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1

THE large room with the wide terrace in front and the view over the park and fields and a glimpse of the Rhine in
the distance beneath a brown cloud of smoke was known throughout the hospital as the Whistlers' Room. It was
named after the three soldiers who had been shot in the throat and awaited their recovery there. They had been
there a long while; some said since the first year of the war. The stretcher−bearers who were the first to bandage
them under fire in the shelter of ruined houses or in dugouts roofed over with planks and turf, pronounced on
them a sentence of speedy death. But in defiance of all precedent and expectation they came through, for the time
at any rate.

The process of healing, however, overshot its mark, for the bullet holes were covered over on the inner side of the
windpipe by new flesh in such thick rolls and weals that the air passage was speedily blocked, and a new channel
had to be made to meet this unforeseen threat of suffocation. So the surgeon's knife cut a small hole in the neck
below the old wound, which was causing a more and more impassable block. At this point a tube was sunk into
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the windpipe, and the air then passed freely in and out of the lungs.

The tube was a small silver pipe of the length and thickness of the little finger. At its outer end there was a small
shield, fixed at right angles, not larger than the identity disc that everyone at the front wore next his skin. The
purpose of it was to prevent the tube slipping into the gullet; and to prevent it falling out, there was a white tape
passing through two eyeholes in the shield and secured behind round the neck by a double slip knot. In itself,
however, the pipe was of two parts, closely fitted together, the innermost of which was held in its place by a tiny
winged screw. Three times a day it was pulled out by two small handles to be cleaned, for since they could not
breathe through the nostrils, the tubes had become, as it were, the whistlers' noses. And when they were not
actually bedridden they gladly cleaned them for themselves with the little round brush provided for that purpose.

After it was cleaned, the entrance of the tube had at once to be protected against dust and flies by a clean curtain.
This was about the size of the hand and rectangular in form. It was cut from a thick roll of white muslin and
attached to the tape with pins. It recalled the clerical band that forms part of the official garb of evangelical
clergymen. Thus it was that the whistlers, with their spotless white between chin and chest, had always a
ceremonial air. They were well aware of it. There was something of this in their whole bearing, and gladly they
changed their bibs and tuckers several times a day for cleaner and whiter ones. When they breathed quickly or
laughed, a soft piping note, like the squeaking of mice, came from the silver mouth. Hence they were called the
neck whistlers, or simply the whistlers.

Talking, after being for a long while practically dumb, gave them great trouble at first, and they were glad to
avoid it, particularly before strangers. When they wished to speak they had to close the mouth of the pipe with the
tip of the finger. Then a thread−like stream of air found its way upwards through the throat and played on the
vocal cords, or what remained of them, and they, very unwillingly roused from their torpor, emitted no more than
a painful wheezing and croaking.

It was not, however, f or their cracked notes that the whistlers blushed, but for this to−do with lifting their bibs
and feeling with their fingers for their secret mouthpiece. This predicament they tried to disguise by every means.
Were a stranger to address them on the roads through the park, or in the wide passages and halls of the great
building, where in bad weather they sometimes took their walks, they usually forbore returning an immediate
answer. They looked in meditation down at their toes, or with head courteously inclined and raised eyebrows,
gazed into the face of him who accosted them as though earnestly seeking within themselves f or a suitable
response. Meanwhile, quite without any particular object, they put up a hand to their breasts and after a moment
proceeded as though to dally with a shirt button that might be concealed beneath the white pinafore. After this
they began to talk and sometimes, if they gained sufficient confidence, their first silence might be exchanged for a
cheerful loquacity. It was as though they wished to show that in the very understandable and, indeed, most
everyday matter of being hoarse, they were not any different from other men. Why they did this they could not
themselves have said, and they did not speak of it to each other. Yet they all behaved as though sworn to secrecy
by oath, and when a fourth was added to the group, he, from the very first, did likewise.

It was just the same, moreover, with the others in the room upstairs who had lost an arm or a leg. They felt no
shyness at being seen by strangers with an empty sleeve or a trouser leg dangling loose and empty; indeed some
of them vaunted their docked limbs and even went so far as to instil a kind of veneration, in those who had come
off more lightly, by a display of their sad stumps. Yet the scraping and creaking of the sometimes not very
successful appliances with which they had to learn to walk again caused them acute embarrassment before
strangers. At once they came to a stop and tried to disguise the grasp for the lever that enabled them to fix the
artificial joint by catching or pulling at their trousers, or by any other apparently trivial movement. They never
displayed an unclothed false hand or foot, and at night when they undressed for bed they concealed the arm they
had screwed off by hanging the coat over it, or the leg by leaving it carefully in a corner inside the trouser. For
they were always afraid of being surprised by outsiders, and would have liked best always to be by themselves.
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Sometimes, however, visitors from outside come to distribute gifts�to the whistlers, as well, in their room. They
made presents of wine, fruit and cakes, and especially of all kinds of scent with which the whistlers gladly and
copiously besprinkled themselves. It is true that their sense of smell was for the time in abeyance, but they were
all the more gratified to feel that they carried a pleasant aroma about with them. For all that, these occasions of
munificence did not long continue. Too often the visitors came to a hasty conclusion that he who could not utter a
sound, or only in a treble voice, must necessarily be stone deaf as well, and they proceeded to shout at the
whistlers without mercy, and some even pulled out notebooks and wrote in enormous letters what they might just
as well have said. Or they tried from the very outset to make themselves intelligible by gestures of the most
exaggerated description. For the whistlers this was a gross insult. The defect which they had now adopted as a
peculiarity of their own seemed to them in a sense a merit, and no longer really a defect at all. But the one that
was thus falsely laid to their door wounded them to the quick. And so, no sooner had the unknown visitor entered
at one door, than they took flight by another. But if they were caught in bed they pretended to be asleep, or put
their fingers warningly to their lips, shook their heads with a pretence of regret, and enjoined upon the intruders
an alarmed and guilty retreat.

Among themselves the whistlers held lively and intimate talks. They could do so easily in a wordless clucking
speech that, in default of a stream of air to make words with, they formed by means of their lips and tongues and
teeth. Their powers of comprehension had arrived at such a pitch that in the night, when lights were out and when
there was no help from gestures of the hands, the three held long talks from bed to bed. It sounded like the
incessant clucking and splashing in a water−butt under the changing quick patter of heavy drops. For the low
fever that seldom left the whistlers, or the influence of drugs administered for their healing, kept them often long
awake. They never talked of a future and seldom of a past before the war. But of their last day at the front and of
the exact circumstances in which they were wounded they never tired of giving vivid and stirring accounts, and
with such leisure for recollection there was always more and more to add, and sometimes, indeed, an entirely new
story was evolved and told for the first time. But not one of them showed any surprise at that.

2

THERE was one thing, however, to be told of the eldest of the three that could not be varied, and this was that a
shell splinter had smashed his jaws and his larynx. His name was Pointner, and he was a peasant's son from
Bavaria. He had been in the whistlers' room for over a year, and his case was the worst of the three. A poison had
infected his blood, and slowly, almost imperceptibly, his condition became hopeless. He often had to be in bed,
with a high temperature, and then there was little he could be tempted to eat. Though well grown and well
nourished when he left home, he was now as lank as a young boy. But nothing vexed him so much as when some
of the convalescents from other wards picked him up like a child in their arms and offered to carry him about. A
dark flush came into his cheeks, and he spat and scratched in rage and hit out unsparingly on all sides with his
fever−wasted hands. He was ashamed of weighing so little. Nobody who saw him now would have guessed that
he had been a butcher by trade, a master of all the secrets of the slaughterhouse and an adept at making sausages.
To be sure his time for that was over.

Perhaps Pointner had been once of a hot−blooded and even truculent disposition. On the cupboard beside his bed
in a highly decorated frame of silver metal, he had a photograph of himself as a reservist. This frame was
composed of two gnarled oak trees, whose branches, through which ran broad scrolls bearing inscriptions, were
gathered together along the top and bore the crown of a princely house. At their base amid the mighty roots was
entwined a bunch of all kinds of swords, flags, rifles and cavalry lances. Between the oaks, however, reservist
Pointner was to be seen, his cap, beneath which a so−called Sechserlocke protruded, set jauntily over one ear, and
two fingers of the right hand stuck between the buttons of his tunic. In his left was jauntily held a cane bound with
a plaited band from which depended a knot. His jaw was unusually strong and prominent, and this gave an
aggressive turn to his short stature and the amiable expression of the upper part of his face. "Reserve now has
rest," was written on the photograph, and it was lightly tinted in bright colours. Nevertheless reserve had not had
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rest and the aggressive jaw had disappeared, a small boneless and retreating chin taking its place. It gave his face,
with the always slightly parted lips and the white gleam of the upper teeth �which had escaped
unscathed�beneath the straw−colored moustache, a childlike and weak expression. And indeed the alteration in
Pointner was more and more marked, though the old hot blood still sometimes came uppermost and made him
dangerous.

