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Introduction to the 50th Anniversary Edition


Halfway through 1957, I was approached by a literary agent, James Macgibbon, then in the famous firm of Curtis Brown.1 A mildly left-wing, engaging, gentleman-publisher who had once been the founding chairman of the firm Macgibbon and Kee, James asked me to lunch at the Savile Club but I arrived rather late and we walked along to the Connaught Hotel instead. Here he told me that the conclusion of my novel The World’s Game, where the hero goes out to fight in Israel, had reminded him of other such adventures, such as those of the Spanish Civil War. It so happened that an American publisher whom he knew, Cass Canfield Junior (son of the great publisher Cass Canfield who had re-created Harper Brothers), wanted to commission a book about the Civil War for Coward McCann, the firm for which he worked. Would I be interested in putting in for the commission? If so, I would have to write an outline of the book. I agreed.

By August my outline was ready. Cass Canfield, a man about ten years older than I, liked it and commissioned me for Harper’s, which he had by then joined. The outline also satisfied, if it did not please, my English publisher Douglas Jerrold of Eyre and Spottiswoode, who had published my novel The World’s Game. Jerrold had been an active supporter of Franco in 1936 and indeed it had been he who had hired the Dragon Rapide aeroplane which carried General Franco from the Canary Islands to Morocco, a journey planned at a meeting between Jerrold, Luis Bolín, then correspondent in London of the Spanish newspaper ABC, and Ricardo de la Cierva, the inventor of the helicopter, in Simpson’s restaurant in the Strand. Jerrold made clear where he stood in respect of the Civil War in a passage from his book Georgian Adventure, in which he said, after visiting Franco in 1938, that while he might not be a great man, he was ‘certainly a thousand times more important, a supremely good man, a hero possibly; possibly a saint …’2 James Macgibbon and Douglas Jerrold, what a strange alliance of sponsors to have! Cass on behalf of Harper Brothers offered me an advance of $300, Eyre and Spottiswoode one of £250. I thought that I was made.

I worked on the history of the Spanish war between the summer of 1957 and the spring of 1961, beginning with a consideration of the international side to the affair. I had available the documents of the German foreign office which had been published in the usual series in 1951 but which no one had used. The Italian side could be grasped by reading not only some official papers but the diaries for the late Thirties of Count Ciano, whose widow Edda I had once met in Cambridge. For France, I had some parliamentary papers which included a reflection by the French military attaché in Madrid in 1936, a colonel Morel, who had said to Léon Blum something to the effect of “J’ai seulement une chose à vous dire, je peux vous assurer, un roi de France ferait la guerre” (I have only one thing to say to you: I can assure you that a king of France would have gone to war). The English side and the origins of the famous Non-Intervention Committee were more difficult to tie down, but I did eventually find some Foreign Office documents. The non-intervention papers were still confidential then but I discovered that there was a version freely available in Holland. I did not read the papers of the Western department in the Office, though had I done so I should have found minutes there signed by the spies Donald Maclean and John Cairncross. From a good selection of America’s diplomatic papers I found out exactly what Ambassador Claude Bowers had in the Thirties been telling President Roosevelt. Russia was, of course, far more difficult to know about but numerous ex-Communists and others, even some Russian military commanders, had written about events they had witnessed.

I also met some survivors from the diplomatic arena of the time. My great adventure was dinner in Buenos Aires with Johannes Bernhardt, the German businessman who had visited Hitler in July 1936 and asked him to help Franco. Though he had become a general in the SS, he was quite the opposite from what I had expected; he was a melancholy East Prussian who passed much of his time with me regretting the Russian conquests of the landscapes of his youth. He took a letter from Franco to Hitler, which Bernhardt said was “infantile” in style. Perhaps for that reason it seems never to have been published.

I never found an adequate Italian equivalent to Bernhardt despite visiting Italy often. I did find valuable the testimony of the Spanish ambassador to Paris in 1936, Juan de Cárdenas, a diplomat of the old school who subsequently became Spanish representative and then ambassador in Washington. At the start of the Civil War he made a request on behalf of the Republic to the French government to buy arms. To his surprise, Léon Blum agreed but Cárdenas resigned his post before the transaction could be completed. A most useful collaborator from the Republican side was Pablo de Azcárate, who was ambassador to London throughout the conflict, and was the brother-in-law of Julio Álvarez del Vayo, Republican foreign minister from 1937 to 1939. I met Azcárate (by then retired) in 1958 in Geneva, where I was working for the United Nations Association. During many conversations at his home in rue Hodler, Azcárate reminisced about the Spanish Republican government, and showed me his memoirs (later published by his son). He told me that in 1936 Winston Churchill had expressed his determination to be neutral in the Civil War since both sides had “imbrued their hands in blood”. “Blood, blood, blood,” he had exclaimed when he met Azcárate, whose hand he refused to shake when presented to him by Lord Robert Cecil.

I established good relations with people from all sides of the political spectrum in the Civil War. On the Right, with Don Angel Herrera, editor in the Republic of the Catholic newspaper El Debate, who, by the time of our meeting in 1959, had become a cardinal and bishop of Málaga; with Carlos Martínez Campos, Duque de la Torre, who had commanded the artillery on the nationalist side and became tutor and praeceptor to Don Juan Carlos; with Manuel Fal Conde, the Carlist leader (debilitated by a stroke by the time I met him in Seville with his son). The generous historian of Carlism, Melchor Ferrer, gave me a mountain of fascinating unpublished material relating to the role of Carlists in the Civil War, and he assured me that the unexploded bomb in his fireplace had been dropped by the “reds” on the Virgin del Pilar in Saragossa. It was actually dropped by the newspaperman Frank Jellinek, so the latter told me. I visited Dionisio Ridruejo, the most cultivated of Falangists who had long since quarrelled with Franco (and who still seemed to favour him in a roundabout way), at his house in Madrid. I was also very friendly with Beltran Domecq, a despatch rider for Franco (in the summer holidays from Downside), who had in September 1936 driven into Oropesa and to his horror found the bodies of ten nuns lying dead and disfigured in the cemetery there.

