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HERR REMARQUE SHUNS LITERARY HONORS

| By CYRUS RROOKS
| BrauiN.
HIGH-POWERED touring car

racing westward down the

Bismarck Strasse out of

'Berlin; at the wheel a fair,
bro: young man, strongly bullt,
with a handsome smiling face, who
locked at least six years younger
than bis thirty-two years. In ap-
pearanice he might have been an
Ameritan, an English rowing-man,
or a member of any one of the
Dblond |races of Northern Europe.
He Frich Maria Remarque, the
German writer whose book ‘‘All
Quiet ion the Westorn Front'’ has
seined |the imagination of the civil-
ized world.

Nearly abreast of the Funkturm,
the Berlin version of the Eiffel
Tower, we turned sharp to the left
and brought up at the entrance to
Herr |Stinnes's private motoring
track, on which for a small fee the
speed man can try the paces of his
car. Ip front was a big racer con-
taining two boys in berets.

““We'll gee how they can drive,"
said Herr 'Remarque, with a mis-
chievous flash of his teeth.

The racer was speeding away in
front of us when Remarque opened
the throttle of his car and she
roared like a bomber airplane. tak-
ing off. The speedometer needle
spun round, 100, 120, 130 kilometers,
and remalned glued to the end of
the dial. Inside of two minutes
the boys with the berets were be-
hind us. On Herr Remarque’'s face
was a happy, intent smile. He is
a devotée of speed.

Do you ever go In for racing?"’
1 asked.

|
*Later on," he said with a twinkle :

“when I've finished
Which meant, I

in his eyes,
with literature.”
take it, never.

At the further end of the Auto-
mobile Strasse, we turned out into
the scented pine-woods of Griine-
wald. On that hot evening half
Berlin sqemed to have come out
to the woods and lakes. The bright
little wayside cafés were thronged
and the winding road was thick
with pedestrians. ,The pace was
slow enough for talk and I asked
the inevitable first question:

“How did you come to write your
book ?**

He looked at me. Apart from his
eyes, Herr Remarque might be any
one of tens of thousands of healthy
young men to bé found in the cap-
itals of Europe: but his eyes have
an alertness, a power. a penetra-
tion which reveal the mind and
charaeter behind them.

)
OMING back to Germany after
the war,” be sald, ‘“‘was a

terrible experience for every
one of us. After the strain and
hardships and horror of the war
we returned to find the country in
a state of disintegration, every-

where hunger, depression and be-

reavement. My own homecoming
was overshadowed by the loss of
my mother. which was a great blow
to me. I pad entered the army as
a mere boy and was not one of
the few lucky ones with a job to
come back to. so I had to turn
my haand to whatever offered—
school teacher, handworker, jour-
nalist. I could not settle down to
anything, there was a continual
restlessness and dissatisfaction that

drove me from ome job to an-
other.” ¢
He stopped and for a t, his

lips grim and tight.

““The truth was,” he went om,
‘‘there was something on my mind—
the weight of horror and suffering
I had seen during the war years.
It was still there, unexpressed and
chaotie, robbing one of peace of
mind, making It impossible to settle
down to the ordinary avocations of
civilian life. At last—I was on the
editorial staff of a Berlin illustrated
weekly at the time—I realized that
1 had to get these things straight
in my own mind, to get them Into
focus once for all.

‘“The idea of my book came as a
sort of safety valve. I came home
one night from wmy work and

vtarted to write it. For obvious
’

German Soldier Who Wrote a Most Vivid War Book Says!|
He Tried Only to Focus His Personal Experiences

reasons I adopted the fiction form,
but what I put down was the truth.
I wad not writing for any wide
audlence; ,my object was to see
clearly the experiences I had been
through, and therefore I wrote with
the utmoast simplicity and Integrity
as though I were telling the story
to an intimeate friend. I avoided
all panegyric and let the terrible

be the author of the world's best-
seller,

The smile vanished from his face.

“As far as possible,” he said, "I
avold feeling it at all. I don't think
1 have read a review since the first
two or three notices of the German
edition. As for what they call fame,
T don't want it. It comes between a
man and reality. As soon as you

facts speak for th ves, In eix
weeks the book was finished—it
had written Itself-and I called it

‘Im Westen Nichts Neues'—'All
Quiet on the Western Front."'

“A superb plece of Irony,” I
sald.

““When - my readers have finished
the book,” he agreed, '‘they close
it and read the title again—'All
Quiet'—such were the things that
were happening when officlally all
was quiet!”

‘‘And, of course, the publishers
jumped at t?*

““No. Two publishers read It and
turned It down They admired it,
but said It would never sell. Then
a friend of mine went and talked
to one firm and they made me
an offer. Fifteen minutes after the
contract was signed the second firm
telephoned to say they had reversed
their declsion.’” )

‘‘How does It feel,’’ I asked. “‘to

b a celebrity you lose touch
with humanity, with life. That Is
why I live so quietly and keep out

Erich Maria Remarque.
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of the limelight. I must keep in
touch. Otherwise I cannot write
eimply and directly for the minds
and hearts of ordinary men and
women. I like to keep close to rat-
ural things, trees and flowers. I
want to have a little place in the
country and breed dogs.'’

I thought of the third-floor flat
in & qulet street In Wilmersdorf
where I had found Herr Remarque
the day before. It is a flat he re-
serves as hls workshop and even
there amid plles of books and
papers he had Introduced a re-
minder of the qulet countryside—
a reminder that at first sight ap-
peared bizarre—a large glass tank
where little fish were swimming
among water plants.

““But you llke Berlin?'' 1 asked.