Pointner had been wounded in one of the first fights with the English, and after that had lain for a week or two in
a field hospital. From there one morning he found his way, in the midst of a crowd of lightly wounded cases, and
quite contrary to regulations, into an emergency hospital train and got back to Germany. He was clothed in a
long−skirted hospital garment of blue and white striped wool, with felt slippers on his feet. On his head he wore a
plundered English sniper's cap, which he had brought with him on the stretcher into the field hospital and had
never surrendered. Speechless as he was, with face and neck bandaged up to the eyes, and with no papers either,
he was taken for an English prisoner throughout the journey and treated as such. Even the memory of this threw
him into a rage. Certainly, the simplest thing would have been to cast away the khaki cap, but to this he could not
bring himself. Rather than that he remained a Britisher despite himself, passed over unwelcomed and
unbeflowered, and left to one side in his stretcher shedding tears of rage. It was not till later that he succeeded in
making himself understood.

Nevertheless, in spite of peremptory orders, he still kept the cap safely in a lower shelf of the cupboard which
served as the retreat for a different article. Now and then when neither doctor nor nurse was expected to come in,
he took it out. With care he polished the badge and the chin strap till they shone, and had a long look at it, turning
it about meanwhile in his delicate hands, where the whites of the nails were turning from snow white to a bluish
tinge.

3

KOLLIN, the second whistler, was a volunteer and Prussian pioneer. He had round and very bright blue eyes, set
close together in a thin long face and a hooked nose that increased its air of fearlessness. Kollin suffered keenly
under his disability, for he was ambitious and had set his heart on promotion. He often examined his wound with
despairing impatience in a little pocket−mirror, and angrily shook his head when compelled to find that there was
no alteration to be seen. Many a morning after dreaming that he was cured, he woke to find himself entirely
recovered and free from his disfigurement. He seemed to breathe freely again in the normal way, and got up at
once to prove it to his comrades with his eyes shining. But it did not last long. Even before the doctor's visit he
had to admit that his breath began to fail him, and that everything was as before.

Kollin's passion was numbers and number games. In warm weather, too, he sat all day long outside on the terrace
with Pointner, bent over the chessboard and surrounded by a group of silent spectators. He hung a long while over
each move, and as he hovered with slightly trembling hands over the board, he seemed to be cogitating a second
game in the recesses of his mind. Now and again he made notes on a piece of paper. Pointner, whose moves were
made with rapidity and who loved to rap down his pieces with a smart report, looked out meanwhile over the park
as though bored and indifferent. He made himself acquainted with the alteration on the board without more than a
lightning glance over his shoulder, but all the same his flushed cheeks grew darker as the threat of checkmate
drew nearer and nearer. He still, however, made a few more moves with a hand so light it seemed as if they
followed of themselves, and a disdainful and superior gesture made it very clear that reservist Pointner was not to
be caught so simply. He would have dearly liked now and then to whistle a tune just to show that he had every
reason to be content, but he was no more able to whistle than the other whistlers. At least he could purse up his
lips to show that he meant to, and produce a tiny sound that recalled the cheery chirp of a finch. Even while he did
so he was already avoiding the eyes of the onlookers, and they were unable to hide their glee any longer over the
progress of the game. Suddenly, when Kollin was about to draw the noose tighter and turn his careful preparations
into leisurely triumph, he broke out. With short round movements from the Wrist, like the pats of a cat, he sent the
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pieces flying in all directions. At the same time, reddening with anger and shame, he got up with a final
contemptuous gesture to signify he would have no more of it, pulled his cap down over his fair hair, and stumped
off into the park without looking around. Kollin smiled grimly and shrugged his shoulders. Then he gathered up
the chessmen and put them back as they were, in order to demonstrate to the onlookers that the inevitable progress
of the game could not have ended otherwise than in his own conclusive victory. But usually they, too, had lost
interest and gone away one after another, leaving Kollin alone with his aggrieved reflections. Pulling out his
notebook, he wrote down exactly how the game had gone. "White," he wrote, and then in brackets "Reservist
Pointner gives up." After his death there was found among his papers an exact account of every game played in
the whistlers' room. In the course of two years he had played fifteen hundred and eighty−nine games, and of these
he had won seven hundred and one. The rest had been broken off by his opponent in desperate straits.

After a game had been broken off in this way, the next morning, at the latest, Pointner always set out the
chessboard before breakfast had even been brought in, and sat waiting in silence beside it. Kollin meanwhile went
on reading an old newspaper, but soon he was unable to endure the pleasures of anticipation or to attend to what
he read, and laying the paper aside he silently took his seat at the board. Sometimes on such mornings Pointner
prevailed on himself to sit out his defeat.

4

THE third whistler, a boy of seventeen, was called Benjamin. He had been christened so in a field hospital close
up to the line on the west front. One October morning, just as it was getting light, a so−called char−à−banc
arrived there. It was a vehicle with two long benches opposite each other, the whole enclosed within a square
covering of grey tent−cloth that came closely down on all sides. As could be seen, it belonged to a Westphalian
battery which had been put out of action the day before.

For a moment nothing stirred. Then a man without a tunic, in mud−caked breeches, climbed down backwards and
very circumspectly out of the caravan. Last came his left arm, bent up to the level of his chest in a superfluously
large and makeshift splint. "Vice−Quartermaster Joseph," he reported to the doctor who at that moment came out
of the entrance with sleeves rolled up and a brown rubber apron over his white overalls. "Vice−Quartermaster
Joseph, of such−and−such a regiment, with eleven severely wounded men of his battery."

These eleven sat dazed and fevered, or hung rather, with sunken heads, since there was no room to lie, along both
benches inside the char−à−banc. Some clung fast to each other, and none moved when the covering was thrown
back and the bearers came up with stretchers. One after another they were carried out. The last was a boy who, as
he was carried in, his blood−stained coat on the arms of an immense Army Medical Corps noncommissioned
officer, suddenly cheered up and tried to say something. Meanwhile he described wide circles with his hands
across the sky which now began to show its cloudless blue, and raised his eyebrows and blew out his cheeks; he
seemed, too, to wish to convey certain numbers. But not a sound proceeded from his throat. "To be sure," said the
doctor in a fine quiet voice, laying a finger gently under his chin, "to be sure, it is Joseph and his brethren, and
you must certainly be Benjamin. I'll put you all together in the best ward we have."

None the less they were no sooner in their beds than they began dying. On the very same day five of Joseph's
brethren were wound in the sheets they could warm no longer and carried out. But the boy was called Benjamin
thereafter.

And next it seemed that he, too, would never get back to Germany. The doctor forbade him meat or drink. But
during the night the house in which they were was set on fire by a shell from a long−range gun, and Benjamin,
who lay under a blanket on his palliasse, was strapped on a stretcher and taken out naked�for the unexpected
stream of wounded that day had exhausted the supply of nightshirts. In this manner he reached another house, but
owing to the disorder that followed upon the sudden shelling and the outbreak of fire, the prohibition did not catch
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him up even on the next day. Thirst tortured him, and with raised hands he begged a cup of the soup that was
being taken round to the rest of the room. He had scarcely attempted to swallow a sip of it before he felt as though
someone gripped him by the throat with both hands. In horror he sprang right up out of bed and tore his mouth
open as far as it would go. But do as he might�throwing his head about on all sides with his chest convulsively
distended, and striking out at last with arms and shoulders as though swimming in the water, and turning wildly
round and round where he stood�he could not succeed in inhaling the least breath of air. Finally, while his
comrades shouted for help, he raged over and over on his bed without uttering a sound, and then rising once more
to his feet fell forward senseless.

Often he told the whistlers in later days how he stormed death with all the strength of his soul and actually
reached his goal. There, at a stroke, he had lost all desire for breath, and hovering without weight in the void, had
felt light and airy as he never felt before in his whole life. At the same time music rang out in a melody that he
could never convey, but certainly no musician in the world could ever hit on notes like those. After that, he would
conclude, he might well say it was good to die. The whistlers listened with earnest faces and nodded their heads;
they did not doubt it. To anyone else Benjamin never said a word of all this, nor of all that he still had to go
through in that hospital.