Thanks to a diplomat at the Spanish embassy in London, I met Ramón Serrano Súñer, General Franco’s disaffected brother-in-law, for which he was nicknamed cuñadisimo (cuñado means brother-in-law) at his lovely summer residence on the beach at Zarauz in the Basque country. I also met Captain Noel Fitzpatrick and Peter Kemp, among the few Englishmen to fight on Franco’s side, and Rowland St Oswald, at that time a journalist, who claimed to have been present when the famous expression “The Fifth Column” was coined. Representing the Daily Telegraph at a press conference in September 1936, he asked General Mola which of the four columns making for Madrid would be the first to relieve the people of the capital. Mola apparently replied, “None of my four military columns will relieve Madrid, that honour will fall to a fifth column of secret supporters who are already inside the city.”

On the Left I also met a representative collection of interesting individuals. I have mentioned Julio Álvarez del Vayo, whom I encountered in Paris for a not very satisfactory conversation. I think that either I mismanaged the interview or he had lost his memory. I also met distinguished Basques such as Jesús María Leizaola (at that time the lendakari), whom I met at the headquarters of the Basque government in exile in Paris. Although it was twenty years since he had left his homeland and would be another fifteen before he or his friends could safely return, the atmosphere in the offices in rue Singer was one of intense activity, with telephones ringing and people coming in and out with messages, as if we had been in Napoleon’s headquarters at Waterloo. Another prominent Basque politician whom I knew was Manuel de Irujo, who lived his years of exile in London.

I also visited the Republican government in exile in the Avenue Foch in Paris. I was in the library but, from the next room, I could hear an excited argument, then all the ministers came out smiling. “The government has fallen,” General Emilio Herrera said to me. “And who is the new prime minister, my general?” I asked. “I have that honour,” replied Herrera, seriously.

The same vitality was true of ex-anarchists such as José García Pradas, who had been a man of violence in his youth before he joined the BBC Spanish service, and the anarchist minister and leader Federica Montseny. I met Julian Gorkin of the POUM (Partido Obrero de Unificación Marxista); who told me in no uncertain manner how to judge communists (he had left the party when they told him to murder General Primo de Rivera in the 1920s. He insisted that La Pasionaria was a kind of Trilby, a willing creation in the hands of the comintern super-agent Vittorio Codovilla, who saw himself as a new du Maurier). I talked to Dr Juan Negrín Junior, the son of the Socialist Juan Negrín and for a time his chief of staff, and his wife, Rosita Díaz; and became friends with the always optimistic Salvador de Madariaga. Among others were: Fr Alberto Onandía, who described to me the attack on Guernica which he had himself witnessed; Luis de Ortúzar, a Basque, now the chief of the Basque police in Bilbao; and Manuel Tagüeña, who had begun the Civil War as a student leader and ended it as an army commander, and was now living quietly as a pharmacist in Mexico.


Among the English on the Left I sought out a large number of interesting survivors. There was Kitty Wintringham, the widow of the last commander of the British battalion in the international brigade, and that body’s chief of staff, a melancholy actor, Michael Dunbar, who soon after walked out to sea in Wales to drown himself; Kenneth Sinclair Loutitt, who worked for UNICEF in Paris, a one-time Communist prepared to talk about his old friends in the Party; and Claud Cockburn, the one-time editor of The Week, another Communist survivor of great interest, wit and vitality. I met politicians of the Thirties such as W. S. Morrison, ex-Speaker, who had become Lord Dunrossil, and Philip Noel-Baker; George Aitken, once commissar of the XVth international brigade, and Fred Copeman, for a time its commander, as well as a very Chelsea international brigader, Humphrey Slater, who had changed his name from Hugh to Humphrey because he thought it was more working class. I continued by talking with such Republican enthusiasts as Giles Romilly, Philip Toynbee, Stephen Spender, Miles Tomalin, Humphrey Hare, a friend of Nancy Mitford who had some kind of British intelligence role, though one less important than that of the SIS man in Catalonia Donald Darling, and Margot Heinemann, the excellent novelist who had been the girlfriend of the promising poet John Cornford, whose clever mother Frances I interviewed in Cambridge. The last-named assured me that her son John had not wanted to return to Spain when he did in the autumn of 1936 and was then killed by friendly fire, on purpose she thought. Margot Heinemann was vitriolic in her rejection of this view.

In Geneva, I had many conversations with Frank Jellinek, once correspondent of the Manchester Guardian in Spain, who gave me some priceless cuttings which from the time. Another journalist of the Thirties whom I met in the Fifties was Henry Buckley, an admirable source since he knew the Republican politicians well.

I gathered a great library of books written at the time of the Civil War by participants, members of the international brigade or journalists, in every language imaginable. I worked through them all with zest in the old Reading Room of the old British Museum and in the London Library.


Of course I realized I had to make a prolonged tour of Spain to immerse myself in the life of the country and I did that in the early months of 1958. I started with a month or two in Madrid, then travelled to Toledo, Escorial, Ávila, the sierra and Andalusia. Tom Burns, the editor of The Tablet, wanted me to meet his father-in-law, the famous doctor Gregorio Marañon, in Toledo, so he could explain to me how it was impossible to write a history of the Civil War; a history of the fascists in Valladolid, perhaps yes, but a history of the war itself, out of the question. I decided not to go to lunch in the famous cigarral at Toledo.

On I went to Bilbao and San Sebastian and later to Oviedo. Then on to Barcelona. I remember how excited I was by the lively avenue, the Rambla, with its flower stalls and cafés, and the great statue of Columbus on his column at the end of it, facing the sea, and I recall how a seaside gramophone there played a seaside song, I think it was called ‘Volveré’, to an empty square.

I was still travelling round Spain in the summer of 1959 during the English elections of that year. As I sat in a train in the Tagus valley, someone at my side graphically illustrated what happened in Spain when there were elections. There was shooting, he said, it was always so. England was different.

