
� � � �� � ��� �	 �
 �� 	 �� � � �� � ��� �	 �
 �� 	 �� � � �� � ��� �	 �
 �� 	 �� � � �� � ��� �	 �
 �� 	 � ����
 
“ What really should be remembered and taught 
about the Western Front is that, for  the first time, 
societies were reorganized to feed a killing 
machine.  I t would not be the last.  My ghosts 
from the Great War  tell me to get the word out: 
what happened then can happen again.  . . . Lest 
We Forget – not just the dilemmas of our 
grandfathers, but the continual siren song of 
violence in uniform. The Serbs in Bosnia, the 
Hutus in Rwanda, even the Canadians in 
Somalia.  The next century’s shor t list of enforced 
amnesia is already lengthening.  
 
One veteran of Verdun, ninety-nine years old and 
unimpressed, turned down the proffered medal.  
“ I  don’ t want to be a member  of the Legion,”  he 
told the press.  “ What for? Nobody learned 
anything from our  war .”   -The Accidental 
Histor ian 
 
 
Who are these. . . ? She gestured with her  hand.  “ These?”  The man with the brush sounded 

surpr ised.  “ The lost.”    
“ Men who died in this battle?”    
“ No. The lost, the ones they did not find.  The others 
are in the cemeter ies.”   “ These are just the . . . the 
unfound?”    
She looked at the vault above her  head and then 
around in panic at the endless wr iting, as though the 
surface of the sky had been papered in footnotes.  
When she could speak again, she said, “ From the 
whole war?”    

The man shook his head. “ Just these fields.”  He gestured with his arm.   
 
“ Nobody told me. My God, she cr ied nobody told me.”  – Birdsong 
 
 


