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(2) Armistice Day—The body of the unknown warrior
be borne towards Westminster Abbey.

V
(3) Funeral of the unknown warrior—The coffin con-
ﬂﬂl the unknown warriér passing the cenotaph in
n.

4) The Rev. Clarence Mas » of St. Thomas's Church
egent Street, London, wﬁn acts in the pulpit md
F_ues addresses on popular subjects such as “Tha
tight to Btrike,” “The Garden of Allah,” ete, ; he draws

g audiences, - -

5) A party of English tin laters leavi
for Bullwi.n? Tinplate Wurh? Tnnnh:‘mdi.h i
(6) Home coming of thi unknown warrlor scene at
logne—Marshal Foch salutin th ini
the body of the unknown ;‘u l 900 Weinuing

(7) Funeral of the
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Westminater g owWn warr u;:-—Cn. qu entering
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Westminster Abbey
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“A British Warrior Who Fell in the
Great War of 1914-18—For
King and Ceuntry.”

This was the uim%ﬂ inseription om
the coffin of the British Empire's
“Unknown Warrior” whose remain
attended by the King, the Roy
Princes, and famous field-marshals
and admirals and mourned by the
entire nation, were borne to their
last resting place in the Empire’s
noblest sanctuary, Wegtminster Ab-
bey, London, on Armistice Day.
There the Unknown Warrior les, his
burial place adjoining those of great
Etatesmen, great poets, and great
poldiers—the only grave there with-
out a name amongst those whose
names will go ringing down the ages.

No ceremony has ever touched the
heart of the British people as this
home-coming of the Unknown. Who
was he? ow long is it smince he
left England, or rushed to England
from overseas to help her? Had he
wife and babes waiting to eelcome
his return, or a mother who will
never see her boy again? Name
rank, unit, length of service—all
these are lost in the mists of war,
There is no blazqp on his shield to
tell his lineage. He is the “common
soldier™ who went forth to war at
his country’s call and, now he lies
in the Abbey as representative of the
Empire's millipn dead soldiers.

Ef! brought home with him the
homage of France and the salute of
Foch, the Generalissimo of the Al-
lied Armies. It was on the QEI.I.IJ"I of
Boulogne that the British Expedi-
tionary Force landed; it was from
the same quays that shis victor re-
turn:«:é“:hd in the tattered Union
Jack t had covered the bodies of
hundreds of his comrades. His body
/was borme throu

lime simplicity of the home-coming.
Turning ‘i}:utu Whitehall, where
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Prince of Wales. The telling bell
of the Abbey alone breke the hush
And then suddenly this silemce was
broken by the thunderous note of
Big Ben striking eleven.

gn the first stroke the King press-
ed & button, and the draped flags
floated down fore and aft and re-
vealed the beauty of the newly-com-
rl. Cenotaph—the “em tomb."”
t stands there, in clear,
austerity, as a meonument for pos-

terity, with the simple ihlerlgtion
y GLDRIDUS DEAD.
Then with the last stroke of the

hour the Great Silence fell
This was

| out from offices, factories

mourner, and the heart
strains of Chopin’'s “Marche
bre” rose. At the Abbey a
honer of one hundred wearers
Victoria Cross lined the nave,
eame the brief burial sery
King stepped forward, and
ﬂll.lfl silver shell cast upon
fin earth from the soll of
More silence; and them from
the High Altar came the long roll
drums, followed by trumpetas.
time they were playing,
Fost, but the "'ﬁﬂ'l']] When the
Service was over, and the
:::l, the wives were alone with the
someone came and placed
the eoffin a wreath of laurel :E.u
ed in the ruined gardens within the
precinets of the shattered Cathedral
of Ypres. Upon it were the words:
“A. Warrior of the Great War
AL e o'ciock In
t twe o'c the afterncon
the barricades were o
queétues were form li
batches down Whitehall
Cenotaph and to the A
size of these quenes ean
from the fact that it
three hours 1o tray the
hundred odd the
cade to the ph. At
night the queues were still as
comm

as at -~

aAs €Y WwWera workers

And 1 think that every second per
son carried fhm

I write this the p

on, and | ean mee
window now, lined up




