
M INTRODUCTION
phfin, hc'tl have told yoii a great deal more about
him than that he wore white silk •locking!. U
I wait till the war is over before I write about It,

it'i very likely I shall recollect only trivial details,

and the big heroic spirit of the thing will escape
me. There's only one way of recording an ini-

pression— catch it while it's fresh, vivid, vital;

shoot it on the wing. If you wait too long it will

vanish." It was because he felt in this way tliat

he wrote in red-hot haste, sacrificing his brief
leave to the task, and concentrating all his mind
upon it

There was one impression that he was particu«
larly anxious to record,— his sense of the spir-

itual processes which worked behind the grim
ofencc of war, the new birth of rch'gious ideas,

which was one of itji most wonderful results.

He had both witnessed and shared this renas-
cence. It was too indefinite, too immature to be
chronicled with scientific accuracy, but it was
authentic aiiJ indubitable. It was atmospheric,
a new air which men breathed, producing new en-
ergies and forms of thought. Men were redis-

covering themselves, their own forgotten nc'.'M-

ties, the latent nobilities in all men. Bound
together in the daily obedience of self-surrender,

urged by the conditions of their task to regard
duty as inexorable, confronted by the pitiless de-