Many a Talgo journey later, in 1960, I completed my draft of the history of the Spanish war and showed it to Douglas Jerrold at Eyre and Spottiswoode on whose behalf there then worked Maurice Temple-Smith, a brilliant publisher, John Bright-Holmes and a certain James Wright. We secured a beautiful friend of mine, Vanessa Jebb, to compile the index. By that time, I had moved to a flat in Cornwall Gardens belonging to Toby Robertson who, long before, had been the producer of my Cambridge play, Some Talk of Angels. There I held a party to celebrate publication. I remember introducing Douglas Jerrold to Giles Romilly, to show how Right can sometimes shake hands with Left.

I returned to Spain for some last-minute topographical observations. I saw Gerald Brenan in Churriana, near Málaga, then went up to Madrid and stayed, thanks to the good offices of a diplomat at the embassy in London, a Sevillano, at the Colegio Mayor Cesar Carlos. Here I met many interesting, chiefly left-wing men of my age, but also answered a telephone call from General Martínez Caro, the Duque de la Torre, a well-known monarchist general. My friends could not understand how I could have such friends!

The Spanish Civil War was published in April 1961, to almost universally good reviews. Cyril Connolly wrote well of it in the Sunday Times, a great accolade, and Dick Crossman called it “a near masterpiece” in the New Statesman. Roy Jenkins praised it in The Spectator, as did Michael Howard in The Listener. Claud Cockburn was enthusiastic in the Sunday Telegraph, as was Peter Kemp in the Daily Telegraph. Rowland St Oswald was interesting in the Yorkshire Post, as was Malcolm Muggeridge in Time and Tide. Raymond Carr was friendly in the Observer, even though he had planned a history of the Civil War himself. Desmond Williams was excellent in the Irish Press. The Times Literary Supplement was very supportive (I learned later that the review, in those anonymous days, had been written by Alun Lord Chalfont). The only serious criticism I received was by Arnold Lunn in The Catholic Herald.

In America I also had wonderful reviews in the main newspapers, beginning with the New York Times, where Vincent Sheehan, “Jimmy”, praised it enthusiastically; the New York Times even had a leader devoted to the book. William Stuart Chamberlain wrote in the Wall Street Journal, Salvador de Madariaga in the Sunday Herald Tribune. My reputation seemed made.

In Spain the reaction was interesting. There was a splendid review by General Martínez Campos in ABC. Otherwise there were just notices that the work had been published. The book itself was prohibited. Some years later I found references to General Franco’s reaction in the interesting work of Franco’s cousin and ADC Franco Salgado, Mis conversaciones privadas con Franco (My private conversations with Franco). For example: “El general ha hecho preguntas sobre el libro de Mr Thomas … El general me contesta demintiendo muchas afirmaciones de este escritor inglés” (The general has asked questions about Mr Thomas’s book … The general answers me denying many of the statements of this English writer).

By that time, there was a Spanish edition. I had never thought that a possibility. Before the book was even out in England I had been visited by two members of the Spanish opposition, Nicolás Sánchez Albornoz, son of the historian Claudio Sánchez Albornoz, and a rebellious former member of the Spanish foreign service, Vicente Girbau, who were helping to found a publishing house in Paris which would concentrate on works condemned by the Franco regime. My book seemed a good one with which to start. I agreed and Ruedo Ibérico (as the publishers became known), driven by an anarchist from Valencia, Pépé Martínez, set to work on a translation.

I soon had other publishers: for example Robert Laffont in Paris (still my French publisher, I am glad to say), Ullstein in Germany and the powerful Einaudi in Italy. In the end, the book had seventeen foreign publishers, and was printed in every language of the European Union.

Spanish Civil War historical studies have been transformed since my book was first published in 1961. We have experienced thoughtful lives of General Franco, of José Antonio Primo de Rivera, of Calvo Sotelo, of Dr Juan Negrín, of Indalecio Prieto and of Manuel Azaña, and the complete diaries of the latter have been published. The international side of the Civil War has been amply covered with historically responsible works. The supply of armaments to both sides has been fully explored. The atrocities behind the two lines have been exhaustively investigated, and many figures have been hazarded. Even the role of the Soviet Union has been authoritatively studied and the Church of Rome analysed in depth. The military side of the conflict has of course not been ignored. Such works as Ian Patterson’s Guernica have shown that micro-studies still reveal as much as macro-investigations. But some problems remain. For example, what was the real role of Colonel Martínez Fusset, General Franco’s military adjutant, who turns out to have been an intimate friend early in life of the poet García Lorca?

In the early 2000s during the government of Señor Zapatero, the Spanish Civil War again became a matter of contemporary politics. The problem was that, whereas in the years immediately after the end of the Civil War in 1939, the victors were able to use memories of the atrocious behaviour of many left-wing parties and militia groups as a warning against allowing any truck with Communism, the Left had never been permitted to have a similar revenge for right-wing and governmental injustices. This was especially scandalous, it seemed, because, in the years 1939–45, with the world war raging in much of Europe, the government of General Franco could act more or less without criticism. The Law of Historical Memory was passed to try to put the consequent grievances to rest.

Nothing in historical memory is ever obvious, however. Let us recall what happened with the understandable desire of well-wishers to bury honourably the corpse of the poet Federico García Lorca, who was shot in August 1936 by the organized Right in or outside Granada. His place of interment seemed to have been established by such worthy people as Gerald Brenan and Ian Gibson. A campaign for disinterment began which was initially opposed by the surviving members of the poet’s family. Eventually in 2010 the idea was approved and embarked upon. But despite elaborate digging no body was found.

My solution to the problem of the memory of the Civil War is a simple one. A monument should be erected outside Madrid along the lines of the Holocaust monument in Israel. On this the names of all who died as a direct consequence of the conflict, either in battle or behind the lines, should be inscribed. There would be José Antonio as well as García Lorca, there would be Mola and also Luis Companys. Cornford, of course, and the famous Sevillano bullfighter El Algabeño3 who were killed on opposing sides in the winter battle at Lopera in 1937. One was a falangista, the other an English poet and Communist. Both were heroes within their own worlds, who knew absolutely nothing of each other.

