to hinder the co-operation of other States, and
ultimately to break up and supplant the Brit-
ish empire. .. .

England seeks no quarrels, and will never
give Germany cause for legitimate offence.

But this is not a matter in Wthh England
can safely run any risks. . . .

REVIEW QUESTIONS
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... A German maritime supremacy must be
acknowledged to be incompatible with the ex-
istence of the British @‘g}glre, and even if that

Empire disappeared, the union of the greatest '
military with the gredtest naval Power-in one

State would compel the world to combine for @

the riddance of such an incubus {nightmare].

1. How did Sir Eyre Crowe interpret the principle of the balance of power as it
applied to Britain? How was Britain’s foreign policy related to its geographlc

position?

2. According to Crowe, what did Germany’s foreign pohcy owe to its Prussian

background?

3. How did Crowe regard German demands for colonies?

e

4 ¥ War as Celebration: The Mood
in European Capitals

An outpouring of patrlotlsm greeted the proclamatlon of war. Huge crowds
thronged the avenues and squares of capital cities to express their devotion to
their nations and their willingness to bear arms. Many Europeans regarded war as
a sacred moment that held the promise of adventure and an escape from a hum-
drum and purposeless daily existence. Going to war ‘seemed to satisfy a yearning
to surrender oneselftoa noble cause: the greatness of the nation. The image of the
nation umted in a spirit of fljatermty and self-sacrifice was immensely appealing.

Roland Doregeles’

PARIS: “THAT FABULOUS DAY”

In “After Fifty Years,” Roland Doregelés (1886——1973), a distinguished French
lwrlter, recalled the mood in Paris at the outbreak of the war.

“It’s come!* It's posted at the district mayot’s
office,” a passsetby shouted to me as he ran.

.I.reached the Rue Drouot in one leap
va‘n}d shouldered through the mob that already
filled the courtyard to approach the fascinating

-V*‘Trar‘ls_lated from the French by Sally Abeles.

white sheet pasted to the door. I read the mes-
sage at a glance, then reread it slowly, word for
word, to convince myself that it was true:

THE FIRST DAY OF
MOBILIZATION WILL BE
SUNDAY, AUGUST 2
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Only three lines, written hastily by a hand that
trembled. It was an announcement to a million
and a half Frenchmen. ‘

The people who had read it moved away,
stunned, while others crowded in, but this si-
lent numbness did not last. Suddenly a heroic
wind lifted their heads. What? War, was it?
Well, then, let’s go! Without any signal, the
“Marseillaise” poured from thousands of
throats, sheafs of flags appeared at windows,
and howling processions rolled out on the boul-
evards. Each column brandished a placard: AL-
SACE VOLUNTEERS, JEWISH VOLUNTEERS, POLISH
VOLUNTEERS. They hailed one another above
the bravos of the crowd, and this human tor-
tent, swelling at every corner, moved on to cit-
cle around the Place de la Concorde, before the
statue of Strasbourg banked with flowers, then
flowed toward the Place de la République,
where mobs-from Belleville and the Faubourg
St. Antoine yelled themselves hoarse on the re-
frain from the great days, “Aux armes, citoyens!”
(To arms, citizens!) But this time it was better
than a song.

To gather the news for my paper, I ran
around the city in every direction. At the
Cours la Reine I saw the fabled cuirassiers [cav-
alrylin their horsetail plumes march by, and at
the Rue La Fayette footsoldiers in battle garb
with women throwing flowers and kisses to
them. In a marshaling yard I saw guns being
md, their long, thin batrels twined around
with branches and laurel leaves, while troops

Mi‘if_ed breeches. piled gaily into delivery vans
they were scrawling with challenges and cari-
catures. Young and old, civilians and military
men burned with the same excitement. It was
like a Brotherhood Day.

Dead tired but still exhilarated, I got back
to L'Homme libre and burst into the office of
Georges Clemenceau, our chief.t

“What is Paris saying?” he asked me.

“It’s singing, sir!”

tL’Homme libre (The Free Man) was but one of several peri-
odicals Clemenceau founded and directed during his long
political career.—Tr, -

“Then everything will be all right. . . .”

His old patriot’s heart was not wrong; no
cloud marred that fabulous day. . . .

Less than twenty-four hours later, seeing
their old dreams of peace crumble [socialist
workers} would stream out into the boulevards
... {but} they would break into the “Marseil-
laise,” not the “Internationale”; they would
cry, “To Berlin!,” not “Down with war!”

