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ed, them and finally
indifferent, we recognized that
what matters is not the mind, but
the boot brush, mot intelligence,
but the system, not freedom but

It Is strange to think that at
home in the drawer of my writ-
ing table there lies the beginning

of a play called “Sal” and a bun-
dle of poems, Many an evening I
have worked over them—we all
did something of the kind—but
that has become so unreal to me
that I eannot comprehend it any
more. Our early life 1s cut off
from the moment we came here,
and that without our lifting a
hand. We often try to look back
on it and to find an eplanation,
but never quite succeed. For us
young men of twenty everything
fs extraordinarily vague, for
Kropp, Muller, Leer and me, for
all of us whom Kantorek ecalls
the “Iron Youth.” All the older
men are Hnked up with their pre-
vious life. They have wives,
children, occupations and inter-
ests, they have a baekground that
is so strong that the war cannot
obliterate it. We young men of
twenty, however, have only our
parents, and some, perhaps a girl
~——that is not much, for at our age
the influence of parents is at its
weakest and girls have not yet
got a hold over us, Besides this
there was little else— some en-
thusiasm, kK a few hebbles, and our
school. Beyond this our life did
not extend. And of this nothing
remalns,

Kantorek would say that we
stood on the threshold of life, And
so it would seem. We had as yet
taken mno root. The war swept us
away. For the others, the older
men, # i{s but an interruption.
They are able to think beyond
it. We, however, have been grip-
ped by it and do not know what
the end may be. We know only
that In some strange and melan-
choly way we have become a waste

With full pack and rifle I have
had to practice on a soft, wet
newly ploughed field until I
was one lump of mud and fi-

nally collapsed.

often mad.
L [ -

Though Muller would be de-
lighted to have Kemmerich’s
boots, he is really quite as sym-
pathetic as another who ecould not
bear to think of such a thing for
grief. He merely sees things
clearly. Were Kemmerich able to
make use of the boots, then Mul-
ler would rather go barefoot over
barbed wire than scheme how to
get hold of them. But as It Is the
boots are quite inappropriale
to Kemmerich's circumstanees,
whereas Muller ean make good
use of them. Kemmerieh will dle,
it is immaterial who wiil get them.
Why, then, should not Muller sue-
ceed to them? He has more right
than a hospital orderly. When
Kemmerich is dead it will be too
late. Therefore Muller Is already
on the watch,

We have lost ali sense of other
consideratiofis, because they are
artificial. Only rne facts are real
and important for us, And good
boots are scarce.

Once it was different. When we
went to the district commandant
to enlist, we were a class of twen-
ty young men, many of whom had
proudly shaved for the first time
before going to the barracks. We
had no definite plans for the fu-
ture. Our thoughts of a career
and occupation were as yet of too
unpractical a character to furnish
any scheme of life. We were still
crammed full of vague ideas which
gave to life, and to the war also,
an {ideal and almost romantic
character. We were trained in

land. All the same, we are not

the army for tem weeks and In
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drill. We became poldiers with
eagerness and enthusiasm, but
they . have done everything to
knock that out of us. After three
weeks it was no longer incompre-
hensible to us that a braided
postman should kave nfere au-
thority over us than bhad former-
ly our parents, our teachers and
the whole gamut of culture from
Plato to Goethe.

‘With our young awakened eyes
we saw that the ciassical concep-
tion of the Fatherland held by
our teachers resolved Itself here
into a renunciation of personality
such as one would not ask of the
meanest gervant—salutes, spring-
ing to attention, parade.marches,
presenting arms, right wheel, left
wheel, clicking the heels, imsults
and a thousand pettifogging de-
tails, We had fancied our task
would be different, omly to find
we wera to be trained for hero-
ism as though we were circus pon-
jes. But we soon accustomed our-
selves to it. We learned in fact
that some part of these things
was necessary, but the rest mere-
| 1y show. Boldiers have a fine nose

for such distinction.
i * » -

By threes and fours our class
was scattered over the platoons
amongst Frisian fishermen, peas-
ants and labourers with whom we
soon made friends. Kropp, Mul-
ler, Kemmerich and I went to No.
9 platoon under Corporal Him-
melstoss.

