
Da “Time”, 16 maggio 1938 

GERMANY-ITALY: $20,000,000 Visit 

"King by the Grace of God and the Will of the People" is what astute, courageous, popular Vittorio 

Emanuele III was long before Il Duce added the title of "Emperor." Last week His Majesty surprised 

casual foreign observers—not Italians—by making Adolf Hitler's visit to Italy the occasion for visibly 

demonstrating that Benito Mussolini is not the whole cheese in Italy—although he is of course The Big 

Cheese, as Neville Chamberlain is in England.  

Up to a few weeks before the 1922 March on Rome, Fascist Mussolini was an avowed Republican 

pledged to upset the Throne, and he came out as a Monarchist in a public speech only a few weeks 

before the March. Significantly the Fascist marchers on Rome were poorly armed, whereas His Majesty 

had mobilized powerful army units, held discreetly in barracks and side streets of Rome. Editor 

Mussolini remained at Milan 400 miles away until after the March, then accepted the telegraphed 

invitation of Vittorio Emanuele to come to Rome and form "His Majesty's Government" as Premier.  

In the recent Ethiopian war it was a Fascist, Marshal de Bono, who went out to begin a "Fascist 

conquest'' of this part of Africa. It was a prominent Monarchist, Marshal Badoglio, who, when the war 

bogged down under de Bono, was sent out, and ended the war as an "Italian victory." The King has 

always acted so as to give fullest scope to the energy and talents of II Duce, who has always acted with 

the greatest respect for Vittorio Emanuele III. Not long ago a Fascist official told of having suggested 

on a certain point that the Premier simply ring up the King by telephone, told of Il Duce's reproving 

reply: "Such lack of respect is not to be shown His Majesty! Audience must always be sought in 

advance." Last week Italy's reigning King-Emperor and her ruling Dictator joined in visibly correcting 

what has become outside Italy a pretty general misconception.  

Adolf Hitler, who combines in his single person the roles of Chancellor (Premier) and Reichsführer or 

Realmleader (a modernized euphemism for King), was met on the station platform in Rome last week 

by Il Re Vittorio Emanuele and II Duce Benito Mussolini. Der Fuhrer gave the Nazi salute, II Re the 

military salute and II Duce the Fascist salute (see p. 23). Afterward the German shook hands with his 

Italian hosts, and then Premier Mussolini effaced himself, slipping out and driving off in a small car to 

his office.  

Meanwhile, the King-Emperor and the Realmleader entered the first of a procession of State victorias. 

Into the others piled Italian and German statesmen and officers. Then off all clattered, escorted by 

mounted cuirassiers of the ancient House of Savoy in gleaming breastplates.  



Reputedly $20,000,000 was spent by Il Duce's orders on the visit of the Fuhrer. Even the railway 

station at which he arrived was especially built outside the walls of Rome, connected up with the 

Eternal City by the brand new Viale Adolfo Hitler. This stately avenue and the Via Dell'Impero led the 

King-Emperor and Realmleader past several of the most interesting relics of ancient Rome, all 

floodlighted— for Il Duce had stagemanaged that the Führer should drive past at 8:30 p. m. Soon the 

German Dictator sat up as though startled and amazed by the vast Roman Colosseum which seemed to 

be afire, glowing within by the light of thousands of red torches, while in each arch an Italian soldier 

stood at attention, silhouetted in full war gear; his steel helmet sharply outlined.  

The King-Emperor took the Realmleader not to the Villa Torlonia (the palace in which Mussolini lives 

on a long rental lease), but to the House of Savoy's majestic Palazzo del Quirinale. * Here Der Führer 

was lodged in the suite of Crown Prince Umberto, who makes his home in Naples.  

Business is Business. In Rome almost every building flew the Italian and the German flag, excepting 

Jewish shops and homes, the Senate, the Chamber, other public buildings and the State's streetcars and 

busses. All these flew only the Italian flag. In town for the occasion were 46,000 police operatives, their 

wives and children —whereas Rome ordinarily gets along on 16,000.  

It has always been customary in Italy to plug mailboxes with heavy metal fittings on each State 

occasion, since for half a century Italians have been prone to "mail a bomb" timed to explode just as its 

intended object is scheduled to pass the mailbox. To this precaution against an old Italian custom was 

added last week search of sewers and cellars for bombs, banishment from Rome for a few days or 

jailing of all suspect persons, and an arrangement whereby one or more police agents stood in the hall 

of every building past which the German Realmleader was driven. Such is the Business called 

Dictatorship.  

First Day. An Italian stiletto, or "Fascist Honor Dagger" as it is called, was worn by Adolf Hitler, 

emerging on the first morning of his visit, after having received Benito Mussolini for a half-hour 

conference at the King's Palace. Der Fuhrer laid a wreath at the Pantheon (royal tombs), another at the 

Tomb of the Unknown Soldier, a third at the Fascist Altar on the Capitoline Hill. Lunch was at the 

King's Palace, followed by a go-minute conference in Il Duce's office, and then the two Dictators 

drove to Rome's airport. On one side of this half-mile-square field naval cadets dressed & undressed a 

full-rigged ship (dummy). Fascist youths 50,000 strong, from 6-year-old Sons of the Wolf to 18-year-

old Young Fascists, drilled to the music of 2,600 trumpets which at one point blew the Wedding March 

from Lohengrin. This caused irrepressible Italians to crack of the Dictators: "Are they exchanging 

wedding rings?"  



German tourists and German residents of Italy, meanwhile, gathered 4,000 strong in the Circus of 

Maxentius, were then briefly addressed by the Führer, before he closed his day with a State dinner at 

the King's Palace. Der Führer's keynote:  

"Hail to His Majesty King Vittorio Emanuele, and to that great spirit, our dear friend Benito Mussolini, 

Victory Hail!"  

Second Day. During the night the Realmleader slept on his green private train between Rome and 

Naples, the King-Emperor slept on his blue private train, and Il Duce was up until 2 a. m. on his 

private train, arranging last-minute details of the morrow's great Italian Navy display —190 warboats 

totaling 300.000 tons, the largest European concentration of war craft since the World War.  

Up early, Premier Mussolini went out first to the capital ship Conte di Cavour, received the 

Realmleader and the King-Emperor when they came aboard. The Rex, Roma, Saturnia and eleven 

other Italian liners carried members of the House of Savoy, bigwigs of Germany and Italy. In one of 

the fastest naval getaways ever executed, the Italian fleet dashed out of the harbor with intervals of only 

a few seconds between each ship, got away in 25 minutes flat, each warboat dipping colors to the Conte 

di Cavour,  

After some spectacular maneuvers off Capri, the cruisers Fiume and Zara opened up against the radio-

controlled target cruiser San Marco, firing live 8-inch shells at a range of eleven miles. An airplane 

circling above the target ship radioed to the Conte di Cavour that "the third salvo of shells hit the target 

squarely." Two planes then blotted out the San Marco with a smoke screen like the drawing of a quick 

curtain.  

