
The Unknown Warrior

toward the top of WhitchaU, the King was a few

for fh! »!!? ^V'^rif^?"^*
'^"iting, motionless,

for the body of the Unlcnown Warrior who had
died in his service.

It was very silent in Whitehall, and before
this ordered silence the dense lines of people
kept their places without movement, only spoke
ittle m their long time of waiting, and then, as
they caught their first glimpse of the iun
carnage, were utterly quiet. All heads were
bared and bent. Their emotion was as though

to fiiM ^'f"«,^,«« passing. One seemed
to feel the spirit of the crowd.

Salute Royalty and Royalty's Wreath

'pHE massed bands passed with their noble
music and their drums thumping at the

hearts ofmen and women, the Guards with their
reversed amis, and then the gun carriage, with
Its team of horses, halted in front of the ceno-
taph, where the King stood, and the Royal hand
was raised to salute the soldier who had died
that we might live, chosen by fate for this honor,
which is in remembrance of that great army of
comrades who went out with him to No Man's
1-and. The King laid a wreath on his coffin
and then stepped back again.
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