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In " The East Shot," wliith a|ipc;tn.vl only a few

months bctorc the (irc.it War l)i_u;,iii, drawing troni

iiiv cxpcriciico ifi many wars, 1 attempted to describe

the character nt a coiilli>.'t hctneiii two threat luiropcan

land-powers, sueli as 1 r;uHe and Cjermanv.

\ ou were v,Toii;r In some ways." a frieni.1 writes

to ine, " but in oiher ways it is .ilrnost as if yau had
written a pKiy and they were I'ollowin;; your script

and stage business."

Wronjj; as to the duration of the stru^'^Ie and Its

bitterness; ri;^ht about the part which artiiier\ wouhl
play; ri.uht in su^Ljestin^' the stalemate of intrendi-

ments when \ast masses ot troops occupied the length

of a frontier, llad the (iermans not j^one through
lJel;;!um and attacketl on the shorter V\nc of the ! ranco-

Cjerman boundary, the parallel of f.ict with that of

prediction wouUi have been more complete. As for

the ide;d of '"
I he East Siiot," we must await the i)ut-

C(jt,ie to see Irow far it shall be fuliilled by a lasting

peace.

1 hen mv friend asks. "
I low d(jes it make you

feel.'" Not as a [irophet; only as an eager ob-

server, who tinds that imagination pales beside reality.

It sometimes :in incident seemed a page out of iny

noxel. I was reminded how mucli better I inight have
done that [iage from life; and from life I am writing
now.

I ha\ e seen too much of the war and yet not enough
to assume the pose of a military expert; which is easy
when seated in a chair at home before inaps and news
despatches, but becomes f:;ntastl'j after one has lived


