forty per cent of the population. . . . This dis-
respect of the right of self-determination is
shown most grossly in the fact that Danzig is
to be separated from the German Empire and
made a free state. Neither historical rights not
the present ethnographical conditions of own-
ership of the Polish people can have any weight
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international law, by the creating of free ports.
Likewise the cession of the commercial town of
Memel, which is to be exacted from Germany,
is in no way consistent with the right of self-
determination. The same may be said with ref-
erence to the fact that millions of Getmans in
German-Austria are to be denied the union

with Germany which they desire and that, fur-
thet, millions of Germans dwelling along our
frontiers are to be forced to remain part of the
newly created Czecho-Slovakian State.

as compared with the German past and the
German character of that city. Free access to
_ the sea, satisfying the economic wants of Po-
land, can be secured by guarantees founded on

REVIEW QUESTIONS

1. What principles did Woodrow Wilson want to serve as the basis of the peace

settlement?

. According to Wilson, what were the principal reasons for the outbreak of war in
19142
What accusations did Georges Clemenceau make against the German national
character? What contrasts did he draw between the Germans and the French?
How did Clemenceau respond to the manifesto of the German intellectuals?

. Why, mote than a decade after the war, did Clemenceau believe that Germany
should still be feared?

. According to the German delegation, how did the Treaty of Versailles violate the
principle of self-determination championed by Woodrow Wilson?
In addition to the loss of territory, what other features of the Treaty of Versailles
angered the Germans?

8 # The War and European
Consciousness

World War I caused many intellectuals to have grave doubts about the Enlight-
enment tradition and the future of Western civilization. More than ever the be-
lief in human goodness, reason, and the progress of humanity seemed an
illusion. Despite its many accomplishments, intellectuals contended that West-
ern civilization was flawed and might die. )

Paul Valéry
DISILLUSIONMENT

Shortly after World War I, Paul Valéry (1871-1945), a prominent French
writer, expressed the mood of disillusionment that gripped many intellectuals.
The following reading was written in 1919; the second reading is from a 1922
speech. Both were published in Variety, a collection of some of Valéry’s works.
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We modern civilizations have learned to recog-
nize that we are mortal like the others.

We had heard tell of whole worlds vanished,
of empires foundered with all their men and all
their engines, sunk to the inexplorable depths
of the centuries with their gods and laws, their
academies and their pure and applied sciences,
their grammars, dictionaries, classics, roman-
tics, symbolists, their critics and the critics of
their critics. We knew that all the apparent
earth is made of ashes, and that ashes have a
meaning. We perceived, through the misty
bulk of history, the phantoms of huge vessels
once laden with riches and learning. We could
not count them. But these wrecks, after all,
were no concern of ours,

Elam, Nineveb, Babylon were vague and
splendid names; the total ruin of these worlds,
for us, meant as little as did their existence.
But France, England, Russia . . . these names,
too, are splendid. . . . And now we see that the,
abyss of history is deep enough to bury all the
world. We feel that a civilization is fragile as a

The storm has died away, and still we are rest-
less, uneasy, as if the storm were about to
break. Almost all the affairs of men remain in a
terrible uncertainty. We think of what has dis-
appeared, we are almost destroyed by what has
been destroyed; we do not know what will be
born, and we fear the future, not without rea-
son. We hope vaguely, we dread precisely; our
fears are mfinitel our hopes;”

fears are infinitely more prefise than qur hopes
we confess that the charm of life is behind '
- abundance is behind s, but doubt and disor-

der are in usand with us, There is no thinking
man, however shrewd or learned he may be,
who can hope to dominate this anxiety, to es-
cape from this impression of darkness, to meas-
ure the probable duration of this period when
the vital relations of humanity are disturbed
profoundly, : ‘

We are a very unfortunate generation, whose
lot has been to see the moment of our passage
through life coincide with the arrival of great
and terrifying events, the echo of which wil
resound through all our lives.

ﬁ"fé;The citcumstances which will send. the

works of { John] Keats [English poet} and the
works of {Charles] Baudelaire [French poet] to

join those of Menander! are not at all incon-

ceivable; they are found in the daily papets.

The following passage is from an address
that Valéry delivered at the University of
Zurich on November 15, 1922.

'Menander was an ancient Greek poet whose works were
lost until fragments wete found in Bgypt at the end of the
nineteenth century.

One can say that all the fundamentals of the
world have been affected by the war, or more
exactly, by the circumstances of the war; some-
thing deeper has been worn away than the re-
newable parts of the machine. You know how
greatly the general economic situation has
been disturbed, and the polity of states, and
the very life of the individual; you are familiar
with the universal discomfort, hesitation, ap-
prehension. But among all these injured things is
the Mind. The Mind has indeed been cruelly

wounded; its complaint is heard in the hearts

of intellectual man; it passes a2 mournful judg-
ment on itself. It doubts itself profoundly.

