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I
When soldiers ot the Cress wait'd Holy War,
With courage high, ard heart» that did not quail 
Before the foe, in olden time» they saw 
The blessed vision of the Holy Grail.
Tho" Christ was gone, His pledge was with them yet. 
For, borne on wings of angels, from the skies,
They saw the chalice that once held the wine
As emblem of the Saviour's sacrifice
For men, and knew that still the Master met.
With His own friends, in fellowship divine.

" II.

Christ has His soldiers now. Though years have rolled 
Away, the warriors of the Cross are strong 
To fight His battles, as the saints of old.
Against oppression, tyranny, and wrong.
And still amid the conflict, they can trace 
The Saviour’s influence. Not the Holy Grail 
Which once as His remembrance was adored.
But Christ Himself is with them. For a veil 
Is lifted from their eyes, and, face to face 
They meet the presence of the risen Lord.

III.
O blessed vision I After all the years, '
Christ’s with us yet. To-day, as heretofore.
Men see Thee still and they cast off their fears,
And take fresh courage to press on once more.
The soldiers, bearing from the desperate fight 
A wounded brother, see Thee, in the way,
The ever-present Saviour in their strife.
For once again, Thy loved ones hear Thee say,
(O Christ ! White Comrade, in their stand for right I) 
“ Lo, I am with you alway," Lord of Life.
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