Orator Mussolini recently boasted that Italy today has the largest, most powerful submarine fleet in the 

world. German Navy experts in the entourage of the Führer said they believed there had never been 

such a submarine display as Italy offered last week. One moment the sea was alive with 85 submarines 

advancing in nine columns toward the Conte di Cavour. Suddenly all dived, vanishing completely in 75 

seconds, then eight minutes later all upped into sight still in perfect formation, and all firing their deck 

guns at a total of 1,000 shots per minute—pandemonium.  

That night in Naples' famed old San Carlo Opera, now brilliantly refurbished, Der Fuhrer, Il Re and Il 

Duce sat through the extremely loud Aïda, which is all about the daughter of a King of Ethiopia.  

Third Day. Spain's former King Alfonso XIII, Afghanistan's former King Amanulla were among 

50,000 spectators who watched Mussolini, now back in Rome with Hitler, show off the Italian Army, 

Fascist Militia, armed Colonial Police, Italian Labor Corps, etc. In the march past, with the army and 

militia doing the Roman Step (goosestep), were 30,500 men, 2,500 horses and mules, 1,320 tanks, 

armored cars and trucks, 600 guns and 200 mortars. Italian motorized equipment has several times 

shown itself superior to German during the war in Spain, and not only Hitler but all his entourage 



keenly eyed every Italian unit. For the first time Italians saw their poison-gas and flame-throwing 

equipment paraded, looked glum as they watched the weird figures of soldiers swathed in gas masks 

and asbestos suits. Lunch was at the German Embassy, dinner at the Palace of Governor of Rome 

Prince Piero Colonna, and afterward 100,000 jammed the Borghese Gardens. There the King and 

Queen and Dictators sat listening to Maestro Marinuzzi of the Royal Opera conduct a choir of 6.000 

accompanied by 4,000 musicians in what Italians crowed was "The Largest Concert in the World."  

Fourth Day. Rain. Had it not rained the Italian Air Force were to have demolished with bombs a 

dummy village built on the outskirts of Rome. With the ceiling at a bare 1,000 feet, the ground wispy 

with mist, the air display was postponed and Adolf Hitler drove about Rome visiting museums, 

glimpsing at a distance St. Peter's and the Papal State. The Pope made no advances toward A. Hitler, 

closed his museums while the German tourists were in Rome (see p. 48). At week's end, the Nazis 

gone, the Vatican ordered them reopened. That night came the end State dinner. This was "at 

Mussolini's office"—i.e., in one of the grand salons of Palazzo Venezia. In their private talks the 

Dictators had undoubtedly made various secret arrangements last week, but at this public function they 

exchanged wide-open pledges in the form of toasts. These were anything but informal, each toast a 

State paper, arrived at by negotiation, and read off from a printed text. They were of about equal 

length, but Der Führer read at about double the speed of Il Duce.  

In veiled language Italy's Premier toasted in terms which the Germans construed as giving them "a free 

hand in Czechoslovakia,'' although that was reading a great deal into Il Duce's words: "Germany and 

Italy have left behind them the Utopia to which Europe had blindly committed her destinies in order to 

seek between themselves and to seek together with others a manner of international living which may, 

with equity, set up more effective guaranties of justice, security and peace for all.  

"This may be attained only when the elementary rights of every people to live, work and defend itself 

are loyally recognized, and political balance corresponds with the reality of the historic forces which 

constitute and determine it."  

Whether or not the above meant what the Germans claimed. Dictator Hitler in his toast made one of 

the most unequivocal pledges ever given. Der Führer likened his words to a "testament"—everyone 

recalling how millions of Russians heed the Testament of Lenin, millions of Chinese the Testament of 

Sun Yatsen.  

"It is my unshakable will and also my political testament to the German people." cried Hitler, "to 

consider inviolable for all time the frontiers of the Alps, erected between us by nature. I am certain that 

for Rome, as well as for Germany, there will result a future that is glorious and prosperous. Duce. just 

as you and your people have remained true to your friendship in the decisive days, so I, too, and my 

people are ready to manifest the same friendship to Italy in difficult times. Duce. I raise my glass and 



drink to your health, to the happiness and greatness of the Italian people and to our immutable 

friendship!"  

Last Day. Although Haile Selassie was girding in London to make his last stand at Geneva this week, 

his son-in-law Ras Gugsa traveled obediently in the entourage of Conquerors Vittorio Emanuele & 

Mussolini as they took Dictator Hitler out on the last day of his Rome visit for the big bombing & 

shelling.  

Son Bruno Mussolini led a squadron of 28 gleaming Italian bombers, loosened destruction upon two 

23,000-ton empty freighters in the Tyrrhenian Sea off La Furbara, sank them in a few minutes amid 

clouds of spray.  

The bombing squadrons were then realistically attacked by pursuit ships. The heaviest type of bombs 

used by Italian craft today in Spain were not dropped for Adolf Hitler, since their radius of destruction 

is so tremendous as to be risky in war games, but in a land display the Führer was treated to the 

dropping of a total of at least 100,000 pounds of "medium bombs," which made the earth tremble, 

blasted to smithereens large structures built to represent industrial plants and harbor works.  

Over 400 planes joined in mass aerobatics, and next it was time for II Duce to set anti-tank guns 

popping with incendiary bullets which set fire to their targets. The latest Italian artillery then went into 

action, followed at Rome that evening by a gala Royal Opera performance of musical Adolf's favorite 

Lohengrin. Next morning Premier Mussolini drove unobtrusively to the railway station, popped in by a 

side door, while His Majesty the King-Emperor arrived in his victoria with departing Guest Hitler. Il 

Duce. after seeing the Führer into his private train, dashed ahead in his own private train at a faster clip 

to Florence. There Art Lover Hitler browsed through the famed art museums and romantic palaces 

before boarding his train and chuffing off to Berlin.  

Lollypop. In London and Paris, as well as in Berlin and Rome, statesmen expected bilateral pacts now 

to be swiftly made between France & Italy, Britain & Germany, after which they looked for the final 

effort to conclude a Four-Power Pact. II Duce was said to have got emotional Adolf Hitler all excited 

in Florence about a grandiose, perfectly vague project for "world Fascist-Nazi fraternization," this 

being Benito Mussolini's parting lollypop for the Führer.  

Hitler was not entertained last week in either the home of Il Re or the home of Il Duce. 
* His Majesty, who speaks perfect English, does not consider this his "home," reserves that intimate title for the Villa Savoia, standing amid spreading Roman gardens.  

The King and his family "live" at their villa, and Vittorio Emanuele "works" at the Palazzo del Quirinale much as Benito Mussolini "works" at the Palazzo Venezia.  