He had the reputation of being
the strictest disciplinarian in the
camp, and was proud of it. He
wds a small, undersized fellow,

man. He had a special dislike
for Kropp, Tjaden, Westus and
me, because he sensed a qulet de-
fiance. :

I have remade his bed 14 times
in one morning. Each time he
had some fault to find and pulléd
it to pieces. 1 have kneaded 2

Schopenhaaur.

| this time more profoundly influ-
| enced than by ten years at schoul
We learned that a bright button
is weightier than four volumes of
At first astonish-

pair of prehistoric boots that were
as hard as iron for 20 hours—
with intervals of course—until
they became as soft as butter and
not even Himmelstoss could find

(Continued on Page 10.)

GOOD-NIGHT
STORIES

By Maz .Trell
The Shadow-Children Attempt
a Long Climb to the
Planet Mars

NE day Mij, Flor, Hanid, Yam

and Knarf—the five little

shadow-children with the
taurned-about names—were in the
garden when Knarf, pointing to
the sky, said.

“What a bright star *

“It ism't a star,” said Hanid,
who was & very clever little sha-
dow-girl. “It's a planet."”

The others looked at her in sur-
prise. .

“What's the difference?™ they
demanded.

“A star is like a lamp. It gives
its own light. But a planet is
quite dark and gets its light only
when a star shines on it. It is
like a room that remains dark un-
til you turn the light on. Our sun
is a star, and our earth is a—"

“A planet!” exclaimed the oth-
ers. They were exiremely quick
to learn, you see.

“Well,” remarked Mij, who was
still somewhat doubtful, *“that
may all be so about the sun and
the earth, because we can see for
ourselves, but how can you tell
about all the stars and planets
that are way, way up in the sky?™

“Yes,"” said Knarf, “how can you
tell which is which?”

Hanid smiled. “It's very sim-
ple. A star always tWinkles and a
planet never does. It always
shines with a bright, steady light,
like the moon.”

“Oh, is the moon a planet, too?”
Yam wante dto know.

the %ﬁ._phnet again,
s t's its pame?” Yam in-
-quired. -

“Mars,” sald Hanid. “There are
seven planets which circle around
our sun like the earth does. They
are Mars, Mercury, Venus, Sat-
urn, Jupiter, Uranus and our
Earth.”

- "“And what about the moon?”
Knarf broke in.

““The moon belongs to the earth.

Instead of ecireling around the

sun, as the others do, it cireles

around the earth. Of course, as

Home-Making Helps

By ELEANOR ROSS

the earth cireles around the sunm,
the moon has to do it, too. But it
isn’'t the same thing.”

“And are all the planets near
each other?” asked Flor.

“Oh, yes,” Knarf replied, just
to ahow how wise he was. “They're
not more than five fingers apart.
You can see that with your own
eyes.” And he pointed to the lit.
tle bright points in the sky. To
tell the truth, they really did seem
to be very close together.

“They may seem to be close,”
Hanid agreed, ‘“but they're mil-
lions of miles apart. It would
take years and years to walk from
one to the other.”

“Let’'s do it,”” Knarf cried ex-
citedly.

ICDO ‘.h‘t?D'

“Walk from one planet to an-
other.” .

“But we haven't the time.
must be back before dawn.”

Shadows, you understand, may
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be ready to accompany them.

“We can easily be back at dawn
and still go to all the planets,”
Knarf said. *“All we have to do is
to take one jump and we'll land
on Mars."” :

The others shook their heads.
“How can we poseibly jump it
when we're as small as pgas and
it's so far, far away?"”

“Hm-h! I have a scheme, We
simply make ourselves bizg—Ilike
this!” And Master Kparf sud-
denly grew go long that the top of
his head disappeared over the tree

POLLY AND HER PALS ’

—

“The Cat’s on a Bat”

HELLO KITTY WHERE YOu)
BEEN. FOR THE LAST
Y FOUR OR FIVE DAYS?
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WOTS EATIN OUKITTY?
DONTCHA KNOW ER
' UNCLE ASHUR?