H. T., 2012
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Preface to the Revised Edition


This work was first published in 1961 and later that year and the next in several languages, including Spanish. The Spanish edition was, however, not published in Madrid because it was banned there by the censors in the Ministry of Information; so it was produced (as its first book, I think) by Ruedo Ibérico, a Spanish émigré publishing house in Paris, and subsequently smuggled into Spain. Revised editions followed in English. The fully revised edition of 1976 was published in English and Spanish. By that time General Franco had died and the new government led by Adolfo Suárez, on the designation of King Juan Carlos, was in process of abolishing the censorship. Thereafter, the book sold in many editions in Spain; there was an illustrated Version sold as a partwork in kiosks at railway stations and street corners.

I think that the censorship in Spain in the 1960s helped the sales in the 1970s. By the time of Franco’s death, the appetite for all books previously prohibited was voracious, especially when they treated such sensitive questions as the war which had brought Franco to power. However, the success of all these publications-not just mine but that of other historians, Spanish as well as English, French as well as American-played a part in the success also of the transition to democracy alter Franco. The recovery of knowledge of why the previous democracy in Spain went wrong in the 1930s was a help in the 1970s. The recollection in tranquillity of just how horrible a failure the civil war had been helped those concerned to make a new Spain to avoid destructive rhetoric. By suggesting that the responsibility for the conflict was not easily decided, and the guilt for the most odious actions widely spread, vengeance was avoided-a fact not wholly to be expected when it is recalled how many people who had played a part in the civil war were still alive. ‘Poetry,’ said Shelley, ‘is capable of saving us.’ Cannot the same claim be made for history?

Perceptions of the Spanish war differ from one period of ten years to the next. It now appears to have been Spain’s contribution to the continent-wide breakdown which occurred between 1914 and 1945: not a specifically Spanish descent into barbarism and certainly not a characteristic one. In past centuries no one thought that nations engaged in war could survive when they ran out of money The events of 1914 showed that to be false. No one supposed in the last Century that civil wars would go on if the two sides ran out of arms: in Spain it was shown, as many conflicts since then have shown, that other countries can furnish the war material to enable the fighting to go on indefinitely. Many were killed in Spain: but since my first edition questioned, I believe for the first time, in a historical work, the reliability of the estimate of ‘a million dead’, and suggested that 500,000 might be a maximum, the estimates for casualties have dropped and dropped. Now it would be perfectly admissible to argue that Spain lost fewer people dead in acts of violence than any other major European nation in this Century.

That is an important reflection. Spain, little understood and often privately disliked by patronizing northern peoples (‘an old Spanish custom’ in London means the habit of being paid for work that is not done), is frequently held to be a more violent nation than it is. Isolated by good fortune and by geography from the ‘world’s game’ of great power rivalry since 1815, it has more lessons to offer other peoples than it has to learn: above all, it has grasped more successfully than other nations the art of combining progress with the persistence of tradition. Its recent achievement of delegating authority to autonomous regions is not universally popular in Spain because the central government continues as expensive as before. But I suspect it is the way that all advanced countries should go if they continue to wish half their economy to be managed by the State. These are grand issues: no doubt their chronicling in future works of history will exert an influence in the future if people are to go on living as happily in Europe as, despite everything, most of us are now.

During the years that I have been interested in the Spanish Civil War, I had interviews with or correspondence with numerous survivors of that time. Those from Spain who assisted me have included:

Don Víctor Alba; Don Julio Alvarez del Vayo; Don Pablo de Azcárate; Don Cayetano Bolívar; Don Juan de Borbón; Professor Bosch Gimpera; Don Beitrán Domecq; Don Manuel Fal Conde; Don Melchor Ferrer; Don Andrés García Lacalle; Don José García Pradas; Don José María Gil Robles; Don Julián Gorkin; Don Juan Grijalbo; Don Vicente Guarner; Cardinal Angel Herrera; General Emilio Herrera; Don Martín de Irujo; Don José María de Leizaola; Don Salvador de Madariaga; Don Ignacio de Mantecón; Don Adolfo Martin Gamero; General Martínez Campos, Duque de la Torre; Doña Federica Montseny; Dr Juan Negrín Junior; Fr Alberto Onaindía; Prince Alvaro de Orleans-Borbón; Don Luis de Ortúzar; Don Luis Portillo; Don Domingo Qj Don Dioniso Ridruejo; Don Ramón Serrano Súñer; Don Manuel Tagueña; Don José María Tarradellas; and, Don Fernado Valera.

Others with whom I had conversations or correspondence of value included: George Aitken; Richard Bennett; Johannes Bernhardt; Gerald Brenan; Henery Buckley; Tom Burns; R. A. Butler (Lord Butler); Claud Cockburn; Fred Copeman; Frances Cornford; Thora Craig; Alec Digges; Malcolm Dunbar; Lord Dunrossil; Captain Noël Fitzpatrick; Desmond Flower; Lord Gladwyn; Humphrey Hare; Margot Heinemann; Francis Hemming; Lord Home; Frank Jellinek; Douglas Jerrold; Peter Kemp; Peter Kerrigan; Arthur Koestler; Arthur Krock; Captain Sir Basil Liddell-Hart; Bernard Malley; André Malraux; Herbert Matthews; Jessica Mitford; Nancy Mitford; Philip Noël-Baker; George Palaczi-Horwarth; Don Octavio Paz; Sir Victor Pritchett; Giles Romilly; Esther Salaman; Miles Sherover; Kenneth Sinclair-Loutitt; Sir Stephen Spender; Sir William Strang; Norman Thomas; Miles Tomalin; Philip Toynbee; Lady Vansittart; Sir Fred Warner; and, Rowland Winn (Lord Saint Oswald).

Among scholars who gave me at one time or another the benefit of their advice, I am grateful to Professor Michael Alpert; Don Angel Bahamonde; Professor Batista i Roca; Sir Raymond Carr; Don Jaime Cervera; Norman Cooper; Sir William Deakin; Professor Jill Edwards; Ronald Fraser; Professor Eric Hobsbawm; Professor James Joll; Admiral Sir Peter Gretton; Ian Macintyre; Professor Paul Preston; Don Ramón Tamames; and, Don Javier Tusell.

I express my gratitude as ever to Cass Canfield, Jr., and James Macgibbon, who first suggested that I should write this book, and to Cass Canfield and Douglas Jerrold for their support while I was writing it.

