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✓ 

he records of the last war have been 

written nd can be written in tenns of statistics,--so 

many men killed, so any en ':ounded, so uch money spent . 

. he can be written in terms of treaties of peace,--so many 

nations victors, so many nations vanquished, so .uch 

territory gained, so much territory lost, so much 

inde.r.mi ty to be' paid by so many nations to so many nations. 

They can be written in terms of the political changes 

which resulted from the '.'a r, --this nation went bolshevic, 

that nation ent fascist, so many republics established, 

so many dictatorships. 

The story of the ,ar can also be told in 

terms of international relation hf-s,--so many efforts 

made since th ar to establish peace among nations, the 
• 

machinery for the adjudication of international dis utes. 

nd the story of t '1e a.r c· n also be told in terms of 

moral values,--such a lowering of the stand rds of private 

morality took place as a result of the r, such a let-down 

in social discipline, and such a vast spiritual confusion. 

But the real recorus of the ar, my friends, 

in t e rms or vital human experience, in tenns of the men 

ho :f'ou ht in the ar, what the war ant to them, --those 

records can only be told in . eat literature. Occ sionally 

a great book or play or poem ill, in a easure, do j stioe 

to that univ rsal tra edy which tore and mutilated so any 
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so many millions or human souls, and which engulfed a 

generation in horror and paid and death. I am afraid 

that the coming generation,--and in a sense, that coming 

~eneration is already here, for those ,1ho are twenty or 

twenty-fl ve years old today were only children when the 

0 reat ar broke out, --I fP1 afraid that the coning generation 

will be little i rripressed with the statistical records of 

the ,ar, 1th the political records of the ar. hose 

things which will come to them by way of their text books 

and their school will hold for them a sort of vague 

inter-st, which will 0 row less and less iith the receding 

years; and even the info ' ti on which till undoubtedly 

be conveyed to t_em, to the yo ng boys and girls, to the 

men and women of tanorrow, t hat in the five .1ears between 

1914 and 1918 five millions of men ·ere killed, and some 

t1elve millions were 1ounded,--even that information will 

give them perhaps only a momentary mental jolt, for, after 

all, a man's pity has to be spread very thin for fl ve 

millions killed. 

But the boy and ~irl of today, and the an 

and wo an of tomorro ·1, may be moved to pity and horror 

and thought by a book, hich, in a simple, straightforw rd 

and unadorned manner, will tell the story of one m n, or 

two or three or four men,--simple men, trapped in the esh 

of that tragic conflict and ground into death, and defeated 

by it. he hole ghastly trage y of the last ar can be 



made rfvid only in terms of a single human personality 

or a few human beings. It has to be focused in order to 

be realized and understood; and a book su ch as "Sergeant 

ri sha," and 'The nknown ·1arrior," and "Journey's nd ' ' 
and "All Is uiet on the ·1estern _ ront," which does just 

that, which tells the story or a hu'llan being, or a few 

human beings, throbbing with the pain and the ony of 

the war, riven by an i~exorable doan, unable to escape 

and beaten down into bloody pulp,--a story like that may 

succeed, where t h e records and statistics and preachments 

and propaganda may fai 1, in opening the eyes of men and 

women to all t he insa nity an d blood and brutality or the 

thing Co.lled 1tla.r. 

I watched the men d the 10men as they left 

the theatre the other night after witnessing Journey's ?nd. 

