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verybody is talking about the war, which seems to
be in triumph tomorrow.

“Thirty thousand.”

“From the Russians?”

“No, from the French. From the Russians we
capture more than that every day.”

Countless volunteers stride steadfastly on the
street with enviable guns in their hands. People are
shouting and cheering, immersed in the esteem of
their heroes. Meanwhile, more and more young men
are going to join the army. Even our postman,
Himmelstoss, has been called. This is his last day to
deliver mails, for he will change uniforms and become
a sergeant in the reserves tomorrow.

Rapturous crowds send off soldiers who are
setting out to the front. Accompanied with the band,
everyone is full of confidence, expecting a glorious
war lasting couple of months.

Compared with the ebullience on the stireet, the
atmosphere in the classroom is hotter. Kantorek is
giving us a long but excellent lecture during
drill—time.
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antorek is our schoolmaster. He is a stunted but
very harsh man, always in a gray tailcoat. His face
gives an outline of a shrewmouse. “Now, my beloved
class, this is what we must do. To strike with all our
power, and give every ounce of strength to win victory
before the end of the year.” Kantorek says, “It is with
reluctance that | bring this subject up again. You are
the life of the fatherland, you boys. You are the iron
men of Germany. You are the gay heroes who will
repulse the enemy. It is not for me to suggest that any
of you should
stand up and
offer to defend
his country. |
know you have
never desired
the adulation
of heroes. That
has not been
part of my
teaching. But |
wonder if such
a thing is
going through
your heads. |
know that in one of the classes, the boys have
risen up in the classroom and enlisted in a mass.
But, of course, if such a thing should happen
here, you would not blame me for a feeling of
pride. " Kantorek becomes more excited, “We
have sought to make ourselves worthy and let a
claim come when it would. To be foremost in
battle is a virtue not to be despised. | believe it
will be a quick war, that there will be few losses.
But if losses there must be, then let us remember the
Latin phrase which must have come to the lips of
many Romans when they stood embattled in a foreign
land, ‘Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori. Sweet
and fitting it is to die for the fatherland.’”
Kantorek words bestir every one of us in the
classroom.
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A Ithough some thinks that he should not
be allowed to go because he is too
young, he has home, mother and farther,
most of us can't help imagining what will
happen after we become volunteers. Maybe
mothers will cry. They are so weak that they
cannot send their sons to defend the land
which gave them birth. While fathers may be
pleasantly surprised, for they are not so
forgetful of their fatheriand that they would iet
it perish. Honor of wearing a uniform is
something from which we should run. If our
young ladies glory in those who wear it, there
is nothing to be ashamed of.

And |, Paul Bdumer, a 19-year-old boy,
am also thinking my life. Actually | have a
great promise as a wittier, and dreaming of
following the footsteps of Goethe and Schiller. There is the beginning of a play
called “Saul” and a pack of poems at home in the drawer of my writing table. |
can't remember how many evenings | have worked on them. But now our
country calls, and the fatherland needs soldiers. As Kantorek says, “Personal
ambition must be thrown aside in the one great sacrifice for our country. There
is a glorious beginning of your lives. The field of honor calls you. Why are you
here?” So as the leader of the class, | first declare to join the army. Others
follow actively. One of us hesitates and doesn't want to go with us. That is
Joseph Behm, a bulky but homelike boy. But eventually he gives in to
Kantorek's unrelenting pressure.

We begin to sing excitedly, throwing our textbooks into the air. We go out
of the classroom, march like real soldiers and merge into the fevered crowds.
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e are a class of

twenty young men
when going to the
districtcommandant to
enlist. | know many of us
proudly shaved for the
first time before they
move to the barracks.
Then the <class is
separated into different
platoons by threes and
fours. We soon make
friends with fishermen,
peasants, and laborers
scattered there.

Kropp, Muller, Kemmerich, and | are assigned No. 9 platoon.
We are hurried to find our own beds, getting into uniform and
eager to be trained soon. Kemmerich thinks we will be strong for
the long marches. Mtlier wants bayonet drill. While Kropp wants
to have some practice of shooting in order to bump off the
enemy. Yet we do not have clear—cut plans for our future. Our
thoughts of a career and occupation are too impractical to
provide any scheme of life. We are still fully chocked up of vague
ideas. We regard our life and the war as an ideal and give them
almost a romantic character subjectively. Unfortunately, we are
not aware of it at all at this time.




oon we get to know that No. 9 platoon is

under Corporal Himmelstoss. He is an
undersized but strong man with a foxy and
waxed moustache, who has been in twelve
years' service as the story goes. Only three
days ago he was our postman, so we badinage
him as before. “Any mail for us, Himmelstoss?”
“Ah, come on,
Himmelstoss. We know
ya. Take off the false
whiskers.”