HUGH THOMAS
 London            
 1999                
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   Book One

   
       

   

   THE ORIGINS OF THE WAR






‘Every Spaniard’s ideal is to carry a statutory letter with a single provision, brief but imperious: “This Spaniard is entitled to do whatever he feels like doing”.’

ANGEL GANIVET
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Prologue


The Cortes, the parliament of Spain, stands halfway up the hill leading from the Prado to the Puerta del Sol.1 Bronze lions cast from guns captured in the Moroccan Wars guard its doors. At the summit of its Corinthian columns, Justice hopefully embraces Labour on a granite pediment. On 16 June 1936 this classical building was the centre of all Spain.

Over five years had then passed since King Alfonso XIII had abandoned the Spanish throne—to avoid, as he put it (perhaps exaggerating his importance in the minds of his people), the disaster of a civil war. These had been five years of parliamentary activity. Before the King left, there had been eight years, from 1923 till 1931, when, most of the time under the amiable military dictator General Primo de Rivera, the Cortes had been deserted. Now, in June 1936, constitutional life in Spain seemed likely to be destroyed.

An anxious group of middle-class liberals were gathered on the blue government bench at the front of the semi-circular debating chamber. Honest and intelligent men, they and their followers hated violence. They admired the pleasing, democratic ways of Britain, France and America. In both this hatred and this admiration, they were, however, unusual among Spaniards of their time, isolated even among the four hundred other deputies sitting or standing around and above them, as best they could, in the crowded debating chamber.1 Yet the men of this government had a fanaticism of their own hardly typical of the practical-minded countries which they desired to reproduce in Spain.

Observe, for example, the Prime Minister, Santiago Casares Quiroga.2 A rich man from Galicia in the north-west of Spain, he had spent much of his life calling for home rule for his own poor province, although the only advantage the gallegos3 could have gained from this would have been a better rail service. Although Casares seemed to act according to liberal, Wilsonian principles formulated beyond the Pyrenees, no one could have been more Spanish. He was a passionate liberal when the rise of organized labour caused liberalism to seem as anachronistic as feudalism. Yet since there had not been in Spain a successful middle-class revolution on the model of that in France in 1789, one can hardly blame Casares and his friends for their attitude. In the early years of the republic, in 1931 and 1932, the eyes of Casares Quiroga (then minister of the interior) had appeared, to both friends and enemies, to burn in his small head like those of St Just. Now they were marked by a strange, ironic optimism, only explicable as a symptom of the tuberculosis from which he was already suffering.

The nature of the crisis in Spain was described on 16 June 1936 by Gil Robles, the sleek, fat and almost bald, but still young, leader of the Spanish Catholic party, the CEDA.4 His party was conservative, and Catholic, and it included those who wanted to restore a monarchy, as well as those who desired a christian democratic republic. Some in the CEDA, particularly in the youth movement (JAP),1 were almost fascists; and some admired Dollfuss’s corporate Austria. Gil Robles was eloquent and able, but hesitant and devious. He was as hated by monarchists and fascists as he was by socialists. Yet he had created the first middle-class Spanish mass party. Now he recalled that the government had had, since the elections in February, exceptional powers, including press censorship and the suspension of constitutional guarantees. Nevertheless, during those four months, 160 churches, he said, had been burned to the ground, there had been 269 political murders, and 1,287 assaults of varying seriousness. Sixty-nine political centres had been wrecked, there had been 113 general strikes and 228 partial strikes, while 10 newspaper offices had been sacked. ‘Let us not deceive ourselves!’ concluded Gil Robles. ‘A country can live under a monarchy or a republic, with a parliamentary or a presidential system, under communism or fascism! But it cannot live in anarchy. Now, alas, Spain is in anarchy. And we are today present at the funeral of democracy!’ Angry cries broke out from all over the chamber, some in agreement, some in dissent.2

The conditions of the country and the régime were as grave as Gil Robles suggested, even if the figures seemed suspiciously precise, and even if some of the disorder caused was the work of the Right: the building of El Ideal, a right-wing newspaper in Granada, had been apparently burned by young men of the upper class and there was other provocation.3 In addition to the violence, men at both extremes of the political spectrum were being drilled for fighting, as military formations. ‘All out on Sunday’ was an instruction by a score of political leaders. Neither Casares Quiroga nor Gil Robles, representing groups which had been prominent in the history of the Second Republic,4 could control events. Both, indeed, were sustained in the Cortes by the votes of deputies whose aims were different from their own. The elections of the preceding February had been contested by two alliances: the Popular Front, and the National Front. Besides the liberals like Casares, the former had consisted of the large socialist party, the small communist party, and other working-class groups. Behind the socialist party there was the powerful trade union, the UGT (Unión General de Trabajadores),1 one of the best organized workers’ movements in Europe. The National Front consisted not only of the CEDA, but also of monarchists, agrarians, representing the large landowners of the south and centre, and some other right-wing parties. It was the political front for all the forces of old Spain, the army, as well as of the church and the bourgeoisie.

The Popular Front had gained the day in February 1936 though, by the Spanish electoral law, their majority of seats in the Cortes was greater than their total of votes cast would have entitled them under a strict system of proportional representation. Not all the parties which had shared in the electoral alliance took part in the government. Indeed the government was composed of liberal republicans,2 while it depended for its majority upon the working-class parties. This is never a recipe for strong government. It was peculiarly unhappy in Spain in 1936, when the latter were already in a perpetual state of revolutionary effervescence; and, apart from those who cooperated with the democratic system so far as to contest seats in the Cortes, there remained, outside, the great army of nearly two million anarchist workers, chiefly in Andalusia or Barcelona, organized in the CNT (Confederación Nacional de Trabajo),3 and directed by a secret society, the FAI (Federación Anarquista Ibérica).4 This huge, self-absorbed and passionate movement, already throbbing like a great city at war, despised the progressive government of Casares Quiroga as much as it had in the past hated the governments of the Right. Then there was the army. Who in that early summer in Madrid had not heard rumours of plots by generals, to establish ‘order’ or even a military dictatorship? Indeed, after Gil Robles had finished speaking in the Cortes, a socialist deputy declared that the churches were being burned by agents provocateurs to justify just such a rebellion.


