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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

wnee, Koynt, Galiipoli

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.

By
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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
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which the hero in Browning's ™ Prospice 7 Jonged to face and overcome, The
worde are so apt that we may be forgiven for quoting part of the poein.

“ Hear death 2—to feel the fog in my throat,
The mist in my face,

When the snows begin, and the blasts denote
I am nearing the place,

The power of the might, the press of the storm,
The post of the foe ;

Where he stands, the Avch Fear in a visible form,
Yet the strong man must go :

For the Journey is done and the summit attained,
And the barriers fall,

Tho’ a hattle’s to fight ere the querdon be gained,
The reward of it all.

1 was ever a fighter, so—one fight more,
The best and the last !

I would hate that death bandaged my eyves, and forbove,
And bade me creep past.

No ! let me taste the whole of it, farve like my peers
The herces of old,

Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad ife’s arrears
Of pain, darkness and cold.”.

Farther than that we cannot accompany our soldier hero, but we believe that
for him too, * the worst has turned to the best,” thereis ““ peace out of pain,”
and the issue of the culminating effort of his life is with God.

The figure of Death as a separating gulf or stream has been a favourite
.one with the writers of all ages, and the circumstances of Lord Kitchener's death
naturally recall passages from many of our favourite authors. For instance
almost unbidden there rises in the mind the story of the Passing Arthur,
whose exploits in the grim days of old fitly set forth the doings of onr medern
knight. We shall never forget the challenge and the chaige given to Bri-
tain’s Army by ifts organizer when the First Expeditionary Force left for
France. His appeal for Obedience, for Temperance, and for Chastity shall
not be in vain. ‘ _

Dr. Rendel Harris has gathered together in his *“ Homily on the Liturgy
of the Falling Leaf ” (Woodbrooke Liturgies) the thoughts of ancient and
modern writers regarding the transit of the Waters of Death. He récalls the
Moslem belief in a bridge which spans the Gulf hetween this life and the next—
a bridge, however, which is go narrow thaf unbelievers have no chance of re-
taining their foothold, and * fall off on eithier side in shoals into the depth
profound of their proper perdition.”

Older than this is the hideously ugly ferryman of the ancient Greeks and
Romans—Charen. It is worthy of comment that death for the pagans of old
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was full of terror—they had none of the consolations that have come to us
through our knowiedge of an Baster dawn—of a Besinrection that has robhed
the grave forever of its grimmest aspect.

Following D, Harrls lne of thought we come to Lhe tims of Bunyan.
By that tiue, he says, Charon had become a forgotten figure (through Danbe
made use of him) but Bunyan still has o use for $he figure of a ferry und a
ferryman-—that Tl-fiope who conducted the luckless Tgnorance across tho:
River. But we arc nob encouraged by bis experience to look in this method
for an easy crossing and a favourable reception on yonder side.  When he came-
up fio the gabe ™ he came alone, neither did any man mees him with the leass
encouragement.””  His fellow-pilerims who chose the more strennous method
of fording the stream fared otherwise, for one of bhem was well nigh oversome
by the waves of fear and despondency. Prosently however he gob ground
0 stand upor, and both Christisn sud Hopeful with courageous hearts com-
plotod their joriney in peace, and gob & hearty wolcome to the Ciby upon the
Hill on the other side.

John Bunyan’s solution of the Death-transit is bhat there is no bridgs,
not any brustworbhy heat, and so we must fake to the water and try to find
the ford.

Tennysow’s solution differs from this, he does not discard the boat, he
retaing the boat and adds the harhour-bar. He was almost in the boat, and
he was in sight of the bar when he gave us his revelation in the form of a Soul's
Last Prayer. He looked anxiously for a moment ab the barometer, them
doubtfully ab the sea, then trustfully ab the deck-house and the Captain’s
cabin, which seemed to be ocoupied. Then he said, T will go pray, for it is
eventide, and large Hesper glitbers alreacty on the western wave.  Sunseb and
evening star, and one elear eall for me”

In & reference to one of the recently discovered °° Odes. of Solomon
Dr. Harris says, It js evidently a hymen for the Passing Soul, based on our
ford’s Promise to the Prophet, © When thou passest through the waters, 1 will
be with thee’ ; and if so, 16 is the only composition of the kind: in the eatly
Christian literature.

The  deaths of the ecarly Christian days were not all martyr-deaths ;
there must have been many precious souls, who stepped out very quietly into
waters which they had prayed the Lord by His Galilean grace fo still ; many
who coveted, like Tennyson, and like curselves, the ** tide that moving seems
asleep " 1 Bome went home by Fire-gate and some by Flood-gate ; some no
doubt like Mr. Standfast in the Pilgrim’s Progress, found that there was a great
calm ab that time in the River, therefore, when he was about hali-way in he
sbood a while and talled o his companions that waited-on him. thither. And
this last experience is, perhaps, the best of all.  ¥or

¢ Many wabersgo so
On to the sea ;

But the River of Death Howeth softest .
For thee and me.
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We have trod the sands of the desert
Under a bhurning sun ;

O sweet will the touch of the waters he
To fect whose journey is done.

Unto Him whose love has washed us,
Whiter than snow,

We shall pass through the Shailow River,
With hearts aglow.

For the Lord’s voice on the waters
Lingereth sweet :

He that is washed ncedeth only
T'o wash his feet.”

POEM.

Tue PRAYER #oR Pracy.

“ I prayed for peace ; God, aﬁ‘swcring my prayer,
Spake very softly of forgotten things;
Spake very softly old remembered words
Sweet as young starlight. Rose to heaven again
The mystic challenge of the N azerene,
That deathless affirmation.—Man in (lod
And: God'in man willing the God to be
And there was war and peace, and peace and war
Full 'yéar and lean, joy, anguish, Life and death,
Doing-their work on the evolving soul,
The-soul of man in God and God in mai.
' For death'is nothing in the sum of things,
And lifé is nothing in the sum of things,
But man-in God is all and God in man,
Will merged in will, love immanent in love
Moviig: through' visioned vistas to one goal—
The goal-of mén in God and God in man,
And ofall life'in God and God in life—
The far fruition of our earthly prayer,
“ Thy will 'be done.” There is no other peace.’”
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