Da “Time”, 24 aprile 1939 

Foreign News: King's Crisis 
 

Italians pay allegiance to II Duce, II Papa, II Re. It is no secret, even in censor-ridden Italy, that the 

agnostic peasant's son who commands the lion's share of the allegiance is quietly deplored by Pope and 

King. Last week that division in sentiment passed a crisis which has long been building up:  

For one thing, Benito Mussolini and Vittorio Emmanuele III differ about the future of the House of 

Savoy. II Duce is amused by his little King, but far from amused by Crown Prince Umberto, Italy's 

most stubborn antiFascist. The Fascist oath of allegiance, once addressed "to the King and his 

successors," has been shorn of the last three words. Crown Prince Umberto rarely appears at Fascist 

celebrations. His sympathizers like to say that he once challenged Benito Mussolini to a duel, still 

speaks to him like a Prince addressing his Premier.  

Furthermore, to aristocratic Italians, and thus to the "King's party," the alliance with Germany is plainly 

abhorrent. They dislike the fact that the German Gestapo operates in Italy. They long for the days 

when Italy followed Britain's lead in international affairs. They are but little impressed by II Duce's 

imperial ambitions. In a war they would try to keep Italy from becoming the ally of Germany.  

While not politically of much power, the royal family nevertheless has strong adherents in the Army 

and Navy. Crown Prince Umberto is regarded as an Army man, faithfully appears at Army functions. 

No legislation of II Duce has been more unpopular than his anti-Jewish decrees, and in no place were 

they more unpopular than in the Navy.  

One more cause of friction is personal dislike between the House of Savoy and the Ciano family. II 

Duce's favorite daughter, Countess Edda Ciano, does not even rate as a royal lady in waiting, is ignored 

by Queen Elena. Moreover, it was Count Galeazzo Ciano and the scheming Edda who were personally 

active in bringing Italy into the German alliance, and who have since been working for a social 

revolution in Italy along the lines of the Nazi one in Germany. Before Adolf Hitler came into power, 

Benito Mussolini was willing to let things in Italy go on pretty much as they had always been.  

Unhappy over his lot because of all these things, Vittorio Emmanuele III has several times been 

rumored on the point of abdication. Last week correspondents learned that when the mild little King 

heard of Premier Mussolini's plans to invade Albania, he sent Crown Prince Umberto to call on His 

Holiness, Pope Pius XII, not once but twice. One interview lasted 45 minutes. Its burden: Rome and 

Berlin having been politically hyphenated while the King was on the throne, there was nothing he 

personally could do about splitting the combination; but perhaps if he abdicated in favor of his son, 



Italy might stand a better chance of escaping from the axis. Would Pius XII put either his Papal 

blessing or his political okay on such a succession?  

The Pope thought it over—taking into consideration such factors as the royal sympathies of popular 

Marshal Pietro Badoglio, the rising popularity, even among Fascists, of the Church, and his own 

sympathies—and then counseled calling the whole idea off. Said II Duce, when he heard of the talks: "I 

am ready to face a crisis of regime and if it should become necessary the regime is strong enough to get 

along by itself." 



Da “Time”, 24 giugno 1940 

SOUTHERN THEATRE: Italy in Arms 

For all his cheek-puffing and chest-swelling, his bellicose roars of Roman conquest from the balcony of 

the Palazzo Venezia (TIME, June 17), Dictator Benito Mussolini last week did not hurl his Italian war 

machine into World War II in German Blitzkrieg style. He had entered the war not to fight so much as 

to share a victory. Waiting for that time, he naturally edged into action cautiously. He laid some mines, 

dropped a few bombs, fired a few torpedoes, started a few tanks rolling in the remote Somalilands (see 

above). His people were not spoiling for a fight and he appeared to be spoiling only for the spoils.  

The hard-pressed Allies exchanged a few sharp jolts with him in northern Italy, Libya, Eritrea. The 

British clamped shut, at Gibraltar and Suez, the gates of their Mediterranean cage for Mussolini. This 

action cut off Italian East Africa from Rome. The Allies rounded up throughout the world such Italian 

merchant ships as did not scuttle themselves or hole up in neutral ports, including the Umbria en route 

to Eritrea through the Red Sea with 5,000 tons of air bombs and thousands of bags of cement.  

But hundreds of German officers and troops were reported moving into Italy as mentors for the Italian 

Army. Grand Admiral Erich Raeder appeared there to advise the Italian Fleet. Large numbers of Italian 

officers & men were reported moving into Germany through the Brenner Pass, to make the Axis effort 

look more joint.  

Little old King Vittorio Emanuele III was pressed into service. This pint-sized (5 ft. 3 in.) King, who 

really prefers peace— and for whom the Italian people preserve filial affection, was strutted off in all 

his regimentals to some secret "zone of operations" where he proclaimed: "Soldiers of the land, sea and 

air.  

"As Supreme Chief of all armed forces, in accordance with my sentiments and the traditions of my 

house, I return among you as I did 25 years ago. . . .  

"I am thinking of you deeply while you are sharing with me our profound attachment and complete 

dedication to our immortal country. Gird yourselves to face difficult tests, together with allied 

Germany, with uncrushable faith in mastering them.  

"Soldiers of the land, sea and air, united to you as never before, I am certain that your bravery and the 

patriotism of the Italian people will again assure victory to our glorious arms." 

Personnel. The High Command of those glorious arms was announced by First Marshal Mussolini: 

Chief of the General Staff — Marshal Pietro Badoglio.  

Chief of Staff for the Navy — Admiral Domenico Cavagnari.  

Chief of Staff for Air — General Francesco Pricolo.  



Under Marshal Badoglio was a vice chief of the General Staff, General Ubaldo Soddu, but the Army's 

No. 2 man and field chief was Marshal Rodolfo Graziani, commanding the divisions along the French 

frontier. Crown Prince Umberto commanded an Army facing toward Yugoslavia where danger seemed 

small indeed this week. Commanding a southern defense corps headquartered in Sicily was Marshal 

Emilio De Bono, a white-bearded little Fascist oldster who planned and provoked the Ethiopian War, 

then botched it. Commanding in Libya was that "accomplished ruffian," Air Marshal Italo Balbo, 

Libya's Governor.  

Badoglio. Of these Army heads, far the ablest and most experienced is Pietro Giuseppe Vittorio Luigi 

Badoglio, 68, Senator, Marquis of Sabotino, Duke of Addis Ababa. He has fought in all Italian wars 

since Emperor Menelek of Abyssinia whipped the Italians in Eritrea in 1896 and he, a lieutenant of 

artillery, helped save the town of Adigrat. He was credited with planning the victory of Zanzur in 1911, 

which wrested Libya from Turkey. His capture of Mt. Sabotino from the Austrians in 1916 led to the 

victory at Gorizia and won Colonel Badoglio his generalship. His Second Army was the one which 

cracked worst at Caporetto but this is excused by his admirers on the ground that he took over the 

command from a sick predecessor on a few days' notice, that the Austrian surprise attack centred on 

him. He helped General Armado Diaz and the Allied rescue staff (including France's Weygand) 

reorganize the Army on the Piave, and planned the final push at Vittorio Veneto in October 1918 

which knocked Austria out of World War I. He has been Chief of Staff intermittently ever since, with 

time out to visit the U. S. (1921), govern Libya (1928-33), finish De Bono's job in Ethiopia. He 

masterminded Franco's victory in Spain (though he refused to campaign, saying: "I have never been a 

chief of mercenaries") and studiously applied lessons learned there about mechanization.  

