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PREFACE. 

s INCE the days of boyhood the Ancient East has

had a strange fascination for me. I ts names 
have been like poetry in my ears; its cities have 
haunted many a waking moment. Stories of Abraham, 
of Joseph, of Moses, of Daniel fired my earliest 

• 

imagination. Their truth was never doubted. 
With maturer years, wider reading, and growth of 

critical f acuities their historical importance has been 
greatly increased. Interest in ancient history and in 
research among dust-covered ruins has brought the 
conviction that there is not a historical detail in which 
the Bible has been proved inaccurate. 

The fallowing pages are meant to bring that con
viction to the minds of younger Christians, who, 
following a scholastic career, are brought more 
directly into contact with men who doubt or deny the 
truths of the Bible. Several of the chapters record 
actual conversations with young friends, while others 
embody answers to questions constantly asked by in
telligent young Christians. 

It is with the hope and prayer that Christian parents 
and their children will be blessed by what follows that 
the book goes forth on its mission. The days are 
dark and dangerous ; but God is greater than our foes. 

ANDREW BORLAND. 



CHAPTER I. 

BURIED CITIES FOUND. 

"YOU'RE a regular tease, that's what you are. 
Can't you let me have some quiet, even though 

it means that you must do without my company? You 
are forever disturbing me when I am reading." 

As Kathleen Tait said these words without lifting 
her eyes from the page to which they seemed fixed, 
her voice indicated that she was settled for the after
noon and that her brother had not the faintest chance 
of alluring her from her favourite pastime. Although 
she had just finished the first half of her upper school 
career and was considered one of the best girls in 
school she was as fond of dolls as of books. What 
fun little visitors had to Crenagh Cottage when she 
brought out her old-fashioned pram and proceeded to 
uncover dolls of all sizes dressed in the most fantastic 
ways ! And how her brother Norman would laugh as 
he made fun of her by catching the pram in his hands 
and running round the yard to the unbounded amuse
ment of their little friends! On this particular after
noon there was every evidence of Kathleen's pet hob
bies. As she sat in the garden chair with feet out
stretched, around her lay several dolls of the smallet 
kind in various degrees of nudeness, and, scattered in 
]ittle heaps, were bits of brightly coloured cloth and 
lengths of wool. On the chair beside her were various 

9 
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Girl's Annuals, and in her hand was a copy of Lamb's 
Adventures of Ulysses. 

"Norman, do stop it," she repeated for the third 
time, as she turned over the page at which she was 
reading. Just for the moment her eyes were diverted 
from the page and she became aware of the fact that 
her brother seemed to be wearing a new suit. That 
was not an unusual thing with Normain Tait, for his 
father was a tailor, and it was not an unlooked for 
happening that he should have a new suit without the 
knowledge of his sister. Even that was not a sufficient 
inducement for her to n1iss a few moments' reading 
in order to scold him for keeping his secret, as she 
would have called it. 

How long she would have resisted the desire to 
pass her verdict upon the art of her father we cannot 
say, but just then she was called back to earth by a 
shout from the kitchen door. 

"Kathleen, Kathleen." 
It was her mother who called; and the daughter, 

who loved her fondly, rose instantly to obey. As she 
did so, and turned to move across the stretch of grass 
newly cut, her hands were raised in surprise as she 
exclaimed in broken speech, 

"Oh, Mr. Warden, Mr. Warden, what a shame! 
Who would have thought that you would be here to
day? I thought it was only Norman at his tricks 
again. Why did you not send us word you were 
coming?" 

As she uttered these words she stooped to pick up 
the articles that lay strewn at her feet, blushing as she 
did so. It was no easy task to conceal from the eye 
of the unexpected visitor all the evidences of her pas-
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times, and, in her hurry, she missed one hidden under 
the edge of the chair. It was not a difficult matter 
for him to conceal it further until a favourable moment 
permitted him to snatch it up unseen. 

"Put away your play things, and come for a right 
romp with real people. Don't spend all your precious 
holidays over your books. You'll have plenty of that 
next session when you come to the Academy." 

It was Norman who spoke, for by this time he had 
joined the company on the green and was making 
the embarrassment of his sister all the more complete. 

"It isn't fair. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, 
Norman, to keep teasing me and disturbing me when 
I want to be at peace." 

"All right, stay where you are, but Mr. Warden 
and I shall go ourselves and leave you to bake in the 
sun. If you don't come to-day we shall arrange to 
have lots of strolls along the sands and among the 
woods, and you shan't come." 

"Strolls with whom? You don't go far unless you 
have company. And you won't have Mr. Warden to
morrow anyway." 

"Now, Norman," interposed their visitor, "don't 
tease her too far. Tell your sister all the news and 
she will gladly consent to fall in with our plans, I'm 
sure she will." 

"Kathleen," said her n1other, "Mr. Warden has come 
to stay with us for a while and I want Norman and 
you to make his holiday as pleasant as you can. Will 
you not?" 

"Most certainly! But has Mrs. Warden not come, 
and Irene?" "Yes, dear, the whole family have come, 
and we are planning to have such nice times." 
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As she said these words she turned towards the 
house and made a sign, whereupon Mrs. Warden and 
her little girl of five years appeared and laughingly 
joined the party round the garden chair. "Kathleen," 
shouted Irene, as she ran to the bigger girl and began 
tugging at her dress, "we have come to live with you. 
Daddy and Mammy are not going home to-night ; sure 
we're not, Mum!" 

"Come along Kathleen, lay aside your book for a 
little and join Norman and Irene and myself in a stroll 
along the sand. It will do you good. We shan't go 
too far, so that you need not be afraid of your foot." 

With this the company broke up, and while the two 
women went inside the others passed out of the gate 
and headed towards the sands on the further side of 
the grassy hills in front of them. Although only 17 
Norman was the tallest of the group. He was a lad 
full of fun, and, as we have seen already, always 
seeking some way to tease his sister. He had just 
finished his second year at the local Academy, where 
he had every reason to be proud of his attainments. 
He was working hard to be among the prize-winners 
in his final year. But he was not a mere book worm. 
He was a spirited boy, and took endless delight in 
romping among the sand dunes on the shore. 

Kathleen was shy to a stranger in an unusual way, 
but was a real favourite with Mr. Warden. She had 
just completed the first three years of her secondary 
course at school, and was soon to join her brother at 
the Academy. She had been most unfortunate in her 
last year and would perhaps have been dux of the 
school had not sickness prevented her from being at all 
the examinations. Just before the close of the session 
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she had 1net with a cycling accident which had injured 
her foot and had kept her confined to the garden for 
several weeks. Even now she had a decided limp 
which warned her to be care£ ul. Fifteen years of age, 
she was tall and rather dark. Her eyes were bright, 
and underneath dark eyebrows showed with a gleam 
of keen intelligence. For years she had been rather 
delicate but there were signs that she was growing 
into maidenhood a strong girl. 

Both children were favourites with Mr. Warden 
who had known them for several years. As a young 
teacher he had found a home with their parents who 
were of the same religious persuasion as himself, and 
he had seen the children grow up with the pleasure 
almost of an older brother. They had both passed 
through his hands at school and although they were 
now removed to another locality the friendship had not 
ceased. He was himself now married and had come 
with his wife and child to spend part of the long sum
mer vacation at Trwyn. Naturally the two children 
were delighted at the prospect of happy times together. 
And so was their visitor. Since leaving their home 
he had not had the opportunities he would have liked 
to get into close touch with them. Being a Christian 
and accepting the teachings of the Bible regarding his 
duty to others, he had always been anxious that his 
two young friends should follow the example of their 
parents and their grandparents on both sides. With 
much sincere pleasure he had seen both of them grow 
up to accept his Master as their Saviour to the great 
delight of their parents. But they would soon have 
to face a world that was ruthless with its ways of deal
ing with the Bible, and he was concerned lest in the 
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course of their studies their faith in the Book should 

be undermined. And now the opportunity had come, 
and he was determined to embrace it. 

As they made their way across the dunes the ripples 
of their laughter could be heard in the cottage behind 
them. Soon they were out .of sight of it altogether, 
and chasing Irene in and out of the long grass. None 
enjoyed the fun more than Mr. Warden who had got 
back the spirit of youth as he threw off the restraint 
of the classroom and forgot himself in the delight£ ul 
company of the children. 

"See, here is a pretty spot to sit, Daddy," shouted 
Irene, as she bounded over a hillock and was lost to 
sight on the other side. 

They topped the little mound of sand, and there 
before them stretched the sparkling sea, dancing in 
the sheer joy of the sunshine. Right in front, like a 
great sprawling giant of stone with his huge toes in 
the air at the northern end, lay the well-known form 
of the island of Arran; while to the south as far as 
they could see, was the coastline disappearing in the 
distance. Straight between, like a stone set in the 
silver sea, dim in the haze of the summer af temoon, 

rose the semi-circular shape of Ailsa Craig. True, it 
was an ideal place to rest and feast the eyes on the 
beauties of the seascape before them. 

And rest they did. 
During the walk across, no opportunity had offered 

itself for conversation, but soon an opening was made. 
It was Kathleen who gave it. 

"Mr. Warden," she enquired, "did such a person as 

Ulysses ever live, and was there such a place as 
Troy?" 
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"The answer to the second part of your question 
is quite easy, for one of the most remarkable stories 
is the one which tells of how the ancient cities of that 
name have been unearthed by the labours of men 
whom we call excavators. As to the first part of your 
question we must for the present be content to speak 
of Ulysses as we do if our own King Arthur, believing 
that there must have been a real person behind the 
hero of whose wonderful travels you have been read
ing. Perhaps at some other tim-e I may take occasion 
to tell you of the romances associated with the work 
of digging to the foundations of the various cities that 
were built on the site of what we now call Troy. 
The stories of true discoveries are often more thrilling 
than those you read of in books of fiction. Men have 
spent fortunes in finding out for us information about 
lost cities, and have often risked their lives in their 
searches. Some of the stories seem almost too strange 
to be true, as wonderful as the voyage of Columbus 
when he accidentally found his expedition stopped by 
the unknown continent of America. I have been 
lately reading many in connection with the countries 
concerned in the history of the Old Testament and 
have been amazed at how true are the pictures of 
ancient times told in the stories of the Bible." 

"Tell us one of them, Mr. Warden," asked Norman 
who, although he had been busy digging among the 
sand with Irene, had not been unaware of what was 
being said. 

"If you will come and sit down beside us I shall be 
delighted to tell you of the man who found out the lost 
city of Nineveh." 

"Do you mean the Nineveh to which Jonah was 
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sent to preach?" enquired Kathleen who had moved . 
round so that she no,v sat straight in front of the 
speaker. 

"The very same, for the city was destroyed, although 
it was at one time the greatest city in the world." 

"O, yes!" exclaimed Norman, "Babylon and Nine
veh were the great cities which once controlled all the 
land that we now call Mesopotamia." 

"Quite so, but for three thousand years almost they 
were lost beneath the rubbish of centuries and all ,ve 
knew about them was the little we could learn from the 
Bible. And strange to say t�ey were brought to light 
by an accident that made a young lawyer the com
panion of another who was afraid of -sea-sickness. 
It was a young man· named Layard who laid the world 
in his debt by discovering for us the marvellous sculp
tures that a1orned the palaces and temples built by 

. the mig�ty monarchs Sen�acherib and N ebuchadezzar. 
To-day we can read the strange .writings of those 
kings and gaze upon the wonders of the past all 
because of the courage and determination of that 

•.

one young man. 
"Henry Austin Layard was born in Paris in 1817, 

just two years after the Battle of Waterloo. His 
ancestors were Huguenots who had taken refuge in 
England during the religious persecutions in France 
and had settled on this side of the Channel. His 
f ath�r was not rich and he was brought up by ari uncle 
living in London. It was his uncle's intention to make 
him a lawyer, but the young man's mind did not lie 
in that direction. Through reading ' The Arabian 
Nights' his imagination had been fired and fascinated 
by the East. And his heart lay there. At the age of 
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twenty-two he set out for Ceylon, and in order to have 
the company of another young man who was travelling 
to the same part he determined to make the journey 
by land, for his companion was afraid of the sea. To 
that strange circumstance we owe the discovery of 
these ancient cities. 

"Layard never reached Ceylon, for, on arriving at 
Constantinople, the British Ambassador there engaged 
him on secret missions, during one of which he came 
to the River Tigris on the banks of which stood the 
hidden ruins of ancient Nineveh. Mounds attracted 
his ,attention and as he: passed them by, he tells us, 
a great longing came over him to learn what was 
hidden within them; for he had the feeling he would 
one day clear up the mystery of their contents. 

"At Nimroud, then at Nineveh, and then at Babylon 
the romance of eastern discoveries began; for many 
others took up the work that Layard commenced. And 
what work it was ! Everything was against him. He 
was poor and had little money to spend on his labours. 
The Arabs sought to hinder him. He was accused of 
making plans for the conquest of the land. The 
natives thought he would disturb the spirits of their 
ancestors. At other times they believed that he was 
searching for treasures of gold and did all they could 
to put obstacles in his way. Yet he persevered until 
he won success. He lived in the poorest of huts for his 
home. At times he had to sleep under the table to 
shelter from the rain. Beside him slept sheep and 
cattle. But he was willing to suffer these hardships 
for the love of learning about the treasure of these 
mounds. 

