
"His Sacrifice Shall Not Be in Vam,"Is Prophecy of Harding Over Bier of Soldier
They kept their eyes on the ilag th
covered the coffin they thought held hii
Then those gayly uniformed marii

musicians began to play.this timo
triumphant piece. The President roi
to his feet, as did all that assemblag
Soldiers of every nation snapped the
hands rigidly to their foreheads, ai
high above them all the Unkno*
thrilled again as he, too, came to a
tention for the anthem.

Whole Nation in Silence
As the last note had ceased to eel

among the russet and gold leaves «

the high trees that are the backgrour
of the amphitheater a trumpet souni
ed. It was "Attention,!" Three tim«
it was blown, and then a stillness can
over the hill. It was uncanny, tin
silence, and it puzzled the Unkno'w
until he learned by some wireles
energy more subtle than that whic
functions in the gigantic steel towei
near by that this silence had desceñí
ed upon the whole nation, upon tl-
town or hamlet where he was reare
and where his own people dwell an
mourn.
Before he could cease to wonder

was two minutes past noon by raorti
clocks and the termination of the s

lence was announced by the boomin
of another of the minute guns acros
the river at the base, of the towerin
monument that commemorates the ns
tion's first hero. Then, while th
mourners remained standing, even th
soldiers with one leg gone, the gathci
ing began to sing "America." It wa

possible to distinguish the voice of th
President and the booming notes o

Sergeant Woodfill standing rigidly i
his place between the casket and th
^hief Justice ci rhot United States, an

if these who sang turned their head
:i trifle and wished hard enough the;
could hear the voice of the Unknowi
louder and mort; musical than an;
other.
A large man in the frock coat o

officialdom moved out beside thi
easket as the trinsic ceased. It was th<
Secretary of War, himself a saiior once
and between a sailor and a soldie
there is no difference except in th«
theaters they select for their fighting
Mr. Weeks, the master of ceremonies
said that there was only one persor
fitted to speak for the nation's pur
pose in honoring the unknown and tha
was the President.

It is not likely that the Unknown re

quired the amplifiers that carried t'.i
President's voice to the cuter fringe
of the thousands on the ccmeter\
«-lopes to understand what he was say
:ng:
"This American soldier went fortl

to battle with no hatred for any peo
pie in the world, but hating war anc

hating the purpose of every war foi
conquest. In advancing toward his ob
.'ective was somewhere a thought of i

world awakened, and we are here tc
testify undying gratitude and rever¬
ence for that thought of a wider free¬
dom."
Then the youth, this spirit that oner

moved about in heavy iron-studdci
shoes and rough, muddy woolen clothe;
so that he was not to be distinguished
from millions of his brothers, then he
knew that this was his day of victory
Then he understood the brilliance with
which his countrymen had graced the
occasion of his burial.
The Unknown heard tiic President

say:
"Standing to-day on hallowed

ground, conscious that all America has
halted to share in the tribute of heart
,ind mind and soul to this follow Amer¬
ican and knowing that the world is
noting this expression of the Repub¬
lic's mindfulnesBj it is fitting to say
that his sacrifice, and that of. the mil¬
lions dead, shall not be in vain. There
must be, there shall be, the command¬
ing voice of a conscious civilization
against armed warfare."

Prayer Ends the Tribute
lie heard: "Our Father, who art in

Heaven, hallowed be Thy name."
When the President said a final word

there wps an echo that was louder than
the original, and it might have been
tiie mecnauical contrivance for carry¬
ing the sound to those outside, and
then, too, it might have been the voice
of the Unknown, and tho word was
"Amen."

Tfce Unknown heard more singing
arid knew that others of his country¬
men were trying to express to him the
sams thoughts that he had heard from
the President. It was a quartet, and if
the Unknown in t'^ose days before the
*ar attended the Metropolitan opera
ho may have recognized one or another
of the voices of Miss Rosa Ponselle,
Miss Jeanne Gordon or Morgan King¬
ston or William Gustafscn as they
tang;
O valiant h«art«, v.ho to your glory camo.
Through dust of conflict and through the

battle-flame:
All you hail hoped tor, all you liad, you

gave
To save mankind.yourselves you ecomed

to save.

