
The Gospel among the Soldiers 

by the Rev. G. Tulip Scot 

THE work of a Chaplain on active service is many-sided; he 
has indeed to be, “All things to all men.” Director of sports, 
entertainment provider, assistant to the medical officer, are 
some of the duties which fall to him apart from those 
associated with his office as chaplain. When Tommy, 
speaking of the Padre, says - “He is a good sort,” he is 
paying his tribute to his work and worth.


There is no religious organization behind him, no church 
with its setting to aid him, for he has to preach in huts, 
tents, or the open air. Wherever he can he “sets up his 
altar.” He creates his own atmosphere, so his work is 
purely personal. This is his opportunity. He may miss the 
beauty of a well ordered service, the dignity of the church, 
but the services gain in directness because of the 
simplicity of their setting.


Some of the early morning services on the desert are 
fragrant memories, and the impression of them will never 
fade away. Under the brilliant blue of Egypt's sky before the 
sun had reached its height, standing in the centre of the 
square, the khaki-clad, sun-baked men — men who had 
been through Gallipoli’s hell — listening to the “Message’’ 
and singing the old familiar hymns with a power and 
abandon that were strangely moving, one realized what a 
privilege and responsibility it was to serve our brave and 
splendid lads. Or later, when in the shade of a bamboo and 
cocoa matting hut, administering the Sacrament, one 
realized indeed the power and potency of His Presence, 
and thanked God for the steadfastness of men who were 
loyal soldiers of Jesus Christ.


The Sacrament has become a bigger thing than ever in the lives of men, and its spiritual 
significance intensified. How we have belittled in our churches the Lord’s Supper! One effect of 
this war will be the putting of this sacred ordinance in its proper place in the life of our church. The 
prophet, the preacher, the teacher are all needed, but the mystic side of our church life needs 
encouraging, and due importance must be paid to the Sacrament. How men out there ask for it, 
and those Communion Services the night before the men. ‘‘went up the line’’ were instinct indeed 
with His Presence. From those services men went forth to danger and death, strengthened with 
the consciousness that He would go with them. 


In one of the Egyptian papers there was recently a discussion on the Resurrection of our Lord. 
Clever and learned letters appeared daily, denouncing the Resurrection as a myth, a figment of 
the imagination, a worn-out idea, an exploded theory. The last letter was from a soldier who had 
fought in France and Gallipoli: a simple, manly, earnest, personal statement, in which he 
expressed from his own experience the blessing he himself had received, and the strength given 
in times of peril and stress, through his conscious communion with Jesus Christ. Experience is 
bigger than logic, and the refreshing testimony of “One who had tried Him” was a splendid 
vindication of faith and the power of the Gospel.


Men are religious though they know it not. Their sacrificial companionship, their desire to see their 
comrades decently buried prove it. They may not subscribe to our creeds nor ally themselves with 
our churches, but they are responsive to the Gospel appeal and recognize the fact of God.
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In lonely camps on the lines of communication in far away Mesopotamia it was my privilege to 
conduct many services. Services were infrequent, but when the opportunity presented itself how 
the men availed themselves of the privilege of worship, and how loth they were to go away when 
the meeting had ended. One night in a Y.M.C.A. hut a crowd of eight hundred men were present, 
many of them from Australia and New Zealand, and crowds straight out from England. I had the 
unique experience of being encored. The men were starving for worship, having been debarred 
from it for several weeks, so when the chance came they made the most of it, and demanded a 
“second helping.’’ Out into the wondrous starlight night we went more convinced than ever that 
the world’s greatest need is Jesus Christ, and that He and He alone can meet and satisfy the 
claims of our deepest natures.


When face to face with the great enemy, Death, when confronted by suffering and pain, to go 
through the hospital wards and visit the men who were fever stricken and wounded, to be with 
them at the last as they passed ‘‘within the veil’’—without the hope of our Gospel and the 
consolation of our faith such a task would have been a heart-breaking impossibility, but as men 
listened to the story of the Supreme Sacrifice, they realized that theirs had not been in vain, and 
answered the challenge smiling and unafraid.


Whatever may be the outcome of these tragic years of fate with their tyranny of tears and 
suffering, one thing is certain, the Cross is the biggest thing in the world’s history. Only as the 
eyes of the world are directed to Christ, and only as men seek to learn the real significance of the 
Cross, will the Day we all hope for and pray for dawn.
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