Erich Maria Remarque

THE LOST GENERATION |

In Erich Maria Remarque’s Al Quiet on the Western Front, a wounded German
soldier reflects on the war and his future. He sees himself as part of a lost gen-

eration. (See also page 281.)




o

O .

Gradually a few of us are allowed to get up.
And I am given crutches to hobble around on.
But I do not make much use of them; I cannot
bear Albert’s gaze as I move about the room.
His eyes always follow me with such a strange
lock. So I sometimes escape to the corridor;—
there I can move about more freely.

On the next floor below are the abdominal
and spine cases, head wounds and double
amputations. On the right side of the wing
are the jaw wounds, gas cases, nose, ear, and
neck wounds. On the left the blind and the
lung wounds, pelvis wounds, wounds in the
joints, wounds in the kidneys, wounds in
the testicles, wounds in the intestines. Here a
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which life goes its daily round. And this is
only one hospital, one single station; there are
hundreds of thousands in Germany, hundreds
of thousands in France, hundreds of thousands
in Russia. How senseless is everything that can
ever be written, done, or thought, when such
things are possible. It must be all lies and of no
account when the culture of a thousand years
could not prevent this stream of blood being
poured out, these torture-chambers in their
hundreds of thousands A hospital alone shows

what war is.
PaSstbet

I am young, I am twenty years old; yet I
know nothing of life but despair, death, fear,

A

and fatuous superticiality cast over an abyss of

man realizes for the first time in how many

places a man can get Hit:

Two fellows die of tetanus. Their skin turns
pale; their limbs stiffen, at last only their eyes
live—stubbornly. Many of the wounded have
their shattered limbs hanging free in the air
from a gallows; underneath the wound a basin

is placed into which. dnps the pus. Every two

e

or three hours the vessel is emptied. Other
meéflie in stretching bandages with heavy
weights hanging from the end of the bed. I see
intestine wounds that are constantly full of
excreta. The surgeon’s clerk shows me X-ray
photographs of completely smashed hip- bones,
knees, and shoulders.

A man cannot realize that above such shat-
tered bodies there are still human faces in

sorrow. I see how peoples are set against one
another, and in silence, unknowingly, foolishly,
obediently, innocently slay one another. I see
that the keenest brains of the wotld invent
weapons and words to make it yet more refined
and enduring. And all men of my age, here and
over there, throughout the whole world see
these things; all my generation is experiencing
these things with me. What would our fathers
do if we suddenly stood up and came before
them and proffered our account? What do they
expect of us if a timeé ever comes when the war
is over? Through the years our business has
been killing;—it was our first calling in life.
Our knowledge of life is limited to death.
What will happen afterwards? :And what shall
come out of us?

Ernst von Salomon

BRUTALIZATION OF THE INDIVIDUAL

The war also produced a fascination with violence that persisted after peace
had been declared. Many-returned veterans, their whole being enveloped by the
war, continued to yearn for the excitement of battle and the fellowship of the
trenches. Brutalized by the war, these men became ideal recruits for fascist par-
ties that relished violence and sought the destruction of the liberal state.
Immediately after the war ended, thousands of soldiers and adventurers
joined the Free Corps—volunteer brigades that defended Germany’s east-

ern borders against encroachments by the new states of Poland, Latvia, and
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Estonia, and fought communist revolutionaries. Many of these freebooters later
became members of Hitler’s movement. Ernst von Salomon, a leading spokes-
man of the Free Corps movement, was a sixteen-year-old student in Berlin
when the defeated German army marched home. In the Ppassage that follows, he
described the soldiers who “will always carry the trenches in their blood.”

The soldiers walked quickly, pressed closely to
each other. Suddenly the first four came into
sight, looking lifeless. They had stony, rigid
faces. . . .

Then came the others. Their eyes lay deep in
dark, gray, sharp-edged hollows under the
shadow of their helmets. They looked neither
right nor left, but straight ahead, as if under
the power of a terrifying target in front of
them; as if they peered from a mud hole or a
trench over torn-up earth. In front of them lay
emptiness. They spoke not a word, . . .