The socialists were divided. Some were reformists. Some were intellectual fabians. A few were revolutionaries. Some were dazzled by the flattery of communists, some were aghast at the recent rise of communist influence. But all could agree with the accusations levelled at the Right by their spokesmen.

When their cheering had died down, the monarchist leader, Calvo Sotelo, proudly rose. Like Casares Quiroga, he was a native of Galicia; but also, like Casares, he lacked the dispassion for which that green region is celebrated. Had he gipsy blood? Was he as strong a man as his handsome face suggested? A Spanish Roosevelt, or a cleverer, Spanish Mussolini? All people knew for certain was that he was ruthless, eloquent, and able. On leaving the University of Saragossa in 1915 he had been private secretary to Maura,1 the high-minded conservative Prime Minister of Alfonso XIII. Shortly afterwards, Maura made him civil governor2 of Valencia at twenty-five. General Primo de Rivera gave him the ministry of finance at thirty-two. Prudently spending the first years of the republic in Paris to escape condemnation for the financial mistakes of the dictatorship, he returned to Spain only when the republic had begun to founder. Elected to the Cortes as a monarchist, he believed above all in his own star. The eclipse of Gil Robles had been his gain. Already experienced and at the height of his powers, he spoke as if the future of Spain were in his hands.3

The disorder in Spain, he said, in a speech punctuated by interruptions, was the result of the democratic constitution of 1931. No viable state, he believed, could be built upon that constitution.


Against this sterile state [he went on] I am proposing the integrated state, which will bring economic justice, and which will say with due authority: ‘no more strikes, no more lock-outs, no more usury, no more capitalist abuses, no more starvation wages, no more political salaries gained by a happy accident,1 no more anarchic liberty, no more criminal conspiracies against full production’. The national production will be for the benefit of all classes, all parties, all interests. This state many may call fascist; if this be indeed the fascist state, then I, who believe in it, proudly declare myself a fascist!



When the ensuing storm of derision and applause had died down, he went on:


When I hear talk of the danger from monarchist generals, I smile a little, for I do not believe (and you will grant me a certain [he paused] moral authority for this assertion), that there is, in the Spanish army, a single soldier disposed to rise on behalf of a monarchy and against the republic. If there were such a person, he would be mad—I speak with all sincerity, mad indeed, as would be any soldier who, before eternity, would not be ready to rise on behalf of Spain, and against anarchy—if that should be necessary.



Calvo Sotelo had already secretly committed himself to support a military rising if it should come.2 The Speaker of the Cortes, the swarthy Diego Martinez Barrio, requested Calvo Sotelo not to make such announcements, since his intentions could be misunderstood. The Speaker was an experienced politician of obscure birth from Seville, who had been once briefly Prime Minister. Now he was leader of the Republican Union party. Open, sympathetic, but vain, he had hitherto successfully represented in his political life the idea of compromise. This was so rare in Spanish affairs that his enemies attributed his rise to his occult power as a freemason of the thirty-third grade.

With deliberation, the Prime Minister answered Calvo Sotelo:


After Your Excellency’s3 words, the responsibility for whatever happens will be yours. You come here today with two aims only: to condemn parliament as impotent, and to inflame the army, trying to detach units from their loyalty to the republic. But I give my assurance. Parliament will work. The army will do its duty.




The most famous Spanish communist, Dolores Ibarruri, known as ‘La Pasionaria’ (the passion flower), spoke next. Always dressed in black, with a grave but fanatical face which caused the masses who listened to her speeches to suppose her a revolutionary saint, she was now forty. Years before, as a girl, she had been a devout Catholic. In those days she had wandered from village to village in the Basque provinces, selling (according to one account) sardines from a great tray which she bore on her head.1 But Dolores la Sardinera married a miner from Asturias, one of the founders of the socialist party in northern Spain. Personal tragedies accumulated—three of her daughters died in infancy—against a harsh background of struggle.2 She transferred her devotion from the Virgin of Begoña to the prophet of the British Museum Reading Room. The Right spread rumours that she had once cut a priest’s throat with her own teeth. She was to become a great orator, and was already an artist in words and timing. But her personality was less strong than it publicly appeared and her enemies on the Trotskyite Left explained the success of her oratory as attributable to secret Svengalis sent from Moscow. She was nevertheless a simple, direct, and powerful woman who had been to prison many times—three times under the republic—and twice to Moscow too. In the Cortes, she stood out as the only striking leader in the small if growing Spanish communist party. There were only seventeen communist deputies, all ‘unknown and ignorant’ in the view of Indalecio Prieto, a socialist moderate, and, outside, the party had 130,000 members at most.3

More important, La Pasionaria also represented the idea of revolutionary womanhood, a strong force in a country which had given the Virgin a special place in religion. As long ago as 1909, women in Barcelona had been the most eloquent, daring and violent among strikers, church-burners and looters of nunneries.4

When La Pasionaria spoke in the Cortes on 16 June, she dismissed the fascists of Spain as gangsters. But was there not a ‘fascist international’, directed from Berlin and Rome, which had already designated a day of reckoning in Spain?

A Catalan businessman, Juan Ventosa, next expressed his alarm at the apparent optimism of the Prime Minister. Ventosa, twice finance minister under the King, had been in politics for many years and was the political lieutenant of Francisco Cambó, the great financier of Barcelona and one of the richest men in Spain. It was said that Cambó’s wealth had already been transferred abroad. The question was, was it wiser, from the point of view of the flight of capital, to seem hopeful or concerned? The government could never decide. Joaquín Maurín, leader of the rebel communist party known as the POUM,1 announced next that there existed already a pre-fascist situation in the country. Then Calvo Sotelo rose once more to answer the Prime Minister:


My shoulders are broad [he said]. I do not shun, indeed I accept with pleasure, the responsibility for what I do … I recall the answer given by St Dominic of Silos2 to a Spanish king: ‘Sire, my life you may take from me, but more you cannot take’. Is it not, indeed, better to perish gloriously, than to live in contempt? But I, in turn, bid the Prime Minister to reckon up his responsibilities; if not before God, since he is an atheist, at least before his conscience, inasmuch as he is a man of honour.