He was awakened by sudden merciless pain. At once the music ceased and his agony returned, but just as he tried
to renew his struggles the cool air streamed like water into his lungs. He began to breathe once more, and once
more felt that he had weight and was lying on his back, and this, too, he felt as a happiness.

Later he was told that the doctor happened to be on his way to visit other cases near by, and hurrying in at the
cries for help, arrived in the nick of time to catch Benjamin in his arms. As he had not his case of instruments with
him, he had pierced Benjamin's throat with his pocket knife.

After this Benjamin began to recover very quickly. But it seemed that his being still had a hankering for the
experience that had already cost so dear. One morning, not long afterwards, just as the doctor, attended by his
orderlies, was carefully cleaning the wound, the artery on the left side of the throat burst, as though it had been
too long dammed, and shot the blood in a crimson arch out of his mouth. The artery had been severed by the
bullet, but a piece of sinewy flesh which had likewise been shot through had clapped itself like a piece of plaster
over the torn artery and for the time arrested the flow of blood.

Benjamin was beyond all terror as the hot torrent surged over his hands as he put them up in astonishment to catch
it. He looked into the doctor's face. Then he felt himself bent down backwards, and while his head hung down
over the edge of the table the knife began burrowing for the artery in his extended throat. Meanwhile, at every
beat of the heart, the blood was forced up like a pulsing fountain and fell back on his face, blinding his eyes with a
gleaming scarlet veil. But the effect was to make him feel more and more light−headed, and the faint click of the
needle, as he was stitched up, made an almost cheerful impression on him. It sounded like the clicking of knitting
needles and caused him no pain. Then it ceased and the blood, too, came to a stop. A sponge was passed lightly
over his eyes. He was slowly raised up and saw before him the doctor's white face, bespattered with blood right to
the roots of his beard. He held an instrument of shining steel in his hand, and playfully pinched Benjamin's nose
with it. "Well," he said quietly, "there you are again, my son."

Towards midday, however, Benjamin began to be very much afraid. He held his eyes wide open, yet he was
unable to read the name−plate at the head of the bed opposite, though it was quite near and inscribed with large
white letters on a black ground. He took this as a warning of death. Pulling his sheet over his head he prayed with
hands together. After that he wept for a long while. Towards evening he felt slightly better. He wrote on a piece of
paper, asking if he would ever get better, and gave it to the orderly when he came with a drink for him. The
orderly made no answer, but only put his hand silently behind his back and the cup to his lips. It was a mixture of
champagne, red wine, sugar and beaten egg.
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5

FIVE weeks later he was driven through the park in a cab and stopped in front of the building in which was the
whistlers' room. On his head he had a cap without a badge, and was clothed in a tattered tunic that was far too big
for him. It had been given him for his journey to Germany. In addition he wore trousers of brown corduroy with
red piping. There were flowers in his buttonhole. He smelt very strongly of eau−de−Cologne, and he felt a little
uneasy over it. As he refused the cigars that the ladies pressed upon him in the station and also could not eat or
drink, they insisted at least upon refreshing his face with sponges dipped in eau−de−Cologne. He did not like to
resist, and as he was dumb and had to sit for half an hour with the other wounded soldiers in a long row on the
platform till the cabs came, this refreshment was repeated time after time by one lady after another.

It was Backhuhn who opened the door for him and helped him to alight. Backhuhn was a Silesian grenadier. A
crossing shot had taken off his nose, and the doctors were in the process of making him a new one by a recently
devised method. To this end they had to start by grafting on the spot a few pieces of his own flesh with the skin
and hair belonging to it. This superstructure had been incorporated most satisfactorily, and even beyond
expectation, as they said, but in the meantime it was painful to look at, for it was as big as his two fists and
towered up far beyond his forehead. In form and color it resembled a fowl prepared for the oven, and hence the
noseless grenadier had been given the name Backhuhn, or the roasting fowl. He was delighted with the name, for
he was proud of the pains the doctor took over him, and wore his disfigurement as though it were a sort of
decoration. From time to time he underwent a surgical operation, and the design was brought nearer to completion
by stages that were often scarcely appreciable. Between whiles he was allowed to go about as he pleased.

Backhuhn loved to slip up behind the servant girls of the clinic and to cover their eyes with his hands. Then he
asked them who it was, and if they could not guess, he turned them swiftly about. "Do you like me? Can you bear
me?" he asked them in his gurgling voice and grinned in their faces.

Often they cried out in horror, threw up their hands and ran away. He, however, was delighted and sprang after
them with uncouth gestures, and, in spite of everything, they all got fond of him by degrees, for he was very big
and tall, and he tried to make himself agreeable whenever he found an opportunity by his immense strength which
was quite unimpaired.

For a long while it was one of his privileges to greet new arrivals and conduct them in or help to carry them. He
could not understand it at all when at last he had to be stopped, for he confidently expected the best results from
the sight he presented, and never neglected to make them a little speech bearing thereon.

"Look at me, comrade," he said on this occasion to Benjamin, as he lifted him from the carriage. "I had no nose
left, not as much as that, my boy, but now it's all right. They give you back here whatever you've lost."

Benjamin was glad to have someone to help him along, for he could only walk with difficulty, and in this way he
reached the bathroom where all newcomers were first taken.

He felt embarrassed when he caught sight of two nurses in long washing aprons with their sleeves rolled up, who
were apparently waiting for him. For he had never known what it was to be given helplessly over to the hands of
women for all that he needed to have done to him. Also he was suddenly conscious that his whole body was caked
with dirt and dried blood. He had been brought in in mud−soaked clothing and, among so many severely wounded
and dying cases, no one had had time to give him more than a hasty cleaning up. He was glad now he had not
resisted the plentiful sprinklings of eau−de−Cologne on his arrival at the station and expected every minute to see
a bath orderly come along to relieve the nurses. But when these two put him on a chair and without ceremony
began to undress him, a blush of shame overspread his face. At the same time he had the most intense longing to
explain the pickle they would find him in. He kept fast hold of his trousers with both hands when the younger of
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the two tried to pull them from his legs, and began addressing her in his voiceless fashion. Unfortunately she
could not understand him, and no more could the other when, at his increasing signs of embarrassment, she held
her ear close to his lips. Meanwhile they were not at all discouraged and made various joking guesses at his
meaning, but to each he replied with despairing gestures. At length they assured him that they understood him and
skipped laughing out of the room and came back again pushing in front of them a chair on wheels with a lid on its
box−shaped seat. Benjamin turned away and shook his head; he was almost in tears. After that he let himself be
undressed and hoisted into the tub without another word. They buckled a kind of cheststrap round him, like those
that children learn to walk with, so that he should not fall this way and that, and then soaped and washed him,
talking all the time and laughing at his weight. They put their warm hands pityingly round his poor little arms, as
they called them, and counted the vertebræ of his spine, and each of his ribs with the tips of their fingers.
Benjamin, however, for very confusion made no response. Obediently he held out arms and legs and bent his back
to be scrubbed just as they required of him and gave himself up to them like a dumb animal. After that they
enveloped him in a warmed shirt, and putting him on a wheeled stretcher took him down the long corridor to the
whistlers' room. Kollin and Pointner were waiting for him at the open door, and Benjamin saw with delight that
they, too, like him, had tubes in their necks.

6

THE whistlers loved one another; not that they would have admitted it to themselves or displayed their feelings to
each other. But every time, as often happened, one of them was wheeled away on a stretcher to submit to the knife
and forceps the surgeon, the two who remained could play no game and hold no talk. Instead they busied
themselves on the floor with one thing and another, each by himself, and went again and again, as though for no
particular reason, far as the big swing doors that separated the corridor from the operating theatre. At last the
stretcher came trundling back, looking like a white model of a mountain. Now there was an arc light over the
recumbent figure, a kind of wooden tunnel with many lamps inside, whose purpose was to warm the patient
during his return. They walked along beside him as though at a christening, or, indeed, at a funeral. They
cautiously lifted the cloth from his face that protected it from the draught and nodded and winked as though to
say: "We three know what it is, and no one else does but us." And the returning one, in spite of his pain, nodded
back.