Taciturn son of humble parents in Italy's fightingest province, Piedmont, his greatest talents are for 

organizing and understanding Italian peasants. Boccia, their game of bowls, is his favorite and at it he, 

big-handed and muscular, is a champion. He also excels at bridge, is said never to overbid. Among 

military men he rates high as an able, likable professional. France's Gamelin was his good friend, 

though they differed on war of position v. war of motion.  

When ex-Corporal Mussolini marched on Rome in 1922, Marshal Badoglio, stanch monarchist, begged 

for a battalion of Royal Carabinieri to "sweep away these Black Shirt upstarts." He openly opposed the 

Ethiopian adventure until it became his duty to finish it. Although his heart may not be in this war, he 

is too good a soldier not to put his best brains and best effort into it.  

Forces. Although it is fashionable to belittle Italian soldiering (Aduwa, Caporetto, Guadalajara), Italy 

has many troops whose valor and ability should not be underrated. As a result of the Spanish War she 

has thousands of seasoned officers and men. Besides the Piedmontese and Sardinians, her 50,000 

Alpini are first-class, easily on a par with their cousins among the French and Bavarian crags. More 



spotty are the Arditi divisions, supposed to be shock troops picked for bravery from the general run of 

infantry. Of 1,500,000 soldiers Italy had under arms last week, about 700,000 were believed to be on 

the "Littorio Line" from the Riviera to Switzerland, 300,000 farther east (or going up to Germany) 

under Crown Prince Umberto, 220,000 (black & white) in Libya, 100,000 in Italian East Africa, 100.000 

in Sardinia and Sicily, 80,000 in Albania.  

Italian divisions have but two regiments each, 10,000 men. Three semi-mechanized celeri (swift) 

divisions are built around light tanks, horse-drawn and motorized artillery, with Bersaglieri 

(sharpshooters) on bicycles, motor trucks, motorcycles. Three armored divisions, and six armored 

regiments have heavier (eight-to-twelve-ton) break-through tanks, besides assault tanks, infantry in 

trucks, an engineer company with bridging equipment, anti-tank and anti-aircraft units.  

All troops are accompanied by bands, to give them rhythm, by which the High Command sets great 

store. When their band is out of earshot, men are taught to hum to themselves as they fight (a form of 

self-hypnosis also inculcated by the Germans).  

Italian field artillery is curious in being both lighter and heavier than that of most other armies. Instead 

of the 75-mm. gun common to France, Britain and the U. S., a 65-mm. howitzer is the standard battery 

weapon, yet each infantry battalion also has nine big 81-mm. mortars. Their antitank and anti-aircraft 

guns are only 20-mm. (the French 253 proved too light against German tanks), but their machine guns 

are .50 calibre. Each battalion has 27 automatic rifles (very few).  

On land, sea and air the Italian forces are geared rather for hit-&-run tactics than for direct attack. 

Their aircraft, many of them of wooden construction, hold records for speed and altitude. Their 

cruisers and destroyers are supposed to go in heavily for smoke screens and seldom venture beyond the 

range of supporting torpedo planes from land bases. Lightly armored, many of the cruisers sacrifice 

radius of action for speed as high as 40 knots for the light types. These are for fighting in the 

Mediterranean, along with swarms of 50-knot motor torpedo boats and small submarines. Other 

cruisers, designed to raid on the high seas if and when Gibraltar and Suez are forced, can range 10,000 

miles without refueling, and the big Italian submarines can cruise 15,000 miles, if and when England is 

blockaded.  

To quench the thirst of fighting men and machines in her desert countries and rocky islands, Italy's 

Navy has a unique class of water tankers. Italy's two new battleships of 35.000 tons, the Littorio and 

Vittorio Veneto (with two more coming up) are, until Britain's King George V class takes the sea. the 

world's most powerful. Italy's Navy is thus well equipped in most departments, needs only to be tested 

now in battle.  

Objectives. An important moment to Italy last week was "non-belligerent" Spain's sudden occupation 

of international, demilitarized Tangier*on the African shore, west of the Strait of Gibraltar. Marshal 



Badoglio's older son is secretary of the Italian Legation in Tangier. Ostensibly there are only 1,000 

Italians in the population of 75,000, but there are 12,000 Spaniards, and across the Strait, Spanish 

demonstrators last week shouted, "Gibraltar for Spain!" Just east of Tangier along the coast in Spanish 

Morocco loomed great coastal guns installed there for Spain by Germany, breasting the British guns on 

Gibraltar. Opening the western gate of her Mediterranean cage is one of Italy's prime aspirations, and 

the sidling maneuvers last week of Italian submarines (some of which put into Spanish ports) and 

planes made it look like an early objective, an easier one without the French Fleet to aid the British.  

In his war speech ("The watchword is only one, categoric and binding: CONQUER!") Mussolini said 

Italy's continental objectives would be sought first. maritime ones later. This turned all eyes toward 

expected action on the French Riviera and Alpine border—Nice and Savoy. But last week when France 

gave up, all the Italians had to do was march in.  

Corsica, which produced Napoleon, who Mussolini insists was Italian, is an objective Italy should have 

little difficulty achieving. Malta, which belonged to the Knights of St. John before Napoleon took it in 

1798, is solid rock and should come harder. Last week she let Corsica wait like a ripe plum, bombed 

Malta 25 times and laid mine barrages stretching both sides of it to bisect the Mediterranean and divide 

the enemy warships (see map, p. 25}.  

Algeria and Tunisia, old parts of the Ottoman Empire, Mussolini thinks belong as rightfully to him as 

to France, which got them by force of arms (Algeria 1830.  

Tunisia 1881 ). His mine barrages last week walled in Bizerte, the main French military base in Tunisia, 

which was also air-bombed heavily.  

Most desirable to Italy are Egypt and the Suez Canal, the one rich in cotton, the other vital to reach 

Italy's present holdings in eastern Africa. Britain got sole sway over Egypt (which both Rome and 

Napoleon held in their day) in 1882 when France and Italy declined to share the expense of pacifying 

the country after it revolted against the extravagant grandson, Ismail, of able old Mehemet AH Pasha, 

who whipped the Turks. Toward these well-guarded objectives Mussolini reconnoitred but moved 

scarcely at all last week. He did launch an armored column to take Djibouti, French terminal of the 

railroad from the Red Sea to Addis Ababa, and bombed Aden, British control port opposite Djibouti. 

