
The Unknown Warrior

dead between the tangled wire and shell holes?
There were great Generals and Admirals, Lord
Haig himself, Commander-in-chief of our armiesm France, and Admiral Beatty, who held the
seas; Lord French of Ypres, with Home of the

<T^^V^Z' ^""^ ^y"8 °^ '^« Third, and Air
Marshal Trenchard, who had commanded all
the birds that flew above the lines on mornings
of enormous battle.

More Homafte Than Any General

'J^HESE were high powers, infinitely remote
perhaps, in the imagination of the man

whose dust was now being brought toward
them. It was their brains that had directed
his movements down the long roads which
galled his feet, over ground churned up by
gunfire, up the duckboards, from which he
slipped under his heavy pack, if he were a
foot-slogger, and, whatever his class as a
soldier, ordained at last the end of his journey,
which finished in the grave marked by the metal
disc. Unknown in life, he had looked upon
these Generals as terrifying in their power "for
the hkes of him." Sometimes, perhaps, he had
saluted them as they rode past. Now they stoodm Whitehall to salute him, to keep silence in his
presence, to render him homage more wonderful.