At that time the doctor was doing his best to widen by degrees the whistlers' natural air channel so that one day
they would be able to breathe without pipes. It was done by repeated insertions of sharp spoons and tongs, and at
last by pushing in long nickel rods and forcing them past the constricted passage of the throat. The process was, in
fact, exactly the same as stretching gloves with glove stretchers, and since it had to be carried out without an
anæsthetic, it caused the whistlers the most acute pain. For it seemed that Nature wished to protect from further
interference what had once been torn without her consent. The places where the wound had healed became
tougher; they hardened like the bones of young children and resisted the least alteration with fierce pain.

The whistlers sat, during this procedure, three in a row on a long bench, wrapped in white sheets up to the chin, as
though they were going to be shaved. They held the long bent tube whose end projected from the mouth firmly in
one hand, for owing to its smooth surface and the wild convulsions into which the gullet was thrown by the effort
to rid of it, it was impossible to hold it with the teeth alone. With the other hand they drummed on their knees, at
the same time passing the third finger without ceasing over the thumb. For they had a positive longing to give
vent to their pain in one way or another; sometimes, too, they stamped violently with their feet. But the longer
they kept the tube in the gullet, the longer time there was for their endurance to assert its influence and to
accustom the tissues more radically to the new condition. So the doctor said, and so, too, the nurses; nor were the
whistlers behindhand, till at last, from pride, they prolonged the healing torture of their own free will. One
morning, while she stood at the disposal of the doctor when he was putting in the tubes, the operation sister said
that they were curious to see which of the whistlers was bravest and could hold out the longest. Now the word
"brave" in reality meant singularly little to the whistlers. It went without saying, or at any rate they had had
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enough of it. Nevertheless, from then onwards, they sat side by side without a movement, merely groaning softly,
and with stolen glances measured themselves against each other, till their hands trembled and the sweat trickled in
streams down their foreheads. Then Pointner and Benjamin usually snatched their tubes out at the same moment,
while Kollin sat on a moment longer, though he allowed not a sign of triumph to escape him. Nevertheless,
Pointner sometimes showed his annoyance. He tapped his forehead lightly in disdain and rolled his eyes
upwards�a favorite gesture of his. The next day, however, he would exert all his strength to come off the victor.

The whistlers were devoted to their doctor with all their hearts, and held him in secret wonder and veneration,
although they never spoke of him among themselves except with the kind of tolerance extended to a chum, and
made no end of fun over many of his peculiarities. Although he could not be more than a few years older than
Pointner and Kollin, they always called him the "old 'un," and when he joked with them in his jolly and at the
same time merciless way, or even praised them for their pluck, they smiled and cast down their eyes and were so
overcome with pride that they did not know what to say. Then, as soon as ever he was out of the room, replies of
the utmost wit and familiarity occurred to them, and they bragged before the others of all they might so easily
have said.

The "old 'un," Doctor Quint, as his name really was, always came in a blinding white medical overall which gave
off an odor of powerful disinfectants and strong vinegar; beneath it could be seen the creased trousers of an
English suit. He wore bright silk socks and shining patent leather shoes. He liked bright red ties, and preferred
that color to any other because, as he said, it was a red rag to all priests. Owing to a certain refractory attitude that
he had in official matters and his unconcealed contempt for the military hierarchy, he was not in the good books
of the superior officers in control of the clinic, but as he was exceptionally gifted and spent all his great energy to
the point of exhaustion in the service of the sick and wounded, nothing further had come of several very carefully
formulated reports in his disfavor. He had a small white face, very broad shoulders and well−knit frame, and all
the sisters and nurses blushed when he went along the corridors with quick elastic steps, his hands sunk in the
pockets of his overall. His eyes were large and dark and fiery, but they were set at an angle to each other and for
this reason it was his habit to conceal one of them with the concave eyeglass which he used in his examinations.
He was seldom seen without it in any part of the clinic. It was very much of the shape and circumference of a
small saucer, and was kept in position by a leather band round the forehead. In the middIe of it, just large enough
to spy through, was a small aperture which had, as well, the effect of concentrating the light. When he sat in front
of a wounded man with this instrument, it seemed that while his spy−glass eye was busied in scrutiny and
diagnosis, the other roved sideways into the distance, as though he were already meditating new methods of
healing, and this the whistlers firmly believed to be the case. For this reason, as though by tacit agreement, they
never made fun of his eyes, and it was their dearest wish to look one day through this spy−glass with the light
directed into it. What they expected to see, when this great moment came, stirred their imaginations to a great
pitch.

Doctor Quint had the strength of a giant. To keep himself fit, it was his practice to wrestle with enormous weights,
lifting them on high and to make a sport of handling great iron bowls and disks of a terrifying circumference. He
took pleasure in displaying these feats of strength to the whistlers before operating on them. While the nurses
were still busy strapping Kollin to the operating table, he suddenly grasped the heavy iron surgical chair that stood
in the same room and held it up in his outstretched arm.

"Do that, Pioneer," he said impressively after a moment, looking down upon him over his shoulders. Kollin, who
had just been made fast with the knee−strap, smiled with astonishment. Even though he was not at the moment in
a position to take up the challenge, yet the invitation to do so cheered him to the utmost, and he made up his mind
to attempt it with another chair as a preliminary as soon as ever he had the opportunity. After that he submitted
himself quietly to the knife with boundless confidence.

The compass of Doctor Quint's voice answered to these exhibitions of strength. As a rule he did not speak
unusually loud, but occasionally it amused him to throw the nurses into alarm and consternation by suddenly
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giving vent to a sort of trumpeting over his work. Often while they were still sitting over their breakfast in their
room the whistlers heard him in the far distant treatment rooms shouting at the top of his voice for a Hohlnadel or
a Speischüssel. Then they raised their heads and listened with delight and nodded knowingly to each other. As a
rule Doctor Quint appeared not long after in the passage outside the door, winking out of the corners of his eyes
and strolling along with a man, who had just been operated on, resting like a doll in his arms, while the nurses,
half pleased and half upset, wheeled the stretcher along in the rear. He chose the heaviest and stoutest among all
the lot of wounded for this manoeuvre, and then laid them carefully in their beds wrapped in their blankets and
still in the deep sleep of the anæsthetic.

Nevertheless, he hated any shouting on the part of others. There was not the least occasion for whimpering and
shouting, he informed his patients before a painful operation without an anæsthetic. He begged them to forbear,
with the assurance that, taken as a whole, the affair would be perfectly painless. He granted that one bad moment
could not be avoided. Of this he would give warning and then they might roar. As a rule after this the victims sat
quietly without making a sound, till he suddenly threw knife and forceps into the basin, pulled the spy−glass from
his eye, and, with a look over his shoulders at the next man, announced that it was over. But not everyone was
altogether satisfied. Many had been waiting for the promised moment when they might emit the terrific howl that
they had been storing up.

But to the whistlers he said: "Shout, Pointner! Shout, Bombardier!" and holding them around the shoulders in a
tight embrace pressed down the agonising rod with relentless force past the scars in their throats, and they loved
him for it.

7

ONE morning, not long after his arrival, Benjamin went for a walk through the halls and corridors of the hospital.
At that time he was still quite voiceless. He wished to visit a comrade with whom he had been at school. On his
way he mistook the door and found himself in the ward of the blind. They sat in a green half−light on their beds
or on chairs, many with bandages as in blind−man's buff, and all with faces slightly raised in the always−listening
attitude peculiar to them.

"Well, comrade, who are you? and what have you got?" Sergeant Wichtermann said after a moment, from a
wheel−chair by a window. Sergeant Wichtermann had got the whole burst of a bomb in front of Arras.
Nevertheless he was not killed, for, as he said, he had a strong constitution. He was blind. Both legs and one arm
had been shot away; his remaining arm had but two fingers. In these he held a long pipe.

Benjamin was very much frightened. He drummed at once with his hand on the door behind him, so as to give at
least a token of his presence, and at the same time he looked anxiously around, in the hope of discovering a man
with one eye who would be able to explain why he preserved so unfitting a silence in the ward of the blind. But
there was not one to be seen.

"Well," Wichtermann growled, "can't you open your mouth? Are you making fools of us?" "I'll soon put him in
tune," promised another, getting down from his bed in a rage and showing his fists. A well−aimed slipper came
hurtling through the air and struck the door close behind Benjamin's head. Benjamin delayed his departure no
longer.