He spoke then of the roles of Kerensky and Karolyi in delivering Russia and Hungary over to communist revolution:


My honourable friend will not be a Kerensky, since he is not unconscious of what he is doing. He possesses full knowledge of what he conceals, and of what he thinks. God grant that he will never be compared with Karolyi, the conscious betrayer of a thousand-year civilization!



Calvo Sotelo sat down. As he did so, shouts and applause rang through the chamber. ‘That’s your last speech,’ La Pasionaria is supposed to have shouted.

The reverberations of this debate, with its threats and warnings, echoed all over Spain. They found their way to the President, Manuel Azaña, the embodiment of the republic, gloomily watching the collapse of his hopes from the rich loneliness of the National Palace.1 They found their way to those generals who for so long had been employing their ample leisure with tactical schemes for a military rising against the government. They reached, too, José Antonio Primo de Rivera, son of the old dictator and leader of the Spanish fascists, the Falange, in his prison in the port of Alicante, whither he had been vainly sent on a trivial charge, virtually as a hostage for the good behaviour of his followers. They reached to that other group of Spaniards whose aspirations lay outside the Cortes, the anarchists. They found their way to most of the 24 million people who then formed the population of Spain. The questions in every mind as the summer mounted, as the bull-fight season attained its meridian, were: ‘How long will this go on?’ ‘Will there be a revolution?’ and ‘Could it be war?’ For while there had been no civil wars in most of Europe since the seventeenth century, Spain, the one major European country to have kept out of the Great War, had fallen back into conflict within her national frontiers three times in the previous century.







2


This debate in the Cortes was the culmination of the several passionate quarrels as to how Spain should be governed which had continued since 1808. In that year, the enfeebled monarchy made an abject surrender before Napoleon. The British under the Duke of Wellington helped the Spanish people to drive out the French in the ensuing War of Independence. The Bourbons were brought back in the loathsome person of Ferdinand VII. But the monarchy was no longer sacrosanct. For almost three centuries before 1808, Spain had been the most untroubled of European countries; from then on, it would be among the most turbulent of them.

The history of the succeeding half-century was marked by a struggle over the constitution. The contestants were the church and the army, the two Spanish institutions which had survived with credit from the War of Independence, the former being conservative, the latter honeycombed with free-thinking masonic lodges. Throughout, this dispute was almost war.1 In 1820, liberal officers forced a constitution upon King Ferdinand who, in 1823, brought in a French army, the ‘hundred thousand sons of St Louis’, to do away with it. In 1834, the quarrel turned into the First Carlist War, when the church, and the advocates of regional rights in the north, rallied to the cause of Don Carlos, the brother of the dead Ferdinand. Carlos claimed the throne in the place of his infant niece, Isabella II, Ferdinand’s daughter. The latter was championed by the liberals and the army, both representing the claims of Castile to dominate the Peninsula. This war of religion and of secession ended in 1839, when the liberals won, but peace took the form of a compromise between the armies of both sides. Carlist officers were permitted to join the regular Spanish army. Partly as a result (and partly because the confiscation of the church’s lands in 1837 reduced the influence of that institution), the quarrel between liberals and clerical conservatives took the form thereafter of a succession of coups d’état (pronunciamientos) by one general after another.

This curious era ended in 1868, when Queen Isabella, a nymphomaniac, was herself expelled by the greatest of Spain’s liberal generals, Prim. If the occasion of her departure was her excessive reliance on Father Claret, her confessor, the real cause was a revolt against the style of government over which Isabella and her ‘Court of Miracles’ had vaguely presided. The succeeding seven years were confused. A brother of the King of Italy, the Duke of Aosta, was brought in as King Amadeo I. This attempt at bourgeois monarchy could not contain the violence rearoused between liberals and conservatives, newly in arms. Amadeo abdicated. The First Spanish Republic was proclaimed. This republic was at first intended as a federal one, in which the provinces would have substantial rights. But the intellectuals who planned this were powerless to ensure the survival of authority of any kind. In the north, the Carlists rose again under a grandson of the Old Pretender, and were generally supported by the church throughout the Peninsula. In the south and south-east, many coastal towns proclaimed themselves independent cantons. Once again, the army eventually took power. While restoring order, the generals decided that there was no alternative save to bring back Queen Isabella’s son, then a cadet at Sandhurst, as King Alfonso XII.

A constitution was promulgated in 1876. Thanks to favourable European conditions of trade, Spain was prosperous in the 1880s. Universal male franchise was nominally introduced. But the results of the elections were always defrauded by an informal pact, the turno pacífico, between the two main parties, carried out by the agency of the minister of the interior and local political bigwigs, the caciques. The people of Spain came to look upon the parliamentary system, a deliberate imitation of English practice, as a means of excluding them from politics. Alfonso XII, meanwhile, died young in 1885, at the age of twenty-eight, leaving a posthumous son, Alfonso XIII, for whom his mother, María Cristina, ruled as Regent till 1902.1

The ‘pious fraud’ of the constitution was one reason for the spread of revolutionary ideas throughout the working class. By the time of the First World War, there existed in Spain two general trade unions. The first, the CNT (Confederación Nacional de Trabajo),2 was inspired by the anarchist ideas of the Russian Bakunin; the second, the UGT (Unión General de Trabajadores),3 was Marxist, though reformist and not revolutionary. The socialists of the UGT collaborated with the political system so far as to seek election to the Cortes and, in the cities, where the caciques’ manipulation of votes became increasingly difficult, succeeded in gaining election. But the anarchists saw the constitution as unclean; and the violence, murders, and lightning strikes undertaken intermittently by the anarchist militants kept the governments in turmoil. Both these working-class movements desired to regenerate Spain through education, superior public morality, pacifism and anti-clericalism, as much as through politics.