His object apparently was to meet blockade with blockade, bottle up the British and what was left of 

the French in the Middle East and harass them until Hitler should complete Ms smash in Europe.  

Waiting-for-Christmas. Before going out of action, the French joined the British in giving Italy a 

copious taste of air-bombing at Turin (home of Fiat motors), Milan and Venice. French cruisers and 

destroyers shelled the Ligurian coast (San Remo to Elba), the Italians replying with coast guns and 

torpedoes, claiming two destroyers struck.  



Losing the French Navy would seriously affect Britain's fortunes in war with Mussolini through a vast 

40,000-mile theatre stretching from Gibraltar to Aden, because all land forces involved therein must be 

supplied by sea. Commanding the British naval forces based on Alexandria was Vice Admiral Andrew 

Browne Cunningham, who last week had to report the torpedoing of the anti-aircraft cruiser Calypso, 

apparently during action against Italy's Libyan base at Tobruch. His ships sank several Italian 

submarines and the old cruiser San Giorgio remodeled for coast defense. The British said they were 

mining the approaches to Venice and the waters around Italy's heel.  

The R. A. F. in the Middle East concentrated last week on Italy's Libyan and Eritrean bases, while 

South African bombers attacked in southern Ethiopia and Jubaland. Patrols of Lieut. General Henry 

Maitland Wilson's Egyptian command (40,000 strong) took two Italian forts and 200 askari prisoners 

on the Libyan border.  

All this was no major conflict, but it was plain that Mussolini's waiting-for-Christmas policy would not 

work against the British. For anything he takes from them he will have to fight. To their scorn for 

Italy's passive game, Marshal Badoglio has a pat answer: they also serve who only stand and wait. The 

Allies thought it splendid of Italy to stay neutral last time until 1915, and then join them instead of the 

Kaiser. That released several French divisions for the first Battle of the Marne. Waiting again, Italy has 

again picked a winner, but this time not the Allies.  

Berlin's English-language broadcaster, Lord Haw-Haw, last week restated Rome's case in terms 

requiring no Italian editing:  

"The Italian Armies [last time] were required by their allies to assume tasks out of all proportion to 

their strength, and because they suffered reverses, which in the circumstances must have overcome 

even the bravest, they were stigmatized as poor fighters, or even as cowards.  

"The descendants of the men who had conquered Britain and Gaul were expected to listen to these 

taunts and be grateful. Now, thanks to Mussolini, they have recovered the circumstances in which the 

martial glory, inherent in this long-abused race, can display itself as never before.  

"The world will once again hear the tramp of the dauntless Roman Legions. The flashing eagles have 

been raised aloft to restore to Italy her historic position in the world."  
*His majesty was credited in Nice last week with insisting that French civilians be given 48 hours to evacuate the Riviera and Alpine border before Italian bombings  

*The 225 sq. mi. around Tangier were internationalized in 1904 when France and Spain partitioned Morocco. The U. S. joined 26 other nations in the Act of Algeciras (1906), 

which followed Kaiser Wilhelm IPs insistence that the Sultan of Morocco continue to rule, though under French-Spanish protection. Thus the U. S. is represented in the 

international assembly which legislates for Tangier and the U. S. Consul is a member of the governing Committee of Control. 

 



Da “Time”, 1° luglio 1940 

FRANCE: The Forest, 22 Years After 
 

So still was the clearing that correspondents standing beside the old dining car 2419D could hear the 

beat of a thrush's wing, the sound of a woodpecker tapping against a beech tree in the Forest of 

Compiégne beyond. A warm June afternoon sun beat down on the clearing and cast purple shadows 

across the avenue leading through the forest from the clearing to a road. It was Friday, June 21, 1940. 

At exactly 3:15 o'clock, German summer time, from a touring car that had stopped at the far end of the 

avenue stepped a small man with a catlike tread and a supreme sense of the drama that is history.  

This was Adolf Hitler's first visit to the Forest of Compiégne, where Louis XVI received Marie-

Antoinette and Napoleon received Marie-Louise, where 510 years ago Joan of Arc surrendered to the 

Duke of Burgundy and 22 years ago a delegation of Germans signed an armistice dictated by France's 

Marshal Ferdinand Foch. Before Adolf Hitler as he stepped out of the car stood France's monument to 

Alsace-Lorraine. German war flags covered the sculptured sword thrust into a limp German eagle. 

Swastika banners hid the inscription beneath: To the Heroic Soldiers of France, Defenders of the 

Country and of Right, Glorious Liberators of Alsace-Lorraine.  

Adolf Hitler gazed at the monument, then walked slowly down the avenue 200 yards to the clearing. He 

wore a double-breasted, grey field uniform with the Iron Cross hanging from his left breast pocket. 

Behind him walked the six highest officials of the German Third Reich: Field Marshal Hermann 

Wilhelm Göring in the blue uniform of the Air Force, his Field Marshal's baton in his right hand; 

Colonel General Wilhelm Keitel, Chief of the German Armed Forces, his cap cocked jauntily on one 

side; Colonel General Walther von Brauchitsch in field grey; Grand Admiral of the Fleet Erich Raeder 

in a blue naval uniform and upturned stiff collar, also carrying a baton; Deputy Nazi Leader Rudolf 

Hess in a grey Party uniform; Foreign Minister Joachim von Ribbentrop in the grey uniform of the 

Foreign Office. As the group reached the clearing, at 3:18, Hitler's personal standard was run up.  

Near the flagstaff a great granite block stood some three feet above the ground. Hitler marched to it, 

followed by the others. One after another the seven men read the inscription on the stone. It said in 

French (which Hitler is not very good at): Here on the Eleventh of November, Succumbed the 

Criminal Pride of the German Empire, Vanquished by the Free Peoples Which it Tried to Enslave. 

None of the Germans spoke, or even changed his expression, but next day that stone was ordered 

removed.  

To a smaller stone, set between a pair of rusty railroad tracks, Hitler led his followers. This stone, 

marking the spot where a railroad car containing the German delegation stood from Nov. 8 to Nov. 11, 

1918, was inscribed simply: The German Plenipotentiary. From there Hitler and his aides walked 



straight to Car 2419D. For two minutes they stood outside, chatting in the sunlight that sent a 

lengthening shadow of the old wagon-restaurant slanting across the grass. Then Adolf Hitler stepped 

nimbly aboard the car. It was 3:25 p.m. 

The Dining Car. In this same car, in this same spot, in the bleak November dawn of another Friday 22 

years ago tough old Marshal Foch received the German delegation with these words: "Qu'est-ce que 

vous désirez, messieurs?" ("What do you want, gentlemen?") Said the chief of the German Delegation, 

Mathias Erzberger:* "We have come to receive the proposal of the Allied Powers for an armistice." 