By good fortune he found Landwehrmann Ferge, whom he knew already, just outside the door. Ferge was a
good−natured Thurin giant with a pasty−colored moustache on his sallow face, but he was not well received
among his fellows. It must be explained that he bore an evil nickname. A bullet had gone right through his seat
and torn the bowel. In order to give this very susceptible organ time to heal, the doctors had made for him another
temporary orifice in the region of his hip, and this unfortunately was always open. For this reason Ferge was
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forced to wear on his naked skin, under his shirt, a large india−rubber bag. This condemned him to a lonely
existence and doubled and tripled the bitterness of his peculiar plight. For Ferge all his life long had had a passion
for card play�that is for watching others play with an interest all the keener because his stinginess prevented him
taking a hand himself. In former days this had been his favorite Sunday pastime, and now he might have whiled
away entire months in the indulgence of this passion. For everywhere, indoors and out in the garden, the halt and
the maimed sat in threes and fours and played sheepshead, skat and doublehead, and on quiet days there was a
murmur and thunder, gentle and fascinating, from behind every door, of the trumps that were slapped down upon
the tables. But his comrades drove him off because of his smell, and so he wandered about in the park in the open
air, longing for the day when his shame and torment would be removed from him.

Hence he was now cheered to the heart when at last someone had need of him. He took Benjamin back among the
blind and explained to them in a short address how it came about that he had been dumb. The blind were
immediately reconciled. They came round him eagerly, and each in turn touched his silver mouthpiece and held
their hands in front of the warm stream of air that issued from it. Even Sergeant Wichtermann had himself
wheeled up in his chair, and with his two fingers made a precise investigation of the tube, saying all the while: "I
understand, I understand."

"The doctors make everything you need," he said at length very jovially. "One gets a new mouth and another a
new backside. But after all it's not the right one, except that you're more easily known by it, Comrade Ferge." At
that everyone laughed uproariously. But Ferge sadly and silently withdrew and took his evil smell with him.

After this the whistlers often visited the blind to play draughts or chess with them. For this the blind had chessmen
half of which were furnished with little round tops of lead. These were not simply placed on the board, but fixed
in it with little pegs so that the groping fingers should not upset them. On these occasions Deuster, an army
medical corporal, always greeted the whistlers with a finished imitation of their croaking manner of speech, to the
delight of all, the whistlers included. Deuster was very small and red haired. His face and hands were thickly
covered with freckles. He had lost his sight while bringing in one of the enemy who lay wounded on the wire in
front of the trench. The cries of this man were so lamentable that they got on everybody's nerves in the trench and
set them jangling, till at last, as Deuster said, it was more than a man could bear.

Pointner was particularly fond of him and was always as pleased to see him as if he were a new discovery, for he
was the only one among the blind who was now and then to be beaten at draughts or chess. They saw everything
as they had it in their own minds, and the opponent had scarcely made his move before their hands flitted over the
board to ascertain his intentions and then replied at once in accordance with the well−thought−out plan to which
they clung meanwhile in their darkness with undeviating purpose. Deuster alone, who loved to chatter, sometimes
made gross blunders whereat Pointner was so beside himself with joy and delight that he jumped up and, skipping
behind his chair, threw his arms affectionately around the neck of his conquered opponent. "Blind man of Hess,"
he said to him, and admonished him like a father to keep his eyes in his fingers next time.

It was the custom in the hospital for the patients to chaff each other over their infirmities; they found a certain
consolation in it. Fusileer Kulka, for example, from what was then the province of Posen, who for a time occupied
the spare bed in the whistlers' room, rarely spoke to them without pressing his finger to an imaginary tube and
rattling in his throat. He could only speak broken German, but he delighted in recounting in his sing−song voice
how he came to lose his leg. He was lying in the open with his company, after it had swarmed out in an
engagement with Siberian infantry, when a bullet ripped his left cheek and passed out through his ear. At that
Fusileer Kulka unstrapped his pack and got out a little mirror that he kept in it. He just wanted to see how he
looked, for he had a bride at home. While taking a leisurely survey, he must have exposed himself too far, for a
machine gunner got his range and shot him twelve times in the left leg. Now he had one of leather and steel.

The whistlers took him between them when he practised walking with it outside their room. Kollin on his right,
Benjamin on his left, they tottered with earnest demeanour up and down the corridor. The whistlers, too, now
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appeared to have false legs. Just as Kuika did, they hoisted one shoulder and hip to the fore at every step, at the
same time sinking a little on one side. When it came to turning about however, Benjamin, by choice, got into
great difficulties. He hopped helplessly on one leg where he stood and tried in vain to steady himself with the
false one. Finally he fell at full length, and then, raising his stick, he began to chastise the refractory leg with it. At
that Fusileer Kulka laughed so immoderately that the tears ran down his cheeks and he threatened to fall over
backwards in earnest. This happened outside the door of the blind, and instantly the army medical corporal,
Deuster, came groping his way out and desired to know what the joke might be, for he was always eager to join in
a laugh and forever on the look−out for an opportunity.

On a later occasion he went for a walk with Benjamin in the park. Some days before he had been with the others
to a fine concert. Never in his life, he confessed, had he ever known anything so beautiful. From that day he had
made up his mind to become a musician as soon as he was released from hospital, though he could not play any
instrument and would first have to learn. He had been a worker in a cloth factory.

"Comrade," he said in an ecstasy, standing still after he had exposed his project, "it comes from within. It is all
inside one. He who has it in him, can�" Suddenly he stopped as though he no longer knew what he had been
going to say, or had himself abruptly lost belief in it. He lifted his face and fixed it on Benjamin's. He blinked his
hollow eyes without ceasing, and the corners of his mouth began to twitch. But Benjamin knew no more than he
what to say. So he took him by the arm and led him, now dumb, back to the room of the blind.

8

FUSILEER KULKA had been released and sent home and the year had once more passed into summer, when one
morning the volunteer Jäger, Fürlein, made his appearance in the whistlers' room. Still clothed in his green
uniform, just as he had been sent to them by Doctor Quint, he stood among the whistlers and laboriously
expounded the situation in which he found himself.

He had not been wounded, but from a cause that so far could not be explained, had suddenly lost his voice and
found it an effort to produce even a hoarse whisper. At dawn, after a night under canvas, he had just crept out of
his tent to pass on an order. Then he found this change in himself, and even with the air, as he said, he had had
difficulty from then onwards. Even now he could sometimes scarcely breathe, and on such occasions an anxious
expression came over his face and he hastily removed the clumsy shooting spectacles from his nose as though this
would bring him relief.

The faces of the whistlers, however, cleared at once. With cheering and consoling nods, as though they knew all
about it long ago and were in secret possession of chosen remedies for this very case, they corroborated all that he
could say, and Pointner with long deliberation felt his lean neck with his supple fingers, while with a composed
expression he stared past him into a corner. Fürlein, meanwhile, glanced shyly at the white bibs that surrounded
him�from beneath which a slender cheeping and rustling sounded from time to time. Finally they all clapped him
on the shoulder and told him to cheer up. "The old 'un will soon see to it," they said, and looked meaningly at one
another. Then they conducted him to his bed, and Kollin went hastily to the cupboard and returned with one of the
striped linen garments such as they all wore.

Fürlein's condition seemed to grow worse during the following days; more and more frequently he had to struggle
with slight attacks of suffocation, and sometimes even swallowing gave him trouble. But Doctor Quint did
nothing with him for the time being. He was going to wait a bit longer, he said, with an impenetrable expression.
The whistlers, however, had already decided that Fürlein was destined to be one of them. Kollin, on the very first
day, had suggested to the operation nurse, whom he helped in cleaning the instruments, that she should see to it,
and quickly, that the Jäger got his tube, and she had declined abruptly to have anything to do with it. Now they
tried Fürlein.
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The three of them gathered in the evening at his bedside and began talking to him intimately, kindly and also a
little patronisingly. It was as though they had a rare favor to bestow. Fürlein, who had been in secret fear of
something like this, plaintively shook his head.

