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eyes of those who urc going to the front, and even of

the wounded who are returning. ' Never once,' writes

one correspondent, ' not once since I came to France

have I seen among the soldiers an angry face or heard

an angry word. . . . They are always quiet, orderly,

and wonderfully cheerful.' And no one who has followed

the war need be told of their heroism. I do not forget

the thousands left on the battlefield to die, or the

gi'oaning of the wounded sounding all day between the

crashes of the guns. But there is a strange deep glad-

ness as well. ' One feels an extraordinary freedom ',

s ijs a young Russian officer, ' in the midst of death,

with the bullets whi.stling round. The same with all

the soldiers. The wounded all want to get well and

return to the fight. They fight with tears of joy in

their eyes.'

Human nature is a mysterious thing, and man finds

his weal and woe not in the obvious places. To have

something before you, clearly seen, wiuch you know

you nmst do, and can do, and will spend your utmost

strength and perhaps your life in doing, that is one

form at least of very high happiness, and one that

appeals—the facts prove it—not only to saints and

heroes but to average men. Doubtless the few who

are wise enough and have enough imagination may
find opportunity for that same happiness in everyday

life, but in war ordinary men find it. This is the inward

triumph which lies at the heart of the great tragedy.

missing, so that wo could only put over his grave the tribute that

was paid to a greater :
" He saved others ; himself he could not

save." There wasn't a dry eye among us when we laid him to rest

in that little village.'
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