Foch (sharply): "I have no proposal whatsoever to make." Count Alfred von Oberndorff: "Tell us, Herr 

Feldmarschall, how you wish us to express ourselves. Our delegation is prepared to ask you the 

conditions of an armistice."  

Foch: "Do you ask formally for an armistice?"  

The Germans: "Yes, we do."  

Foch: "Then please sit down and I will read the conditions of the Allies to you."  

Last week German Army engineers removed the old car from a museum 75 yards away (built by Arthur 

Henry Fleming of California, who received the Légion d'Honneur for his beneficence) and rolled it 

down the track to the spot where Adolf Hitler wanted it for reasons of historical drama. Through the 

dusty windows the correspondents peered, saw Hitler sit down in the chair Foch had used, before a 

statue of the Marshal. At his right and left sat Göring and Keitel; at one end of the table Brauchitsch 

and Hess; at the other end Raeder and Ribbentrop. The far side of the table was empty, with four 

vacant chairs waiting.  

At 3:30 p.m. four Frenchmen alighted from a car before the Alsace-Lorraine memorial. They were: 

General Charles Huntziger, wearing a khaki field uniform; Air General Jean Marie Joseph Bergeret and 

Admiral Maurice Athanase Le Luc, both in dark blue; onetime Ambassador to Poland Leon Noel, an 

old pro-totalitarian, neatly dressed in mufti. The French delegates gave the swastika-draped memorial a 

brief glance, then marched quickly down the avenue, escorted by three German officers. As they 

passed, the German guard snapped to attention..  

As the French delegates entered the car, the German leaders rose, stiff with punctilio. Adolf Hitler gave 

the Nazi salute to each Frenchman in turn. Göring and Raeder raised their batons. Brauchitsch and 

Keitel gave the military salute, Hess and Ribbentrop the Nazi salute. The Frenchmen returned military 

salutes. Then Hitler sat down and nodded to  

General Keitel. In a deeply solemn voice the German commander began reading, in German, Adolf 

Hitler's revision of history:  

"On November n, 1918, there began in this train the time of suffering of the German people. ... On 

September 3, 1939 . . . England and France again declared war against Germany without any grounds. 



Now the decision of weapons has required that the Reich Government make known the German 

conditions for an armistice.  

"If historic Compiégne Forest has been chosen for the handing over of these conditions, then it was 

done in order, once and for all, through this act of just retribution, to eradicate the memory which was 

not a glorious page of French history and was felt by the German people to be the deepest shame of all 

times. France has been beaten in a series of bloody battles, after heroic resistance, and has collapsed.  

"Germany does not intend, therefore, to lend to the armistice conditions or armistice negotiations the 

character of abuse of so valiant an opponent."  

At 3:42 p.m. Adolf Hitler rose, saluted again, and left the car. With him went all the German leaders but 

General Keitel. As they passed the guard of honor, a band struck up Deutschland über Alles, followed 

by the Horst Wessel Lied. A moment later they were in their cars, driving under the beeches and oaks 

of the Forest of Compiégne back toward victorious Germany. In Car 2419D, across the green baize 

table, General Keitel continued to read terms to four men of conquered France.  

The Tent. At 4:26, as the sun lay behind the trees of the forest and most of the clearing was in shadow, 

the French delegates left the dining car and were conducted to a small tent which had been set up on 

the edge of the glade. Inside were a table, four chairs and a washstand. Telephone and telegraph lines 

had been strung through to Bordeaux, where old Marshal Henri Philippe Péain and his Government 

waited anxiously for news of the terms. Those terms were laid down in detail in a 30-page manuscript, 

in French, which General Keitel had given the delegation. As the delegates sat down to confer, General 

Keitel left the dining car and went for a stroll in the forest.  

The Defeat. For 26 hours France waited. In Bordeaux, Marshal Péain broadcast word to his people that 

France would not accept "shameful" terms, but made it clear that if the terms were honorable, France 

must accept them. In their new humiliation, some Frenchmen blamed their misfortune on the nation's 

Godlessness, greed, irresponsibility, blindness, softness—and many other things. They spoke bitterly of 

their erstwhile leaders, many of whom fled the country. Events suggested more & more that the 

formation of the Péain Government had been a coup, engineered by the Army, Rightists and appeasers, 

against the Reynaud Government, which had wanted to move to Algeria.  

Appeaser Pierre Laval became Vice Premier in the Péain Cabinet. In defeat, France turned to those 

men who might wring mercy from her enemies.  

Truth was that France was not conquered. France collapsed. The French had defeated themselves, and 

they knew it.  

They had defeated themselves because for too long they had tolerated a bureaucratic, corrupt, slothful 

leadership. The debacle began the day the Government fled Paris, leaving the people to take care of 

themselves. After that officers deserted their men, soldiers deserted their regiments, factory managers 



deserted their plants, civil authorities deserted their cities. The virus of flight infected all France, until 

Frenchmen stampeded in panic; and, far from having to attack refugees, the Germans circulated freely 

among them. Cried one soldier when news of peace was first heard: "We've been led by men with the 

hearts of rabbits!" Against men with the hearts of rabbits France was ripe for revolution. Perhaps old 

Marshal Péain knew it, when he submitted his country to the Germans.  

The Car Again. That night the French peace delegates were driven 52 miles southwest to Paris, through 

streets that were deserted after the 9 o'clock curfew, to a hotel where they slept fitfully. Next morning 

they returned to their tent in the forest clearing. General Keitel turned over the dining car to them, 

where, with five secretaries, they went over the terms article by article. Article by article they discussed 

them with Bordeaux from the tent. Article by article they tried to get concessions from General Keitel, 

who was courteous but firm. Late in the afternoon of the second day, General Keitel sent word to 

them that their time was nearly up. General Huntziger sent word back that the French were ready. 

Once more Frenchmen and Germans faced each other across the green baize table.  

"Before carrying out my Government's order," said General Huntziger, "the French delegation deems it 

necessary to declare that, in a moment when France is compelled by fate of arms to give up the fight, 

she has a right to expect that the coming negotiations will be dominated by a spirit that will give two 

great neighboring nations a chance to live and work once more. As a soldier you will well understand 

the onerous moment that has now come for me."  

General Keitel: "I acknowledge your declaration. ... I can only reply that it is honorable for the victor to 

honor the vanquished."  

In the moment that followed, Admiral Le Luc wiped tears from his cheeks. There was a sound of a pen 

scratching, a sentence spoken in French: "Monsieur le General, la plume," the scratch of a second 

signature. It was 6:50 p.m.. German summer time.  

The Terms. No official text of the terms was published last week, but in London the British released a 

summary.  

Main provisions:  

> Germany will occupy roughly all territory north and west of Tours in west-central France, will thus 

control Paris as well as all western seaports. All rights of occupation except local administration are to 

be maintained by the troops stationed there, with France to pay the costs of occupation.  