"At Nimroud, the modern town-name for the ancient 
B 
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city of Calah of which we read in Genesis, he made 
startling discoveries. There under the rubbish of two 
thousand years and more he unearthed great statues 
of stone, men with eagle-heads, lions with heads of 
men, bulls with far reaching wings. They were like 
monsters of a long-lost city of giants. T1'e natives 
were excited out of bounds, and on one occasion when 
they had dug up the head of one of these monsters 
a native ran in terror through the streets of the town 
declaring that Nimrod himself, the founder of the 
ancient City, had come up f ram the underworld. 
There, too, Layard found in one of the three palaces 
his labours disclosed records of King Shalmanaser II., 
who you may remember, carried the ten tribes of 
Israel away into captivity. 

"To Nineveh he next went. There wonder after 
wonder was brought to the light of day. He sat amidst 
the ruins of palaces among rare treasures of ancient 
art, sketching and writing the marvels of the hidden 
East. There he trod the very stones on which the 
great Sennacherib had walked, and read the inscrip
tions he had carved on the walls. There, too, he re
read the stories of Bible kings like Hezekiah, not in 
his Bible but in the stories on the rock faces. 

"At Babylon he stood within the palace of the mighty 
Nebuchadnezzar, and gazed upon the thousands of 
strange records he had left on the walls of his house 
and elsewhere. What a feeling it must have been for 
that young man from England to stand within the 
very palace where Daniel stood and interpreted to his 
captor the dream he had forgotten! There, too, he 
would remember that three youths had quietly defied 
that monarch and suffered themselves to be cast into 
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the seven-times heated furnace rather than deny their 
God. To-day, we may read translations of the 
records of deeds kept by these kings of old, but it 
was not easy for La yard and others to procure their 
copies and discover what was written on them. The 
language was an unknown one and no living person 
spoke it. Like the cities it had been lost for centuries. 
And oftentimes it was at the risk of life that dis
coverers obtained their information, for the records 
were often carved on the face of perpendicular rock 
to which there was hardly any access. So far out of 
the way are they that they were seldom visited, and 
until the time of Layard hardly anyone knew of their 
existence. On one occasion Layard had himself 
lowered from the edge of a cliff and, hanging in mid
air, he copied from the Book of Stone a story which 
he afterwards discovered told how one of these ancient 
kings built a huge canal for the benefit of his people. 
What if that rope had broken when the explorer was 
hanging there! In such a hurry was he to have his 
work done that he quitted his task as soon and as 
quickly as he could, actually leaving behind him some 
of his papers. Fifty years after, when another ex
plorer visited the same place, these very papers were 
discovered as Layard had left them. Is not that mar
vellous? 

"But it is not even so wonderful and thrilling as the 
story of the man whose ladder broke when he was 
passing over a narrow ledge of rock to take down 
some more inscriptions on the cliffs at a wild place 
called Behistun. At the time when Layard was .... " 

Just then Mr. Warden was interrupted by little 
Irene who had ceased her playing in the sand and 
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had become aware that it was some considerable time 
since she had had something to eat. 

"Daddy, can we not go home for tea? I'm hungry. 
Are you not, Kathleen?" 

"Yes, indeed, I am, but I was so interested in the 
stories your Daddy was telling that I had forgotten all 
about tea. Do you know, it is long past tea time and 
Mammy and Aunt will be wondering if we are lost 
among the sand, too." 

The others looked their watches and, sure enough, 
they were already nearly an hour overdue. 

"I am afraid I cannot complete my story here but 
promise that I shall do so on some future occasion,'' 
remarked Mr. Warden as he rose to go. "Come along 
Irene, take Norman's hand and hurry, for we must 
not wait a minute longer." 

And off they went as quickly as Kathleen's injured 
foot would permit. Few words were spoken until 
they had arrived home, where they found that, in spite 
of their long absence, a right hearty welcome awaited 
them. 

It was a hungry party that sat down to tea, at which 
they were still busy when Mr. Tait arrived from 
business. 



CHAPTER II. 

STRANGE WRITINGS OF LONG AGO. 

M
R. TAIT had recovered from his surprise. He 

was as pleased to see the Wardens as his child
ren were, for he would enjoy their company as much 
as they. 

The lawn behind the cottage was fairly extensive, 
and afforded ample scope for the children to divert 
themselves after tea. While the older people re
mained within doors the three younger folks had 
gone out, and Norman and Irene could be seen tear
ing up and down, chasing each other with evident 
glee. Kathleen, however, was not in a mood for ex
citing or exerting herself, and, seated in the camp chair 
which was in exactly the same position as it was when 
she left it several hours before, she looked on at the 
other two with a kind of listlessness in her eyes. At 
her feet, without yet being noticed, lay the several 
volumes of Girl's Annuals, one or two of which 
showed distinct traces of either much usage or rough 
handling. The sun, streaming across the housetop, 
cast long shadows on the grass. Just in the lane of 
light caused by shadows of the adjoining house and 
their own the chair was set, bathed in a softness that 
spoke of restfulness and peace. There Kathleen lay 
stretched almost at full length with no seeming in-

21 



22 The Cradle of the Race. 

terest in what was going on around. But children's 
fun is infectious. 

Irene and Norman shouted and screamed as they 
careered around the chair and teased Kathleen about 
her laziness. 

"Do come and play, Kathleen," pleaded Irene. "See 
what fun you are missing!" 

For a moment there was no response. She sat as 
if she heard them not, but all the while a playful 
little smile could be seen trying to supress itself 
around her tightly closed lips. "Do come, Kathleen, 
do" repeated the younger girl as she cautiously ad
vanced towards the chair bent on further teasing, 
when suddenly the reclining figure jumped with a 
whoop and pounced upon her little prey. 

But Kathleen had forgotten. Her foot, not quite 
whole, would not bear the sudden pressure, and with 
a twitch of pain she hobbled back to her chair. She 
could only sit and look on. As she sat down her eyes 
alighted on the volumes lying scattered at her feet, 
and, stooping, she picked one up, thinking to occupy 
her time reading. 

While she was so engaged the four elders joined 
the children on the lawn. 

"Look at the lazy girl," said Mr. Warden, thought
lessly forgetting that Kathleen was nursing her in
jured foot. "Put down your book and come and have 
some fun with us." 

There was a strange look in the eyes that were 
turned towards Mrs. Tait, who, reading their mean
ing, kindly reminded the others that her daughter was 
not feeling too well. Thereupon Mr. Warden apolo
gised, and, as if to save himself and Kathleen from 
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embarrassment, he leaned forward to enquire about 
the book she was reading. The volume had been 
closed and the cover was exposed to view. The highly
coloured picture represented a schoolgirl hanging over 
the face of a cliff, held up by a rope suspended 
from the waist of a companion standing on the top. 
The suspended girl's feet merely touched a narrow 
ledge of rock on which were some articles in search 
of which the adventurer had been lowered. Immed
iately on seeing this the stories of the afternoon flashed 
to Mr. Warden's mind and almost unconsciously he 
exclaimed, "Why, that's not unlike some of the dangers 
met by Sir Henry Rawlinson when he discovered the 
writings of ancient kings on the rock-faces in the 
East." 

"Come, Mr. Warden," said Kathleen, "tell us some 
more of these stories of adventure such as you told 
us to-day already. You were just going to tell us 
a second story about a man who risked his life to 
obtain information from the inscriptions on the rocks. 
Tell us it now. Norman can come and sit down 
beside us here and listen." 

"Now, Kathleen, you must give Mr. Warden a rest. 
He gets plenty of that throughout the year, and he 
can't be bothered with it now," interrupted her mother. 

"Norman, come, Mr. Warden is going to tell us 
some more of these interesting adventures" shouted 
Kathleen, as if she did not hear the interruption. 
"Come and sit down beside us. Bring Irene with 
you." 

Soon the three children were squatted on the grass 
in a semicircle round Mr. Warden, while the Grown
ups looked on wondering what was to happen. With-
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out any further delay the teacher began : 
"You will recall that I was telling you that at the 

very time when Sir Henry Layard was making such 

wonderful discoveries on the sites of Nineveh and 
Babylon others were engaged in the same work in 
connection with other parts of the ancient empires 
of the East. Among these men one of the most 
daring was a young officer named Henry Rawlinson 
who was hunting for adventure of this kind at the 
same time as Layard. He made one of the most 
important discoveries ever made in the search for 
knowledge, and he made it at the risk of his life." 

As Mr. Warden was about to proceed the children 
were joined by their parents who, sitting down beside 
them, began to show as much interest in the narrative 
as the younger ones did. 

"You do not mind if we become scholars too, do 
you?" asked Mr. Tait, as he sat down. 

"Not in the least, for the stories I am about to tell 
are connected with some of the most wonderful things 
in the history of Bible discoveries, and I am quite 
sure you will enjoy listening if I can tell them 1n an 
interesting way." 

"Go on, and we shall listen" encouraged Mrs. 
Warden. 

"Well, then, I must. 
"Away among the wild hills of north Persia, in a 

place where few people went except travellers with 
caravans passing down into Persia is a cliff called 
The Cliff of Behistun. It rises nearly four thousand 
feet from the pass below. As these travellers used 
to pass by they would look up and see strange carvings 
on a smooth part of the rock face. They did not 
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know what these queer figures were nor did they 
seem to care. For over two thousand years nobody 
knew anything about the meaning of these inscrip
tions. It was easily seen that they had been placed 
there by some one, for the rock had been smoothed 
and prepared by daring workmen. There were four 
parts in the inscription, one of which was composed 
of human figures sculptured on the rock. Who put 
them there nobody knew. To reach it would require 
a very dangerous climb, and the caravan drivers were 
more concerned about saving their lives from high
way robbers than about risking their lives in trying 
to reach ·these lofty writings. But young Henry 
Rawlinson was the man to do so. He heard about 
these wonderful sculptures and he set off to Behistun 
to seek fame in finding what was the meaning of the�e 
ancient writings. When he arrived at the place, he 
found that the task was well-nigh impossible, for 
there was no way of access, and even if he were to 
reach the ledge it looked so narrow that it would be 
almost impossible to find a footing on it. It was 
evident that the ancient sculptors had cut away part 
of the ledge altogether so that others might not be 
able to deface their work. Rawlinson was made of 
daring spirit and he determined to risk an attempt. 
He discovered two ways of reaching the writings. 
He could climb up the face of the cliff or have himself 
let down from the top three thousand feet away. 
_Planks had to be placed across yawning chasms. When 
he reached the ledge, he discovered that there were 
four different tablets. One was, as I told you, a 
series of human figures depicting the triumphs of the 
great Persian king Darius. The others were all diff-



26 The Cradle of the Race. 

erent and Rawlinson recognised that one of them was 
like old Babylonian writings, the meaning of which 
nobody had as yet been able to discover. After many 
failures a ladder was raised in a perilous position, and 
placed against the inscriptions. It was too short. What 
should he do? Should he give up the attempt? He 
risked it. Up he climbed, while a native held the 
foot of the ladder lest it should crash over into the 
chasm below. There was the young Englishman, on 
the topmost rung of the ladder, leaning with one arm 
on the rock and holding his note book, while with his 
free hand he labouriously sketched the strange figures. 
What a feat it was, and at such a dizzy height ! What 

if that ladder had slipped! What if Rawlinson had 
overbalanced ! " 

The very thought of it sent a shudder through the 
whole company, and Mr. Warden paused while the 
situation was taken in. Then he continued. 

"Still worse was to follow. In order to reach the 
inscriptions on the other side of the rock-face he had 
to place his ladder lengthwise so that it reached from 
side to side. Over this he prepared to go. Slowly, with 
feet on the underside and clutching the upper side 
with his hands, he began to cross, until, when he was 
out in the middle, the ladder broke beneath his feet. 
It fell with a crash into the depths below. Instantly 
the adventurer clutched at the upper side, and by al
most superhuman effort he pulled· himself towards 
safety while his feet dangled over the precipice be
neath. But he did not abandon the attempt. He pro
cured new ladders, fixed them in position, crossed the 
gulf and proceeded to copy down the remaining writ
ings. And what a discovery he made!" 
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"The writings were in three languages, in Baby
lonian, in Persian, and in Susian. Nobody had ever 
been able to understand this ancient Babylonian lan
guage, and as many discoveries were being made of 
tablets with this writing on them many were anxious 
to find a clue to the forgotten language. And here 
it was at last. By comparing the known Persian 
writing with the unknown Babylonian inscription, after 
much hard work, Sir Henry Rawlinson, as he was 
afterwards called, was able to find the clue. This was 
most important, for now the tablets found by Layard 
and others could be deciphered, and much light 
thrown on the history of the Old Testament. Many 
things that were doubted by certain scholars were 
proved to be quite true, and the Bible had nothing to 
be ashamed of. 

As the narrative ended, Kathleen turned to Norman, 
saying, "I told you it was true, for Mr. Warden told 
us part of that before in the school. And you would 
not believe it." 

"Yes, and there were more wonderful things than 
that, proving that Bible history is reliable. One of 
the most interesting is connected with a discovery 
made by Sir Henry Rawlinson. You will all re
member that in the story of Daniel mention is made 
of Belshazzar as king of the Chaldeans. Now for 
many years critics of the Bible declared that there was 
no such person, for there was no room for him in 
the list of Chaldean kings. And there was no mention 
of him in any other records. Daniel must be wrong ! 

The Bible was inaccurate ! Instead of Belshazzar 
appeared the name of another king, Nabonidus. But 
now comes an interesting piece of inf orn1ation. In 
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1854, Sir Henry Rawlinson was excavating in the 
East. At Ur of the Chaldees, he found some clay 
cylinders containing inscriptions by king N abonidus. 
In one of these he mentions by name "Belshezzar, my 
eldest son." This proved that there was such a person 
as Belshazzar, and that he lived in Babylon at the very 
time Daniel said he did. But the whole difficulty was 
not yet solved. How could he have been king when 
the records gave the name of N abonidus as the last 
king of that line? 