Gradually, however, the whistlers, who had set their hearts on it, won his confidence, though at the cost of
indefatigable efforts, and persuaded him to look at their tubes with a mixture of curiosity and aversion. He was
still heartily afraid of the operation, but at the same time he began to put his trust in it, and his impatience became
more and more apparent. After it was over he would be entirely at his ease with it. He actually looked forward to
that time, he assured them with a helpless smile. The whistlers enthusiastically concurred. Did they not breathe
more freely and easily than ever, perhaps, in their lives? No one could have any notion who was not himself a
whistler. Kollin raised his bib, drew a deep breath and exhaled it again with a triumphant air, while he fanned to
and fro with his hand in front of the little opening. Benjamin, for his part, did not know how to say enough for the
undisturbed sleep he could enjoy at any hour. As a prompt demonstration he got into bed in his clothes and
covered himself up to his neck. He put the large pillow over his face till nothing was to be seen of him. But
through a little gap between the bed clothes and the pillow he breathed in at his tube, and Fürlein looked with all
his eyes at this marvellous phenomenon that had so uncanny a fascination for him.

His days were happy now. He began to learn, as they called it, and drew out the inner tubes from the whistlers'
necks and cleaned them. Or he cut out new bibs for them and neatly pinned them on. And the whistlers made him
returns. He was permitted to be the first to read the paper; many a choice morsel to which the kitchen maids gave
them a secret priority was allotted him, and they poured him out a double allowance of the beer or wine which
occasionally found its way to their room by the channel of private munificence.

At length early one summer morning, before seven o'clock, Fürlein was taken to the operating theatre, and the
whistlers, much elated, conducted him a part of the way. But against all expectation, he came back after a quarter
of an hour while they were still busily employed making his bed ready and putting the blocks under its feet at the
lower end, for those who were operated upon in the neck had to lie at first with their heads lower than their feet, in
case the blood ran into the ramifications of the windpipe. Fürlein came back, not on the wheeled stretcher, but on
his feet as he had gone, and he had not, either, any bandage on his neck. Doctor Quint had sent a strong electric
current through his throat and suddenly ordered him to shout. Immediately Jäger Fürlein uttered a loud shout, and
now he could speak and breathe again as of old. He explained all this to the whistlers with downcast eyes, and
they heard him without making a sound. He had a fine rousing voice. That much it was easy to hear, though he
took great pains to damp it down.

"It's all for the best, comrade," said Fürlein at last to each one of the circle round him, and held out his hand. The
whistlers slowly recovered themselves and with forced smiles offered their congratulations. After that they betook
themselves, all three, to the park for their rest in the open air. Fürlein in any case could not accompany them, for
he was to be sent at once to his unit at the base and had to pack up his effects. Also there was the pretext of having
his papers put in order. When they came in again at mid−day, the Jäger was no longer there. He had gone without
saying good−bye, and the whistlers readily understood. But they never spoke of him any more.

9

IN the third autumn of the war, however, a fourth comrade was added to the whistlers in earnest. One afternoon
Sister Emily, a red−cheeked Valkyrie of uncertain age, came in and laid a heap of clean clothes on the fourth bed
that since Fürlein's departure had stood unmade in the corner.

"Early to−morrow there's a new whistler coming, and a real one this time," she said in her robust tones, as she
turned down the sheet over the heavy blanket, "and what d'you think?�it's an English prisoner."
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The whistlers pricked up their ears and shook their heads. Pointner noisily pushed back his chair and laid down
his spoon. "No," he said loudly, and the other two showed their indignation in their faces.

"It's not a bit of use," said Sister Emily emphatically, and shook up the pillow. "He has been shot through the
throat like you, and there's nowhere else for him to go for treatment. So you must just put up with him."

Herewith she pulled a piece of chalk out of the pocket of her apron and wrote on the nameplate at the head of the
empty bed. "Harry Flint" could now be read on it, and below, where in other cases a man's rank was
stated�"Englishman." Pointner still signifled his distaste with one or two gestures of his hands, and brought the
coffee jug threateningly down on the table. Then he rammed his cap down on one side and went out into the
garden, spitting with rage like a cat.

The next morning when the whistlers were sitting over their breakfast, the door slowly opened and there entered a
round−faced boy with large brown eyes and thick blue−black hair. In his hand he held a small bundle about the
size of a head of cabbage. He wore the blue and white striped linen hospital uniform, and over it a kind of
bicycling cape. On his head was an utterly washed−out cap of the same material and far too small for him. It was
Harry Flint, in German, Heine Kieselstein, or simply Kiesel, of the Gloucesters. He stood blushing in the
doorway, and, putting his hand to his cap by way of greeting, made something like a slight bow at the same time.
After that he remained fixed in an appealing attitude, his hands laid one over the other at the level of his waist,
and looked fixedly at the three whistlers with a mixture of shame, pride and fear.

The whistlers did not appear to see him. Each looked straight in front of him over his cup, and so contrived to
avoid the eyes of the others. After a while Harry once more saluted, and his eyes began to fill with tears.

Pointner sat mouthing a large piece of soaked bread with a long knife in his hand, and at this he jerked the knife
over his shoulder in the direction of the vacant bed. Harry Flint betook himself there at once and sat down
gingerly on the edge of it, as though he desired to show that he made the least possible claim on the air space of
the room. Directly afterwards the whistlers got up all together for a walk in the garden, and left the rifleman to
himself without deigning to cast him a glance.

When they came back again at mid−day they found Harry sweeping out the room with a broom and shovel that he
had found for himself. It was now apparent that he wore his tube in his neck without any protective covering and
secured only by a thin cord. It looked as though he had a large metal button or a screw stuck in the front of his
throat. Kollin shook his head and went up to him, and leading him by the sleeve to the cupboard at his bedside,
took a clean piece of muslin out of the drawer and pinned it carefully and neatly under his chin. Harry, who had
stood without a movement, took a small looking−glass from his pocket and looked at himself with delight. Then
he rummaged in his bundle and produced a stick of chocolate and offered it to Kollin. Kollin gave it a passing
glance and quietly shook his head. Harry bit his lip and turned away.

At this time food was scarce in Germany, and white bread, cake, meat and imported fruit had vanished. Harry,
however, had no lack of them. Soon after his arrival a large parcel of otherwise unprocurable food came for him
from an English Prisoners of War Committee in Switzerland, and regularly every third and fourth day came
another. Harry handed it all around in the friendliest way�smoked bacon, wurst in cans, butter in tin tubes, cakes
with nuts and almonds, and white bread with brown and shining crust. But though the whistlers had long forgotten
their hatred of Great Britain they obstinately refused to touch even a morsel of it.

It was not always their loss. For sometimes the parcels were a long time on the road, and then there was a
dangerous hissing and effervescing when Harry stuck in the can−opener. The meat smelled like bad cheese, and
the bread was not to be cut with any knife. This put the whistlers in the best of moods. They surrounded the table
on which Harry had spread his treasures, and in the mixture of German and English that had become meanwhile
the common whistler lingo, passed the severest criticisms on England and English products. "Stinkflesh!" they
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croaked, and showed their disgust by holding their noses. This was always a disconcerting moment for Harry. He
could not admit that Britain presented a Briton with bad fare. With indignant eyes he soaked his bread in his soup
and rubbed salt in the putrid meat. And then he swallowed it all down, and patting his stomach endeavoured to
show by his face how much he enjoyed it. Often, however, he turned pale, hurried out and vomited long and
painfully for the honour of Great Britain.

The originator of the common German−English whistler language was Benjamin. After he had overcome his first
modesty he brought forward his grammar−school English and initiated Harry into the usages and rules of the
hospital, and in particular of the whistlers' room. He instructed him also in the art of speaking, or rather croaking,
by stopping the mouth of the tube with the finger−tip, and began to teach him a little German. Harry was a quick
pupil, and soon transformed himself from the dumb and constrained foreigner into a friend who was always ready
for a talk. The whistlers got to be very fond of him.

One day he confided to Benjamin that he was married. A war marriage, he called it. He was twenty and Mrs. Flint
of Gloucester a little over sixteen. Benjamin had often found him seated on his bed in the act, apparently, of
smelling, or indeed tasting, a sheet of note paper, and had been at a loss for the explanation. And now Harry
revealed it. Mrs. Flint was allowed by the censorship to send no more than four sides of note paper to her prisoner
husband every week. But writing was no easy task for her; she had, as Harry confessed, first to set about learning
how to do it. For this reason each letter contained no more than one or two laboured sentences, traced in large
letters on lines previously ruled out. The remaining space, three and a half sides, was covered with small neatly
formed crosses. Each one of them, Harry explained, betokened a kiss of wedded love. Harry loyally responded to
each. Even in the darkness of the night his lips often met those of his far−distant wife on the paper. Benjamin,
whose bed was opposite his, could hear the rustling folds and the sighs of the prisoner. Once he got up and groped
his way across to console him with a joke. But Harry quickly pulled the bedclothes over his head because his face
was wet with tears.

