“To look back upon the gallant procession of those who
offered their all and had the gift accepted, is to know exultation
as well as sorrow. The young men who died almost before
they had gazed on the world, the makers and the doers who left
their tasks unfinished, were greater in their deaths than in their
lives. They builded better than they knew, for the sum of
their imperfections was made perfect, and out of loss they won
for their country and mankind an enduring gain. Their mem-
ory will abide so long as men are found to set honour before
ease, and a nation lives not for its ledgers alone but for some
purpose of virtue. They have become, in the fancy of Henry
Vaughan, the shining spires of that City to which we travel.”

—John Buchan.
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