"That question was to be answered in a most re
markable way. About twenty years later, Sir Henry 
Rawlinson was excavating among the ruins of Baby
lon. With many other interesting finds was a jar 
containing tablets marked with many cunief orm in
scriptions, indicating that they were written long ago. 
One of these tablets was found to be an official account 
by king Cyrus of his invasion of Babylon. He tells 
us that N abonidus fled from the city and was after
wards captured by the Persian army. A little later in 
the document he adds that on a certain "night .... the 
king died." Nabonidus, we know, lived for some 
time after his capture, so that the conclusion we come 
to is that Belshazzar must have been acting as regent 

for his father. In another document he is actually 
referred to as king. That means, of course, that the 
father and son reigned at one time. So that, after all, 
the Bible proved true again." 

Just then Mrs. Tait rose and went indoors, and as 
she went Mr. Warden asked Norman to go and get 
a Bible. 

"He need not go, I have a pocket Bible here with 
me," said Mr. Tait drawing the copy from his pocket. 



Strange W ntings of Long Ago. 29 

"I am never without it." 
"That will suit all right, give it to Kathleen," replied 

Mr. Warden. "Now, Kathleen, turn to Daniel, chap
ter five, verse sixteen, and read." 

With a little suggestion as to the place of the book 
in the Bible, the verse was found, and she read out, 

"And I have heard of thee, that thou canst make 
interpretations, and dissolve doubts: now if thou canst 
read the writing and make known to me the interpre
tation thereof, thou shalt be clothed with scarlet, and 
have a chain of gold about thy neck, and shalt be third 
ruler in the kingdom." 

"Thank you," said Mr. Warden. "That verse is 
a further proof of the accuracy of the Bible, for you 
will notice that Daniel was to be THIRD ruler in the 
kingdom. Why not second? Simply because N aboni � 
dus was first, Belshazzar was second, and Daniel would 
be next. Is not that remarkable? 

"You see then how much we are indebted to men 
like Sir Henry Layard, and Sir Henry Rawlinson, and 
many others. I think, too, I am safe in saying that 
not a single discovery has been made which shows 
the Bible history to be false. There are difficulties, 
but these difficulties exist because of our incomplete 
knowledge. I say this for the benefit of the children, 
for they will meet with those who, without study
ing the subject, will tell them that the history of the 
Old Testament is unreliable. That is not so. Every 
other day the newspapers give reports of finds which 

prove that the writers of the Old Testament were 
writing down the history of their own times. We can 

still trust the old Book. Men have tried to burn it 

out and have failed. Men have tried to laugh it out, 
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and they are failing." 
Mr. Warden would have been carried away with 

his subject had not a voice from the house reminded 
them that it was getting late, and informing them that 
supper was ready. 

That night as Mr. Tait committed all the inmates 
of Crenagh to their Heavenly Father, he voiced the 
feeling of all that God had preserved His Book from 
the malice of men and had shown in many ways that 
it will stand for ever, and will resist every attempt 
to corrupt it or destroy it. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE KEYS TO THE TREASURE HOUSES. 

"A SK, Mr. Warden yourself. Why should you

want me to do what you may quite well do 
without my assistance? That's just how you always 
act when you don't like. It was you who heard him 
say what was the name of the funny old writings. 
You ought to remember what you are told." 

It was Norman who was speaking. Kathleen was 
standing at the parlour window looking away seaward. 
There was a little pout on her lips as her brother had 
answered her request. It was soon after breakfast, 
and they were wondering, as usual, what they should 
do to pass the forenoon. Father was off to business, 
but would be home earlier, for Wednesday brought 
him his weekly half-holiday. They had planned to 
have tea on the lawn if the afternoon was fine. The 
morning gave every promise of a good sunny day, 
and both of the children were delighted with the pro
spect. 

But there Kathleen stood, gazing out of the window, 
disappointed at her brother's reply. Before breakfast 
she had been trying to inform him about the ancient 
writings of which Mr. Warden had been telling them 
on the previous evening. He had left a great many 
questions in their minds, and, as Kathleen had heard 
similar stories at school, she was trying to recall the 

31 
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name of the old writings discovered by Rawlinson. 
She knew that some of them were shaped like wedges. 
but she was quite sure there was a bigger and mor'" 
difficult name than that for them. The dictionary did 
not enlighten her any, and Norman could not assist 
her. There was only one quick way to the desired 
information, and that was to ask Mr. Warden. But 
she did not have the courage to do so. She had just 
asked Norman to make the enquiry and had been told 
to do so for herself. Still she hesitated, when the 
voice of Irene was heard in the passage. A happy 
idea struck Norman. Why not send Irene to tell her 
father? 

"Why, I have found a splendid plan, Kathleen. 
Come, let us send a note to Mr. Warden with Irene," 
said he, as he looked over for encouragement to where 
his sister stood. 

"A ripping idea, Norman; call Irene. You'll write 
a note and she can carry it to her father." 

The door was opened. Irene was at the further 
end of the passage, but when she heard the noise she 
instantly turned and made for the two bigger children. 

"Come, Irene," whispered Norman, "we're going to 
play at postman. You'll take a letter to daddy. Will 
you not?" 

"Good, good. Where is it? Give it to me, quick" 
insisted the younger girl. 

"Just wait until it is written," said Kathleen, as she 
re-entered the parlour and proceeded to where some 
writing material was to be found. This she handed 
to her brother, remarking, 

"Don't say that I did not remember. Just tell him 
that we should like to know. I'm quite sure Mr. 
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Warden will be delighted to answer our question." 
Norman took the paper, and, picking up a music 

book from the piano, took a pencil from his vest 
pocket and squatted on the floor to write. It was no 
easy n1atter. How difficult it was to do such a simple 
little thing ! How should he begin? What should he 
say? How should he address the letter? 

At last with we assistance of Kathleen he managed 
to finish the note, folded it neatly, gave it to Irene who 
had sat looking on, and said, 

"Now, Irene, run to daddy and tell him that is a 
letter from the Crenagh postman. Say you want a 
reply." 

Off Irene set, full of excitement, to find her daddy. 
But where was he to be found? She had left him in 
the dining room with Mrs. Tait and mother. To that 
room she went. He was not there. As she turned 
into the passage she met her mother, and holding up 
the letter, she said, 

"See, Mum, I've got a letter for Daddy. Where is 
he?" 

"Look and see if he is not in the garden with 
Auntie," replied Mrs. Warden, wondering what was 
the meaning of the note in her little girl's hand. 

Into the garden Irene went, and there found Auntie 
(as she was in the habit of calling Mrs. Tait) and 
Father talking about their favourite outdoor topic, the 
flowers of the border. 

"Daddy, Daddy," she shouted, "I'm the Crenagh 
postman, and here's a letter for you. Guess who sent 
·
t

,, 
1 • 

"Some more of their nonsense, Mr. Warden," said 
Mrs. Tait, "Don't bother your head with them. Some 

C 
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trick they'll be up to, likely. Send it back to them." 
"No, no," answered Mr. Warden, "let us read it 

first," and with that he opened it. What a scrawl! 
It was hardly readable. Evidently the writing was bad 
on purpose. After some pains they were able to de
cipher the note and read as follows: 

Dear Mr. Warden, 

"Crenagh Cottage, 
20/7 /29. 

We should like to ask you a question but are 
too shy to do so. We are sending you a letter by the 
Crenagh postman to ask you what name is given to 
the funny wedge-shaped writing you spoke about last 
night. We should like very much to know. We are 
very sorry to spoil your holiday by asking you such 
questions, but we know you do not mind. Do tell us, 
please. 

Yours very sincerely, 
Norman and Kathleen. 

P.S. You may reply to us at The Parlour, Crenagh 
Cottage, Trwyn." 

"Now, Mr. Warden, don't you trouble with them. 
They'll keep you going all day long. I never saw such 
a pair in all my life," said Mrs. Tait, "Come, Irene; 
go and tell Norman and Kathleen that they must stop 
their nonsense, or their Mother will come in to them." 

"No, no," replied Irene, with a sense of importance, 
"I'm the postman and have to take back an answer. 
Daddy, write a letter and I'll take it to Kathleen and 
Norman." 

"Just a minute, then, dearie, and you'll carry back 
Daddy's reply," said Mr. Warden, as he pencilled a 
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few words on the opposite side of the paper. This he 
handed to his daughter, saying, 

"When you have delivered the letter, tell your 
Mummy to put on your sun hat, as you are going out 
with Daddy." 

The letter did not reach the parlour, for the two 
children were anxiously waiting for the reply behind 
the kitchen window. As soon as Irene opened the 
door they pounced on her, snatched the paper from 
her hand, opened it and read. 

My Dear Friends, 

"The Back Lawn, 
Crenagh Cottage. 

20/7 /29. 

I am surprised at your forgetfulness; but as 
I often forget myself, I forgive you. If you will meet 
me at the front door in a few minutes, I shall be 
delighted to have your company along the shore. Irene 
is going out for a walk with me and, if you wish, 
you may come. Then you may ask me as many ques
tions as you like, and, if I can, I shall answer your 
difficulties. 

Your holiday chum, 
B. Warden."

A few minutes later four happy figures could be 
seen making their way across the grass towards the 
sea as fast as Kathleen's injured foot would permit. 
Mr. Warden said nothing about the.note, for he wished 
to encourage the children to ask questions for them
selves. He carefully avoided any reference to the 
talk of the previous evening, thinking that they would 
soon find or make opportunity to introduce the subject 
for themselves. Irene had all sorts of questions to ask 
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about the few flowers growing here and there by the 
shore. Kathleen and Norman would tease her by 
plucking the same kind of flowers repeatedly and ask
ing her," 

"Irene, what kind of flower is this?" 
Irene would run after them, shouting to them to 

stop their nonsense. In this way they passed along 
the shore in front of the town and made their way to 
the northern end of the bay where there were more 
rocks, and where, generally, it was much quieter. It 
was a beautiful morning and the sea lay without a rip
ple in an intense July heat-wave. The shelter of the 
rocks was most acceptable, and soon the four were 
seeking a cool spot to sit down and gaze out at the 
islands in the Firth. It was Kathleen who discovered 
a most convenient place. No mention had been made 
of the letter, and it seemed as if the matter had been 
forgotten for the time-being. Mr. Warden was wait
ing for his opportunity. 

Norman had brought his camera with him. Just 
as they were about to seat themselves under the shade 
of the rocks he caught Ir

.
ene's attention by saying, 

"Irene, come and let me take your photograph. I'll 

do it right this time." 
He put his hand into his pocket to get a film-spool, 

and, as he drew out his hand, the pencilled letter
paper fell at his feet. As he stooped to pick it up 
Kathleen spied it and her cheeks reddened. Mr. 
Warden noticed the change, and teasing her said, 

"Why, Kathleen, what are you blushing for? Are 
you ashamed of your writing? It reminds me of 
ancient hieroglyphics, and ..... 

"Hieroglyphics, hieroglyphics. That's the word. 
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Norman, I told you it was something like that. I was 
quite sure of it. You'll believe me now!" 

"Well you are not just correct, Kathleen," remarked 
Mr. Warden, "but you are on the right track. Hiero
glyhpics were the writings of the ancient Egyptians, 
not of the ancient Babylonians. The two kinds of 
writing were quite different, but there are very in
teresting stories about each, and I am sure you would 
both like to hear more about them, especially if I were 
to tell you about the difficulties men had to overcome 
before they were able to read these ancient rock in
scriptions I spoke to you of last night." 

"Please, do, Mr. Warden," requested Norman as he 
put down his camera and joined the three already in 
the shade of the rocks. 

"Well, to answer your question first. The name 
given to the old Babylonian writing is Cuneiform 
writing, that is, writing in the shape of wedges, from 
the Latin word for 'wedge.' But you will not be dis
pleased if I continue and tell you something about the 
first writings and the first writers. We do not know 
who invented writing as a means of communication 
but we know that in Egypt and Babylonia it is very 
ancient. We can read to-day the laws that were given 
by king Hammurabi for the government of his king
dom. He is supposed to be the king of whom we read 
in Genesis at the time of Abraham. 

"At first men did not use paper and ink or pencil; 
their writing materials were entirely different. In 
Egypt the most ancient writings were on stone. You 
will recall that Moses wrote the Ten Commandments 
on two tables of stone. He had, in all probability, 
often done this while he had been in Egypt. The 
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Nile flows for many miles through a narrow valley 
bounded on either side by a rugged plateau, and on 
the stones from these hills the Egyptians wrote the 
history of their country. All along the valley, on the 
rocks, on the pillars of their temples, on the outside 
and in the inside of their tombs, we can still read what 
was written thousands of years ago. The climate is 
so dry that the inscriptions have been well preserved. 
But there was another method that the Egyptians 
adopted. If we were to see inside an ancient Egyptian 
tomb we might be fortunate enough to see a copy of 
what is called The Book of the Dead which was put 
in to guide the soul on its way through the other world 
after death. The writing is on papyrus, the name 
given to the reed which grows on the Nile Banks. At 
first the Egyptian found that he could write on strips 
of this reed, and, by gumming several together, he 
would have what we should call to-day a sheet of 
paper. In fact our word paper is derived from the 
Greek form of the Egyptian word. By mixing water 
with soot from the outside of his pots, and adding 
gum he could make his own ink. In these ways the 
Egyptians preserved records of their ancient deeds 
and ways. In Babylonia it was different. At the 
mouth of the Euphrates river there are no rocks, but 
there is abundance of soft clay. It was on this clay 

that the first Babylonians wrote. A brick-like tablet 
was made, and, while it was yet soft, the writer wrote 
what he wished to write on the six sides of the brick, 
and then put it in his oven to harden. It was writings 
of this kind that Layard and Rawlinson discovered in 
various parts of Babylonia. 

