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\T did not seem an unknown warrior
whose body came on a gun carriage
down Whitehall where we were waiting
for him. He was known to us all. It

was one of "our boys" (not warriors), as we
called them in the days of darkness lit by faith.

To some women, weeping a little in the crowd
after an all-night vigil, he was their boy who
went missmg one day and was never found till
now, though their souls went searching for him
through the dreadful places in the night.

To many men among those packed densely
on each side of the empty street wearing ribbons
and badges on civil clothes, he was a familiar
figure, one of their comrades, the one they liked
best, perhaps, in the old crowd who into the
fields of death went and stayed there with a
great companionship.

One of Those Fellows with Some
Kind of Faith

JT was a steel helmet, an old "tin hat," lying
there on the crimson of the flag, which

revealed him instantly, not as a mythical war-
nor, aloof from common humanity, a shadowy
type of national pride and martial glory, but as
one of those fellows, dressed in the drab of khaki
stained by mud and grease, who went into dirty


