
LLOYD GEORGE LAID TO REST 

The flag over the Houses of Parliament flew at half mast. 
From 

The father of the house was dead. ttBh Tee Nooith, the 

home in North Wales where he died, David Lloyd George 

was borne to his last resting plaee. The toil was over; 

the long eventful life had passed into the history of 

England. But here there was n& ceremony. He was 

remaining, at his own request, among his own people, 
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in his beloved Wales.Mn . i o r  L l o yd nonrnffi i the 
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John Roberts, «A9-, boyhood friend,sat apart, privileged 

among tbe six thousand people who came to pay homage to 

the greatest Welshman who ever livedo 

(After g-sons) Byuthe mountain stream where he played 

in childhood and meditated as a man rests the body of the 
great statesman. / 
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hountains will outlast 