"Now you will be interested to learn that there is 
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no similarity between the writings found in Egypt and 
those found in Babylonia. They are quite different. 
But of this we may be sure that their beginnings were 
much alike. In Egypt the development was something 
like the following. At first the method was what we 
may call Picture Writing. By that I mean, that if an 
Egyptian wished to write to a friend that a crocodile 
had eaten one of his children he would draw a croco
dile with a child in its jaws and show himself standing 
by the river in tears. He had no words as we have 
them to-day, but by and by, he would begin to use these 
word-signs for words with which they were not con
nected. 

"By patient study of various inscriptions the Eng
lish equivalents of the letters were discovered, and, I 
think, I can write some of them down for you." 

"Here is a smooth piece of rock, Mr. Warden," said 
Norman. 

"And here is a suitable peice of sharp iron to draw 
the characters, "remarked Kathleen, as she handed a 
long nail she found at her side. 

"Well, then, if you will look, I shall show you some 
of them," said Mr. Warden, as he proceeded to scratch 
out the following equivalents. 
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"There were twenty-four letters in this ancient 

alphabet but nobody could decipher the writings until 

a stone, now called the Rosetta Stone, was discovered 

in the Nile delta during the time of Napoleon's in

vasion of Egypt. It was a most important discovery 

as I shall explain to you in a short time. This kind 

of writing was known as Hieroglyphics, that is, sacred 

carvings, and can be seen almost anywhere in the 

valley of the Nile. 

"In Babylonia, on the other hand, the nature of the 

writing material made the kind of writing different. 

The Babylonian found it was much easier to make 

wedge-shaped strokes on the clay than to draw figures, 

and so, instead of characters representing older figures, 

we find combinations of these strokes making up the 

Babylonian alphabet. There were over three hundred 

different combinations, so that those who tried to de

cipher the Babylonian tablets had a much harder task 

than those who did the same for the Egyptian hiero

glyphics. You will remember that I told you that one 

of the inscriptions at Behistun, copied by Sir Henry 

Rawlinson, was written in this very ancient form. It 

was he who, after much hard study, was able to give 

scholars the key which opened up the door to the past 

history of the Babylonians. That is the kind of 

writing you wished me to tell you the name of. It is 

called, as I told you, cuneiform writing. Here is what 

some of the characters looked like." 
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Here Mr. Warden drew as well as he could a few 
of these ancient forms : 

s 

ffl.: 
When he had finished the shrill blast of the nearby 

shipyard horn reminded them that it was already past 
noon, and that they would require to be going if they 
did not wish to hurry on the way home. But the 
stories were not over. There were still the stories of 
the ancient momu1nents which record the history of 
the peoples of the East, and to tell them all would 
take too much time. 

"Now," said Mr. Warden, rising, "I have not been 
able to tell you all I should like to tell you about these 
things, but as the horn warns us to be going, I must 
try to interest you with a few more details on tfie way 
home." 

As they walked across the sands they listened as 
best they could as he went on. 

"Among the many wonderful finds in Egypt must 
be mentioned the Rosetta Stone. This stone was un
earthed by soldiers of N apol_eon when they were dig
ging trenches at the Mouth of the Nile near a place 
called Rosetta. It contained three inscriptions, the 
lowest of which was in Greek. The topmost one was 
in the ancient hieroglyphics, and the middle one in the 
writing used by the common people and known as 
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demotic. A French scholar, Champollion, after com
paring proper names in the Greek with what he 
thought were the corresponding proper names in the 
Egyptian, discovered the key, and the great treasure
house of the past was opened for us to enter. Soon 
we began to know what was written on the numerous 
monuments all along the Nile. It is for that reason 
that the Rosetta Stone is so important. 

"Another important discovery was made by native 
Egyptians when they were digging at Tel-el-Amama 

riear Assiut on the Nile. Three hundred tablets were 
found and these were discovered to be the correspon
dence of a famous Egyptian king who lived fourteen 
hundred years before Christ. The writing is Baby
lonian, and the letters are from kings beyond the Nile 
who were beginning to throw off the yoke of the 
Pharaoh. In these tablets mention is made of a 
strange people called the Hittites, of whom no infor
mation had as yet been found. That, too, was a great 
discovery. 

"In Babylonia one of the most interesting discoveries. 
was that made by Layard in ancient Nineveh, where 
he found the library of the famous king Assurbanipal 
who had made a collection of all the old literature of 
his kingdom. It was a queer library, for it consisted, 
not of books as we understand, but of clay tablets,, 
every one of which bore the royal stamp. About 
twenty-two thousand tablets were unearthed after 
being buried in the ruins for nearly three thousand 
years. Their preservation has been of the utmost im
portance for they give us a mass of information about 
ancient Babylonia. 

"I have given you these details because of their 
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bearing on Old Testament history. Perhaps you will 
meet with people who will tell you that the stories of 
our Bible are unreliable. But the more excavators 
have found out about the East the more the Bible 
narratives have been confirmed. It used to be a com
mon criticism about the Bible that it maintained that 
Moses wrote the first five books, whereas scholars 
stated that it could not be so, for writing had not been 
invented when Moses was living. You can see from 
what we have learned about Hammurabi that writing 
was practised many, many years before the time of 
Moses. And so the critics were con£ ounded. 

"For many years historians who were very rash 
declared that there was no such people as the Hittites 
of whom the Book of Genesis frequently speaks. The 
Bible was wrong they said, for amongst the mass of 
information from these ancient monuments, no mention 
was made of that people. The critics were sure they 
were correct. And then the Tel-el-Amarna tablets 
were discovered, and these, with others, assured us 
that there were such people as the Bible spoke of. 
Again the Bible proved to be true. 

"Perhaps the most interesting of the records that 
I have been telling you about are those from Assur
banipal's library, known as the Chaldean Clay Tablets. 
In these we can read an account of the Creation Story, 
of The Fall of Man in Eden, and of The Flood. Here 
again the order of events in the Bible proved to be 
correct, and, although I may not talk to you about the 
many important differences between the Genesis ac
counts and the Chaldean ones, you may learn this that 
you have no need to be ashamed in believing that in 
the Bible we have narratives that are worthy to be 
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believed. A great many world-famous scholars are 
now beginning to declare their faith in the Grand Old 
Book. It has stood the test well, and while scholars 
have had to change their opinions on account of more 
recent discoveries, the Bible always stood out in sub
lime beauty showing to all that its records are histori• 
cally true. Whatever else you may be ashamed of in 
your studies of history, always bear this in mind that 
the ignorant jeers of men cannot alter the facts of the 
ancient monuments, facts which show that of ten in the 
smallest details the writers of the Old Testament were 
recording what had actually happened." 

The way home had not seemed long. The interest 
had been so keen that none of them had taken the 
slightest notice of the crowds on the shore. Irene,-a 
most unusual occurrence,-had trotted along holding 
Kathleen by the hand without once interrupting the 
stories. And now they had reached Crenagh again, 
late as before, but not a bit ashamed. No apologies 
were made, for Kathleen informed her mother that if 
she had been with them she would have forgotten all 
about the dinner in listening to the most interesting 
accounts of the strange writings and monuments of 
which Mr. Warden had been telling them. 

"Yes," said Irene, "Daddy was drawing funny things 
on a stone with a nail. And Norman forgot to take 
my photograph." 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE HAND DIVINE. 

I
T was evening. A most enjoyable day had been

spent. The arrangements for tea on the lawn had 
been a great success. The children had done their 
best, assisted by their mothers, to make everything as 
pleasant and enticing as possible. Kathleen, usually 
quiet and retiring, had forgotten herself in her happi
ness that all that she had done had met with the 
approval of the others. The parents allowed the 
children to indulge this delight that they derived from 
helping others to be happy. Beginning thus early the 
younger folks were sure to grow in the art of con
sidering other people more than themselves when they 
had tasted of the pleasure to be found in seeking to 
serve rather than to be served. All sorts of matters 
were topics for conversation. Every now and again 
Irene would innocently interrupt the speaker by asking 
questions which, allowing for her age, betokened an 
unusual interest in one so young. But children's 
questions are not always easily answered, nor are 
children easily satisfied. And Irene would persist at 
times in being heard and answered. Brought up as 
she was in a home where the Scriptures were read 
morning and evening, and where both parents con
sidered it their duty to instruct their child in matters 

45 



46 The Cradle of the Race. 

of first importance with regard to faith in God, many 
of her questions were of a religious nature. 

"Mummy," she asked, "where is God? What is He 
like? Does He see us sitting on the grass here?" 

"Yes, of course, He sees us. He always sees us." 
answered Kathleen, who took a very special interest 
in her little friend. 

The question was the introduction to a most inter
esting topic of conversation, and naturally they were 
quite anxious to take up the suggestion of the youngest 
for more serious talk. "How is it," asked Norman, 
"that so many intelligent people either say there is no 
God or say they have not sufficient evidence to make 
them believe in a personal God? Both Kathleen and 
I have had teachers who speak about the Bible as if 
it were an ordinary book, and talk about the idea of 
God as if it were old fashioned, fit only for people who 
have not advanced as far as we have in civilisation." 

"Well," remarked Mr. Warden, "that is not news, 
for one meets that kind of person almost every day. 
And it is not remarkable either, for most of such 
people have prejudiced themselves against the Bible 
by assuming that it is out of date and have discarded 
the idea of God, thinking they can run the ,vorld 
without His help. They see no need for God and so 
they close their minds against every argument that is 
produced to show the necessity for belief in the God 
of Whom the Bible speaks. It was just the other day 
that a learned professor at one of our Scottish Uni
versities said that no sane man now-a-days would 
believe there was no God. Yet in spite of all the 
evidence a very large number of people who consider 
themselves intelligent have abandoned the kno,vledge 
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of God, and live as if it were impossible to know 
about Him at all." 

"It would be most interesting, Mr. Warden, "said 
Mr. Tait, "if you were to give us a talk to-night on 
the chief reasons why we ought to believe in the 
person of God. I remember some years ago when you 
came at first to live with us that you gave a series of 
lectures on these subjects. They were most helpful 
to me, and I am sure it will be good for Norman 
and Kathleen to hear some of the evidences of which 
you spoke of them." 

"That is rather encouraging, but although I recall 
the addresses to which you refer, I cannot just remem
ber the line of argument I adopted. Yet I would not 
miss this present opportunity of stating some lines of 
argument which may prove helpful to the children in 
after years, for one knows from experience that there 
are so many specious arguments by others that tend 
to destroy the faith of the uninstructed." 

As these words were spoken the company almost 
instinctively drew closer around the speaker, while 
Mrs. Warden informed Irene that they were going to 
have a meeting and that she n1ust sit quiet all the time 
Daddy was speaking. 

"In the first place," began Mr. Warden, "we must 
remember that it is no new thing for men to deny 
the existence of God. Of that I shall not say more 
than this that a great many of them showed at the end 
of their lives that they had made a great mistake. 
The reason why so many people deny the existence 
of God to-day is this: they have become so accustomed 
to accepting the announcements of a certain class of 
scientific teaching that they think of the world and 
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life in terms of evolution. In fact they have the 
audacity at times to state that no great scientist be
lieves in the Bible or the God of the Bible. I think 
I am safe in saying that the evidence is mainly on 
the opposite side. But that is the way with unbelief, 
it likes to make claims which are not true. The 
greatest scientists of the past were devout believers in 
God and many of them have left on record their 
faith in the Bible. If I were at home I could read 
to you scores of testimonies to prove what I have said. 
But even as it is I am sure I can repeat to you the 
words of numbers of them. Two of them will suffice 
for the moment. 

"Clerk-Maxwell was one of the greatest scientists 
of last century. Here are some of his words re
garding the working of the universe. 'I have examined 
all that have come before me, and have found that 
everyone must have a God to make it work.' I do not 
mean to suggest that such a statement argues for the 
belief of the whole Bible but it shows that he recog
nised the need to think of God behind everything. 

"Another is that of one of the most famous inven
tors the world has known, Thomas Alva Edison, the 
American. He is stated to have said, 'I can no more 
doubt the existence of an Intelligence that is running 
things than I do the existence of myself.' 

"I usually find that people who make such state
ments regarding the infidelity of scientists know very 
little about the subject they are discussing. No doubt 
there was a time during the latter half of last century 
when the theories of evolution seemed to swamp the 
faith of many, but that phase of doubt has passed 
and many are coming into a clearer light. This, how-





The Hand Divine. 49 

ever, is taking us away from the subject of evidences, 
but these remarks may not be out of place seeing they 
have a bearing on what I wish to say. 

"To begin with, I should say that there are three 
attitudes adopted by men to this great question. First, 

there are those who say definitely that there is no 
God. These we call atheists. In the second place are 

those who say they do not know, for the evidence is 
not sufficiently clear to convince them. These we call 
agnostics. Thirdly there are those who affirm their 
faith in a personal God and are sure that He exists 
because they feel they need such a God as Creation 
and the Bible reveal. They cannot always give 
reasoned statements regarding their beliefs, but they 
instinctively know that they have need of Him. The 
position of some of these last is beautifully expressed 
by an American poetess in a short poem which goes 
like this:-

I never saw a moor, 
I never saw the sea; 

Yet I know how the heather looks, 

And what a wave must be. 

I never spoke with God, 

Nor visited in heaven: 

Yet am I certain of the spot 

',As if a chart were given. 