It didn't look vecy much like a theatre au dience filing out 

after a show. I saw in the looks of some of them somet. ing 

which ade me feel as though they, perhaps for the first 

time, had looked into the torn, bleeding eart of humanity, 

as though their own hearts ached unutterably. 

rlhen I first saw the play in Paris last 

su. uner, when the last curtain fell on the last scene in 

this play, with young Raleigh,str i ght from school, who 

had come to the trenches, inexperienced, romantic, 

enthusiastic, a splendid young boy, lying there dead, his 

back broken by a shell; ith Captain Stanhope, this brave 
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old man of t,enty-one, whose nerves had been shattered by 

three years of continued infantry fighting on the Western 

front, and who was making a desperate eff'ort to save his 

courage by drink, walking up the stairs of that rat-infested 

dugout to his certain dean, with the walls and roof of 

that catacomb of death and desolation crumbling in in the 

wake of the great offensive ihich had just then been 

begun, and the last candle light flickering and dying 

under the dirt and the debris of the collapsing dugout, 

w1 th all the actors in the scene or off the scene dead 

or facing death,--! felt, as that curtain dropped over 

that scene, as if my own world had sudden1y come to an end. 

One felt so utterly helpless, miserable, hopeless. And 

for days and weeks the actors in tLi s drama hau.."lt ed me. 

There was Osborne, the fine, understanding 

English schoolmaster, representative of the best in that 

great character-building system of public school education 

in England, whom a blind fate had dragged down into that 

hell hole,--Osborne,about to go out on a raid which was to 

cost him his life, thinking of his two little youngsters 

back home, and his wife, leaving his watch, his rings, and 

a letter as the last rrementoes of a great love which was to 

be quenched in the mud and filth of No Man's Land. 

There was Hibbert, a poor malingerer. one 

could only pity him, the little wor~d he was trying to 

crawl out of. He couldn't stand the strain any longer.. He 
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would rather be .. illed outright by his capt in for 

deserting than to be compelled to face a ain the trenches,-­

not at all an i,nglish phenomenon on the ~,1estern front. 

And Trotter, the stolid, the unimaginative, the 1 an 1ho 

in the mi dst of that universal horror was thinking of his 

little 6arden back home, and of his hollyhocks, and of 

England in springtime. And the sergeant-major, that 

whimisoal cockney, whose humor only serves to accentuate 

even more the darkness and the somberness of that tragedy, -­

all those actors in tl at drama, each representative of an 

army of similar Raleighs and Stanhopes and Osbornes and 

Trotters and Hipperts, and each one walking up the stairs 

to his death, not knowing why, or not questioning why,--

jus t like doomed men led to a s ori ice. That scene 

burned itself into my mind, and am sure into the minds 

of tens of thousands nho have seen that play. 

If anything can h lp to rid this \7orld of 

its war madness, surely a play like this, not over-dramatized, 

in fact, underkeyed, real, honest, ought to be able to do 

that. 

The eatness of the play, apart from its 

dramatic merit, is, to my mind, the fact that it never 

stoops to cheap and vulgar war sentimentalism. Not onoe 

throughout the play are you a are of what the war 1s all 

about; not one.e is any cl aracter ade to mouth the heroics 

of war,--about fighting for one's country, or saving the 
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world, or about victory, or making the world safe for 

demooracy,--no heroics, no romatio13Jl.. 

The author, when he sat down to write the 

play, brushed all that cheap claptrap aside as vulgar and 

unreal and insincere. Here were Just men who were trying 

to do th~ir duty because it was the decent thing to do. 

The world is not arainst them because it made them do 

these things, because these were the decent things to do. 

The vorld might have enabled them to do fine things bao 

home because they were the deoen t things to do. But they 

were not consulted. They didn't want the war; they didn't 

make the war. They loathed it; they hated 1 t. They didn't 

know woother it vas right or wrong. They killed the 

enemy not because they hated him but to save being killed 

themselves. And all that they knew of war was not the 

flying banners, nor the trumpets of victory, or all the 

heroics with which we who stayed home were fed;what they 

knew of the war was the unutterable weariness and horror 

and pain and filth and stench. If they had any illusions 

at all when they came to the front, they were soon blasted 

out or them by the war. 

