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memory whicli will keep warm the years that are

to come. He has solved the problem of his immedi-

ate future. But what of those others, those tens of

thousands, who when the war is over will seek for

some means to keep alive the fires which years of

war have lighted in their hearts ? Are they to be

merged, lost, in the old life aa it was lived before

1914 ? Are they to degenerate slowly but surely

into S.O.B.s, intent only upon earning a living

somehow, playing bad golf, or looking on at football

matches ? I do not know.. I have no data, and it is

rather painful to indulge oneself in speculation.

This sketch was published a year ago. Two
months after I had visited Caesar at Oxford he

called upon me in London. He was in uniform,

and explained that he had quickly grown tired of

sick leave and had recalled liiniself to Service.

" I can't go to sea again," said he, " with this timber

toe but I am at least good for an office job ashore."

But Caesar was not made to fit the stool of any

office, and when 1 last heard from him was an

observer in the R.N.AS.
In this fashion he has rounded off his experiences,

and basely failed me, his friend and biographer,

of the scanty data with which to answer the ques-

tion Bet forth in the first sentojice of this chapter.

THE END