The difficulties of proving conclusively to an opponent 
that God exists are not insurmountable, but they are 
real difficulties because faith in God is a quality which 
only such as know Him possess. The God of Whom 

the Bible speaks and Who is the God of the Christian 

Faith is both infinite and invisible. In most cases 
there is no appeal to the external senses. We cannot 
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see Him : we cannot speak with Him in the ordinary 
way. Yet we believe that He is and that He is the 
rewarder of all them that seek Him. But you will 
ask, 'What reasons can we give for our belief in a 
person Whose existence we cannot prove as we can 
prove a mathematical problem?' Well, there are 
many proofs the total effect of which are truly con-
. . 

v1nc1ng. 
"First, there is the evidence from the visible world 

around us. This was a favourite argument of the 
Apostle Paul. In his great first chapter of the Epistle 
to the Romans, a chapter which has been described as 
the finest philosophy of history ever written, he re
minds us that the invisible things of God from the 
creation of the world are clearly seen, being under
stood by the things that are made. Here we have an 
argument that appeals to our reason, for it seems 
only reasonable to think that seeing that every house 
is built by someone then He that built all things is 
God. We must begin somewhere, for it is the con
firmed conviction of science that, as a Latin proverb 
puts it, ex nihilo nihil fit, that is, nothing is made out 
of nothing, there must be a Beginner and Designer 
of the Universe. Here there is great conflict between 
the theory of Evolution and the teaching of the Bible. 
In some quarters that theory is interpreted to mean 
that the whole furniture of heaven and earth have 
come into existence simply by chance, and that all 
the beauty and goodness we see around us is but the 
result of long ages of experimenting by what they 
call the laws of nature. I often find it convenient 
when conversing with people who adopt this attitude 
to put the question thus : 'If you do not begin with 
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God, where do you begin?' That question they cannot 
answer for they must assume the existence of matter 
and force. Consequently they are compelled to admit 
that they must assume more than the Christian who 
begins with a God capable of calling into being the 
myriads of forms around us. Such people worship 
Blind Chance as their god and make him capable of 
performing what the Bible attributes to a personal, 
all-wise God. Their position is finely expressed in 
these lines : 

If chance could fashion but a little flower, 

With perfume for each tiny thief, 

And furnished it with sunshine and with shower; 

Then chance would be creator with the power 

To build a world for unbelief. 

I think it seems more reasonable to believe that the 
worlds in space and all that we see, came into existence 
by the creative act of God than to accept what some 
people say, namely, that all the visible and invisible 
universe is the result of a fortuitous concourse of 
atoms. You will notice that science often has the 
habit of hiding its meaning in a cloud of big words. 
That last statement simply means that everything 
around us is the result of a huge but lucky accident. 
It would be similar to saying that if I lifted a handful 
of sand and threw it into the air, by some stroke of 
chance it might become a most exquisite piece of 

• 

sculpture work while it was floating above our heads. 
That is what some intelligent people would have us 
believer 

"I have heard a story told about Sir Isaac Newton. 
Whether it is true or not I cannot tell but it illustrates 
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the point so well that I must tell it. Newton, as you 
know, was one of the greatest scientists. He had a 
friend who believed that the world just happened. 
Newton, on the other hand, was a devout Christian. 
One day he was in his laboratory when his friend 
called to see him. On the table lay a beautiful new 
model globe, showing the most recently discovered 
parts of the world. The friend expressed his wonder 
at its accuracy and workmanship, and then enquired 
at Newton where he had obtained it. To his con
fusion the great scientist replied, 

'Oh!, that globe, why it just happened, and you see 
it there the finished article!' 

"When I think of such people I am often reminded 
of what the great Bacon said long ago, 'A little philo
sophy inclineth a man's mind to atheism, but depth 
in philosophy bringeth man's mind about to religion.' 

"But I feel that this side of the argument will carry 
us beyond the time we have to talk. There is so much 
to be said for the Christian position that one wonders 
why there are so many who go about with their eyes 
shut and fail to trace through Nature up to Nature's 
God. Any one branch of study in the physical realm 
would furnish us with abundant proof of a Beginner 
and Superintendent of the Universe. Take astronomy 
for instance. Think of the amazing number of the 
stars, their tremendous sizes, and the staggering dis
tances by which they are separated the one from the 
other, and what an argument there is for the Christian 
faith. So accurate are the movements of the heavenly 
bodies that astronomers can calculate events hundreds 
of years away to within a few seconds of being 
correct. Where did this accuracy come from, if it did 
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not come from some mighty Architect who overrules 
in the universe He made? The children will recall 
learning in school the closing lines of Addison's poem 
on the nineteenth psalm, 

In reason's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice; 
Forever singing as they shine, 

The hand that made us is divine." 

There was a pause here as Mr. Warden stopped to 
let these last words take effect. While he had , been 
speaking the children especially had been deeply in
terested, for they understood that their friend was 
making things simple for their benefit, and they 
realised that what was being said would stand them 
in good stead when they came to meet those people 
who would try to trip them up in these same matters. 
Mr. Tait, too, was not slow to appreciate the value 
of the conversation to his children, and to stimulate 
further interest he took the occasion to ask a question 
on the topic being discussed. 

"Does it ever happen," he enquired, "that men who 
have taken up such an attitude of unbelief, become 
converted to the Christian faith?" 

"Yes," replied Mr. Warden, "there are remarkable 
cases of conversion to account for which we must 
believe that the God Who made the world sometimes 
uses it to convince unbelievers of their unbelief. One 
of the most interesting is that of a well-known man 
who died not many years ago. His name was Mus
grave Reade. He was in his early days one of the 
chief atheistic lecturers in England and was a leader 
in the movements connected with what we call ration-
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alism, that is, a movement to instruct people in the 
beliefs of those who deny the existence of God, the 
inspiration of the Bible and so forth. He was on a 
visit to America. While he was passing through the 
Rocky Mountains he sat reading some of his atheistic 
literature. As he gazed out and up at the wonderful 
display of power as was to be seen in the rugged 
grandeur around him, he felt a strange sensation grip 
him. Like a flash there came to him the question, 
'Whence did all this come? Was it, as he had taught, 
the result of chance, or was it really the work of a 
mighty Creator?' The thought overpowered him. He 
staggered under the sense of his own littleness. It 
seemed as if the carriage became filled with an un
accountable Presence. He was overawed. Was there, 
after all, really a God Whose works he had despised 
in his blind ignorance and foolish beliefs? If there 
was such a Being, then he would implore Him to 
make Himself known to an earnest seeker. On his 
knees on the carriage he dropped, and as he cried out 
in his agony of quest, a flood of light seemed to fill 
his mind and the God against Whom he had spoken 
so much revealed Himself to His creature and he knew 
that God is the rewarder of all who seek Him. As 
a proof that this was no mere sentiment for a moment 
we have the evidence of a long time of fruitful and 
faithful Christian service in the years succeeding that 
experience. I have never heard arguments like that 
answered. There is no answer but one, and that is 
that there is a personal God. 

"Now, if you are not tired, I should like to give 
you a second reason for our faith," continued Mr. 
Warden, as he looked towards Norman and Kathleen 
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for their consent. 
"Go on, we are not a bit tired," suggested Kathleen, 

as she glanced at her brother for confirmation. 
"Well, you must excuse us," interrupted Mrs. Tait, 

"Irene has fall en asleep. It is already past her bed
time and she is tired with so much running about to
day. Before you begin again Mrs. Warden and I will 
go indoors and put Irene to bed." 

So saying the women folks rose and left the others 
still seated round the unlifted tea things. 

"You may go on now, Mr. Warden," said Norman, 
when the door had closed and there was quiet again. 

"Before we begin this part of the talk, I think it 
would be wise if we each procured a Bible. I know 
your father always carries one with him but for the 
present it will be better if each of us can consult for 
ourselves. If critics would become better acquainted 
with what the Bible says and would study it with some 
degree of care there would not be so many who find 
fault with it. Often I discover that those who have 
most to say against the Bible are those who have read 
least of it. I seldom discuss these matters with people 
who do not know what they are talking about. And 
then if we knew our Bibles better we would be all 
the more able to meet their arguments with abundance 
of proof. This second line of treatment we are about 
to take requires a good knowledge of our Bibles and 
a fairly good acquaintance with history. When I was 
a young Christian I was greatly helped by this kind 
of proof for the existence of God." 

Norman rose and in a few minutes returned with 
three Bibles which he laid down on the grass in the 
middle of the little group. 
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"Before we begin the study proper I think it will 
whet your interest if I recount to you the experience 
of a very well-known lady who was led into the light 
in this same way. The lady I refer to is Miss 
Christabel Pankhurst who with her mother once gained 
prominence as a leader in what was called the Femin
ist Movement, demanding, among other things, votes 
for women. She was quite assured in her mind that 
if that objective were attained half of the ills of the 
world would disappear. She was a brilliant student 
of history and was deeply concerned about social ques
tions during the late Great War. Towards the close of 
the war in 1918 her hopes of world peace were shat
tered as she considered the ambitions of the nations 
engaged in the world conflict. Would there ever be 
peace? she asked herself. And in answer she looked 
out into the future with despair. Just in that state 
of mind she entered a second-hand bookshop in 
Toronto, and there she happened upon an old book 
which professed to unfold the prophecies of the Old 
Testament. She becat;ne interested as she read that 
the Bible had predicted many, many years ago that 
there never would be peace until the reins of govern
ment were in the hands of Jesus Christ. I need not 
enter into all that this discovery meant to Miss Pank
hurst, apart from saying this that she began to study 
the prophecies of the Bible, and her keenly legal mind 
showed her that if foretellings of the Bible were really 
fulfilled, then she had an unanswerable argument for 
the inspiration of the Book which so many despise. 
Now, that is the line I wish to adopt, and to show 
you that if we can prove that there are in the Bible 
examples of what we call fulfilled prophecy we have 

•
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an incontestable proof that there must be One Who 
knew the end from the beginning and Who, conse
quently, could write history before it came to pass. Of 
course, you must be prepared to meet people who will 
argue like this, that the prophecy was written after 
the event took place. That is one of the weakest lines 
of attack our enemies have for it has been shown 
again and again that the records of these prophecies 
are oftentimes very much older than the events them
selves. If you would like to read of some of these I 
should advise you to procure a copy of a book called 
The Wonders of Prophecy, and from it you will reap 
an abundant harvest of information. There is, how
ever, one interesting book in the Bible to which I wish 
you to turn, because it will furnish us with plenty of 
matter to talk about, and give us an insight into the 
history of the nations of the past. The book I refer 
to is the book of Daniel. In many ways it is a dif
ficult book, but I shall try to use it to prove that there 
is a God Who superintends the events in the world 
and Who informed His servant about the future in 
the visions he had. 

"Now, to make a beginning, will you turn to Daniel 
chapter 2? You will recall the circumstances. Daniel 
was probably a royal prince of the Hebrews and had 
been carried away as a youth in the wars of N ebuchad
nezzar. He had been taken to Babylon and on account 
of his faithfulness to God Whom he trusted he had 
been raised to a position of honour before the great 
monarch. Then you will remember that Nebuchad
nezzar had a strange dream which he forgot and which 
none of his wise men could recall to his memory. 
Then came Daniel's opportunity. He believed God 



58 The Cradle of the Race. 

could reveal the secrets of the human heart, and could 
unfold to him if He so desired the lost dream of the 
king. He prayed, and as he prayed the vision came 
with the meaning thereof. So wonderfully true has 
the unfolding been to the events of history that the 
unbelieving critics of the book have done all they can 
do to upset the time-sense of the Bible narrative by 
saying that the person who wrote the book of Daniel 
must have lived long after the days of N ebuchadnez
zar. Their objections have been answered again and 
again, and we can be certain of this that scholarship 
is nvt all on the side of the late date of Daniel. 

"If you will follow carefully I shall read to you 
from chapter two, beginning at verse thirty-one." 

While Mr. Warden had been upholding the date 
of the Book of Daniel the others without losing the 
sense of what had been said had found the place and 
were ready to begin. As they followed, they listened 
to the reading. The words came with a new meaning 
to the children for they were becoming aware that 
the Bible was a most interesting book, not only because 
it contained wonderful stories of the past, but also 
because they were beginning to realise that much that 
they had read and heard about the unreliability of the 
Bible was based either upon lack of knowledge with 
regard to the arguments for its truth or to a deliberate 
attempt by its enemies to broadcast lies about its his
tory. So they listened while Mr. Warden read, 

"Thou, 0 king, sawest, and behold a great image. 
This great image whose brightness was excellent, 
stood before thee; and the form thereof was terrible. 
This image's head was of fine gold, his breast and his 
arms of silver, his belly and his thighs of brass, his 
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legs of iron, his feet part of iron and part of clay. 
Thou sawest till a stone was cut out without hands, 
which smote the image upon his feet that were of 
iron and clay, and brake them to pieces. Then was 
the iron, the clay, the brass, the silver, and the gold 
broken to pieces together and became like the chaff 
of the summer threshing floors; and the wind carried 
them away, that no place was found for them : and 
the stone that smote the image became a great moun
tain, and filled the whole earth. 

"This is the dream ; and we will tell the interpre
tation thereof before the king. Thou, 0 king, art a 
king of kings; for the God of heaven hath given thee 
a kingdom, power and strength and glory. And where
soever the children of men dwell the beasts of the 
field and the fowls of the heaven hath he given into 
thine hand, and hath made thee ruler over them all. 
Thou art this head of gold. After thee shall arise 
another kingdom inferior to thee, and another third 
kingdom of brass, which shall bear rule over all the 
earth. And the fourth kingdom shall be as strong as 
iron : f orasmuch as iron breaketh in pieces and sub
dueth all things, and as iron that breaketh all these, 
shall it break in pieces and bruise." 

Here the reader stopped, remarking, 
"Although there is much of very great interest in 

the remaining part of the chapter it is not necessary 
for our present purpose, to show to you that this is 
really a miniature picture of world history fortold by 
Daniel six hundred years before the birth of Christ. 

