
The Unknown Warrior

There are Lots of Unknown Warriors

'PHERE were a lot ofunknown warriors in the
bogs by Glencorse Wood and Inverness

t.opse. They lay by upturned tanks and sank in
the shme. Queer how the fellows used to drop
and never give a sound, so that their pals passed
on without knowing. In all sorts of places the
unknown warrior lay down and was not quickly
found. In Bourlon Wood they were lying after
the battle among the river trees. On the fields
of the Somme they lay in the chumed-up earth,m High Wood and DdviUe Wood and this side
of Loupart Wood. It was queer, one day, how
the sun shone on Loupart Wood, which was red
with autumn dnts. The old Boche was there
then, and the wood seemed to have a thousand
eyes stanng at our lines, newly dug. An air-
plane came through the fleecy sky, wonderfully
careless of the black shrapnel bursting about it.
Wonderful chaps, those airmen! For a man
afoot it wasn't good to stumble in that ground.
Barbed wire tore one's hands damnably. There
was a boy lying in a tangle of barbed wire. He
looked as though he were asleep, but he was
dead, all nght. The airplane passed overhead
with a loud humming song.


