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Author Erich Maria Remarque’s story is more famous as an Oscar-winning movie (1930), which
holds up very well today. The book goes into greater detail about Remarque’s experience as a
German soldier in World War I. 

The beauty of  a work that deromanticized nationalism so plainly, has not prevented further
escalations of  conflict over the decades, but I am sure such a classic will find its receptive audience
in a more peaceful civilization. 

Most of  the following quotes are from the protagonist Paul Baumer. 

On armchair nationalism:
“While they continued to write and talk, we saw the wounded and dying. While
they taught that duty to one’s country is the greatest thing, we already knew
that death-throes are stronger. But for all that we were no mutineers, no
deserters, no cowards—they were very free with all these expressions. We
loved our country as much as they; we went courageously into every action;
but also we distinguished the false from true, we had suddenly learned to see.”
- Page 13, Location 152-155

“[A] declaration of  war should be a kind of  popular festival with entrance-
tickets and bands, like a bull fight. Then in the arena the ministers and
generals of  the two countries, dressed in bathing-drawers and armed with
clubs, can have it out among themselves. Whoever survives, his country wins.
That would be much simpler and more just than this arrangement, where the
wrong people do the fighting.”
- Page 41, Location 414-417

Paul’s growing alienation from the world he once knew:
“[W]hen I hear the word ‘peace-time,’ it goes to my head: and if  it really came,
I think I would do some unimaginable thing—something, you know, that it’s
worth having lain here in the muck for. But I can’t even imagine anything.”
- Page 87, Location 859-860
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“We are not youth any longer. We don’t want to take the world by storm. We
are fleeing. We fly from ourselves. From our life. We were eighteen and had
begun to love life and the world; and we had to shoot it to pieces. The first
bomb, the first explosion, burst in our hearts. We are cut off  from activity,
from striving, from progress. We believe in such things no longer, we believe in
the war.”
- Page 88, Location 867-869

“We have become wild beasts. We do not fight, we defend ourselves against
annihilation. It is not against men that we fling our bombs, what do we know
of  men in this moment when Death is hunting us down—now, for the first
time in three days we can see his face, now for the first time in three days we
can oppose him; we feel a mad anger. No longer do we lie helpless, waiting on
the scaffold, we can destroy and kill, to save ourselves, to save ourselves and to
be revenged.”
- Page 113, Location 1099-1102

“It is strange that all the memories that come have these two qualities. They
are always completely calm, that is predominant in them; and even if  they are
not really calm, they become so. They are soundless apparitions that speak to
me, with looks and gestures silently, without any word—and it is the alarm of
their silence that forces me to lay hold of  my sleeve and my rifle lest I should
abandon myself  to the liberation and allurement in which my body would
dilate and gently pass away into the still forces that lie behind these things.”
- Page 120, Location 1163-1167

“To-day we would pass through the scenes of  our youth like travellers. We are
burnt up by hard facts; like tradesmen we understand distinctions, and like
butchers, necessities. We are no longer untroubled—we are indifferent. We
might exist there; but should we really live there? We are forlorn like children,
and experienced like old men, we are crude and sorrowful and superficial—I
believe we are lost.”
- Page 123, Location 1186-1189

“When a man has seen so many dead he cannot understand any longer why
there should be so much anguish over a single individual.”
- Page 181, Location 1748-1749

“‘State, State’—Tjaden snaps his fingers contemptuously, ‘Gendarmes, police,
taxes, that’s your State;—if  that’s what you are talking about, no, thank you.’
‘That’s right,’ says Kat, ‘you’ve said something for once, Tjaden. State and
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‘That’s right,’ says Kat, ‘you’ve said something for once, Tjaden. State and

home-country, there’s a big difference.’”
- Page 205, Location 1957-1960

Paul stabs a Frenchman to death, and being left alone with the corpse allows hims to grasp the
gravity of  his act:
“Forgive me, comrade. We always see it too late. Why do they never tell us that
you are poor devils like us, that your mothers are just as anxious as ours, and
that we have the same fear of  death, and the same dying and the same agony
—Forgive me, comrade; how could you be my enemy? If  we threw away these
rifles and this uniform you could be my brother just like Kat and Albert.”
- Page 223, Location 2139-2141

“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.”
- Page 263, Location 2527-2529

“I often sit over against myself, as before a stranger, and wonder how the
unnameable active principle that calls itself  to life has adapted itself  even to
this form. All other expressions lie in a winter sleep, life is simply one
continual watch against the menace of  death;—it has transformed us into
unthinking animals in order to give us the weapon of  instinct—it has
reinforced us with dullness, so that we do not go to pieces before the horror,
which would overwhelm us if  we had clear, conscious thought—it has
awakened in us the sense of  comradeship, so that we escape the abyss of
solitude—it has lent us the indifference of  wild creatures, so that in spite of
all, we perceive the positive in every moment, and store it up as a reserve
against the onslaught of  nothingness. Thus we live a closed, hard existence of
the utmost superficiality, and rarely does an incident strike out a spark.”
- Page 274, Location 2604-2610

For more notes on books I’ve read, visit https://paulspurpose.com/tag/notes/.
Buy Erich Maria Remarque’s ‘All quiet on the western front’ on Amazon, here.
This document is guided by the fair-use doctrine, and is for the purpose of critiquing and educating.
You can write me at paul@paulspurpose.com.
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