What did they have to defend, these black-
nailed patriots? Not even a shack, an acre to till,
indeed hardly a patch of ground reserved at the
Pantin Cemetery; yet they would depart, like
their rivals of yesterday, a heroic song on their
lips and a flower in their guns. No mote poor or
rich, proletarians or bourgeois, right-wingers
or militant leftists; there were only Frenchmen.

Beginning the next day, thousands of men
eager to fight would jostle one another outside
recruiting offices, waiting to join up. Men who
could have stayed home, with their wives and
children or an imploring mama. But no. The
word “duty” had a meaning for them, and the
word “country” had regained its splendor.

I'close my eyes, and they appear to me, those
volunteers on' the great day; then I see them
again in the old kepi [military cap} or blue hel-
met, shouting, “Here!” when somebody called
for men for a raid, or hurling themselves into
an attack with fixed bayonets, and I wonder,
and I question their bloody {ghosts].

Tell me, comtrades in eternal silence, would
you have besieged the enlistment offices with
the same enthusiasm, would you have fought
such a courageous fight had you known that
fifty years later those men in gray knit caps ot
steel helmets you were ordered to kill would
no longer be enemies and that we would have
to open our arms to them? Wouldn’t the heroic
“Let’s go!” you shouted as you cleared the para-
pets have stuck in your throats? Deep in the
grave where you dwell, don’t you regret your
sacrifice? “Why did we fight? Why did we let
ourselves get killed?” This is the murmur of a
million and a half voices rising from the bow-
els of the earth, and we, the survivors, do not

_know what to answer. : ‘
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VIENNA: “THE RUSHING FEELING

OF FRATERNITY”

Some intellectuals viewed the war as a way of regenerating the nation; nobility
and fraternity would triumph over life’s petty concerns. In the following read-
ing, Stefan Zweig (1881-1942), a prominent Austrian literary figure, recalled
the scene in Vienna, the capital of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, at the out-
break of World War 1. This passage comes from Zweig’s autobiography written

in 1941.

The next morning I was in Austria. In every
station placards had been put up announcing
general mobilization. The trains were filled
with fresh recruits, banners were flying, mu-
sic sounded, and in Vienna I found the entire
city in a tumult. The first shock at the news

of war—the war that no one, people or gov-
croment, had witited~“che war which had

slipped, much against their will, out of the

ences of class, rank, and language were flooded

Sver at that moment by the rushing feeling of

fraternity. Strangers spoke to one another in
the streets, people who had avoided each other
for years shook hands, everywhere one saw ex-
cited faces. Each individual experienced an
exaltation of his ego, he was no longer the iso-
Jated person of former times, he had been in-
_corporated into the mass, he was part of the

JrESTI

clumsy han

d57F che diplomats who had been,

bluffing and toying with it, had suddenly been

people, and his person, his hitherto unnoticed
person, had been given meaning. The petty

transformed into enthusiasm. There were pa-
Tades in the street, flags, ribbons, and music
burst forth everywhere, young recruits were
marching triumphantly, their faces lighting up
at the cheering—they, the John Does and
Richard Roes who usually go unnoticed and
uncelebrated.

And to be truthful, I must acknowledge that
there was a majestic, rapturous, and even se-
ductive something in this first outbreak of the
people from which one could escape only with
difficulty. And in spite of all my hatred and

aversion for war, 1 should not like to have
“hissed the memory of those first days. As
‘hever before, thousands and hundteds of thou-
sands felt what they should have felt in peace
time, that they belonged together. A city of
two million, a country of nearly fifty million,
in that hour felt that they were participating in
world history, in a moment which would never
recur, and that each one was called upon to cast
his infinitesimal self into the glowing mass,
there to be purified of all selfishness. All differ-

D st

mail clerk, who ordinarily sorted letters early
and late, who sorted constantly, who sorted
from Monday until Saturday without inter-
ruption; the clerk, the cobbler, had suddenly

achieved a romantic.possibility in Life: he could |

become a hero, and everyone who wore a uni-
Torm was already being cheered by the women,
and greeted beforehand with this romantic
appellation by those who had to remain be-
hind. They acknowledged the unknown power
which had lifted them out of their everyday ex-
istence. Even mothers with their grief, and
women with their fears, were ashamed to man-
ifest their quite natural emotions in the face of
this first transformation. But it is quite possi-
ble that a deeper, more secret power was at
work in this frenzy. So deeply, so quickly did
the tide break over humanity that, foaming
over the sutface, it churned up the depths, the
subconscious primitive instincts of the human