Here was young Capt~in Stanhope,who was the 

hero of all t he young people at school, who was now a 

burnt out, whiskey-drenched old man of twenty-one, afraid 

to go back home on a leave because he couldn •t trust his 

own nerves any more; and here was young Raleigh, just fresh 
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from school, a splendid young fellow who had worshipped 

this Stanhope as his hero at school, and now sees ho the 

war ha ravaged his hero; and he too is disillusioned, and 

all the actors in the drama find their ultimate disillusion­

ment in death,--not in viotory, not in a return home, 

acclaimed as heroes, but in death,--beaten down, their 

blood--as in that chapter of the ible which I read this 

morning--their blood run into dust and their flesh into tmg, 

in an unknown sector on the "' .estern rron t. 

The lives of these unhappy people are not 

without their grandeur. One pities them when one sees them 

coming an going, like so .. any 1 tems, like so many wheels 

and cogs in a blind, huge war machine rinding them do 1m. 

One pities them but one is not ash e d of them. They die 

as men. One is ashamed of the whole system which makes 

this possible,--of the oldish men back home, hose schemin s 

and covetousness and ambition have sent these millions of 

,.,tanhopes and aleighs to their death. 

There are no women in the play, and yet over 

and over a ain, through some chance, unpremeditated remark 

from one character or another, one becomes so poignantly 

aware of the burning fires of lo ing in the he rts of these 

men, --a wife, or a mother, or a sweetheart back home. one 

becomes aware of t h t other side, of that coarser, more 

animal lust which is never sepa te from the life of the 

solli.er. 

.er , my friends, is a portraiture of war in --...---~=~-
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remarkable vitality,--hon st a..~d remorseless. Here is 

the crowning achievement of the t entieth century's 

civilization in terms of international morality. Here all 

the paths of glory lead to tl at dirty dugout on the festern 

front, and here all the n sdom an:l the knowledge and the 

vision of the 5reatest statesmen of the v1orld, in the 

generation oofore 1914,--all their iisdom and cunning and 

rudeness led to this sector, and to hundreds like tl , 

and nhe re Osbornes and rotters nd otanhopes and aleighs 

and ·ipperts are trapped on barbed wire and torn by shells 

and ri dd led by machine uns and choke by poison gas. 

Journey's JIDd is a great, tragic monument 

to t h till-stared and unhappy O er tion which expiated 

by blood t he blunderings of the ld in a long line from 

the lack ea to the orth Sea. 

_he re is another play which s1. ilarly 

plumbs the depths of ar in terms of human experience, a 

play by a "";?rench! an, 

co.11 .... d ·• :ie •Tnknown 

aul :Haynai, translated into I glish, 

arrio r. ' e play he nknown .Tarr ior 

is not as fre · from nationalistic idolatry as Journey's und, 

but it is ~rea.t, nevertheless, in revealing the horror, 

the J·lvr ry, the hell through ihich a simple human soul, 

the soldier, the unknown soldier, the millions of them 

passed during the . ar. 

rt is a play of three ch racters only,--the 

soli der, his t ther, and his s '-Jetheurt. he soldier comes 
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ho e on a le -ve, a leave ,vhich he obtains through a 

desperate promise to return fter four days, and to go 

upon a military exploit which would mean his certain death. 

He took the chance because he anted so much to see just 

once his beloved, 1ho was betrothed unto him. ~e comes 

home and learns that the four d ys have ooen cut oown to 

four hours. • ithin four h rs he must return to the front 

to face death; and he learns during those four desperate 

hours that his whole world had crumbled around him. 

Iis father talks to him about war in the old 

fashioned way, about the glory of war, and the romanticism 

of rrar, an t ... e young an cannot understand him, an d the 

father f ils, of course, to u erst· d his son. he 

sol dier finds while he has been p s i through t e hell 

at the front, his father, an oldish man, has been living 

quite comfortably at home, r· ther proud and complacent 

that his boy was fishting for his country at the front, 

doing his duty for ranee. And he finds that his beloved, 

durin the nonths and months of absence, had also ex­

perienced a change of heart, and th t t h at covenant ·,it h 

death hich he hud made in or ,r to et home ~d be with 

her, if tor only a little .7h1le, was a vain and futile 

sacrifice. one is profoundly moved by this great drama, 

he Unknown n rrior. 