I like Bérlin. But not the literary

and soclal functions. I find what I
want when I talk to ordinary folk
In the streets and cafés, the simple
péople who are doing the world's
work and not theorizing about It.
| Do you know what gives me the
grentest pleasure?—the letters I get
from coramon soldlers, men whom
. my book has helped to get the war
:Into focus, to see the thing again
!as It was. In my future work my
!alm Is to go on helping the ordi-
'nnry man to face and solve the

problems of life, and for that a
man must try to live truly and
simply."”

There was no pose In Herr Re-
marque’'s modesty. He spoke iIn a
low voice, slightly embarrassed by
his self-revelation. He was not
pleased when I called him modest.
Indeed, It i» difficult to get him to
talk of himself. He Is possessed by
u passion to help. He desires to
use his gifts of mind and heart for
the removal of the mlsary, stupld-
ity and cruelty which still exist,
actlve or latent, in this post-war
world. Success is welcome 8s a
proof that men's ears are open to
the words he speaks to them.

Turning to more general matters
1 asked him: "'Whet do you con-
slder the great positive result of

the war?"*

'“An Immense Increase in world-
will toward peaca. Every one real-
Izen today that war s a horror and
an anachronism that must be avoid-
ed wherever humanly possible. This
reallzation is not the monopaly of
any political section; it is common
to all classes, evefi to the soldiers
themaslves, and with this realiza- -
tion humanity must and will find
methoda by which war can be
avolded."

“"What do Britain and America
stand for In the world today?" [
anked him. )

Herr Remarque hesitated.

‘“You must realize,’” he sald, “'that
I make no claim to be a politician.
I can merely give you my personal
views for what they are worth.

“Britain and America are fore-
mosf{ among the progressive nations
of the world. Their faces are set
toward progreas, social, Industrial
and commercial. But the war
proved that military disputes in-
volve inevitably the destruction of
all those cultural values for which
the progressive mind is striving.
‘Therefore the tendency of all pro-
gressive countries must be away
from the old complex of ideas, in
which war appéared natural and
necessary, toward & new world-con-
ceptfon from which war is excluded.
For this reason, quite apart from
specific anti-war movements In
Britain and Ameriea, the two great
Fnglish-speaking peoples are. a
power making for peacs.”

**And Germany?"’

0,0

ERMANY bas been through a

period of terrific upheavals;

it needs much more than ten
years before the face of the new
Germany can be truly seen. Almost
the entire adult population has lived
under two completely different sets
of circumstances—pre-war and post-
war. The new poor cannot find thelr
bearings. They cannot forget the
fact that once they were well off;
they cannot accept hard work.
Hence our violent political differ-
ences. But the young men and wo-
men have accepted the new condi-
tions. They love work and orderly
progresa, and therefore they love
peace, for without peace progress
is 'imposesible. Only the coming gen-
erations will show the true face of
Germany, but my hopes for the
moral and cultural future of my
country are very high."

1 asked his opinlon of the i{dea,
revived by M. Briand, of the United
State of Furops.

“‘Everything that makes for peace
and understshding,’” sald Herr Re-
marque, ‘‘ls good; but there must
be no coercion. As a German I see
the difficulty of getting the sepa-
rate States of the German Reich,
where every one speaks the same
language, to agree among them-
selves. How much greater must be
the difficulty of bringing the heter-
ogeneous clements of modern Eu-
rope into any sort of lasting unity?
It is an old dream and a beautiful
one, but it seems to me that much
must happen before Europe Is ripe
for Its realization.”

The pine woods had now given
place to rows of handsome villas.
We passed Wannsee Station, dls-
gorging a crowd of young people on
their way to bathe in the Frelbad.
Betweer ‘bhe trees the lake glittered
like silver. We reverted ‘o the sub-
ject of books, and I asked Herr
Remarque his oplnlon of contemn-
porary British and American
writers.

“Don't think that I speak as a
literary expert,’’ he salu. “‘First of
all, my English is not good enough
to read your writers in the orlginal
and therefore I have to judge by
translations, which are not always
what they should be. But apart
from that, I am not a Itttérateur
and can only give you my personal .-
preferences.

“‘Shaw, of course-every German -
knows and loves Shaw. But 1 am
also very fond of H G Wells,
whose Ideas interest me immensely,
and nof Galsworthy and Arnold Ben-

( Continued .on Page 20) \\
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_OWN STORY
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nett. Edgar Wallace is a great fa-
vorite over here, but I find his
African tales more entertaining
than his detective stories.” He
thought for a moment. ‘“‘On the
whole I think the English writer I
love best s Robert Louis Steven-
son."” ¢

“And the Americans?"

““The two Americans who have
made the deepest Impression on me
are Theodore Drelser, with his
‘American Tragedy,” and Ubpton
Sinclair. Sinclalr Lewlis's ‘Martin
Arrowsmith’ is a fine book. too. I
also have a great liking for Jack
London's stories—they are so vigor-
ous and stimulating. The work
being done in Britain and America
at present Is of very great Im-
portance and I am polishing up my
English in order to make its ac-
quaintance at first hand.”

I told him that other German
writers were also baving e consid- |
erable vogue in English translation
and asked whom he considered the
most Interesting and significant of
the younger German novelists.

“In wmy' opinion, Leonhard
Frank,” be sald promptly. ‘“His
‘Karl und Anna’ {s certainly one of
the loveliest storles that post-war
Germany has produced.”

He steered the car between the
broad white gates of a lakeside
reataurant. Far out across the
water the floating sails of yachts
stood out dove-gray against the
orange light of the evening sky. As
we passed between the crowded
tables the diners turned their heads |
and looked up et my companion.
But whether they were admiring
the well-built, bronsed young man
with his handsome, eager face, or
the young author who has stirred
the mind and consclence of the
world, I could not tell, :
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