"Suppose, now for the sake of maintaining your 
interest we ask questions at one another. I shall take 
the privilege to begin. 
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"How many parts was the vision divided into?" 
"Four," replied Norman without hesitation. 
"What was the first part, and whom did it repre-

sent?" 
"The first part was a head of gold and it represented 

Nebuchadnezzar," replied Mr. Tait. 
"What is said about the last part?" 
"Its legs were of iron," said Kathleen. 
"And its feet part of iron and part of clay," sup

plemented Norman. 
"Why is it?" asked Mr. Tait, "that so little is said 

about the third and second parts?" 
"Well, I suppose, because the first and fourth are 

of more importance than the second and third," re
marked Mr. Warden. 

"Did you not notice," said Norman, "that the 
second one is said to be inferior to the first?" 

"Now, this may all be very interesting to some of 
us," remarked Kathleen, "but what does it all mean?" 

"Perhaps you are ready for the explanation now," 
suggested Mr. Warden who was anxious to show the 
children that there was a meaning behind the vision.

"It is quite evident that there is no stretch of im
agination when I tell you that these four parts of the 
vision stand for four different kingdoms and their 
lines of kings, and that the greatest of all was Nebuc
hadnezzar. It will be plain to you, too, that the fourth 
kingdom was to be the strongest and most power£ ul 
of all. Here, in short, is outlined the entire history 
of the world in so far as its dynasties are concerned. 
The four dominant empires have been the Babylonian, 
the Persian, the Greek, and the Roman. These are 
facts of history which none will dispute. Daniel's 
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sketch is correct in its widest meaning. But that is 
not the greatest wonder. Its details are as correct. 

"In the first place, notice what it says about N ebu
chadnezzar. He was the head of gold. Never have 
there been a king and kingdom with so much splendour 
as he. His capital, Babylon, remains to-day without 
a rival of its ancient glory. It was laid ou� in a 
perfect square, sixty miles in circumference, and sur
rounded by a wall three hundred and fifty feet high, 
and in many places eighty-seven feet thick. Round 
about it was a moat corresponding in depth and width 
to the height and breadth of the wall. The city inside 
was divided into nearly seven hundred squares and 
was beautified with the most magnificent buildings 
and gardens the world has possibly seen. From that 
metropolis Nebuchadnezzar ruled over a mighty em-
. 

p1re. 
"Notice, too what is revealed about the fourth 

kingdom. The vision unfolds its character by refer
ence to its fierceness. The iron rule of Rome is com
mon place knowledge to every student of history. 
Some day, perhaps, in your study of the Latin classics 
you may come across the words of Virgil translated 
thus:-

Be this thy genius to impose 

The rule of peace on vanquished foes, 

Show pity to the humblest soul, 

And crush the sons of pride. 

You will remember, too, the terrible statement of the 
Roman Senator Cato, when, in giving advice about 
their attitude to their rival Carthage, he declared, 
Carthage must be wiped out. And the Roman armies 
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did it! There again, you see, Daniel's v1s1on was 
correct. 

"But that is not all. In verse forty-one we read 
that the fourth kingdom would be divided into two 
main sections, each of which was represented by a foot 
with five toes. In other words there were to be ten 
kingdoms which would arise out of the divided Roman 
Empire. History again shows that during the years 
that have passed since the end of the Roman Empire 
in 476 there has never arisen another on its ruins, but 
instead it has been divided more or less into ten king
doms. Attempts have been made to reform the ancient 
Empire but they have failed. Charlemagne, Charles 
Fifth of Spain, Louis Fourteenth of France, Napoleon, 
and Wilhelm of Germany have all aimed at dominion 
over Europe but their ambitions have broken at their 
feet. 

"Does it not seem to you remarkable that this 
Hebrew youth should give such an accurate outline 
of the world's history? We have travelled a long way 
since we commenced our talk. But I think you will 
recognise that behind this wonderful unfolding of 
world events there must be a Great Superintendent of 
affairs Who knows the end from the beginning. Ful
filled prophecy is one of the strongest arguments for 
the existence of God Who controls the course of tin1e 
and gives to the kingdoms of the earth their allotted 
span. The critic usually speaks about coincidences; 
but predictions of the Old Testament have been too 
frequently fulfilled in history, even when we make 
the utmost allowance for his unproven theories about 
late dates, for us to avoid the conclusion that there is 
a God Who knows. It has always seemed to me rather 
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strange that certain people are willing to admit all 
sorts of events as happening because they have been 
recorded in secular books of the past, but they will 
not permit one iota of faith in the words of the Bible. 
The only unreliable book for them is the record which 
has never been proved false." 

Mr. Warden would have gone on, almost uncon
scious of his surroundings had not Kathleen, in the 
act of moving her injured foot, knocked over some 
of the tea-cups and so reminded them that they had 
not changed their position for the last two hours. 
How quickly the time had slipped away! How in
teresting had been the talk ! The sun was already 
low in the western sky, and soon would be lost to 
sight behind the purple hills on the other side of the 
channel. 

As they paused thus in the break of the conversa
tion and thought, almost instinctively, of the long ages 
of the past during which events in history had been 
taking place, the sense of the grandeur of the for
gotten empires stole in upon them and they became 
aware that the more we know the more we wonder. 
These are the moments in life when we discover the 
littleness of the present in the light of the past : and 
these four were feeling something of the unforgettable 
joy of finding out the truth that confirms our faith in 
God. 

Kathleen it was who destroyed the spell by remark
ing, "Mr. Warden, it will soon be supper-time and we 
are still here." 

"I trust," said he, "you have not thought the time 
we have spent together wasted time. Perhaps in after 
years you will recall this evening as one when you 
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knew you were being made sure of the existence of 

a personal God Who is the great Director of the 
events of the world." 

"I think," remarked Mr. Tait, "we have spent a 
most profitable evening and none of us should be sorry 
that Irene asked the question that gave the opportunity 
for the conversation." 

With that they rose to go. As they gained their 
feet Mr. Warden spoke. 

"When I commenced the talk with you I had much 
more in my mind than time has permitted me to speak 
about. There are, in fact, a great many lines of argu
ment for the Christian belief in God, but these two 
that we have touched on may suffice for the time
being, and, although I am sorry we have not had the 
pleasure of exploring other avenues of proof to-night, 
I am happy to think that I may yet have an oppor
tunity to do so, at least with the children. But before 
we go inside I should like to quote to you a little 
poem which takes us not only into the past but away 
beyond into the future, and we may be assured of this 
that, if God has unfolded the past so well, He may 
be trusted for the future." 

"Look for the way-marks as you journey on, 
Look for the way-marks, passing one by one: 

Down through the ages past the kingdoms four 

Where are we standing? Look the way-marks o'er. 

First, Babylonia's kingdom ruled the world, 
Then Medo-Persia's banners were unfurled; 
And after Greece held universal sway, 
Rome seized the sceptre,-wherc are we to-day? 
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Down in the feet of iron and of clay, 

Weak and divided, soon to pass away; 
What will the next great, glorious drama be? 

Christ and His coming, and eternity." 

65 

The remains of the evening repast were gathered 
together, and just as the sun passed out of sight they 
entered the house where the two wives were waiting, 
wondering why the party had been so long in break
ing up. Little did they know what thoughts were in 
their minds as they remembered the never-to-be-for
gotten conversation. 

E 



CHAPTER V. 

" MORE THAN THIS WORLD DREAMS OF." 

s UPPER was over. Never had the children had

such a happy day. The glorious sunshine had 
but added to the delights of a day that would live in 
their memories. The visit to the rocks and the talk 
there; the afternoon's preparation and the garden 
party ; the evening around the Bible exploring history 
-these and many minor items would never be for
gotten. Already it was late. Darkness-or what we
call darkness in mid-summer-had fallen quite a while
since. There seemed to be no inclination for retiring.
The conversation around the supper table had been
most enjoyable, Kathleen and Norman taking part on
occasion.

At length signs were visible that some of the com
pany longed for rest. But how difficult it is to break 
up a party such as this! 

Mrs. Warden it was who ventured, 
"I think it is time we were getting off to bed-is it 

not?" 
"Well, before we go let us have our evening wor

ship," said Mr. Tait, for it was a custom ever since 
the children were old enough to be allowed to wait 
for supper for the whole family to join in the evening 
devotions. Mr. Warden had himself very happy 
recollections of joining with Mr. and Mrs. Tait many 
a time when he lived under their roof. To this prac-

66 
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tice was to be attributed the interest of ·the children 
in spiritual matters, and Norman and Kathleen did 
not deem their evening devotions irksome restrictions 
on their pleasures. They had seen the joy and sin
cerity of their parents in their simple exercises, and 
they, too, were beginning to find the similar joy. 

"Hand me my Bible from the rack behind you, 
Kathleen," requested her father, whose habit it was 
to read from a Bible in the evening. 

"Where shall we read to-night, Mr. Warden?-You 
may have the privilege of choosing the portion." 

"Well, I think it would be in keeping with our con
versation on the lawn if we were to read from Isaiah 
chapter 40," Mr. Warden replied, as the Book was 
handed to him. Beginning at verse eighteen he read, 
not without a touch of emotion in his voice, that 
magnificent prose-poem on the greatness of our 
Creator-God: 

'To whom, then, will ye liken God? or what likeness 
will ye compare unto him? The workman melteth a 
graven image, and the goldsmith spreadeth it over 
with gold, and casteth silver chains. He that is so 
impoverished that he hath no oblation chooseth a tree 
that will not rot; he seeketh unto him a cunning work
man to prepare a graven image, that shall not be 
moved. Have ye not known? have ye not 
heard, hath it not been told you from the 
beginning? Have ye not understood from the 
foundations of the earth? It is he that sit
teth upon the circle of the earth, and the inhabitants 
thereof are as grasshoppers; that stretcheth out the 

heavens as a curtain, and spreadeth them out as a 

tent to dwell in ; that bringeth the princes to nothing; 
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he maketh the judges of the earth as vanity. Yea, 
they shall not be planted; yea, they shall not be sown : 
yea, their stock shall not take root in the earth ; and 
he shall also blow upon them, and they shall wither, 
and the whirlwind shall take them away as stubble. 
To whom then will ye liken me, or shall I be equal? 
saith the Holy One. Lift up your eyes on high, and 
behold who hath created these things, that bringeth 
out their host by number; he calleth them all by names 
by the greatness of his might, for that he is strong in 
power; not one faileth. Why sayest thou, 0 Jacob, 
and speakest, 0 Israel, My way is hid from the Lord, 
and my judgment is passed over from my God? Hast 
thou not known? hast thou not heard, that the ever
lasting God, the Lord, the Creator of the ends of the 
earth, f aineth not; neither is weary? there is no search
ing of his understanding. He giveth power to the 
faint ; and to them that have no might he increase th 
strength. Even the youths shall faint and be weary, 
and the young men shall utterly fall, but they that 
wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength; they 
shall mount up with wings as eagles, they shall run, 
and not be weary; they shall walk, and not faint.' " 

The music and meaning of the words filled the 
room; the silence that fell upon the hushed company 
was more eloquent than the most impressive sermon. 
Each heart knew that God had spoken. It was one 
of those moments when the Bible statement proves 
true-spiritual things are spiritually discerned. Deep 
in the innermost being there was an instinctive re
sponse to the grandeur of the passage; each heart had 
seen God in His goodness and glory. There was no 
need for Mr. Tait to indicate that the proper con-
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clusion to the short service was an attitude of rever
ence and worship. He slipped to his knees. The 
others followed. In a most simple, devout, and yet 
familiar, manner, he poured out his heart to the God 
Whom he knew so well; and when he finished there 
were Amens on all the lips. That little company with 
such an experience could never doubt the fact of the 
existence of a living and true God Who delights to 
reveal Himself to those who are willing to receive 
His communications. 

The day was thus over-and what a day it had 
been ! When would such another occasion return? 
Mr. Warden had only opened the doorway to a palace 
of investigation the results of which would yield abun
dant reward. The uppermost thought in his mind 
was the benefit of the two inquisitive minds; and he 
believed that already seed-thoughts had been sown 
that would bear much fruit after many days. Natural
ly as he was about to retire he felt a peculiar joy that 
only those know who have had similar experiences of 
safeguarding the interest of the Christian faith by in
structing the unformed minds of youth. 

Just as he was about to say good-night, Norman 
forestalled him with the question, 

"Mr. Warden, you said there were many more lines 
of argument you might have adopted in your con
versation, will you, please, tell us what they are before 
you go, so that we may think over them?" 

"Now, Norman," interrupted his mother, "it is al
ready late, and you must not tire Mr. Warden. You 
have had him all day, and I am quite sure you may 
have him all day to-morrow again, if you wish. But 
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for to-night you must allow your questions to be un
answered." 

"Why, mother?" he asked, rather quickly, in case 
Mr. Warden should retire before he had opportunity 
to give his reasons. "You do not understand how 
much we wish to know, and something more might 
turn up to-morrow." 

"Do you know, mother, we could sit up all night 
and listen-it is so interesting to hear such wonderful 
things," protested Kathleen. 

"And why should we not do so, Kathleen?" in-
quired their friend; "it would be a new experience." 

"What would, Mr. Warden?" asked Norman. 
"Sitting up to finish the lessons begun on the lawn." 
"Capital!" chorused the children, "if mother lets 

us." 

"She will if I ask her permission, I am not afraid," 
assured Mr. Warden. 

There was no way out of it. Mrs. Tait saw how 
delighted they would be if she complied with their 
wishes. And she did so. 

Soon all was quite. Mr. Tait decided to sit up too, 
and enjoy the conversation: it was something novel 
for him as it was for the others. 

