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CARRY ON

LETTERS IN WAR-TIME

CONINGSRY DAWSON
3 N

Novi SOLDIER

LIBUTENANT CONINGSHY DAWSON

My Viry Dear M.:

I read in todays paper that U. S. A
threatens to come over and help us. I

she would. The very thought of the powh.my

fills me with joy. I've been light-headed all day.

at America’s lack of gallantry—it"
find excuses for not climbing

ce was always too noble to be sensible.
would like to see the country of our adoption be-
come splendidly irrational cven at this eleventh
in the

For the future of England. i for e atare of
ety millions whose sluggish
blood was not stirred by the call of duty. It's

divine cpparlunily sgain offers her.

ble to show those ninety
millions one battleheld with ita aprawiing dead,
its

e are redeeming aurselves in our ow: .
To la; n one’s life for one’s friend once
seemed impossible.  All that is altered y

down our lives that the future generations may
be good and kind, and so we can contemplate

childless, but their example will
nation of all the coming ages. These men, in
the noble indignation of a great ideal, face a
worse hell than the most ingenious of fanatics
ever planned or plotted. Men die scorched like
moths in a furnace, blown to atoms, gassed, tor-
tured. And again other men step forward to
take their places well knowing what will be their
fate. Bod but the spirit of England

nationhood. 1If she refuses the

save her, the cancer of self-despising will rob her
of her life.

This feeling is strong with us. s past mid-

night, but I could write of nothing e to-night.

od bless you.
Yours ever,
Con.
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