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Erich Maria Remarque

slap. “All-of the best! I hope we will soon hear
something worth while from-you.”

Iimagined leave would be different from this. In-
deed, it was different a year ago. It is I of course
that have changed in the interval. There lies a
gulf between that time and to-day. At that time I
still knew nothing about the war, we had only
been in quiet sectors. But now I see that I have
been crushed without knowing it. I find I do not
belong here any more, it is a foreign world. Some
of these people ask questions, some ask no ques-
tions, but one can see that the latter are proud of
themselves for their silence; they often say with
a wise air that these things cannot be talked
about. They plume themselves on it.

I prefer to be alone, so that no one troubles me.
For they all come back to the same thing, how
badly it goes and how well it goes; one thinks it is
this way, another that; and yet they are always
absorbed in the things that go to make up their
existence. Formerly I lived in just the same way
myself, but now I feel no contact here.

They talk too much for me. They have worries,
aims, desires, that I cannot comprehend. I often
sit with one of them in the little beer garden and
try to explain to him that this is really the only
thing: just to sit quietly, like this. They under-
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stand of course, they agree, they may even feel it
s0 too, but only with words, only with words, yes
that is it—they feel it, but always with only half
of themselves, the rest of their being is taken up
with other things, they are so divided in them-
selves that none feels it with his whole essence; I
cannot even say myself exactly what I mean.

When I see them here, in their rooms, in their
offices, about their occupations, I feel an irresist-
ible attraction in it, I would like to be here too
and forget the war; but also it repels me, it is so
narrow, how can that fill a man’s life, he ought to
smash it to bits; how can they do it, while out at
the front the splinters are whining over the
shell-holes and star-shells go up, the wounded
are carried back on waterproof sheets and
comrades crouch in the trenches.—They are dif-
ferent men here, men I cannot properly under-
stand, whom I envy and despise. I must think of
Kat and Albert and Miiller and Tjaden, what will
they be doing? No doubt they are sitting in the
canteen, or perhaps swimming—soon they will
have to go up to the front-line again.

In my room behind the table stands a brown
leather sofa. I sit down on it.

On the walls are pinned countless pictures
that I once used to cut out of the newspapers. In
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between are drawings and posteards that have
pleased me. In the corner is a small iron stove.
Against the wall opposite stand the book-shelves
with my books. Sy
I used to live in this room before I was a sol-
dier. The books I bought gradually with the
money I earned by coaching. Many of them are
secondhand, all the classies for example, one vol-
ume in blue cloth boards cost one mark twenty
pfennig. T bought them complete because it was
thorough-going, I did not trust the editors of se-
lections to choose all the best. So I purchas
only “collected works.” I read most of them with
laudable zeal, but few of them really appealed to
me. I preferred the other books, the moderns,
which were of course much dearer. A few I came
by not quite honestly, I borrowed and did not re-
turn them because I did not want to part with
One shelf is filled with school books. They are
not so well cared for, they are badly thumbed,
and pages have been torn out for certain pur-
poses. Then below are periodicals, papers, and
letters all jammed in together with drawings and
rough sketches.

‘I want to think myself back into that time. Tt
mmmﬁmmu?mueoﬁmmo&#mﬁ.oggmﬂmam
have preserved it. My hands rest on the arms of
the sofa; now I make myself at home and draw up
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my legs so that I sit comfortably in the corner, in
the arms of the sofa. The little window is open,
through it I see the familiar picture of the street
with the rising spire of the church at the end.
There are a couple of flowers on the table. Pen-
holders, a shell as a paper-weight, the ink-well —
here nothing is changed.

It will be like this too. If I am lucky, when the
war is over and I come back here for good. T will
sit here just like this and look at my room and
wait.

I feel excited; but I do not want to be, for that
is not right. I want that quiet rapture again. I
want to feel the same U@ﬂo.ﬁ?r. nameless urge
that T used to feel when T turned to my books.
The breath of desire that then arose from the col-
oured backs of the books, shall fill me again, melt
the heavy, dead lump of lead that lies somewhere
in me and waken again the impatience of the fu-
ture, the quick joy in the world of thought, it
shall bring back again the lost eagerness of my
youth. I sit and wait. .

It occurs to me that I must go and see Kem-
merich’s mother;—I might visit Mittelstaedt too,
he should be at the barracks. I look out of the
window;—beyond the picture of the sunlit street
appears a range of hills, distant and light; it
changes to a clear day in autumn, and I sit by the
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portune it too much, because I do not know what
might happen then. I am a soldier, I must cling to
that. : Ko Lo

Wearily I stand up and look out of the window.

Then I take one of the books, intending to read
and turn over the leaves.

take out another. There

td

But I put it away and
are passages in it that
k, turn over the pages,
take up fresh books. .\ﬁwmwm% they are piled up
beside me. Speedily more join the heap, papers,
magazines, letters,

I'stand there dumbp. As before a Jjudge.

Dejected.

Words, Words, Words—they do not reach me.

Slowly I place the books back in the shelves.

Nevermore. .

Quietly, I go out of the room.

Still T do not give up hope. I do not indeed go to
my room any more, but comfort myself with the
thought that a few days are not enough to judge

by. Afterwards—later on—there is plenty of
time for that,

So I go over to see Mittelstaedt in the bar-

racks, and we sit in his room; there is an atmos-

phere about it that [ do not like but with which I
am quite familiar,

Mittelstaedt has Some news ready for me that
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