10

NOT long after, as winter drew on, Pointner became bedridden. His heart began to feel the strain of the poison
that circled in his veins. Yet he was very happy at that time. He lay in bed quietly and without pain and read until
far into the night. True, he had soon finished the love and murder stories in the library, but to make up for it, a
thick volume containing the complete fairy tales of the brothers Grimm, that Benjamin had taken out one day,
became his inseparable companion. Over and over again he read with a blissful smile the stories of the Golden
Bird, of Florinda and Yoringal, of Rapunzel, of the Blue Light, and the little man with a glow, although he knew
them now by heart; and Benjamin marvelled over him, while Kollin sadly shook his head. Sometimes he laughed
silently to himself and laid the book for a while in his lap, but not for a moment letting it out of his hands; or he
beckoned Benjamin to him and laying his finger on the title of the story handed him the book without a word.
Lying quietly on his side he watched his expression closely, and when Benjamin smiled his whole face lit up; then
he sat up and croaked:

"Als hinaus
Nach des Herrn Korbes seimem Haus."

or

"Sind wir nicht Knaben glatt und fein,
Was wollen wir länger Schuster sein?"

then lay back again, waved his head to and fro and shook with laughter.
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Often when the other two had gone for a walk, Harry Flint sat for hours by his bed and took care of him. He
cleaned his tube, put a clean bib under his chin, gave him a drink, and pulled his bedclothes straight; or else he
just sat still and communicated to him something of his own vitality by his mere presence. It went so far that
Pointner did not even persist in refusing the cakes of white flour from Great Britain. Harry soaked them in milk
and gave them to him in a spoon.

It happened this way. One morning there had been an unexpected inspection of the drawers of the bedside
cupboards, and in each one the Sister found a broken packet of beautiful English butter−scotch. She took a piece
of it and exclaimed how good it was. But the whistlers went very red, and Harry Flint went reddest of all and
hastily left the room, for he had gone at night to each one's bed, one day to Benjamin's, the next to Kollin's, and
last to Pointner's and given a packet to each of them in turn. Thereupon the whistlers could hold out no longer,
and each thought he was the only one who secretly beneath his bedclothes nibbled at the honor of the Fatherland.
From that morning they assisted Harry quite openly to demolish the white bread and the admirable wurst. It
relieved Harry too, for he could now openly confess when the bacon was bad or the butter rancid, and was no
longer under the necessity of making himself ill.

One day, when the two were alone together, Pointner took his English cap out of its hiding place and put it on
Harry's head. Harry stood motionless with head erect and beamed with delight. It was his dearest wish to possess
this cap. Among the various buildings of the hospital, which in peace time was a State clinic, there were some
devoted to patients from the civil population. They wore the same patient's uniform as the soldiers except for the
military caps, and this distinction was so punctiliously preserved that a soldier−patient was seldom seen without
his cap. When occasion demanded they had them on their heads even in bed. Harry, too, was a soldier, but he was
no longer in possession of an English cap, and as he could not wear a German one, he was compelled to go about
bareheaded, or else in that little boy's cap of linen, and to let himself be taken for a civilian patient. He suffered
the more because nearly all the civilians of his age and height were at that time in the skin clinic, which was
called the Ritterburg, and were given as wide a berth as possible.

Even the soldiers who had to have temporary quarters there, were left during that time to themselves. Moreover it
was there that the so−called Ritter fräulein�women of ill−fame from the town�were subjected to compulsory
cure. They were not permitted to leave the floor assigned to them except on rare occasions, though it was said that
they swung their cavaliers up to their rooms at night by means of ropes of twisted sheets. However the rest might
enjoy these tales and find in them an inexhaustible topic of conversation, not one of them would have anything to
do with the building or its occupants, let alone being mistaken for one of them.

The trouble was that Pointner could not bring himself to part with his trophy. But he allowed Harry to wear it now
and then when no one was about. There was nothing then that Harry more eagerly desired than to be taken by
surprise with the cap on his head. But no sooner was a step heard outside than Pointner whipped it away and hid it
under the clothes. He promised him, however, that he would leave him the cap at his death. He gave Harry his
hand on it, and Harry grasped it in token of acceptance and stood at attention with a solemn and ceremonial air. It
was soon to come true.

11

BEFORE that, however, Benjamin himself had to go to the Ritterburg. One day, to his horror, he discovered
inexplicable and painful symptoms on his body. But from shame he could not confide to anybody the state he was
in; he kept silence in the desperate hope that the malady would pass over of itself, and that one morning he would
wake up healed and cleansed as though it had all been a dream. But the pain only got worse, and loathsome spots
began to spread all over his body. At last there was nothing for it but to tell Herr Mauch all about it�perhaps he
would be able to help him without Doctor Quint and the Sister needing to know anything about it.
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Herr Mauch, as he was called, a grey−haired and moustached Landsturm man, was the orderly of the department.
It was his duty to perform the heavier bodily labors. He stood by when patients were moved from one bed to
another or bathed. He washed the dead and conveyed them into the cellar, where a post−mortem was sometimes
carried out. Also he went to and fro with the commode when required, and had charge of the various vessels that
ministered to necessities. He was the first to appear every morning, making a jovial entry in each room with a
clinking wire basket in which he collected the glass bottles, making very knowing comments the while. He wore a
peakless service cap with the Landwehr cross on the badge, and an old pair of service trousers, also the regulation
canvas tunic and a large apron. He laid great stress on being a military personage, although the source of his
never−failing good spirits was in having, as he said, got hold of a fine job that protected him from being called up
and sent to the front. For this reason he carried out every part of his duties with the utmost precision.

He was none the less frank in his admiration of his wounded companions−in−arms, and loved to address them as
"old soldiers' or even as "corporal." There was nothing he delighted in more than the most bloodthirsty adventures
from the battles on all fronts, and only these could sometimes delay him on his round with the bottle−basket. A
wounded soldier was often disposed to talk at early dawn, and then he would set down his receptacle for a
moment and spur the narrator on with enthusiastic exclamations and encouraging questions as to the fierce
slaughter of one enemy after another. "On, on to battle! For battle are we born! For battle are we ready!" he
hummed with a defiant look while he collected the rest of the bottles and betook himself to the next room. The
few civilian patients, on the other hand, who now and then came under his care, he treated with scorn. "To you,"
he used to say when one of them addressed him as Mauch, "to a shirker like you I am Herr Mauch!" Hence the
soldiers, too, always called him Herr Mauch, though they addressed him familiarly with "thou."

His usual haunt was the bath−house of the station. Here he looked after all his various utensils in a mess of soda
and soapsuds, cleaned boots, made sundry lists and held himself in readiness in case he was needed. For the most
part, he sat upon his perambulatory chair, the seat of which was upholstered with an air cushion. Here he carried
on a secret traffic in surplus bottles of beer, as he called them, from the hospital stores, for he stole like a crow.
On occasion a leave certificate was to be had through him, and indeed all kinds of bartering was transacted.

"God damn me!" said Herr Mauch with jovial astonishment, when Benjamin, with trembling hands, had undone
his clothes. Then he put down his cup. "God damn me, Corporal, you've got the Turkish music." By this he
referred to the severest form of venereal disease. "How on earth did you get that?"

Benjamin knew no more than he did. He had never been with a woman in his life. "Help me, Herr Mauch," he
pleaded in a voice that almost failed him, and nearly fell backwards over the edge of the bath he was sitting on.
But Herr Mauch could do nothing of the sort. No, he couldn't help him there, he said. It must be reported to Dr.
Quint, otherwise it would end in the other fellows getting it too.

Benjamin staggered out. As he knew of no other place where he could be undisturbed, he shut himself in a closet
and stood squeezed in a corner, his eyes dry, while his teeth chattered and shudders shook his whole frame.
Whatever else had happened to him and around him had been within his comprehension and he had accepted it.
But now he had come to the end. He resolved to die.