O God, how ‘these men looked, as they
came nearer—those utterly exhausted, immo-
bile faces under their steel helmets, those bony
limbs, those ragged dusty uniforms! And
around them an infinite void. It was as if they
had drawn a magic circle around themselves,
in which dangerous forces, invisible to out-
siders, worked their secret spell. Did they still
carry in their minds the madness of a thousand
battles compressed into whirling visions, as

they carried in their uniforms the dirt and the
dust of shell-torn fields? The sight was unbea-
able. They marched like envoys- of death, of
dread, of the most deadly and solitary coldness.
And here was their homeland, warmth, and
happiness. Why were they so silent? Why did
they not smile? /

. When I saw these deadly determined
faces, these faces as hard as if hacked out of
wood, these eyes that glanced past the onlook-
ets, unresponsive, hostile—yes, hostile in-
deed—then I knew—it suddenly came over
me in a fright—thar everything had been ut-
tetly different from what we had thought, all
of us who stood here watching. . . . What did
we know about these men? About the war in
the trenches? About our soldiers? Oh God, it

was terrible: What we had been told was all

untrue, We had been told lies. These were not
our beloved heroes, the protectors of our
homes—these were men who did not belong to
us, gathered here to meet them., They did not
want to belong to us; they came from other
worlds with other laws and other friendships.
And all of a sudden everything that I had
hoped and wished for, that had inspired me,
turned shallow and empty. ... What an
abysmal error it had been to believe for four
years that these men belonged to us. Now that
misunderstanding vanished. . . .

Then I suddenly understood. These were not
workers, peasants, students; no, these were not
mechanics, white-collar employees, business-
men, officials—these were soldiers. . . . These
were men who had responded to the secret call
of blood, of spirit, volunteers one way or the
other, men who had experienced exacting com-
radeship and the things behind things—who
had found a home in war, a fatherland, a com-
munity, and a nation. . . | '

The homeland belonged to them; the nation
belonged to them. What we had blabbered like
marketwomen, they had actually lived. . ..
The trenches were their home, their father-
land, their nation. And they had never used
these words; they - never believed» in them;
they believed in themselves, The war held

- them in its grip and dominated them; the war

will never discharge them; they will never re-
turn home; they will always carry the trenches

in_their blood. the closeness of death, the
dread, the iptoxication, the iron. And suddenly
they were to become peaceful citizens, set
again in solid every-day routines? Never! That
would mean a counterfeit that was bound to
fail. The war is over; the warriors are still




Chapter 10 World Warl1 301

marching, . .. dissatisfied when they are de- Appeals were posted on the street corners for
mobilized, explosive when they stay together. volunteer units to defend Germany’s eastern
The war had not given them answers; it had borders. The day after the troops marched into
achieved no decision. The soldiers continue to  our town, I volunteered. I was accepted and
march. . . . outfitted. Now I too was a soldier.

Otto Dix and Max Beckmann
DEHUMANIZING IMPACT OF THE WAR

The brutal and dehumanizing impact of the war was graphically depicted by
artists. The first three pictures are by German artist Otto Dix (1891~1969), who
served at the front. The last is by Max Beckmann (1884~1950), another German

veteran.

O110 Dix, Shock Troops Advancing Under Gas Attack, plate 12 from The War. Berlin, Karl Nierendorf,
1924. World War I was the first war in which chemical weapons were used extensively, adding to the
nightmare of trench warfare. Here Dix shows soldiers wearing gas masks, which bear little resemblance to
the human face and instead suggest the gaping eye sockets of skulls. (Etching, aquatint and drypoint,
printed in black. 7 %s” x 11%s". The Museum of Modern Art, New York. Gift of Abby Aldrich Rockefeller.)




Otro Dix, Wounded (Fall 1916, Bapaume), plate 6 ftom The War, in this etching Dix recalls the monstrous
agony of a soldier at Bapaume, a town in northern France that was the scene of heavy fighting in 1916,
(Etching and aquatint, printed in black, 74" x 11%". The Museum of Modern Art, New York. Gift of Abby
Aldrich. Rockefeller.) . ‘
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Max BECKMANN, Die Nacht (The Nighy),
illusionment and spiritual unease that a
New York/VG Bild-Kunst, Bonn.)

1918-1919. Max Beck

mann’s paintings gave expression to the dis-
fflicted postwar Germa

ny. (© 7994 Artist Rights Society (ARS),

Sigmund Freud
A LEGACY OF EMBITTERMENT

In his 1915 essay, “Thoughts for the Times on War and Death,” Sigmund Freud

i (see page 249) said that World War I’s fury would shatter the bonds of a com-
‘ mon European civilization and engulf Europeans in hatred for years to come,
e following passage on the

singular destructiveness of World
War I and its uniqueness in world history to date.




We cannot but feel that no event has ever de-

. stroyed so much that is precious in the com-
mon_possessions of humanity, confused so
many-sfThe clearest intelligences, or so thor-
oughly debased what is highest. Science herself
has lost her passionless impartiality; her deeply
- embittered servants seek for weapons from her
with which to contribute towards the struggle
with the enemy. Anthropologists feel driven to
declare him [the enemy} inferior and degener-
ate, psychiatrists issue a diagnosis of his dis-
*“ease of mind ot spirit. . . .