_he thot\Sht which I stressed a mo,. ent ago about 

str -1ght_ orw rd honesty and integrity or Journey's nd 
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telling the truth about ar, is brought out a ain in 

this play. he father says to his son: 

s uprooted you, hasn't it? 

~rt•s the s e for everyone,' says the son. 

~ryone is not where y u are. 

ery one who is here I am, th en. 

7 t her} " .. e most humble post. 

( on) ''I am not vain. 

'tlt' er) 'The most dan 0 e rou s % 

Son) "I not dead. 

~ather) 'The most strenuous% 

('""'on) ''I am in perfect health. 

( 1 • ther) ttA private soldier. 

( on) 'The re ' s a job to do , d it's sot to be done. 

( Jather) •tplovring has to be done. Did you plow? 

(Son) :,r h ve done. 

(Father) 'To set an example. 

(Son) ' aybe. 

(Father) '' ut afterward y u . left your orkocn to th ir 

irksome necessary tasks. 

(Son ttDanger chan es everything. 

( ther) "'Others are better fitted for 1 t than you. 

(Son) '' ecause my life as easier than theirs? ell, 

now I find it harde r than they do, so we are even. 

(~ather} 'But 1s it your place? 

(Son 'fuat are the armies defending? Our country? 

bit. Our culture? I as brou ht 
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up on it. tr place is ,11 re I am. If I ever 

listen to the ble s sed silence of rmistice Day, 

I ant to be able to look back and know th t I 

have done neither ore nor less tha!l anyone else. 

I on 't ant to boast or blush before anyone. 

hen, hen the war is over, I all ve nothing 

to fear from the sly smiles of those who took 

cover .,hen th.:ngs looke ugly. I do not think 

they vill smile 1mg hen they see me. 

(?at her) "You are not even an of _"'icer. 

{Son) should I be? 

{ ather) "Your life would b a little easier. 

(Son) "I loathe ar so bitterly: that want to feel it 

in my very bones. 

( ther) 'You are as stubborn as ver. 

(Son) "I hope so. 

( ather) nr shouldn't think you were very easy to co nd. 

(Son) 'o you ima ine I obey an in 1vidual? 

( Father) "Whom then? 

(Son) "! y conscience. 

( tler) 'Your conscience? 

(Son) 'I knew there were such thin s as re.rs. If I 

anted to avoid them I could have cha ed my 

nationality. I lme r1 perfectly well at I was 

committing myself to. nd I stick to my bargain. 

(~at er) "Bar a1n? But 1ithout enthusiasmt 1thout pridel 
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You see, the father is still thinking in 

terms of enthusiasm about war, pride about iar. 

(Son) "There oan be no pride in keeping one's word. 

( ather) "Without ardor! ithout exaltation% 

(Son) •''!'hose feelings are not lai d do\Wl in military law. 

(Father) .,Do you think you oan get on without them? 

(Son) ttye s; I am proof of it. 

( !l'ather) ''Things must have changed then. 

(Son) "They have. 

( ather) "How? 

(Son) ' a.r has lost its prestige. Men used to Horship 

its banners and trumpets, its blood and bra rery i 

But no t 1ey give it its re 1 name: drudgery. 

The most wearing, monotonous, disgusting of 

drudgeries. One day I said to my friends: 

'Perhaps you will write on my tomb: He died of 

drudgery in the service of his country.' That is 

war, far more dreary than terrible, far more 

stupid than glorious. 

( Father) E.re there many who think like you? 

(Son) "Many! All of us." 

out of the heart of this unknown solrli.er 

there wells up in his moment of intense agony this prayer. 

It is the prayer of all the unknown soldiers of the last 

war. He says to his beloved: 

"If you can for t me,how will the future remember? 
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I know too well the history of wars and the 

thoughtless pe -ce which follows them. This 

~ime one might have hoped. . . but no, it is 

certain ... nothing will come out of it, nothing 

will be left but the ravaged desolation of the 

battle-fields. Everything will begin over ain. 