It is always difficult to begin a conversation of this 
nature; so many things suggest themselves. Mr. 
Warden knew that sometimes it is quite necessary to 
take the initiative and direct the course of the talk 
from the very commencement. Consequently it was 

he who began. 
"Well, Kathleen, will you, please, tell me where our 

lesson finished when we came in for supper? Your 
interest in the subject should carry your memory back 
so far." 
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"We had just treated on two points to prove the 
belief in God,-the fact of Creation and the fulfilment 
of prophecies." 

"Now," continued Mr. Warden, "I felt, at first, in
clined to carry our talk on prophecy a little further, 
but as I do not wish to keep you out of bed all night 
I shall refrain from doing so, and give you some more 
reasons for our belief in the existence of the God of 
Whom the Bible speaks. 

"The first of this second lot of 'proofs' I should like 
to call 'The Divine Hand in Providence.' By that I 
mean the intervention of an outside power into human 
affairs, interfering with what men call the Laws of 
Nature-in other words-

" A miracle," whispered Norman. 
"Exactly, a miracle. Perhaps there is no question 

which has caused more controversy in the realm of 
science and philosophy than this one. 'Did miracles 
ever happen?' great men ask. 'Do they ever happen 
to-day, if they really did happen before?' Some say 
'yes,' others deny the possibility. These latter say 
miracles never happen because the world is built on 
the principle of evolution, and nature knows no such 
interferences as happenings which others call miracles. 

"The Bible, as you know, contains the record of a 
great many events which we must class as interven
tions-each is a sudden interruption of the orderly 
course of nature, and is due to an external power 
which we, as Christians, are assured are evidences of 
a Supreme Being Who can thus act when and as He 
wishes. And yet it is a remarkable fact that miracles 
are not scattered indiscriminately through the Bible. 
If we had time we might with profit investigate this 
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matter; but time will not permit. Of course, you 
know that the most abundant source of these narra

tives is the Gospel stories in which we read of our 
Lord performing wonders in all the realms of exist
ence. You see how important this matter is, for if 
we can accept these stories as true it proves two 
points ; first, that Jesus Christ was unique among men, 
and that there is a God Who in the Old and New 
Testament times showed His power in these unusual 
ways. In the Old Testament, you understand, the 
records declare that through chosen servants, and 
directly by the forces of nature under His control, 
this God made His pow,er known among men. 

"Now the matter is simply this : are we to believe 
the records and so admit that the miraculous events 
took place as stated, or are we to begin by affirming 
that miracles cannot happen and so conclude that the 
records cannot be true-in other words declare that 
the writers of the Bible deliberately chose to insert 
what they knew did not happen at all? The question 
really is-Are the records reliable or are they not? 
If the records are true, then our point is proved. On 
this very subject of miracles, the most remarkable fact 
is the simplicity of the records. They purport to be 
matter-of-fact reports of actual events as stated by 
eye-witnesses. If these stories in the New Testament 
Gospels are not true where did they come from? Who 
invented them? It is a commonplace of Bible criticism 
that the Gospels are first century writings, and some 
of them almost contemporary with the events they nar
rate. The stories in them, then, are not the legends 
of later centuries, such as gather round heroes of the 
dim past. Compare some of the stories you have read 
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about, say King Arthur, with those you read of Jesus 
Christ, and what a gulf separates them ! How matter
of-f act the latter appear! There are no embellish
ments ; they are never silly ; they are never simply 
spectacular, appealing to the vulgar mind to make

their Performer a popular hero; nor are they ever 
vindictive, for Christ never used His power to deliver 
Himself from His enemies, unless when it was to 
escape from them because His hour had not yet 
arrived. Anyone who comes with an open mind and 
candid enquiry cannot fail to be impressed with the 
sense of reality attached to the records,-in other 
words, must believe that they are narratives of actual 
events. If, then, we accept the miracles as true, we 
have a further reason for believing in the existence 
of God, for they prove that there is One Who can 
interrupt the course of nature for the benefit of His 
creatures. 

"But there is one supreme miracle which holds its 
own against all criticism. I wonder if you know what

it is." 
"I suppose, if I were to give my opinion," said Mr. 

Tait that the greatest of all miracles is the feeding of 
the thousands with five loaves and two fishes. I con
sider that miracle the greatest proof of Christ's divine

power." 
"What do you think, Norman?" 
"The raising of Lazarus after being dead four 

days," was the reply. 
"And what do you say, Kathleen?" 
Kathleen, like most girls of her age, did not wish 

at first to commit herself, but after a little hesitation 
she suggested, "I think the greatest miracle was the 
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turning of water into wine ; it was the first at any 
rate." 

"What you have each said is interesting, but the 
greatest miracle of all is the Resurrection of Christ 
on the third day. If we hold to the actual historical 
event we have a proof that none can deny that God 
is; for if Christ rose from the dead then we must 
recognise the divine power behind the fact. Those 
who deny the heavenly origin of Christianity and try 
to attack the doctrines of the Christian faith, have 
recognised the value of disproving the historicity of 
the Resurrection; and have, consequently, done all in 
their power, to argue the fact out of court. I need 
not enter into a long discussion about the various 
theories men have spun to account for the story
each new one seeming to be more fantastic and in
volved than the previous ones-but, I advise you, 
when you have time, to read some of the simple books 
on the Resurrection and discover for yourselves how 
futile have been the attempts of infidelity to under
mine and dispose of the authenticity of the New Testa
ment histories which narrate the Resurrection of our 
Lord from the dead. For myself, between me and un
belief, will always stand the indisputable evidence of 
the physical Resurrection of Christ. No event has 
been more attacked; it stands like adamant to-day. 

"How are we to account for it? Only in the words 
of the Scripture-God raised Him from the dead." 

"There is an interesting story about this matter, 
which, I am sure, you would like to hear. During the 
first half of the eighteenth century two atheistic 
students at Oxford University conceived of the idea 
that they would expose and explode the f alacies 
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on which our Faith rests. They chose as their special 
themes for attack,-the conversion of Saul of Tarsus 
and the Resurrection. They spent months in private 
study. They read the New Testament records and 
studied all the writings on each subject they could 
procure. At length they met. What was the result? 
The one who proposed attacking the conversion of 
Saul had discovered the reality of the transaction on 
the Diamascus Road, and himself had been converted. 
The other, no less earnest in his pursuit of knowledge, 
had been convinced of the genuineness of the Resur
rection stories, and had become a Christian too. To 
me it has always been a mystery why intelligent people 
can refuse the evidence which the Resurrection pro
duces of the existence of God. 

"But you will sometimes meet with people who will 
argue something like this : 'Yes, that is all very well, 
but does God ever do such things now-a-days.' A 
great German writer, Jean Paul Richter, has said 
somewhere that if we were to keep our minds and 
eyes open we should find a thousand miracles in our 
lives every day. 

"History is full of Divine interferences, while the 
biographies of outstanding men teem with illustrations 
of the same fact. Let me give you a few that are 
well-known. 

"That was a most remarkable period in our history 
between the defeat of the Armada and the Restor
ation in 1660. One cannot read the course of events 
then without concluding that there were very im
portant issues at stake. Would England remain the 
leading Prostestant nation, or would she revert to 
the Roman Catholic Faith? The answer to that 
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question takes us into the realm of biography and 
there we cannot fail to see the hand that controls the 
affairs of men. 

"Come with me to the siege of York during the 
Civil War. In the ranks of the besieging Parliament 
army is a young man, renowned for his careless mode 
of life. He sits around the camp fire blaspheming 
and joking. Soon he must take up his post on the 
lines as a sentry in view of the city walls. In their 
sport, he bargains with another man to go in his 
stead. His companion goes and duly takes up his 
post. In the morning the news is announced that, 
that particular sentry has been shot during the night. 
You say, 'What a marvellous escape.' Yes, but is it 
not more wonderful when I tell you that the sentry 
whose life was saved was John Bunyan? How much 
poorer Protestant England would have been if Bun
yan had died thus early! What was it that saved his 
life? 

"Go back a little further with me, and visit a coun
try villa in the south of England. A baby has been 
taken by his mother to see his grandfather. In the 
beautiful sunshine, he is left out in his little bed. 
When the mother returns to find her child he has 
gone. Where was he to be found? He could not 
walk, but where had he gone? Enquiries and search 
were made in every part of the house, but without 
success. At length he is spied in the arms of a huge 
baboon perched on the roof of the house. What a 
perilous position? Efforts are in vain to reach the 
animal or to induce it to drop the child into sheets 
held out below. Must the child perish? As the 
spectators watch, to their horror they see the baboon 
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rise on its hind legs, snatch the child tightly in one of 
its arms and then make its way along the ridgeway 
of the house. One false step and the child is doomed. 
Slowly it reaches the rain-pipe and with the child 
still fast in its arm, it descends. The ground is reach
ed, and the babe is once more safely deposited in its 
cot. Remarkable ! yes, and that child's name was 
Oliver Cromwell! England needed that man; and 
his life was preserved. But, who preserved it? 

"Examples like that could be multiplied, but I must 
give you only one more. Just lately we entertained 
at our home a Doctor who has spent several years as 
a missionary in Central Africa. He has had many 
hairsbreadth escapes, and he attributes all of them 
to the intervention of Another. Sometimes it was 
from lions; sometimes from elephants; sometimes 
from rhinoceroses; and, on one occasion, from a snake. 
There can be no doubt about the miraculous in that 
last one. 

"One morning the Doctor appeared in an unusual 
dress. His wife almost laughed at him. His usual 
garb was a pair of shoes, short socks, shorts, a blouse 
and sun helmet. But this morning in Central Africa, 
picture the Doctor in thick leather army boots reaching 
to his knees. Never before had he dressed like that. 

'You will sweat yourself to death,' remonstrated 
his wife. 'Take off these boots and put on your usual 
garb.' 

'I don't know how it is, but I feel something saying 
to me to put on my heavy boots. I cannot convince 
myself that I should dress otherwise.' And so he set 
off. 

"It is never easy cycling in the heat of Central 
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Africa, but it seemed ridiculous for the Doctor to do 

so, dressed as he was. The roads there are mere 

tracks, with many a tree strewn on the way. 

"Bump, bump, bump, would go the cycle, as the 

rider rose in his seat to avoid the concussion. 

"Bump, bump, bump, and over more he would go. 

"In the distance he saw the last of these trunks, 
and he rose in his seat. As he drew near it, the tree 
moved, up shot a head, and before the Doctor could 
realise his danger the poisonous fangs of a deadly 
snake had penetrated the leather of his boot. Unpro
tected he would have died within half-an-hour. When 
he reached his destination there, in his boot, was the 
mark of the poison that must surely have ended his 
days. 

"To what, then, shall we attribute these remarkable 
interferences? It is but reasonable to believe that 
there is a God Who still delights to look after the 
interests of those who do His will. The atheist talks 
of coincidences ; but a coincidence ceases to be such, 

when it is repeated again and again. These are not 
mere coincidences-they are acts of God. 

"But, Mr. Warden, would you not include amongst 
these, answers to prayer?" asked Mr. Tait, who saw 
the tendency of the conversation. 

"Yes, certainly," but I intended treating that as 
another reason why we should believe in God," replied 
Mr. Warden. 

"I am afraid, however, that the field is too large for 
our investigation to-night and I must content myself 
with disposing of my further points very quickly. In 



" More than this World Dreams of." 79 

order I shall deal with them thus :
" Answers to prayer." 
"The Bible." 
"The Person of Christ." 
"In regard to the first of these let me say that time 

will not permit us to talk of the thousands of un
questionable answers to definite petitions. These 
would fill volumes. I would simply draw your atten
tion to visible monuments that throw their lessons 
through the years to all who would read. What shall 
we say about the Ashley Down Orphan Homes near 
Bristol? There thousands of children have been 
housed and cared for, and not a single request for 
help was ever made to any man. George Miiller and 
his successors made their requests in prayer to God 
in Whom they believed. Never once were they dis
appointed. 

"What shall we say about the villa-homes at Bridge
of-Weir, built by William. Quarrier, the Glasgow 
street urchin, who became one of the world's greatest 
philanthropists. There again, during the past hundred 
years (for this is the centenary year), hundreds of 
thousands of pounds in money, and countless dona
tions of clothes and foodstuffs have been provided for 
the maintainance of thousands of orphan children, and 
not one single begging note has ever been issued ! 
How is it done? The directors believe in a personal 
God Who can be entreated for the needs of His little 
ones. 

"If. we were to visit South India we might see the 
same thing there. Pandita Ramabai, at the M ukti 
Mission, has been honoured in the same way, in pro
viding for hundreds of native children without ever 
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appealing to human sources. How has she managed 
it? She believed in God. 

"I might go on thus, bringing to your notice count
less stories of missionaries, both alive and dead, which 
would prove to the hilt the truth of which Tennyson 
wrote when he said :-

'More things are wrought by prayer than this 

world dreams of'; 

but I have said enough to show you how much proof 
we can have from this line of argument. Yes, we can 
assuredly believe that there is a God Who answers 
prayer. 