When Thinking of Scallops Try|

These Tested Recipes

Scallops are not as expensive as
they sound. The price per pound
may seem high, but comparisons
shotld be made not with the whole
of any other shellfish, but with Its
edible portion. Scallops are in the
game class as filet—not a bit of
waste. No shell,  no insides, mno
bone. Everything that you buy is
edible.

Of course, there is a good deal
of waste to a scallop before the de-
licate white flesh is offered in the
market. One never sees the com-
plete scallop in the shell, All that
we buy .is the adductor muscle,
which is that part which the bi-
valve uses to close its shell. The
rest of the scallop is discardad
before it comesz to market.

Scallops at best are white and
firm looking, and not necessarily
large. In fact, the small ones have
a finer flavor. But it is in the
preparation of scallops that their
best points are either developed or
destroyed. How often we are serv-
ed a dish of scallops in a restau-
rant and are amazed that while
some are tender others are rub-
bery and hopelessly tough. It's all
in the cooking. And when prepar-
ing scallops it is necessary not
merely to be careful, but to ke
accurate according to a watched
clock. .

Fried Scallops
1 pound scallops

tops. Shadows can grow big, you

lowed Knarf's example. Longer
and longer they grew.

“Now,” cried the shadow-boy,
““if we stand on each other’s shoul-
ders we'll gsurely reach Mars!"-

At this they did as he said.
Sure enough Yam, who was on
top, called down: *“I can almost
reach It with the tip of my fin-
gers. Can't we get just a little
higher?”

And Knarf, who was on the

bottom, wondered what he could

| do.

1 ege
14 teaspoon salt
1-8 teaspoon pepper
14 cup fine breadcrumbs

Drop the scallops into rapidly
boiling water. Leave them there
exactly one minute—not any
longer. Then strain and dry on a
soft towel. Mix beaten egg with
galt just before sendimg to the "=
scallops into the mixture;; then
roll each one in the dry bread-
crumbs. Drop a few at a time in a
pan of deep hot fat or oil and cock
for a minute until only light
brown. Remove with a strainer,
place on a serving plate lined
with soft paper to drain and kecp
very hot until ready to serve.

A simple method and one pre«
ferred by many who do not lika
their food too heavily crumbed is:

Scallop Saute
1 1b. secallops
14 cup fine breadcrumbs
i tablespoon salt
2 tablespoons butter.

Drop the scallops into rapidiy
boiling water and remove exactly
one minute afterward. Drain on a
soft towel. Roll very lightly in the
bread erumbs and cook in the hog
butter for a minute or two, un:ij}
the scallops are a light brown. Add
salt ust before sending to the "a=«
ble.

It is very easy to overcook tha
scallops—a minute more cooking
than is absolutely necessary and
the scallops become tough. It is
better to keep testing with a forig

from time to.time for tenderne-s,

“Yes, indeed. It getd all its|little masters and mistresses are |know. Just watch your own sha-| .c.. ¢ the scallops have be.n
:l‘:‘l: 1:'.';0::;“ ‘::r:?:le m,w‘m’:,‘m: ‘ﬂzh; from the sun.” asleep. But the moment it is|dow elitosely and you'll see for cooking ounly for one mlnut-l
They turned their attention on |light and they wake up they must | yourself. - -
vice and was in civil life a post- £ &y p they The others immediately fol.| Father than run the risk o

toughening the dish by that fa'X
exira few seconds of eooking.

Scallops may also be baked, £
preferred. After dropping in bo'le
ing water for one minute and dri =
ing, roll each scallop in a thiy
piece of bacon, fasten with a
tooth pick and place under tha
boiler in the oven. Bake in tha
oven until the bdacon is crisny
which should be in a minute of
two. This is “zcallops en broche
ette” (which means merely coole
ed on a skewer).

By CLIFF STERRETT
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“Sufficient Proof”

By RUSS WESTOVER
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