> The French Government may choose for itself a capital from which to continue its administration of 

unoccupied France, must see to the repatriation of the occupied territory.  

> Naval, military and air forces must be completely demobilized and disarmed, with the exception of 

troops needed to preserve order. Except for such portions as are needed to safeguard French colonial 

possessions, the Fleet is to be collected in specified ports—under the assurance that Germany will not 



employ it for its own purposes, except for coastal surveillance and minesweeping. No Frenchman may 

serve against Germany in the service of other powers.  

> German prisoners of war and all German subjects in France or French overseas possessions must be 

handed over to Germany. All French prisoners in German hands are to remain there until the 

conclusion of peace.  

> Land and coastal defenses must be handed over intact, as well as plans of fortifications, mine charts, 

etc. The French are to carry on minesweeping.  

> All offensive and defensive weapons must be turned over to Germany, and all war supplies, no more 

of which are to be manufactured. In the occupied areas all military supplies, fortifications and 

communications are to be turned over.  

> No French merchant shipping is to leave harbor and all merchant ships outside of France are to be 

recalled or sent to neutral ports until further notice. No French aircraft is to leave the ground; 

airdromes are to be under German or Italian control. All French radio stations are to stop operation. 

The Government is to prevent the transfer of valuables and stocks abroad. The French Government is 

to facilitate the transport of merchandise between Germany and Italy across unoccupied territory.  

> The armistice will continue in effect until the conclusion of a final peace treaty.  

It can be denounced at any moment if Germany decides that France has not lived up to its provisions.  

The Second Armistice. From Compiégne the four tired French delegates drove to Munich, where 

Hitler and Mussolini had agreed to their joint peace terms (TIME. June 24). There they spent the night. 

Next day German planes carried them to Rome to hear Italy's conditions.  

They were received at the null Villa Incisa, twelve miles from Rome, by Foreign Minister Count 

Galeazzo Ciano, Chief of Staff Marshal Pietro Badoglio, Admiral Domenico Cavagnari and General 

Francesco Pricolo. Although acceptance of Italy's conditions was inevitable, it took the delegates 24 

hours to study the terms and discuss them with Bordeaux. Meanwhile the armies still fought.  

At 7:15 p.m., Italian summer time (which is the same as German), two days after the armistice with 

Germany, General Huntziger and Marshal Badoglio signed the second armistice.  

The End. At 1:35 a.m., German and Italian summer time, June 25, 1940, fighting ended in France. "In 

humility," proclaimed Adolf Hitler, "we thank God for His blessing. I order the beflagging of the Reich 

for ten days, the ringing of bells for seven days." France proclaimed a day of mourning.  

France had not only been defeated in battle; her institutions had been discredited. Said Le Petit 

Gironde of Bordeaux: "Thus came the end of 20 years of errors and faults. We shall not say of crimes, 

since we still believe that those who have brought us to this pass were merely ignorant and blind—but 

they have drawn us into an adventure that dumbs us with stupor." So shattered was France's strength, 



so humbled her prestige, that a greater miracle than Germany's rise after Versailles would be needed 

ever to restore them.  

The best that Frenchmen could hope for was to be allowed to live in peace in Adolf Hitler's Europe. 

And in Hitler's Europe France faced an unknown future, blaming for the past, not Hitler, but her own 

people and leaders who had let slip through their fingers the heritage of Louis XIV.  
*Assassinated Aug. 26, 1921, by two German veterans to avenge the Armistice. 



Da “Time”, 18 novembre 1940 

 
 
BALKAN THEATRE: Murk 

Rain and terrain are wonderful allies. Bad weather and forests helped Finland. Good weather and open 

country betrayed Poland, the Lowlands, France. Through such mountains and such torrents as 

northwestern Greece possessed, last week there could be no such thing as Blitzkrieg.  

High winds blew sleet and straight-driving rains over the whole war area. These stopped machinery but 

not mules and men. The rains of Greece make even peaceful travel slow. When he went through 

Epirus in 1809, Byron wrote his mother: "Our journey was much prolonged by the torrents that had 

fallen from the mountains and intersected the roads." Successful conquest of these mountainous, 

slippery areas would have to be brought about on general principles of caution and surprise which have 

held ever since Hannibal crossed the Alps. Even against an inept enemy, the Italians probably could 

accomplish this conquest only after weeks, possibly months. The brave Greeks were far from inept.  

They fought with elemental fierceness. The lair was threatened. They captured heights by making draft 

animals of themselves. Even the women dragged cannon behind them. In charges the hairy evzones 

came screaming, their white skirts flapping like osprey wings. There was no thought —as there often 

was among the Italians —for personal safety. One young Greek aviator, out of ammunition, flew his 

plane smack into an Italian plane.  

Command of this fury was in the hands of a strangely mild aristocrat. General Alexander Papagos, 

whose thin face and batwing ears bear a striking resemblance to those of Spain's ex-King Alfonso, 

inherited from one of Greece's first families a gentle education and gentler manners. But he seemed to 

give his troops both courage and the initiative of which upsets are made.  

The history of 1940 has taught, among other melancholy lessons, that valor plus vigor do not equal 

victory. While they took heart at apparent successes, responsible Greeks thought that if their country 

was to survive despite the odds, it would owe its survival to British assistance and to Italian asininity. 

And responsible neutral observers could not see how either could be great enough to give Greece 

anything but a reprieve.  

Britain's help began to take on clearer form last week. It was clear that Britons had landed at Crete, and 

some other Greek islands. In London a £5,000,000 loan to Greece was announced. The R. A. F. was 

really active. Gloster Gladiator fighters patrolled over Greek cities, and bombers hit at Naples, Brindisi, 

Taranto and Albanian bases. The first British casualty was announced: an R. A. F. gunner, wounded in 

the head by what was described as a "stray bullet" from an Italian plane. British naval vessels arrived in 



Athens from Alexandria, carrying a few troops. Very useful in surprising and checking the Italians was a 

set of light anti-tank guns flown in apparently from Palestine. The British were happy to give all this, 

since it fitted like a helping hand into the glove of British grand strategy.  

Italy's military bumbles are classic. The heroes of Caporetto and of Guadalajara showed in Greece that 

they had not changed. They simply did not understand the arts of war, much less the politics of war. 

They knew that Greece was about to have three months of poor weather, and yet they attacked with 

tanks and planes. Daily they undertook small attacks which they should have known must fail. At one 

point Italians shelled their own retreating columns. They badly underestimated the Greek will to 

resistance, and seemed almost positive that Greece would pull a Denmark or a Rumania. A captured 

Italian officer, Lieut. Quarantino Marco of Parma, was quoted as saying:  

"We had no idea war was coming. . . . On the dawn of Oct. 28 we were packed into a sector opposite 

Fiorina. Our colonel assured us ... that Metaxas [Premier of Greece] had told [Foreign Minister Count] 

Ciano that the Italian Army had received permission to cross Greece and Yugoslavia. He said Greece 

and Yugoslavia had joined the Axis and that Greece would never oppose our might." So when the 

lieutenant's regiment marched up to the Greek border, it was cut to pieces.  