Two other problems, however, caused the collapse of the constitution established at the restoration. The first was that of Catalonia. Many Catalans aspired to a recognition of their separate character from the rest of Spain. Catalonia had continued, after Spanish unification, to live as a region of its own and to look to its own capital of Barcelona, never to Madrid. The ‘Catalan question’ became acute because of the industrial development of that capital during the nineteenth century. Irritation with the incompetence of the government at Madrid led the new rich of Barcelona at the end of the century to embrace Catalan nationalism. This, together with the anarchist faith of the workers, the high rates of illiteracy and the demagogic atmosphere inculcated by a centralist, opportunist, but wild Radical party,4 made Barcelona (growing fast in population) at the turn of the century the most turbulent city in Europe: the ‘city of bombs’. The great strike in Barcelona in 1902 and that in Bilbao in 1903 were major battles in which the nerves of all were fully extended. The ornate architecture favoured by the prosperous bourgeoisie was the lavish backcloth to a mounting series of anarchist crimes. ‘In Barcelona, a revolution does not have to be prepared,’ wrote the civil governor, Angel Ossorio y Gallardo, ‘since it is always ready.’1 Meantime, aspirations similar to those of Catalonia began to be echoed in the more tranquil Basque provinces, where a comparably self-sufficient bourgeoisie was becoming rich from iron, banking and commerce.
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1. Regions and provinces of Spain
 





The third crisis of the régime derived from the colonial wars in, first, Cuba, then Morocco. The Cuban War of 1895 turned into the Spanish American one of 1898; all was lost, save honour. The defeat inflamed the Catalan problem, since Cuba had been the best market for Catalan textiles. The loss of Cuba was also of psychological concern since many Catalan fortunes had been based on Cuban commerce.2 In addition, the loss of the last vestige of empire caused a national crisis. It gave force to old causes of discontent, and fired new ones. The year of defeat, 1898, was thus a turning-point: Spaniards were forced to think of themselves as a poor European country with few resources.

Morocco, however, offered a new chance of empire. But it caused new upheavals too. Spain had held the two northern Moroccan ports of Melilla and Ceuta for several hundred years. She had tried to extend her rule there in the 1860s, and there had been further fighting, near Melilla, in the 1890s. Spain was understandably reluctant to allow any other European power to establish herself on the north coast of Africa facing her. In 1904, as part of the Entente Cordiale between Britain and France, France and Spain divided Morocco into zones of influence, Spain taking the smaller, northern part. Morocco was then backward, lawless, and ripe for European interest, if not investment, though the tribes of both zones had a formal loyalty to a sultan at Fez. The ill-informed Spanish populace was probably as critical of these high-handed arrangements as was the indolent sultan; neither was consulted. Business, however, followed the flag: the iron mines of Morocco were rich. A gradual extension of Spanish commerce followed, partly the reflection of similar French action (had Spain shown no interest, France would have absorbed the whole of Morocco). A Spanish colonization company was founded, and it bought land in the wake of the troops. But then the advances stopped; Moroccan tribesmen closed ranks; a series of setbacks forced the army to call for reinforcements; in 1909, there were serious defeats; by September of that year, the Spanish army was 40,000 strong in Morocco. But it was by then committed to an imperial adventure whose only end could be the conquest of north Morocco at a cost which the country could not afford.
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Already there were, in 1909, horrible repercussions at home when Antonio Maura’s government called up 850 reservists, some from Catalonia, all from north-east Spain. When the men went reluctantly to their ships in the harbour at Barcelona, a general strike was called in protest. A week of rioting ensued, the Semana Trágica, the Tragic Week, of Barcelona. Radicals, socialists and anarchists collaborated in the burning of churches that followed. Some hoped that a national revolution would ensue. But, bereft of real political direction, the rioters spent themselves in pointless destruction. While the leaders hesitated, radical women, clerks, criminals, boys and prostitutes terrified nuns out of nunneries, burned their possessions, killed their domestic animals and chickens, and disinterred bodies. A handsome coalman danced with one disinterred corpse outside the house of the rich Marqués de Comillas, ‘delighted to be of use as a revolutionary’. Eventually, the army resumed control; some 120 people had been killed,1 three clergy among them; the rioters had wanted to destroy ‘property and illusions’, not life. About fifty churches or other religious buildings were burned.

This disaster was a shock which seemed to show how violent a nation lay underneath the surface of constitutional rule. The authorities were less disturbed by the revolutionary expectations of the radicals or the anarchists than by the apparently meaningless destruction caused by the populace once their blood was up. The Tragic Week was a setback to the idea that a parliamentary democracy might gradually be established: if the masses were as they showed themselves in 1909, the political class of the day thought, real democracy would result in ruin. Henceforward, politicians avoided general elections if they could and tried to arrange coalitions out of groups of parliamentarians already in the legislature. The international

















































Author’s Notes



1. Spanish place names: The following Spanish names have been anglicized:





	
Andalucía-Andalusia

	
Mallorca-Majorca


	
Aragón-Aragon

	
Menorca-Minorca


	
Castilla-Castile

	
Navarra-Navarre


	
Cataluña-Catalonia

	
Sevilla-Seville


	
La Coruña-Corunna

	
Zaragoza-Saragossa


	
Extremadura-Estremadura

	
Duero-Douro


	
 

	
Tajo-Tagus







2. Catalan names are usually given in Spanish.

3. References footnotes: The first time a book is mentioned, the title and place and date of publication are given, following the full name of the author; subsequently, the name only of the author is given. Where a second (or third) book by the same author is mentioned, further references to both that book and the author’s first-mentioned book are given with a short title.

4. Names of political parties have mostly been translated, e.g., ‘Left Re-publican’ for Izquierda Republicana; but some have been left in their original form, e.g., Esquerra, Falange. Spanish titles of nobility have usually been left in the original, e.g., Conde de Rodezno, though where the person concerned was well known in England in his own right, he has been anglicized (e.g., Duke of Alba, not Duque de Alba). Other European titles have usually been anglicized (e.g., Count Ciano). Other names have been left as is usual in English historical works, e.g., Don Carlos, but Charles V.

5. In the civil war, the names of the contending parties have been usually called the nationalists and the republicans.

6. I have usually translated the Spanish ranks ‘Teniente Coronel’ and ‘Coronel’ as simply Colonel: this abbreviation is normal in English, less permissible in Spanish. I hope the lieutenant colonels whom I have prematurely promoted will overlook this.
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