When he had actually pulled out the tube from his neck so that the little opening in which it was placed might
speedily close up, he was aware of a soft chirping sound above him, and looking up over the top of the partition
wall that separated the one compartment from the next, he saw the anxious face of Harry Flint of Gloucester. A
moment later the door was forced, and Herr Mauch rushed in, crying aloud, and hauled him out. Harry had seen
Benjamin vanish, and noticed his tottering steps and distraught expression. And when Benjamin did not return
within a reasonable time, he stole softly into the neighbouring compartment, climbed upon the window ledge, and
from there looked down over the partition.
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Doctor Quint, to whom Herr Mauch had meanwhile reported the matter, was even paler than usual. The first thing
he did was to take hold of the half−unconscious Benjamin and insert a new tube with considerable force through
the opening, which was indeed already closing up. Then he pulled the spyglass from his forehead and examined
Benjamin's spots through a powerful microscope, and at once his face became more and more serene. "Scabies,"
he then said quietly. "Lesions, a perfectly normal case of lesions, my boy. You must go straight across to the
Ritterburg. In three days you'll be clean again."

Tears fell fast down Benjamin's cheeks. His chin worked convulsively to and fro; he was shaken with violent sobs
and he laughed for joy. Doctor Quint turned about on his revolving stool. "Idiot!" he bellowed in a terrible voice.
"Blockhead! Child−murderer! I'll have you court−martialled and shot." But Herr Mauch had already bolted
through the door.

Thus it was that Benjamin got to the Ritterburg without being allowed, owing to the risk of infection, to return to
his comrades first.

There an experienced hand smeared him at once from head to foot with a corrosive ointment of a greenish color.
The shirt, too, that was given him to put on, was green, and the cotton gloves as well. Even the beds were green
from the ointment, and the very wall paper of the room into which he was taken. For this reason it was called the
hunters' room and its occupants the hunters. There were half a dozen of them there together.

The oldest of them was a white−haired tramp who hated doctors. His bed was next to Benjamin's. "They're liars,"
he informed him, and gratefully ate Benjamin's rations, for Benjamin ate nothing the whole time he had to stay in
the hunters' room. "It is all rubbish they tell us about the little animals. It is in the blood, deep in the blood, and it
comes out as the trees come out. Why should I get it otherwise every spring? But sometimes it stays till the
autumn. Then it is against nature and something has to be done to check it."

Benjamin scarcely listened to him. He looked down through the window into the yellowing garden of the
Ritterburg. It was strictly shut off from the park, where anybody could walk about. There, in the midst of a bevy
of Ritterburg fräulein, was a yellow−skinned fellow with black hair gleaming in the pale mid−day sunlight. He
was called the Legionary, for he was a deserter from the Foreign Legion, who had got back through the lines to
Germany. He had a wild face, beautiful and adventurous, and Benjamin began to lose himself in dreams of the
amazing experiences that he seemed to be telling the girls around him.

12

NOT long after Benjamin's return to the whistlers' room, Doctor Quint performed on him and Harry what he
hoped would prove the final and decisive operation, and they had to lie in bed in great pain and with high fever.
Kollin, the only one now left on his legs, entered on dreary days. Since Benjamin's arrival card games had taken
their place beside the ever−beloved chess in the daily life of the whistlers, games that three or four could play.
The excitement and the scoring they involved, and also the passionate discussion after the game was over, as to
how everything should have been, or might have been if this trump had been held back or that trick had been
taken, had all been the keenest joy for Kollin. It comforted him for his disappointment at always being a loser at
cards, for he played a clever and cunning game, but in this as in all else he had no luck.

Now, however, the luck suddenly turned in his favor. Sitting alone at the table, he shuffled and dealt to himself
and two imaginary partners with the utmost precision. Then he turned his hand up and, sure enough, he had the
game all in his hands, untakable solos and grands with all the aces and jacks as well. Time after time he jumped
up, with the cards spread in his hand, and hurried over to Pointner's and Benjamin's beds to show them the
incontestable evidence of victory and luck. Pointner, who had suddenly begun to sink and could seldom now read
his fairy tales, only waved a hand feebly and turned away, and Benjamin looked at him through a daze of
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narcotics, with fevered, gleaming eyes, but did not know him. At last Kollin reported to Doctor Quint and begged
him to do with him as with the two others, for they were his comrades. But Doctor Quint could not risk it yet in
his case, and had to console him by holding out hopes for the future.

Thus passed monotonous days. Outside it snowed on and on, and sometimes a regimental band took up its
position before the windows on a patch from which the snow had been shovelled, and played the usual rousing
tunes.

Harry Flint always showed the liveliest pleasure when at the close "Hail to thee in conqueror's wreath" was
played, for it had the same tune as the hymn in which God is implored to save the gracious King of Great Britain.
He sat up in bed, and putting on a ceremonial and dignified expression, beat time with his finger.

Sometimes Sergeant Wichtermann had himself wheeled in on his chair and discussed the military situation with
Kollin. He was very confident and prognosticated a speedy victory. He would then contemplate taking part, from
a carriage, in his regiment's triumphal return. Harry, meanwhile, pricked up his ears and sadly shook his head, but
Kollin, too, who sat carving a set of chessmen that he intended as a present to Pointner, looked grave. He got up
and took from his drawer a paper on which he had worked out in figures a statement of all the allied and enemy
forces. He began to read it carefully while he followed the rows of figures with his finger. There, for him, lay the
answer to this question.

Harry and Benjamin had not been long on their feet again, with the hope that they might soon be quit of their
tubes, when Pointner's end came. Often he lay unconscious, and slowly, without ceasing, turned his head this way
and that, as though he were always wondering about something. His face had become small and peaceful like the
face of a child, and his eyes, when he opened them, were always a deeper and deeper blue. But he opened them
seldom now, and when he did, the other whistlers collected at once around his bed and joked with him, and he
smiled and looked tenderly at them.

One morning early, when they were all still in bed, they heard him getting restless. He was rattling violently at the
cupboard by his bed, and a glass fell with a crash to the floor. They made a light, and there sat Pointner upright in
bed holding out the English cap to Harry. Harry jumped up and ran across in bare feet to prop him up, but
Pointner had already sunk slowly back. His eyes were fixed on the ceiling, and he did not move again.

He was buried in the little soldiers' cemetery behind the park. In the first row behind the coffin walked the three
whistlers, for even Harry Flint, by the special intercession of Doctor Quint, was permitted, as an exception (so
they called it), to go too. He wore the English cap for the first time.

Immediately behind them walked Herr Mauch. He had girded on a bayonet, and had also procured a helmet
which, being too big for him, fell sideways on his head at every step. On his arm he had the army medical
corporal, Deuster, beside whom went Backhuhn, whose nose was now very nearly completed. The band played
the Comrades' Song, and Herr Mauch sobbed aloud into his helmet, which he held before his moustache.
Benjamin and Harry Flint were shaking too and looked, with drawn faces, to the ground. Kollin alone kept a calm
face and dry eyes, but when his turn came to step in front of the heap of earth and scatter some of it into the grave,
he put the spade aside and threw on the coffin the chessmen that he had brought with him in his overcoat pocket.

A few weeks later he was wheeled into the operating theatre on a stretcher. The final critical operation was now to
be put to the test in his case too. But Benjamin and Harry waited in vain for his return. When they saw him again,
he was dead behind the white folding screen in Herr Mauch's bath−house, where, when there was time, it was the
practice to convey the dying, for it had been found that the sight of a dying man often had a dangerous influence
on the others and drew them in his train.
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And then the day came when Doctor Quint drew the silver pipes from the necks of the two survivors. The little
mouth above the breast closed in one night, and they could now breathe almost like other people.

"No longer whistlers," Harry whispered. But they did not venture to show their joy. Arm in arm they walked
along the garden paths and sighed deeply.

One morning, when they were both lying on their beds, sleeping in their clothes, Herr Mauch came in with a sheaf
of papers under his arm. "Get up, Harry Flint," he called. "Get ready�sharp! You've been exchanged and are
going home. You must be dressed in half an hour. There's still time to catch to−day's train to Rotterdam."
Therewith he threw a bundle of clothes on the bed. Harry slowly sat up and stared across in consternation at
Benjamin. "No," he said. "No. Not going away. Staying here." Only by degrees he began to understand. Slowly a
gleam lit up in his eyes, and try as he might he could not hide it. With trembling hands he pulled off his hospital
uniform and put on the khaki one. It came from the disinfecting room and was faded and little more than rags.

Then he sat down on his bed with his hands laid one over the other, and his bundle at his feet, just as he had sat
the first time on the day of his arrival. Again and again he looked at Benjamin and Benjamin looked at him. They
did not know what to say and became more and more embarrassed. When Herr Mauch knocked on the door, they
both stood up at the same time and blushed crimson. Then they stepped out quickly between the beds, met in a
clumsy embrace, and kissed each other.
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