The nation will wear mourning in its usual correct 

indifference. The re wi 11 be process ions. ,.,~ ne rals 

will read speeches at the unveiling or hideous war 

memorials. As they have al ways done l Understand 

me, I don't ant sorrow. I am not jealous of the 

happiness which will come after us. I know quite 

well it is for the future tat e undergo this 

disgrace or war, th at out of our renunciation will 

spring their gladness. But our ... 1emoryl At least 

let that rema1n1 Let not the sand of the cen­

turies hide the great monument of our outpoured 

agony. Let it be mixed into the ha.9piness of 

years to come--a handclasp dovm the years. A new 

world will con.e after us. And as the faiths or 

old builded their church on the tomb or a saint, 

so Europe must rebuild herself on the great tomb 

of all those dead who have no other epitaph. Let 

her reme mber us and pity us. Let not our suffer­

ing be forgotten! Let it be an amazement and a 

horror forever, Nineteen-fourteen began like any 
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other year with flowers and smiles. Spring came, 

delicate, and fragrant as ever! Why not? rt 

did not know, any more than we, the treachery 

that summer was staring ag ainst mankind. August: 

With its soft delicious daysi Deceiving days, 

terrible days, days of sad memorial, when can they 

be blessed again, when oan they be pa rdon.oo.? . . . 

r will tell you, I would have France celebrate the 

first of July as soon as the war is over. nd re­

member us! It is impossible we should not be 

there in spirit on tnat day, to remember and be 

remembered. . . That we should be forgot ten is 

our only torment. Soon it will almost seem the re 

has been no war when the grass grows green over 

the trenches. But what we have done will not end 

with peace. 'Ihe future will profit by our 

sacrifice, almost without knowing it. At the 

frontiers of the past we stand immortal ... As, when 

you open the window of a house by night and hear 

in the distance the barking of dogs who guard you, 

so in the days of peace you will hear our voices 

calling. Remembe-r us. Only remember us."' 

"Our lot is cast,'' says this unlmown soldier. 

This is the hope ... if the unknown soldier could speak, 

this is what he would say: 

"We have been chosen to stamp out the plagues 
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that must not come again. We shall be known as 

the slaves of mankind. The future will be told our 

story as a legend of hell. The most wretched will 

take heart when they think of us. That is what 

we shall have done for the future! Wa:r may kill 

us; but we shall kill it. Both of us. shall die 

toeether. It shall be so% However much the wise 

may shrug their shoulders and talk about human 

naturet That is no reas on. In nature, war is 

individual. A creature will always fight for bread, 

or money, or power, or love; but that is not war. 

War outrages all instincts, the highest and the 

lowest. We shall outgrow it as we have outgrown 

slavery and human sacrifice. just as we look 

with horror on the racks and scourges of the 

Middle Ages, so the future will feel its gorge rise 

at the sight of our .iachine-guns and banbs. They 

will think of those who ma. de them with disgust 

and feel shame that they come from their stock. 

That 1s what our generation will have done. And 

not for "France alonet But for her memy as well J 

For all those who have fought, even for those who 

have looked on. That is what we shall have done. 

Ve must die that the world may have life and have 

it more abundantly. ,, 
• • 

W111 the world remember the Stanhopes and the 
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Raleighs and the Osbornes, and the unknown warriors? 

Will their death in war mark the end of wa:r? iVill their 

sacrifices bring to the rising generations life, anl life 

more abundantly? This generation, my friends, and the 

next one, will have to answer that question. The 

questioners are now dead these twelve or fifteen years, 

and plows have now passed over their graves. 

But the question remains, and perhaps 

that question will be heard at the naval conference in 

London, and the conferences in Geneva, in the chancelleries 

of the world. F or unless this q rn s tion is answered, our 

entire Western civilization Will before long reach its 

Journey's End. 
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