. It may be that the Unknown did not
know that this was a song called "The
Supreme Sacrifice." But surely he
understood what followed.

Before the song ended a soldier,
an officer, as the Unknown saw at a

glance at the Sam Browne belt and
the glistening boots, had begun to
shift the »flowers on the coffin, and when
he had them piled at the foot he rolled
back the flag with its fringe of gold
from the head of the casket. And now
the Unknown must have seen that Mrs
Harding's face was streaked with tears
and that hers was not the only on«

so marked.'
He saw the President step fortfr

»giin beside the casket and read ii:
eolemn tones two acts of Congress, one

conferring upon the Unknown posthu¬
mous decorations, the Distinguishcc
Service Cross and yes, the Congres¬
sional Medal of Honor, the same pre
cious token of valor that hung at tht
bronzed throat of Sergeant Woodfill
He may have watched intently as the
President bent and pinned to the black
coffin lid the two rare jewels, aftei
saying: "Won in mortality, to be won
in immortality." He saw him step
backward and bow in salute.
Next came Lieutenant General Baror

_Jacques, of Belgium, wearing a ma-

jenta baldric across his tunic, who
3poke words of praise and appi-eciation
and pinned in place the Croix de
Guerre of his country, and after him
Admiral of the Fleet F.arl Beatty, ac¬

companied by General the Earl ol
Cavan, representing the King of Eng¬
land. The latter spoke and the British
sailor pinned in place the Victoria
Cross, never before given to an Ameri¬
can.
The space beside the casket was

clear for a second and then came
Marshal Foch, removing his white-
plummed marshal's chapeau with a

stiff armed, sweping gesture of respect.
.He spoke in French, and then bent to
pin a bit of green and red striped rib¬
bon and a bronze cross, giving the
Unknown time to admire his scarlet
baliiric,, his sash of gold and his tcarlet
trcusers. This was a different picture
from the one the Unknown remembered
of a solemn old man in muddy gaitors,
a faded blue uniform and bmoking »

pipe.
Decorated by Princes

General Armando Diaz, in gray,
wrapped about with the blue grand
sash of the Order of Savoy, came and
conferred on thd Unknown the Gold
Medal for Bravery that Italy gives only
fa her most valorou-3 sons. After him
Prince Bibesco, in the gold laced uni¬
form and plumed hat of a displomat
of Rumania, offered tho Virtutca
Militara of his nation; then Dr. Bed-
' icii óuipanek. w th the Czecho-Slovak
War Cross, and finally another prince,
the Vo':sh M;n:.ster, Lubomirski, with
the Virtutl Militari.
There were several hymns, then

Chaplain Lazaron recited the Twenty-
third Psalm, and presently the gather¬
ing was tdnging "Nearer, My God, to
Thee."
The flag was rolled back, covering

the newly acquired decorations of the
Unknown. Sergeant Woodflll and his
seven companions tenderly lifted the
casket. They moved slowly from tho
apse down the marble stairs and out
into the' sunlight again while the ma¬
rines played "Our Honored Dead."
Now the Unknown must have ex¬

claimed at the beauty of the sight.
There in a broad, sweeping panorama
was the Capitol, his Capitol, with the
dome, the monument, the library, oven
the station, standing out white and
clear through the gray haze from the
river; in tho foreground, checkeboard
squares of cultivated land, alternating
with the green of the winter wheat
and the yellow of freshly plowed
Virginia soil; behind, the snowy, im¬
posing amphitheater, and beyond a
curtain of trees.

Directly beneath'him was a great
splash of black.his countrymen, thou¬
sands and thousands, with their hats
held reverently in their hands. Be¬
tween them and the amphitheater was
the Unknown's grav£ a white sar¬
cophagus, a hole in the ground, or a
shrike, depending upon the point of
view. But even that could not alter
the fact that this hole was lined with
spotless marble and this well was the
center of a pyramidal curbing.
The eight heroes bearing the Un¬

known's earthly remains mounted the
top of the sarcophagih» and laid it on
straps of webbing that supported it on
n level with the silver railing inclosing
the top of the crypt. The band was

playing "Lead, Kindly Light." Now tho
sun shone full on the casket.
Bishop Brent, or rather Chaplai-n

Brent, took his place at tho head of
the sarcophagus and began to read the
burial service. An ofliccr reached over
and touched the silver railing. As
though it was held by unseen hands,

tho casket began to sink from sight.
It was entirely hidden as Bishop Brent,
in his soldier's uniform, commended
tho Unknown's soul to God and com¬
mitted his body to the ground.

