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A SOLDIERS' TEA-PARTY.

" ARRIVED at the door just as two or three motor-loads of soldiers drew up.
14 was, I think, the saddest sight I have ever seen, that stream of young
men and boys moving with diflicnlty along the wide passage. They wero
all dressed alike, in the blue-grey haospital garh ; and they were all broken
crutches, slings, bandages ; pale faces, slow and awkward nulovelnent& Some
were well enough to be already thol‘dugl‘lly enjoying the outing, and there
were happy grins which reminded one of an English village-tea. Others were
shy and proportionately sclemn ; and some were in toe much pain to think of
anything but the distance to the nearest chair.

There was no time to spend in pity. We watched the scemingly endiess
train of guests streaming in, and pleasure that so many had responced to the
invitation gave place to an aneasiness which rapidly degenerated into horrid
anxieby lest there might not he food for so mighty a meb.  When we had
gathered in one hundred more chairs, and seated just double the number
invited, we stood aghast at the problemn hefore us. However it was solved in
a manner which proved entirely satisfactory. We doled out the provisions as
far as they would go ; then came an interval for music, during which kind
friends brought in fresh stocks of cakes, of tea, of sugar, of cigarettes.

. The waiting at table had, of course, been breathless ; and as we sbruggled
through the packed hall with cups and dishes, there was not an instant to attend
to anything but the strictest business. The tables were rapidly cleared of
all food, and little was heard but the chink of crockery.

One appalling moment I had, when, as I was hurrying along with a trayiul
of empty plates, a youth,—who ought to make his way in the world,—said
ina firm; determined voice, “Tll take a picce of cake, Miss. . . . Thag
sounded all right ; but well 1 know that it was up to me to provide the piece of
cake which he would take. 1 replied, ** Il get you gome,” with a brave voice,
and a sinking heart., .

Mounting some stieps which commanded a view of the hall, T gazed hope-
lessty down on a vista of crumb-strewn tables. 1 retreated in despair to an
anteroon where the hostesses were clustered together waiting for more mate-
rial. Joy ! a little table had been set in a corner to accommedate some late
comers, and on it stood a plate containing two pieces of cake. With an un-
contradictable, ** You won’t be wanting this, will you 7 I carried it off in
triumph. My hungry friend received it with a stony ~ Thank you.” I verily
believe he did it on purpose, N

Then the music began. Iixcellent music such as all men love, (The
exceplions prove the rule), and  well-known songs with choruses! For a
moment | was disappointed. 1 did want to talk to them. The bown was sceth-
ing with wounded soldiers ; everyone was hearing iheir experiences ; and I
had never spoken to one. IHowever, one learnt, or imagined, a great deal by
watching their faces as they listened.
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T did hear their experiences too, between the pileces. The three men
nearest e needed very libtle provocation to sell we the whole story of their
hattles wid their wounds.

The fivab was a shop-assistant: the kind with his haiv parted in the middle,
That was why 1 veutured to speak to him. T auppose & wounded man does not
trouble to parh his hair in the middle unless he does want to be talkod to.  He
told me of the Uhureh Choir he had sung in, of the Y. M. {1 A work he had done,
of how he himself had sung in a concert for wounded soldiers this time last
year, of how, since then, he had visibed Ur of the Chaldees, had been shok
through the chest, and left wounded in the trenches long enough to develope
valvular heart-disease.

Then o Harry Lauder song loosoned the tongre of an Ldinburgh boy who

geemed to have been on almost every fghting front,—1
and. the Gulf.
Cockney accent and Seoteh gave Wway o the thickest Lancashire when a
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coflier from 3t Helen's hegan to explain fo me that the reason why he was
getbing so tized was that he had strained the inuscles of his back, as well ag other
damage.  His was a very sad story, for bis young wife and Htele boy had hoth
died in Ingland since he had left home.

d tosing. My chorister
friend svas longing to, bitt had to consider his wound. Some did, and were
tremnendously applauded.  We waitresses kept owr attention as elosely as
possible on the ices, cokd drinks, cakes, ete., whick were being handed round
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Powards the ond the soidiers themselves were aske

during this $ime. T am assuverd that she Tommies had chosen their songs
most carelully,—as caleulated fo please the ladies in their aundience.  Well,
well !

At length “ The lagh song,” was anmounced. There was a percoptible
lengthening of faces. ** Why the last song 77 somebody asked.  The
officer in charge had said it, and there was an end.

ON PASSING THROUGH THE WATERS.
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HE passing of our great warrior-statesman, Lord Kitchener, has struck

o chord of grief and love in the heards of the nation such as no obher

isolated event of the European War has done. We look to our poets o clothe

with adequate expression the thoughts which are too deep for words as we
muse on the final scene in the life of cur nakional hero.

One can imagine our ** strong man,” going out in the fuldess of his vigour

and usefulness to be confronted by that fierce, relentless aspeet of Death