“Don't you see my
rank?” Himmelstoss
roars to us and also
orders us to address
him with  “Sir”. Now he
is a very different
fellow. As sure as he
gets a stripe or a star
he makes himself a
disparate man, just as if
he swallowed concrete.

“We don't believe that you mean it.” | say.

“You'll find out whether | mean it or not.
Line up! Get in some kind of a line!”
Himmelstoss thunders out.

After we are lined up dowdily, he starts his
training speech. “Well, I'll have to teach you.
You may be stupid, but I'm used to that. There'll
be plenty of things to do. I'll not neglect you.
You're not much to begin with, but I'll do my
best. | see that you have come here with a
slight misunderstanding, and I'll correct that,
too. And the first thing to do is to forget
everything you ever knew, everything you ever
learned. Forget what you've been and what you
think you're going to be. You're going to be
soldiers, and that's all. I'll take the mother's milk
out of you. I'll make you hard-boiled. I'll make
soldiers out of you or kill you. Now, salute!”
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e can't believe that one's head could be turned

after having so little power. Yet, Himmelstoss
doesn't break his word. He is proud of the reputation
of being the strictest and the most ruthless man in the
camp. He is as much as a devil hided in the
drill-sergeant. He has a special dislike of Kropp and
me, because he has a clear consciousness of a quiet
defiance from us.

With full pack and rifle we have to practise the
“Prepare to advance, advance!” and the “Lie down!”
on a wet, soft, and newly—ploughed field until each of
us is a mess of mud and finally breaks down. Then
while we are marching back from the parade ground,
deadbeat, there comes the order to sing. We sing
feebly. We'd love to, for it is all we can do to plod
along with our rifles. Apparently Himmelstoss is not
satisfied. At once the group is order to go back and
has to do another hour's drill as punishment. On the
march back his order to sing is given again, and once
more we start. In the classroom what we had
reckoned our training is not in this way. Now we
realize that the so—called iron men being trained for
heroism are just like the ponies in the circus.
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W e become so infuriated that we're going to teach
Himmelstoss a good lesson. What would he do
to us anyhow if he can't recognize us?

We know which pub he visits every evening. He
has to go along a dark and uninhabited road when
going back to the camp. There we wait for him behind
a heap of stones. | have a bed—cover in my hand. We
shiver with cold, hoping he could return alone. At last
- we hear his footstep, which we can recognize easily.
Himmelstoss seems a little bit tipsy, but he is still
shouting “Lie down. Crawl forward.” His belt—buckle
gleams in the light of the moon. He comes on,
unsuspecting of what's going on later.

We seize the bed-cover, make a quick leap,
throw it over his head from behind and pull it round
him so that he stands there in a white sack, incapable
of raising his arms. Then we strip him of his pants,
and take turn blowing on his convulsed striped
drawers. Finally we leave him in the slurry, and
Himmelstoss never discovers who gave him the
beating.
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Classic

A fter trained how to salute, spring to attention,
parade march, click the heels, etc. in the army for
ten weeks, we are allocated to a recently formed
regiment. First, we go to the garrison for equipment,
and then take the train to the barracks of Second
Company.

This is the first time that we are so close to the
front. Our faces are pale, without any flush. Maybe
because of the extreme tense, they are contorted. We
feel that something in our blood reaches promptly. It
is the front, the consciousness of the front, that makes
this happen. When hearing the sound of the first blast,
we subconsciously throw ourselves to the earth. No
one can imagine how much the earth means to the
soldiers. We bury our bodies in her for shelter, and
she receives us every time we throw ourselves down
in a fold, furrow, or hollow. At this time the earth is our
only friend, and even our mother. Our senses are
sharpened in a strange manner, and our bodies are
fully prepared to leap. The ancient animal instinct is
awakened inside us. It exists and leads as well as
protects us from then on.

We, the mopish yardbirds, march up again
towards the zone where the front begins.
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