Representative Hamilton Fish jr., of
New York, himself of the A. E. F.,
stepped forward and placed a wreath
on the tomb.- It wasjfrom all the men
of that fighting army. Then there was
another placed by Mrs. R. Emmet Dig-
hey, president or tho National Ameri¬
can War Mothers. Mrs. Julia McCud-
den, a British war mother, on behalf
of the mothers of soldiers of the em-
pire, placed her offering. Plenty Coos,
chief of the Crow Nation, left four
other Indian chiefs in ceremonial'cos¬
tume, and, hobbling with the uncer¬
tainty of age, laid his coup stick, deco¬
rated with eagle feathers, across the
opeo top of the tomb. Then he removed
his war bonnet with its white, feathers
that had trailed to his moccasined
heels and posted this as a final tribute
to th<\ white warrior.
There was a salvo of artillery. Off at

the side of the amphitheater the black
horses of the guns lifted their heads
and pricked their ears, but never moved
a hoof. Two more salvos.

A Soldier's Homecoming
A bugler sounded "Taps," and with

the last prolonged note the artillery
burst forth with the first roar of a sa¬
lute of twenty-one guns.
Overhead hovered the Unknown. On

the ground soldiers responded to com¬
mands and began to lift their feet in
step on the long hike back to barracks.
Perhaps the Unknown, too, heard a
command. It might have been the
wind, but those on the. ground wero
sure they heard the slough, slough,
slough, slough of ghostly battalions
marching. With them marched the
Unknown. It was the demobilization
of the dead. They had been promised
what they had ¿ought for. Now they
could go home.

Nation's Chiefs Afoot Escort Hero
To Grave Through Uncovered Throngs

From a Staff Correspondent
WASHINGTON, Nov. 11..He may

have been a farmer in ¿ansas, a bank
cashier in Oregon, a New England
grocer's clerk or a New York motor-
man. His mother may still think him
among the buried unknown in France.
His wife or children, if he left such
kin, may never know his grave.
But whoever he was or whatever his

station he, in the namp of all other of
America's unidentified soldier dead, re¬
ceived to-day the tribute of a history
making military pageant. It was the
funeral procession of a lone soldier,
but it was also a composite dirge for
the comrades who died with him.

President Harding, walking part of
the way, led the mourners who followed
the olive-drab caisson which bore the
coffin, draped in black crepe and strewn
with handfuls of roses, from the Capi¬
tol down fiag-bedecked Pennsylvania
Avenue on the long march to the grave
at Arlington. In his lapel the Presi¬
dent svore a red poppy. The flower and
his presence as a marcher were the
President's personal homage to the Un¬
known. The men among more than
.100,000 spectators lifted their hats in
silence as the President passed.

Wilson Greeted With Cheering
Only one among those who followed

was unable to walk. He was ex-Presi¬
dent Wilson. He rode in a carriage
with Mrs. Wilson. His presence, his
first participation in a public function
since the inauguration of Mr. Harding,
was made throughout the march from
the Capitol to a point in front of the
White House the occasion for outbursts
of spontaneous cheering. His white
head was kept almost constantly bared
as he raised his hat in response to
greetings from sidewalks, windows and
roofs. Near the White House he left
the line and returned to his home.
The other 5,000 mourners, who

walked the six miles to Arlington, each
taking about 17,000 paces, were Vice-
President Coolidgo, members of the
Cabinet, General Pershing, Chief Jus¬
tice Taft, Justices of the Supreme
Court, members of the Senate and
House, the Governors of two dozen
stated. Lieutenant. General Young, Gen¬
eral Nelson A. Miles, General Tasker
IK Bliss, high officers of the army, navy,
marine corps and coast guard, eight
veterans ox the World War from each
of the states, feeble veterana of the
Civil War in blue and gray and the
members of forty-four different or¬