!
animal—that which Freud so meaningfully -

calls “the revulsion from culture,” the desire to
break out of the conventional bourgeois world
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of codes and statutes, and to permit the primi-
tive instincts of the blood to rage at will. It is
also possible that these powers of darkness had
their share in the wild frenzy into which every-
thing was thrown—self-sacrifice and alcohol,
the spirit of adventure and the spirit of pure
faith, the old magic of flags and patriotic slo-
gans, that mysterious frenzy of the millions
which can hardly be described in words, but
which, for the moment, gave a wild and almost
rapturous impetus to the greatest crime of our
time. . . .

... What did the great mass know of war in

1914, after nearly half a century of peace? They

did not know war, they had hardly given it a
thought. It had become legendaty, and distance

had made it seem romantic and heroic. They
still saw it in the perspective of their school
readers and of paintings in museums; brilliant
cavalty attacks in glittering uniforms, the fatal
shot always straight through the heart, the en-

tire campaign a resounding march of victory—
“We'll be home at Christmas,” the recruits
shouted laughingly to their mothers in August
of 1914. Who in the villages and the cities of
Austria remembered “real” war? A few ancients
at best, who in 1866 had fought against Prus-
sia, which was now their ally. But what a
quick, bloodless fat-off war that had been, a
campaign that had ended in three weeks with
few victims and before it had well started! A
rapid excursion into the romantic, a wild,
manly adventure—that is how the war of 1914
was painted in the imagination of the simple
man, and the young people were honestly
afraid that they might miss this most wonder-
ful and exciting experience of their lives; that is
why they hurried and thronged to the colors,
and that is why they shouted and sang in
the trains that carried them to the slaughter;
wildly and feverishly the red wave of blood

coursed through the veins of the entire natios.

Philipp Scheidemann

BERLIN: “THE HOUR WE

YEARNED FOR”

Philipp Scheidemann ( 1865—-1939), one of the founding fathers of the Weimar
Republic, described Berlin’s martial mood in his memoirs, published in 1929.

At express speed I had returned to Berlin.
Everywhere a word could be heard the conver-
sation was of war and rumours of war; There
was only one topic of conversation—war. The
supporters of war seemed to be in a great ma-
jority. Were these pugnacious fellows, young
and old, bereft of their senses? Were they so ig-
norant of the horrors of war? . . . Vast crowds
of demonstrators paraded. . ... Schoolboys and
students were there in their thousands; their
bearded seniors, with their Iron Crosses of
187071 on their bredsts, were there too in
huge numbers.
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Treitschke and Bernhardi! (to say nothing of
the National Liberal beer-swilling heroes)
seemed to have multiplied a thousandfold. Pa-
triotic demonstrations had an intoxicating ef-
fect and excited the war-mongers to excess, “A
call like the voice of thunder.” Cheers! “In tri-
umph we will smite France to the ground.” “All
hail to thee in victor’s crown.” Cheers! Hurrah!

The counter-demonstrations immediately
organized by the Berlin Social Democrats were

1Both Heinrich von Treitschke (see page 269) and Gen-.-
eral von Betnhardi glorified war.
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imposing, and certainly more disciplined than

\—:Uﬂ&;'%g [extremely nationalistic] . proces-
. rorrs? but could not outdo the shouts of the

fire-eaters. “Good luck. to -him who cares for
truth and right. Stand firmly round. the flag.”
“Long. live peace!” “Socialists, close up your
“ranks.” The Socialist Intérnational cheet. The
patriots were sometimes silenced by the Prole-
tarians; then they came out on top again, This
choral contest . . . went on for days.

“It is the hour we yearned for——our friends
know that,” so the Pan-German? papers
shouted, that had for years been shouting for
war. The Post, conducted by von Stumm, the
Independent Conservative leader and big In-

2The Pan-German Association, whose membership in-
cluded professors, schoolteachers, journalists, lawyers, and
aristocrats, spread nationalist and racial theories and glo-
rified war as an expression of national vitality.
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dustrial, had thus moaned,in all its columns in
1900, at the fortieth celebration of the Franco-
German War: “Another forty years of peace

would be a national misfortune for Germany,”
Now these firebrands saw the seeds they had
planted ripening. Perhaps in the heads of many
who had been called upon to make every effort
to keep the peace Bernhardi’s words, that “the
preservation of peace can and never shall be
the aim of politics,” had done mischief. These
words are infernally like the secret instruc-
tions given by Baron von Holstein to the Ger-
man delegates to the first Peace Conference at
The Hague:

“For the State there is no higher aim than
the: preservation of its own. interests; among
the Great Powers these will not. necessarily
coincide with the maintenance of peace, but
rather with the hostile policy of enemies and
rivals.”

