
best men whom it was absolutely necessary to kill off, éne by one, like the most stale

wart oaks which the wood-cutter hlazes before felling, in order to leave our politie



o
Only now, after the methodical devastation of the Germans has passed over
our countryside, can we appreciate at its true value the tactics of destruction ot
<o men as well as things with which fasecism preceded them. The scientific de-
struction wrought by the Nazis wreckers did not, like the vandalism of barbarisn
invasions, have the merely bestial aim of preying, of enriching the vandals, of
satisfying their Basest instinet®s, but that, even more perverse and premeditated,

of erasing forever the industrial and agricultural rescurces, the means of sbudy

and culfure, the artistic monuments of the people to prevent them rising after
the scourge and starting again on the road toward the future, Xveryons of us

has seen Wiﬁ%&iﬁ own eyes in fuscany the studied applications of this ingenious
system: machines with the gears dashed to pisces one by one by blows of a hammer;
libraries where in all the works of more than one volume, onee--only one--has been
taken out to ruin the set; collections of art in which svery canvas has heen obe
liquely ripped with the jab of a bayonette; avenues of °ypress in waich a desp
gash has been left in every trunk so that they would dry up and die and remain
standing.

But fascism was no better, In its eriminal delirium, the ﬁpﬂm@ar&l tyranny
dreamed of dragging with itself into the abyss, aluost to vindieate 1tself for not
being imsortal, an entire people with not only its riches and 1ts monuments but

© with its dignity, its honor, its best men, 80 that in future centuries history
would accord to faseism ab least this boast: that when it perished, together with it
into the same vortex perished Italy., As certain Oriental deppots who on the point
of death had their wives' and slaves' throats slit so that they would follow him
into the tomb, the bBurbid fascist sultan had for twenty vears arranged everything
to ¥ immolate with him in his grave the entire Italian people. In this desien,

to give him his due, he knew his business: when one hears it said that he was a

great connolsseur of men, it must be admitted that he certainly had this quality
when it was a question of murdering Then, without making any mistakes, he

knew how to chooss the best, and the Rossellis were amonz these,

You have not succesded,

You then, o accused faseists, have by killing the Rossellis been the executors
of this design which aimed ab th e integrated and methodical destruction of the
country; you have worked with the same annihiluting skill of &the German gpoilers

who when the ammy is retreating reach the ulbimate in perfecting butcheries and