ganizations.
With the House delegation walked

Representative Hamilton Fish jr., of
New York, who wore the Croix de
Guerre, won at the capture of the vil¬
lage of Secho'ulte. The mourning dresa
of the member» of Congress was re¬
lieved by the Red Cross nurses' uni¬
form worn by Representativo Alice
Robertson, of Oklahoma, the only wom¬
an in that section.
For two nights and a day the body

of the Unknown, brought brom France
on Admiral Dewey's old flagahip the
Olympia, lay in the rotunda of the Cap¬
itol. There it rested in state, surround¬
ed appropriately by mammoth paint¬
ings depicting incidents in American
history. Guards stood at attention,
while fully 100,000 persons, night and
day, walked slowly around it.

Skies Clear for Cortege
Dramatic incidents attended the pro¬

fession in the first mile of the march
from the Capitol to the White House.
Every vantage point along Pennsylva-! nia Avenue wan taken when the cor-
tege, heralded by eighty buglers and
led by rattling artillery, machine guns,
squadrons of mounted guards and com¬
panies of infantry, swung from beneath
the trees in the Capitol grounds into
the avenue. The sky, which had been
overcast, suddenly cleared and threw a
burst of sunshine on flags and glitter¬ing accouterments. In spite of its so¬lemnity, the occasion was givei) aspirited, even an exultant, aspect by thewaving flags and the mingled music ofbugles and military and naval bands.Save for the cheering accorded Mr.Wilson, the spectators permitted theprocession to pass in silence. At¬
tempts to cheer when Mr. Harding andGeneral Pershing appeared werestopped by a deprecatory gesture of thePresident's hand. This was done be¬
cause of the proximity of the UnknownSoldier. But the music and the saluteof cannonading continued until longafter the marchers had passed over the¡I Aqueduct bridge at Georgetown andthe caisson -was drawn up on the crestof the hill, which overlooks the Po¬
tomac and the white Lincoln mauso¬leum beyond.

Six black horses drew the caisson.The members of the clergy who ac*coinpanied it were the Right Rev. C,H. Brent, Episcopal Bishop of western¡New York, formerly senior chaplain,A. E. P.; Chaplain H. S. Lazaron,Chaplain J. B. Frazier and Chaplain J.T. Axton. There were two classes ofpall bearers. Representing tho UnitedStates army and navy reserves were
Rear Admiral Hugh Redman, Rear Ad-
mirai Charles P. PJunkett, Major Gen¬
eral W. C. Neville, Major General D. C.
Shank:-, Major General W. G. Haan
and Major General G. C. Rickarde.
Those representing the active service
were Major General C. G. Morton, Rear
Admiral Henry B. Wilson, Major Gen¬
eral J. G. Harbord, Major General C-
R. Edwards, Major General C. T.
Meuoher and Major General John F.
O'Ryati.
At the White House President Har-

ding halted for a moment to join tho
procession later in a carriage.
Conspicuous among the marcher«

were the members of a division all of
whom wore the Congressional Medal of
Honor, and who took precedence ac¬

cording to the date of the medals and
regardless of rank.
The organizations which participated

were the Grand Army of the Republic,
Confederate Veterans, Distinguished
Service Order, the American Legion,
National War Mothers (including Gold
Star Mothers), Veterans of Foreign
Wrars, Military Order of Foreign W7ars,
Military Order of the World War,
Indian War Veterans' Association,
Military Order of the Loyal Legion of
the United States of America,Spanish-
American War Veterans, Naval and
Military Order of the Spanish-Ameri¬
can War, Imperial Order of tho
Dragon, Navy League of the United
States, National Association of Naval
Veterans, Society of World War
Veterans, Inc., Jewish Veterans of the
World War, Military Training Camps'
Association» World War Veterans
(Northwest), Colored Veterans of the
War, Grand Army of Americans,
divisional societies in numerical order
of divisions, Rod Cross, Salvation
Army, Y, M. C. A., Knights of Colum¬
bus, Jewish Welfare Board, American
Library Association, Overseas Servico
League, Red Cross Oveaseas Service
League, Overseas League Y. M- U. A.
Women Workers, National Catholic
War Council, American Women's
Legion, American Defense Society,
Inc., .Rotary Club, Society of the Cincin¬
nati, Daughters of the Cincinnati, Sons
of jibe Revolution, Daughters of the
American Revolution, Sons of Ameri¬
can Revolution, Children of the Ameri¬
can Revolution, Daughters of 181:2,
Ladies' Auxiliary Veterans of Foreign
Wars, and the Georgetown Cadets.