Bertrand Russell

LONDON: “AVERAGE MEN AND
WOMEN WERE DELIGHTED AT
THE PROSPECT OF WAR”

Bertrand Russell (1872-1970), the distinguished mathematician and philoso-
pher, was dismayed by the war fever that gripped English men and women.
During the war Russell was fined and imprisoned for his pacxﬁstlc activities.
The followmg account is from his’ autoblography pubhshed in 1951 and 1956.

‘During the hot days at the end of July, I was at
Cambridge, discussing the situation with all
and sundry. T found it impossible to believe that’
Europe would be so mad as to plunge into war,
but I was persuaded that, if there was war, Eng-
land would be involved. I felt strongly that
England ought to remain neutral, and I col-
lected the signatures of a.large number of
professors and Fellows to a statement which
appeared in the Manchester Guardian to that

effect. The day war was declared, almost all
w‘/

of them changed their minds. ... I spent the
evening walking round the streets, -especially
in the neighbourhood of Trafalgar Squate, no-
ticing cheering crowds, and making myself
sensitive to the emotions of passets-by. During
this and the following days I discovered to my
amazement that average men and women were
delighted at the prospect of war. I had fondly
imagined ‘what_most pacifists contended, that

-wars were forced upon a reluctant population by

despotic and Machiavellian governments. . .
<
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The first days of the war were to me utterly
amazing. My best friends, such as the White-
heads, were savagely warlike. Men like T
Hammond, who had been writing for years
against participation in a Buropean war, were
swept off their feet by Belgium.

Meanwhile, I was living at the highest possi-
ble emotional tension. Although I did not fore-
see anything like the full disaster of the war, I
foresaw a great deal more than most people did.
The prospect filled me with horror, but what
filled me with even more horror was the fact
that the anticipation of carnage was delightful
to something like ninety per cent of the popula-
tion. I had to revise my views on human nature.

At that time I was wholly ignorant of psycho-
analysis, but I arrived for myself at a view of
human passions not unlike that of the psycho-
analysts. I arrived at this view in an endeavour
to understand popular feeling about the War. I
had supposed until that time that it was quite
common for parents to love their children, but
the War persuaded me that it is a rare excep-
tion. I had supposed that most people liked

money better than almost anything else, but I

discovered that they like destruction even bet-

barbarism appalled me. As a man of thwarted
parental feeling, the massacre of the young
wrung my heart. I hardly supposed that much
good would come of opposing the War, but I
felt that for the honour of human nature those
who were not swept off their feet should show
that they stood firm.

On August 15, 1914, the London Nation
published a letter written by Russell, part of
which follows.

. . . Those who saw the London crowds, dut-
ing the nights leading up to the Declaration of
War saw a whole population, hitherto peace-
able and humane, precipitated in a few days
down the steep slope to primitive barbarism,
letting loose, in a moment, the instincts of ha-
tred and blood lust against which the whole
fabric of society has been raised. “Patriots” in
all countries acclaim this brutal orgy as a noble
determination to vindicate the right; reason
and mercy are swept away in one great flood
of hatred; dim abstractions of unimaginable

ter. I had supposed that intellecruals freguently

Joved truth, but I found here again thar nor teq
per cent of them prefer truth to popularity. . . .

-+ As a lover of truth, the national propa-
ganda of all the belligerent nations sickened
me. As a lover of civilization, the return to

wickedness—Germany to us and the French,
Russia to the Germans—conceal the simple
fact that the enemy are men, like ourselves,

neither better nor worse—men who love their

homes and the sunshine, and all the simple
pleasures of common lives.
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REVIEW QUESTIONS  }, Does ail #ime ~or avﬂmc&rg

1. Why was war welcomed as a positive event by so many different peoples?

2. Do you think human beings are aggressive by natute? Explain your answer,

3. Why did the events of July and August 1914 cause Bertrand Russell to revise his
views of human nature? Do you agree with his assessment?

~——

5 Trench Warfare

In 1914 the young men of European nations marched off to war believing that
they were embarking on a glorious and chivalrous adventure. They were eager
to serve their countries, to demonstrate personal valor, and to experience life at




