
Thi Unknown fVarrior

revealed, utterly austere, except for three stand-
ards, with their gilt wreaths.

The Dead Stillness of that Great Crowd

IT was a time of silence. What thoughts were
in the minds of aU the people only God

knows, as they stood there for those two minutes,
which were very long. There was a dead still-
ness in Whitehall, only broken here and there by

J"®
/^°"8hing of a man or a woman, quickly

The Unknown Warrior! Was it young Jack,
perhaps, who had never been found? Was it
one of those fellows in the battalion that moved
up through Yprcs before the height of the battle
in the bogs? Men were smoking, this side of
I pres. One could see the glow of their cigaj ette
ends as they were halted round the old mill house
at Vlamertinghe. It rained after that, beating
sharply on the tin hats, pouring in spouts down
waterproof capes. They went out through
Menm Gate. The shelling began along the
du.kboards by Westhock Ridge, gas shelling,
every old thing. Fellows dropped into shell
holes, full of water. They had their packs on,
aJl their fighting kit. Some of them lay there in
the pits, where the water was reddish.