We had expected the great world- dominat-
ing nations of white race upon whom the lead-
ership of the human species has fallen, who
‘were known to have world-wide interests as
their concern, to whose creative powers were
due not only our technical advances towards
the control of nature but the artistic and scien-
“tific standards of civilization—we had ex-
pected these peoples to succeed in discovering
another way of settling misunderstandings and
conflicts of interest, Within each of these na-
tions high norms of moral conduct were laid

down for the individual, to which his manner
- of life ‘was bound to conform if he desired to
. take part in a civilized community. .

“Relying on this unity among the c1v1hzed
_ peoples, countless men and women have ex-
changed their native home for a foreign one,
and made their existence dependent on the in-
tercommunications between friendly nations.
- Moreover anyone who was not by stress of cir-
cumstance confined to one spot could create for
himself out of all the advantages and attrac-
tions of these civilized countries a new and
--wider fatherland, in which he could move
about without hindrance or suspicion. In this
way he enjoyed the blue sea and the grey; the
beauty of snow-covered mountains and of

green meadow lands; the magic of northern -

forests and the splendour of southern vegeta-
tion; the mood evoked by landscapes that re-
call great historical events, and the silence of
untouched nature. This new fatherland was a

museum for him, too, filled with all the treas- -

ures which the artists of civilized humanity
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had in the successive centuries created and left
behind. As he wandered from one gallery to
another in this museum, he could recognize
with impartial appreciation what varied types
of perfection a mixture of blood, the course of
history, and the special quality of their mothet-
earth had produced among his compatriots in
this wider sense. Here he would find cool, in-
flexible energy developed to the highest point;
there, the graceful art of beautifying existence;
elsewhere the feeling for orderliness and law, or
others among the qualities which have made
mankind the lords of the earth.

Nor must we forget that each of these citi-
zens of the civilized world had created for him-
self a “Parnassus” and a “School of Athens”
[that is, a center of high culture and learning]
of his own. From among the great thinkers,
writers and artists of all nations he had chosen
those to whom he considered he owed the best
of what he had been able to achieve in enjoy-
ment and understanding of life, and he had .
venerated them along with the immortal an-
cients as well as with the familiar masters of
his own tongue. None of these great men had
seemed to him foreign because they spoke an-
other Janguage—neither the incomparable ex-
plorer of human passions, nor the intoxicated
worshipper of beauty, nor the powerful and
menacing prophet, not the subtle satirist; and
he never reproached himself on that account
for being a renegade towards his own nation
and his beloved mother-tongue.

The enjoyment of this common civilization
was disturbed from time to time by warning
voices, which declared that old traditional dif-
ferences made wars inevitable, even among the
members of a community such as this. We re-
fused to believe it; but if such a war were to

happen, how did we picture it? ... [W]e pic-

tured it as a chivalrous passage of arms, which
would limit itself to establishing the superior-
ity of one€ side 1n the struggle, while as far as

“possible-avidifig acute sutfering that could

contribute nothing to the decision, and grant-
ing complete immunity for the wounded who

had to w1thdraw from the contest, as well as for

SRR AR
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the doctors and nurses who devoted themselves

M i N e
to their recovery. There would, of course, be

the utmost consideration for the non-combat-
ant classes of the population—for women who
take no part in wart-work; and for the children
who, when they are grown up, should become
on both sides one another’s friends and helpers.
And again, all the international undertakings
and institutions in which the common civiliza-
tion of peace-time had been embodied would
be maintained.

Even a war like this would have produced
enough horror and suffering; but it would not
have interrupted the development of ethical
relations between the collective individuals of
mankind-—the peoples and states,

Then the war in which we had refused to
believe broke out, and it brought—disillusion-
ment. Not only is it more bloody and more

REVIE W QUESTIONS

destructive than any war of other days, because
of the enormously increased perfection of
weapons of attack and defence; it js at least as
cruel, as embittered, as implacable as any
that has preceded it. It disregards all the re.
strictions known as International Law, which
in peace-time the states had bound them-
selves to observe; it ignores the prerogatives
of the wounded and the medical service, the
distinction between civil and military sec-
tions of the population, the claims of private
property. It tramples in blind fury on all that
comes in its way, as though there were to be no
future and no peace among men after it is over,
It cuts all the common bonds between the

contending peoples, and threatens to leave a

legacy of embitcerment that will make any re-
newal of those bonds impossible for a long

time to come.
RSt

1. What did Paul Valéry mean in saying that the mind of Eurépe doubted itself

profoundly?
2.
3.

organizations immediately after the war?

Why do you think many veterans felt that they were patt of a lost generation?
What reasons can you think of why many Germans were attracted to paramilitary

4. List several ways in which the pictures by Otto Dix and Max B.eékmann convey

the dehumanizing effect of war.
3. How did Sigmund Freud describe the prevailing
war? How did the war alter this mood and create

mood in Europe just prior to the
a “legacy of embitterment”?