In Rome there was puzzlement at the checks which the Army suffered. The populace wanted successes. 

Even the Army was a little puzzled. Chief of the General Staff Marshal Pietro Badoglio, who saved 

Marshal De Bono's bacon in Ethiopia, visited Albania to look things over, and this week General 

Ubaldo Soddu, Vice Chief of the General Staff, was put in command of operations. Reinforcements 

were rushed into Albania and a large-scale attack predicted when the weather cleared.  

Three Sectors. Italian bumbles gave Greece occasion to claim great victories. With the cutting rain 

hampering iron and steel, soft Italian flesh exposed itself. Although reports fortnight ago of the Greek 

counterinvasion of Albania, at the northern extremity of the front, were grossly exaggerated, the 

Greeks had at least temporary successes near Corizza.  

In the Corizza sector the Italians apparently opened their invasion with a forked drive, one prong 

heading for Fiorina, the other for Kastoria. The Greeks hid away in forests and mountains, let them 

through with comparatively mild resistance. When the advance column of Italians had passed, the 

Greeks filtered through and fought their way to heights from which they could shell the town with 6-

inch howitzers (actually they could almost shell the town from Greek territory). Thus they threatened 

the Italian rear and automatically stopped the supplyless forked drive. For two or three days the Greeks 

enjoyed their advantage. But late in the week the Italians attacked them with dive bombers, and their 

position seemed less enviable. Early this week rain kept Italian planes on the ground.  

In the central sector the Italians drove a wedge into Greece which was eventually intended to turn 

southward and meet a second, coastal wedge, surrounding Yanina (Ioannina). The central finger bored 



up the precipitous Aoos River valley, reaching its metal claw deeper into Greece than Yanina is. To get 

this far the Italians must have cracked at least part of the Metaxas Line—concrete trenches, artillery 

emplacements, rock-hewn machine-gun nests built last year and this under British supervision. The 

mechanized Italian "Centaur Division" took part in the Aoos drive. At week's end, by which time the 

Italians were approaching the headwaters of the Aoos, the Greeks claimed the greatest victory of the 

war. Some 15,000 Italians were said to be surrounded and on the point of capture.  

Into the craggy, roadless fastnesses of the Pindus Mountains the Italians were reported to have sent 

tanks and other mechanized equipment. The Greeks used horse cavalry, played hide & seek with the 

invaders in territory their troopers knew like the backs of their hands. The Italians, they reported, were 

mousetrapped and divided into small units, became easy prey of Greek mountain infantry.  

On the Adriatic coastal plain, the Italians succeeded in driving a bridgehead across the Kalamas River, 

and in sending patrols several miles beyond the river. But this week the Greeks, greatly aided by the 

rain, claimed to have succeeded in pushing the enemy back to the bridgehead.  

These successes heartened the Greeks, but it was hard to see how they could last. The long-range odds 

were too great. Reporting of the war was weird. Whether for reasons of propaganda or because of 

overanxious sympathy, Greek advantages were overstated. Successive Greek "victories," when traced 

on the map, sometimes turned out to be steady Italian advances. A mysterious bombing by Italian-type 

planes of Bitolj, Yugoslavia, which caused a stir of feeling and was followed by the resignation of the 

Yugoslavs' anti-Italian Defense Minister, General Milan Neditch, may have been a punishment for 

grotesquely pro-Greek accounts of the war emanating from Belgrade. Qualities of fantasy crept into the 

dispatches. The Italians were said to be deserting in droves, drowning themselves in flooded gorges, 

perishing of cold and hunger, suffering from the forays of wolves.  

Through the murk of biased reporting on both sides, just one fact shone bright as an ancient Greek fire 

beacon. Adolf Hitler has an unearthly way, not only of beating his enemies, but of getting his allies into 

embarrassing wars which make his own successes seem greater. Winter in Finland and the rainy season 

in Greece were two good examples. 



Da “Time”, 23 dicembre 1940 

ITALY: Most Solemn Moment 

"This is the highest and most solemn moment of our war," Italy's chief labor newspaper, Lavoro 

Fascista, said last week. "The time has come to say to our open and hidden enemies that we have never 

been prouder of being Italians and Fascisti. . . . That goes also for those Italians who are falser than 

Greek money and, doubly bastardized, who have not the heart to hold out to victory and who are not 

worthy of it. With them, fortunately, the accounting is near." 

In such passages as this, rather than in the censored dispatches of foreign correspondents, could be 

read the true picture of Italy last week. Correspondents cabled that news of British victories in Egypt 

was withheld in Italy, that prices of necessities had almost doubled, that sometimes housewives "get 

impatient" waiting in queues for rations of charcoal and olive oil. But on the growing social unrest in 

Italy they could only quote the papers. 

This unrest, it seemed clear from the tone of the press, was displayed chiefly by the well-to-do and the 

fairly well-to-do, those elements which have always been, at best, lukewarm supporters of Fascism. 

They are the elements which have been most loyal to King Vittorio Emanuele,who at the time of the 

Ethiopian crisis was supposed to have said: "If Italy wins, I will be Emperor of Ethiopia but if Italy 

loses, I will be King of Italy." He may have been thinking along the same lines last week. There were 

rumors that Crown Prince Umberto had offered to resign the Army command he shared with Marshal 

Badoglio, that II Duce had refused his resignation. 

Against this opposition zealous Fascists demanded violence. "This war has assumed all the 

characteristics of a political and social revolution," wrote Popolo di Roma, proposing "some beatings-

up" for those who read the French-language Swiss press. "These are the prophets of disaster, the 

professional alarmists, the convinced pessimists, the empty brains and the sour stomachs who still exist 

among us here and there." Referring to Benito Mussolini's recent order to jettison "the remaining petty 

bourgeois ballast," Popolo di Roma suggested that nothing remained but to begin. 

To the fore again came that Fascist firebrand, Roberto Farinacci, onetime Secretary General of the 

Fascist Party and now editor of Regime Fascista and the monthly La Vita d'ltalia. He accused Badoglio 

of "frequenting salons, hunting preserves and groups which received favors from him, saying he did 

not favor the [Greek] undertaking." As to rising prices, Editor Farinacci demanded: "With things 

increasing at this rate, are wages and salaries to remain unaltered? ... Is there anyone who imagines that 

profiteers have disappeared while the mass of the people are submitting to limitation in their standard 

of living?" 



Italian anger at Italians had grown so violent that there was little vigor left to damn the British. 

Example (from an Italian broadcast): "The Italian is a light-hearted and easygoing fellow until he is 

aroused. . . . The British ought to remember this." 

 