Harding's Address at Arlington
At the Burial of an Unknown Soldier

WASHINGTON, Nov. It..Prceui
dent Harding, speaking to-day at the
tomb of the Unknown Soldier in Ar¬
lington .Cemetery, said:

"Mr. Secretary of War and ladies
and gentlemen: Wo are mot to-d*y
to pay the impersonal tribute. The
name of him whose body lies before
us took flight with his imperishable
soul. We know not whence he came,
but only, that his death marks him
with tho everlasting glory of an
American dying for his country.
"He might have come from any one

of tho millions of American homes.
Some mother gave him in her love
and tenderness, and v-ith him her
most cherished hçpcs. Hundreds of
mothers are wondering to-day, find¬
ing a touch of solace in the possibil¬
ity-that the nation bows in grief
over the body of one ehe bore to live
and die, if need be, for tho Republic.
If we give rein to fancy, a score of
sympathetic chords are touched, for
in this body there once glowed the
soul of an American, with the aspira¬
tions and ambitions of a citizen who
cherished life and its opportunities.
He may have been a native or an

adopted son; that matters little, be¬
cause they glorified tho same loyalty,
they sacrificed alike.
"We do not know his station in

life, because from every station came
the patriotic response of the 5,000,-
000, I recall the days .of creating
armies, and the departing of caravels
which braved the murderous seas to
reach the battle lines for maintained
nationality and^prcserveti civilization.
The service flag marked mansion and
cottage alike, and riches were com¬
mon to all homes in the consciousness
of service to country.
Greater Devotion
Hath No Man

"We do not know the eminence of
his birth, but we do know the glory
of his death. He died for his coun¬
try, and greater devotion hath no
man than this. He died unquestion¬
ing, uncomplaining, with faith in his
heart and hope on his lips, that his
country should triumph and its civil¬
ization survive. As a typical soldier
of tin's representative democracy 'no
fought and died, believing in the in¬
disputable justice of his country's
cause. Conscious of the world's up¬
heaval, appraising the magnitude of
a war the like of which had never
horrified humanity before, perhaps
he believed his to be a service des¬
tined to change the tide of human
affairs.

"In the death gloom of gas, the
bursting of .shells and rain of bul¬
lets men face more intimately the
great God over all; their souls are
aflame and consciousness expands
and hearts are searched. With the
din of battle, the glow of conflict
and the supreme trial of courage
come involuntarily tho hurried ap¬
praisal of life and the contempla¬
tion of death's great mystery. On
the thrcshhold of eternity many a

soldier, 1 can well believe, won¬
dered how his ebbing blood would

color the stream *\t human life flow¬
ing on ufter his sacrifice. His
patriotism was none less if he
craved more than triumph of coun-

try; rather, it was greater if ho
hoped for a victory foi all human
kind. Indeed, I revere ?bat citizen
whoso confidence in the righteous¬
ness of his country inspired belief
that its triumph is the victory of
humanity.
"This American soldier went forth

to battle with no Hatred for any
people in tho world« but hating war
and hating the purpose of every war
for conquest. He cherished our na¬
tional rights and abhorred the threat
of armed domination, and in the
maelstrom of destruction and suffer¬
ing and death ho fired his Bhot for
liberation of the captive conscience
of tho world. In advancing toward
his objective was somewhere a

thought of a world awakened, and
we are here to testify undying grati¬
tude and reverence for that thought
of a wider freedom.
Our Part to Atone
For Lotte» of Dead

