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“NOT DEAD, ONLY DRY” o7

nearing. God’s “season” comes when all has gone
down to despair.

So we look round on our Moslem field, and tri-
umph in the dryness that is so like death, for it
shows that we need not have long to wait.

But a great fight is fought overhead in the natural
world out here before the rains are set free: the
poor dry lands seem to wrestle against the one
thing that they need. Before the clouds burst there
will come days—weeks, perhaps, off and on—of
fierce sirocco, hurling them back as they try to
gather. Sometimes they seem on the point of
breaking, and a few drops may get through the
heavy air, then back go the clouds, leaving the brassy
glare undimmed. On the fight goes, and gets only
harder and harder, till suddenly the victory is won.
The south wind drops, or shifts to the west, and the
clouds, laden now with their treasure, mass them-
selves in the east; then the wind wheels to the east
and gets behind them, and in an hour or less, unre-
sisted, they are overhead; unresisted, the windows of
heaven are opened, and the rain comes down in

floods with a joyful splash, drenching the earth to

its depths, and calling to life every hidden po-
tentiality.

A fight like that lies before us in the lands of
Islam. It has begun even now; for we have seen
again and again the clouds gather and swept back,
leaving a few drops at best, and these often quickly
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