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INTRODUCTION

TaERE seems no reason to me why I should write
s preface to my brother's book except that I have
been, as it were, a herald of war proclaiming the
achievements of Knights and men-at-arns in this
great conflict that has passed, and so may take up
my scroll again on his behalf, because here is a good
soldier who I:sstnld,inagnodbook,hisstoryol

“most disastrous chances of moving mdenta
by flood and field; of hair-breadth ‘scapes i’
the imminent-deadly breach.”

That he was a good soldier I can say nal.becauae
my judgment is swayed by brotherly partiality, but
because I saw him at his job, and heard the opinions
of his fellow officers, which were immensely in his
favor. “Your brother is a born soldier,” said my
own Chief who was himself a gallant officer and
had & quick eye for character. I think that was
true. The boy whom once I wheeled in a go-cart
when he was a shock-headed Peter and I the elder
brother with a sense of responsibility towards him,
bad grown up before the war into a strong man
whose physical prowess as an amateur pugilist,
golfer, archer (in any old sport) was quite outside
my sphere of activities, which were restricted to
watching the world spin round and recording its
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movements by quick penmanship. Then the war
came and like all the elder brothers of England I
bad a quick kind of heart-beat when I knew that
the kid brother had joined up and in due time would
bave to face the music being played by the great
orchestra of death across the fields of life.

I saw the war before he did, knew the worst before
be guessed at the lesser evils of it, heard the crash of
shell fire, went into burning and bombarded towns,
helped to carry dead and wounded, while he was
training in England under foul-mouthed sergeants
— training to learn how to fight, and, if need be,
how to die, like a little gentleman. But I from the
first was only the onlooker, the recorder, and he
was to be, very quickly, one of the actors in the
drama, up to his neck in the “real thing.” His
point of view was to be quite different from mine.
1 saw the war in the mass, in its broad aspects and
movements from the front line trenches to the Base,
from one end of the front to the other. I went into
dirty places, but did not stay there. I went from
one little corner of hell to another, but did not
dwell in its narrow boundaries long encugh to get its
intimate details of hellishness burnt into my body
and soul. He did. He had not the same broad
vision of the business of war — appalling in its vast-
ness of sacrifice and suffering, wonderful in its mass-
heroisn — but was one little ant in a particular
muck-heap for a long period of time, until the steach
of iL, the filth of it, the boredom of it, the futility of
it, entered into his very being, and was part of him
as he was part of it. His was the greater knowledge.
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He was the sufferer, the victim. Our ways lay
apart for a long time. He became a ghost to me,
during his long spell in Salonica, and I thought of
him only as & ghost figure belonging to that other
life of mine which I had known “before the war”,
that far-off period of peace which seemed to have
gone forever, Then one day I came across him
again out in Flanders in a field near Armentidres,
and saw how he had hardened and grown, not only
in years but in thoughtfulness and knowledge. He
was & commander of men, with the power of life
and death over them. He was a commander of
guns with the power of death over human creatures
lurking in holes in the earth, invisible creatures be-
yond & hedge of barbed wire and a line of trench.
But he also was under the discipline of other powers
with higher command than his — who called to
him on the telephone and told him to do things he
hated to do, but had to do, things which he thought
were wrong to do, but hed to do; and among those
other powers, disciplining his body and soul was
German gun-power from that other side of the
barbed-wire hedge, always a menace to him, always
teasing him with the chance of death, — a yard this
way, a yard that, as I could see by the shell-holes
round about his gun-pits, following the track of his
field-path, clustering in groups outside the little
white house in which he had his mess. I studied
this brother of mine curiously. How did he face all
the nerve-strain under which I had seen many men
break? He was merry and bright (escept for
sudden silences and a dark look in his eyes at times).
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He had his old banjo with him and tinkled out a
tune on it. How did he handle his men and junior
officers? They seemed to like him “this side
idolatry ", yet he had a grip on them, and demanded
obedience, which they gave with respect. Queer!
My kid-brother had learned the trick of command.
He had an iron hand under a velvet glove. The
line of his jaw, his straight nose (made straighter by
that boxing in his old Oxford days) were cut out for
& job like this. He looked the part. He was born
to it. All his training had led up to this soldier’s
job in the field, though I had not guessed so when I
wheeled him in that old go-cart.

For me he had a slight contempt, which he will
deny when he reads this preface. Though a writer
of books before the war, he had now the soldier's
scorn of the chronicler. It hurt him to see my green
arm-bands, my badge of shame. That I had a motor-
car seemed to him, in his stationary exile, the sign of
a soft job — as, compared with his it was — dis-
graceful in its luxury. From time to time I saw him,
and, in spite of many narrow escapes under heavy
shelling, he did not change, but was splendidly
cheerful. Even on the eve of the great German
offensive in March of 1918, when he took me to see
the graves dug in under the embankment south of
St. Quentin, he did not seem apprehensive of the
awful ordeal ahead of him. I knew more than he
did about that. I knew the time and place of its
coming, and I knew that he was in a very perilous
position. We said “so long” to each other at
perting, with a grip of hands, and I thought it