"On such an occasion as this, amid
such a scene, our thoughts alternate
between defenders living and de¬
fenders dead. A grateful Republic
will be worthy of them both. Our
part is to atone for the losses of
heroic dead by making a better Re¬
public for the living.
"Sleeping in these hallowed

grounds are thousands of Americans
who have given their blood for the
baptism of freedom and its main¬
tenance, armed exponents of the na¬
tion's conscience. It is better and
nobler for their deedß. Burial here
is rather more than a sign of the
government's favor, it is a sugges¬
tion of a tomb in the heart of tho
nation, sorrowing for its noble dead.
"To-day's ceremonies proclaim that

the hero unknown is not unhonored.
Wo gather him to the nation's breast,
within the shadow of the Capitol,
of the towering shaft that honors
Washington, the great father, and of
the exquisite monument to Lincoln,
the martyred savior. Here tho in¬
spirations of yesterday and the con¬

science of to-day forever unite to
make the Republic v/orthy of his
death for flag and country.
"Ours aro lofty resolutions to¬

day, as with tribute to the dead wo

consecrate ourselves to a better
order for the living. With all my
heart I wish wc might say to the
defenders who survive, to mothers
who sorrow, to widows and children
who mourn, that no such sacrifice
shall be asked again.
Modern Warfare I»
Scientific Destruction

"It was my fortune recently to see
a demonstration of modem warfare.
It is no longer a conflict in chivalry,
no more a test of militant manhood.
It is only -cruel, deliberate, scientific
destruction. There was no contend¬
ing enemy, only tho theoretical

jBesst & Co.
Fifth Avenue at 35th Street.N.Y.

Establislxed iSyg

emphasize, Today and ¿Monday

957 MEN'S
MIXTURE SUITS
WINTER WEIGHT BEST-MADE

35 $40 $45
Young Men's Sizes Included

i

A large assortment of Patterns.
In Long, Short, Stout and Regular Sizes

t

/

J

CONSERVATIVE MODELS

419 at $35
245 at $40
293 at *45
MEN'S SHOP.FIFTH FLOOR

defense of a hypothetic objective.
But the attack was made with all
the relentless methods, of modern
destruction. There was the rain of
ruin from the aircraft, the thunder
of artillery, followed by the un¬
speakable devastation wrought by
bursting shells; there were mortar»
belching their bombs of desolation;
machine guns concentrating their
leaden storms; there was the infan¬
try, advancing, firing, and falling-
like men with souls sacrificing for the
decision. The flying missiles were
revealed by illuminating tracers, so

that we could note .heir flight and
appraise their deadlines. The air
was streaked with tiny flames mark¬
ing the flight of massed destruction;
wiaiie the effectiveness of the theo¬
retical defense was impressed by the
simulation of dead and wounded
among those going forward, un¬

daunted and unheeding. As this
panorama of unutterable destruction
visualized the horrors of modern con¬

flict there grew on me the sense of
the failure of a civilisation which
can leave its problems to such cruel
arbitrament. Surely no one in au¬

thority, with human attributes and a

full appraisal of the patriotic loy¬
alty of his countrymen, could ask the
manhood of kingdom, empire or re¬

public to make such sacrifice until
all reason had failed, until appeal
to justice through understanding, had
been denied, until every effort of love
and consideration for fellow men

had been exhausted, until freedom it¬
self and inviolate honor had been
brutally threatened.

"I speak not as a pacifist fearing
war, but as one who loves justice
and hates war. I speak as one who
believes the highest function of gov¬
ernment is to giyc its citizens the
security of peace, the opportunity to
achieve, and the pursuit of happi¬
ness, .

"The loftiest tribute we can be¬
stow to-day.the heroically earned
tribute.fashioned in deliberate con¬

viction, out of unclouded thought,
neither shadowed by remorse nor
made vain by fancies, is the com¬
mitment of this Republic to an ad¬
vancement never made before. If
American achievement is a cherished

pride at home, if our unselfishness
among nation» is all we wish it to
be, and ours is a helpful example in
the world, then let u» give of our in¬
fluence and strength, yea, of our

aspiration! and convictions, to put
mankind on a little higher plane,
exulting and exalting, with war's
distressihg and depressing tragédie»
barred from the stage of righteous
civilisation.
For Ruts Where
Reason Sheti Prevail

