Dead in His Prime

teacher inspiring; that few could rise to his
high level of service.

There is yet a deeper aspect of this character
with which we are concerned; but | shrink from
making the exposition, fearing lest with my
heavy literary tread | might destroy more than
| should discover. When one stands by the
holy place wherein dwells a dead friend’s soul
—the word would slip out at last—it becomes
him to take off the choes from off his feet. But
fortunately the dilemma does not arise. The
task has already been performed by one who by
God has been endowed with the religious sense,
and by nature enriched with the gift of expres-
sion; one who in his high calling has long been
acquainted with the grief of others, and is now
himself a man of sorrow, having seen with
understanding eyes,

These great days range like tides,
And leave our dead on every shore.

On February 14th, 1918, a Memorial Ser-
vice was held in the Royal Victoria College.
Principal Sir William Peterson presided. John
Macnaughton gave the address in his own lovely
and inimitable words, to commemorate one whom
he lamented, “so young and strong, in the
prime of life, in the full ripeness of his fine
powers, his season of fruit and flower bearing.
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