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HOW CAN WAR EVER BE RIGHT ? 25

day come streams of letters from th3 front, odd stories,

fragments of diaries, and the like ; full of the small

intimate facts which reveal character, and almost with

one accord they show that these men have not fallen,

but risen. Xo doubt there has been some selection in

the letters ; to some exttmt the writers repeat what
they wish to have remembered, and say nothir • of what
they wish to forget. But, when all allowances are

made, one cannot read the letters and the dispatches

without a feeling of almost jiassionate admiration for

the men about whom they tell. They were not originally

a set of men chosen for their peculiar ciualities. They
were just our ordinary fellow citizens, the men you
meet on a crowded ])avemcnt. There was nothing to

suggest that their conduct in common life was better

than that of their neighbours. Yet now, under the

stress of war, having a duty before them that is clear

and unquestioned and terrible, they are daily doing
nobler things than we most of us have ever had the

chance of doing, things which we hardly dare hope
that we might be able to do. I am not thinking of

the rare achievements that win a V.C.or a Cross of the

Legion of Honour, but of the common necessary heroism
of the average men ; the long endurance, the devoted
obedience, the close-banded life in which self-sacrifice

is the normal rule, and all men may be forgiven except
the man who saves himself at the expense of his comrade.
I think of the men who share their last biscuits with
a starving ])easant, who help woimded comratk,^ through
days and nights of honibI(> retreat, who give their

lives to save mates or olhcers.^ Or I think again of

' I'or cxaniple, to take two stories out of a sooro :

1. Relating hisexperiencps to a ]irc8sin;-.n, Lance-Corporal Kdmond-
soii, of tho Itoyal Irish Lancers, said : ' There is absolutely no