"There have been a thousand de¬
fenses justly and patriotically made;
a thousand offenses which reason
and righteousness ought to have
stayed. Let us beseech all men to
join us in seeking the rule under
which reason and righteousness shall
prevail.
"Standing to-day on hallowed

ground, conscious that all America
has halted to share in the tribute of
heart and mind and sou] to this fel¬
low American, and knowing that the
world is noting this expression of.
the Republic's mindfulness, it is fit¬
ting to say that his sacrifice, and
that of the millions dead, shall not
be in vain. There must be, there
shall be, the commanding voice of a

conscious; civilization against armed
warfare. *

"As we return this poor clay to its
mother soil, garlanded by love and
covered with the decorations that
only nations can bestow, I can sense
the prayers of our people, of all peo¬
ples, that this Armistice Day ....ha!!
mark the beginning of a new and
lasting era of peace on earth, good
Will among men. Let me join in
that prayer:
"'Our Father, who art in heaven,

hallowed be Thy name. Thy king¬
dom come, Thy will be done on earth
as it is in heaven. Give us this day
our daily bread, and forgive us our

trespasses as we forgive those who
trespass against us. And lead us not
into temptation, but deliver us from
evil, for Thine is the kingdom, and
the power, and the glory, forever.
Amen.' "

Armistice Holiday for
Allied Troops on Rhine

COBLENZ, Nov. 11..Armistice Day
was observed throughout the occupied
area to-day as a holiday for all Allied
troops. German inhabitants, however,
carried on business as usual.
Horse racing and otüer sports feat¬

ured the activities of the day in the
American area. A series of inter-Allied
boxing matches was scheduled for to¬
night at Coblenz.

Harding'» Voice
Carried Plainly
3,000 Miles

President's Eulogy at Bierof Unknown Heard Dis.
tinctly by 10,000 Per.
son» in San Francisco

Each Drum Beat Audible
Remarkable Demonstration

Amazes Throng Partiel,
pating in Tribute to Hero
SAN FRANCISCO, Nov. U^-xi»

voice of the President of the United
States, coming through a bann et fo.
liage at the back of the C-.vic Audi¬
torium stage so clearly an¡j diatiactly
that 10,000 spectators held thair Drnatb
in unconscious expectation that Presi¬
dent Harding himself would step for.
ward, brushed away three tnoua»¡j¿
miles of distance for San Francise« to¬
day.
"We are met to-day to pay tho in.

personal tribute. The name of him
whose body lies before us took flight
with his imperishable soui," said the

i invisible speaker, and every othernek*
in the great hall died away, just as it
did at Arlington among the thomands
massed around the unknown «oldters
body. "We know not whei.ee he came
but only that his tíeatü marks him
with the imperishable jrlory of an
American dying for his country."
Although the glinting telephonewires could not carry President Har-ding's face and figure across the conti¬

nent, imagination completed the picturefor the mothers whose* sons never cam«
home, for the halting veterans whorecalled the nameless soldier perhaps
as a missing comrade, and for others
who worked, gave and waited while
the struggle went on across the eea.
Every note of the band, every throb

of tho drum, every call of the buglesank into the ears of the auditors ae if'
no telephone receivers, no copper wires,
no great amplifiers, but instead merely
a dozen yards of open air at Arlington
stood between them and the President.
At 9 o'clock.noon in Arlington.the

j city stood still for two minâtes. Boat*
on the bay stopped their engines and

| drifted, traina stood dead on their
tracks and all the clash and clatter of
life hung suspended while the Cn-
known Soldier was given into the em¬
brace of the tomb.
A program at Victory Monument in

the civic center followed the exerciiei
in the auditorium.
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and COMPANY

SAKS-TAILORED
OVERCOATS for MEN

oAre as a barometer to correct overcoat
fashions for Metropolitan mear. We
feature twenty-five new models to-day .

o4t4300 up

AT MAN who cannot satisfy his requirementsQ^sl instantly from this collection ofcoats would
indeed be difficult to-please. All are new,all are immaculately Saks-tailored, all are finished

down to the minutest detail of piping a seam in that
painstaking manner which at once stamps each
coat as having come from the hands of a master
craftsman. They are Saks overcoats.every one of///¿w.made expressly to meet the requirements of
Jthe city's best-dressed men.

Single and Double-breasted models, produced
in the finest ofAmerican-made and imported

overcoatings of distinction.

Broadway SaksMIûttqiany ät 34th St.