"Of the second of the remaining points I need say 
little. Already I have alluded to the interesting ful
filments of prophecy. That is to be expected because 
the Book claims to be from God, and about God. The 
Bible is a whole library in itself, and from the human 
viewpoint has many writers. Yet its Author seems 
one, for there is such a unity in it that no unprejudiced 
reader of it can fail to be gripped by the sense of 
agreement among its forty writers. It is like some of 
the great Cathedrals on the Cont1nent which took 
many many years to build. Generation after genera
tion of men worked and passed away, but the build
ing went on until it was completed. Behind the work
men and before ever a stone was laid was the architect, 
according to whose plan all was carried out. So be
hind the unique unity of the Bible is the greatest 
Architect of all, God Himself. There are many other 
ways of showing that the Bible is divine in its origin, 
but this one is simple and easily understood, and 
worthy of your consideration. 
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"And what shall I say now of the fact that there 
appeared among men One Who claimed to have come 
to men from God to declare the nature and character 
of Him Who is invisible. If Jesus Christ is not what 
He claimed to be then His advent in human history 
is the greatest unsolved mystery of the Universe. He 
stands amid the centuries without parallel. He domin
ates the thoughts of men in all centuries and classes. 
He fills the world with His wisdom, to be admired 
wherever it is preached. It is absolutely true what 
Napoleon said of Him when he declared that all the 
great Empires of the world had been built on force 
and had perished, but Jesus Christ had built an empire 
in the hearts of millions of men and women who were 
willing to die for Him. What is the meaning of it all 
if these words are not sober truth, 

"He that hath seen Me hath seen my Father also"? 

"Yes let us turn to our Bibles afresh and reading there 
with reverence, we shall find the God of Whom it 
speaks revealed on earth in the person of His Son, 
Jesus Christ, our Lord. Men may doubt, because they 
do not know. We who know by an undeniable experi
ence, find our faith strengthened by the experience of 
millions besides ourselves who exclaim with conviction 
that there is one true God for we have seen His glory 
in the face of Jesus Christ. 

"Back to the Book, out to nature, and into the 
spirit of our experience, and voice after voice an
nounces 'We have heard His whisperings, we have 
seen His handiwork, we have felt His touch, and we 

know that God is.' 
"Norman, Kathleen, never be ashamed or afraid to 

F 
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defend a faith which has so much to commend it." 
As Mr. Warden said these words he was suddenly 

reminded that it was long passed midnight, and as his 
voice ceased, the silence of the night seemed to echo 
his words through the room and along the corridor. 

What more could now be said? The long, long day 
was over. It was time to retire. As they rose from 
the table and tiptoed along to their bedrooms the last 
words that were heard were the whisperings of Nor
man and Kathleen, 

"Thanks, Mr. Warden, good-night." 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE WORKMANSHIP OF GOD. 

KATHLEEN and Irene had been having a fine 
time. Tea was over, and already their laughter 

and shouts echoed all through the corridor and into 
the various rooms. Mr. Warden and Norman had 
slipped off to the parlour where they were engaged 
in looking through a pile of books, new to the children. 
Owing to some business which demanded a visit 
home, Mr. Warden had been absent for almost a 
whole day, and on returning had brought with him a 
number of volumes on a subject he wished to interest 
his two younger scholars in. The opportunity to do so 
had not yet arrived, for he knew from experience that 
real work is never done at inopportune times. Norman 
was already quite aware of the general contents of 
some of the books but he needed direction in under
standing their details. Kathleen, still enjoying herself 
with Irene, did not venture near. Another lesson 
could be postponed for another day. 

At last curiosity overcame. 
"Where's Daddy? Where's Norman?" inquired 

Irene, as she ran here and there, peering through half
open doors. 

"In the parlour," shouted someone. 
Without ceremony, the younger girl rushed to the 

door, pushed it open, and bounded in. Before she 
83 
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could pull herself up, she was right on top of the 
books lying on the floor at Norman's feet. 

"Watch the books, Irene," exclaimed Norman, 
stooping to gather them together. "They're Daddy's!" 

"At books, again ; you would think there would 

never be another day," muttered Kathleen, as she fol
lowed Irene into the parlour and, quite ignoring her 
brother, sat down on the nearest chair. A smile of 
disdain curled her lips. 

Irene, never two minutes at rest, was immediately 
beside her. "Play with me, Kathleen; come," she en
treated. 

But it was in vain that the child pleaded. Kathleen 
had played long enough, and Irene must play alone. 

The door closed with a bang, and the little one dis
appeared like a flash. As she stood outside, words of 
disappointment and threat were hurled at the inside. 

"If you don't come and play with me, I'll lock you 
. 

"m. 

Still there was no response. 
Mr. Warden rose and crossed to the window. Nor

man turned over the pages of a book. Kathleen quitted 
the chair, crossed the room to where her brother was, 
and stood behind him. 

From the corridor there came another ultimatum. 
It was unheeded. 

The key turned in the lock. It stuck half-way 
round. Norman looked at Kathleen ; but nothing was 

spoken. Another sound came from the door. The 
effort succeeded : the lock clicked. Two small feet 
were heard tip-toeing along the corridor, the sound 
dying away into silence. 

The three inside were embarrassed-not because 
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the door was locked, but because the whole affair had 
happened so suddenly. 

Kathleen was a prisoner-and not altogether un
willingly. How long they might be left alone they did 
not know, and little did they care, for time was their 
own. Yet it was a queer silence, the silence in that 
room. No one spoke. 

Mr. Warden still looked out of the window. Nor
man still turned over pages, making the only noise in 
the room. Kathleen changed from one foot to the 
other-she was ill at ease, somehow. 

At length Mr. Warden turned abruptly with, 
"Who was the oldest man who ever lived, Kath

leen?" 
She was taken completely by surprise, and blushed. 

There was another awkward pause followed by, 
"Really, I don't know." 
"Don't know that," broke in Norman. "Why ! it 

was Methuselah, of whom we read in Genesis. He 
was nearly a thousand yeards old when he died." 

"That's correct; we read of him in Genesis S." 
"But, Mr. Warden, do you believe the Bible means 

all that it says about these ancient men?" 
"Assuredly, without a doubt," came the reply. "Is 

there anything you can't believe in these early chap
ters?" 

"Well," said Norman, picking up a highly coloured 
magazine with a picture entitled 'Neanderthal Man
A Species Now Extinct,' "I have been puzzled of late 
about the questions arising with regard to evolution 
which denies the first chapters of Genesis ; and I find 
that most of the books you have brought over with you 
deal with that matter. Will you have a talk with us 
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about it? Perhaps you can explain some of the dif
ficulties.'' 

"With the greatest of pleasure. I have been greatly 
interested in the same question, for a booklet sent by 
a friend has created a fresh angle of approach to the 
subject. You will find the booklet among the others: 
There it is, 'Creation or Evolution.' Although it is 
small, it is full of information and is worth reading; 
it certainly shows that the evolution theory does not 
hold the field amongst real men of science." 

"How is it then that so many people of more than 
ordinary intelligence believe that we came from 
monkey ancestors?" 

"Now you have started a very interesting line of 
thought, and I shall try to explain that first of all be
fore we come to the difficulties proper." 

By this time Kathleen had edged her way round to 
the settee and had seated herself beside Norman. Mr. 
Warden set himself between them. 

"It is true in this subject," began their instructor, 
"as it is true in many another not so vital, that much 
of the trouble is due to the fact that people will not 
investigate for themselves. They take for granted 
almost everything they read. The textbooks of even 
educated people is, in many cases at least, the daily 
newspaper. In spite of all the talk to-day, on the 
whole, very little serious reading is done, and certainly 
very little study and thinking. That is left for a 
comparative few who have leisure, inclination, and 
ability. This evolution theory has supplied a great 
deal of sensational press-copy, and people accept the 
statements because certain names are attached to them. 
Seldom do such people take time to think what the 
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theory involves. So it spreads. 
"Again, as I hope we shall learn from the books in 

front of us, many 'so-called scientists,' hastily and 
loudly propound theories which real scientists know 
are out of date. It is rather curious, but it has always 
been so, how slowly truth overcomes error. I think 
it was the late Lord Kelvin, whom no one would deny 
a place of high honour in the world of science, who 
said, 'I marvel at the undue haste with which teachers 
in our Universities and preachers in our pulpits are 
re-stating truths in terms of Evolution, while Evolu
tion itself remains an unproven hypothesis in the 
laboratories of science.' Statements are made as 
facts, when of ten they rest on something that is mere
ly assumed." 

"By that you mean, Mr. Warden," remarked Kath
leen, "that a great deal of what we read in the news
papers about evolution is not true?" 

"Exactly; although I should rather say that the men 
who make these statements, do so, because they of ten 
unwittingly deceive themselves into believing they are 
true. Perhaps you will be startled when I tell you 
that not one single point vital to the doctrine of 
Evolution has been incontestably proved." 

"Another reason why this theory has had such a 
wide-spread acceptance is that it rests for its popular 
appeal upon a specious argument-that is an argument 
which seems exceedingly like the truth but yet has 
no proof. A well-known scientist, accepting the 
theory that there has been orderly evolution from the 
lower animals up to man, drew out what he called a 
'genealogical tree of man's ancestry,' showing how 
one kind of animal evolved into a higher one, and so 
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on until he reached the top. It all looked so correct, 
so like what would happen, that nobody could deny it. 
But it was soon discovered that he had 'faked' his 
tree, and had inserted animals that did not exist. Of 
course he had to do so to suit his argument." 

"That means, the whole thing was a lie" suggested 
Norman. 

"Yes, and the · lie has been hard to kill ! People 
have been glad to accept it, I think, as part of the 
'strong delusion' that comes upon all who reject the 
truth of God. The theory of Evolution suits the 
natural heart of man who shuts God out of his life, 
and wishes to escape from the possibility of having 
to give account to Him. To put it bluntly, many 
people believe the lie because they have neither need 
nor time for God. It is the Atheist's refuge. I do not 
mean that all the scientists who accept the theory in 
some form or other are atheists, but that a great many 
of those who blindly believe all they read do so be
cause they do not believe in God." 

"Now, Mr. Warden," said Norman, quick in the 
uptake, "you have just remarked that there are various 
theories about evolution; perhaps you will explain 
what you mean." 

"That is very necessary in order to find out where 
we are. We must be careful as to what we mean by 
the term. The word itself is used in a variety of ways, 

and confusion will arise in our minds if we do not 
carefully define its meaning. No one will deny that, 

if we mean by the word, 'development' such as we 

find in the change of an egg to a chicken, there is such 

a process as evolution. But that is not its usual mean
ing. By the word we are to understand the processes 
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of development and growth by which an original germ 
of life which existed millions of years ago became 
the myriads of life-forms in the world of to-day, 
reaching its end and glory in the human family : in 
short, that man owes his origin to the mud of prima:val 
seas. You will remember what is meant if you think 
of these words, mud, monkey, man, through millions 

of years. Of course, that puts the matter very briefly, 
perhaps not in the coloured language of the scientist, 
but in language which none can mistake. Scientists 
speak of primordial germs of life, protoplasm, spon
taneous generation, using a whole host of terms that 
are unintelligible to ordinary people like ourselves. If 
you consult your dictionary you will find that ' spon
taneous generation,' simply means the sudden coming 
into being of life out of something that had no life. 
That means, that at one time there was no life on the 
earth; but suddenly, unexpectedly, and just by chance, 
a little speck of living matter appeared in a very 
primitive form; and that became the origin of all life. 
'Protoplasm' is that something which living things 
possess which inanimate nature does not possess; it is 
the basis of all life. What it is no one has yet dis
covered, neither by investigation nor experiment, 
although many eminent men have given years of study 
to the subject. 

"Of course, you must understand that the search 
for answers to such questions is not of recent date. 
Men, for many centuries, have tried to solve their 
difficulties in what they call "the scientific method." 
In ancient Greek times explanations were sought for 
'the riddle of the universe' ; and the ans·wers to their 
questions have come down to us. To-day we think the 
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explanations strange, but surely not any more far

f etched than some that are given by modern scientists. 
"But it is less than a hundred years since an interest 

was revived generally in this matter. Charles Darwin, 
taking up the work of a few scientists immediately 
before him, collected volumes of data from various 
parts of the world, and, after years of thought, ex
periment and hesitation, he gave to the world a book 
entitled 'The Origin of Species.' In this book he tried 
to explain how differences in various animals were to 
be accounted for, trying to prove that each difference 
was to be accounted for by what he called Natural 
Selection. By that he meant that animals with certain 
characteristics were better fitted for living than others, 
and consequently only the fittest survived. He had to 
make a great many suppositions in his theory, but it 
immediately caught the public imagination, and, in 
spite of the fact that very few scientists hold to Dar
win's theory to-day, it is still believed by many people. 
Once the theory caught on, people saw the possibility 
of finding the explanation to the long unsolved pro
blem, and hailed 'The Origin of Species' as the great 
solution. It has simply created more difficulties, for 
it has set men on the search for 'the missing link' be
tween the lower animals and man, and that search has 
been provocative of a vast amount of discussion in the 
world of science. 

"But you may ask, 'On what evidence do scientists 
build their theories?' and 'What proof can they offer 
that what they say is true?' That is most important; 
and would involve a very long talk, longer than we 
can have at this time. However, I shall state briefly 
the chief points raised by the questions and pass on 
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to a discussion of other matters. 

"First, there is the evidence of the Rocks. Geology 
is one of the most interesting branches of science. It 
deals, as you know, with the formation of the rocks; 
and geologists try to read the story of the earth's past 
history from what they find in the rocks. Rocks are 
of two kinds; and the kind we are concerned with are 

called Sedimentary, i.e. they have been built up by 
successive layers of mud brought down by rivers, 
and in other ways, through a very long period of years. 
Embedded in these rocks are the fossil remains of 
many now extinct kinds of animals; and some scien
tists affirm that they are so beautifully graded that 
there is a gradual rise from the fossils in the lowest 
beds or rock up through the intermediate ones to the 

higher forms of life in the most recently deposited 

layers. Extensive research has been made and now, 
in the opinion of many, we may read, with a great 
degree of accuracy, the story of the earth and its 
former inhabitants from the manner in which the 
rocks are found. In this way they have devised a 
graduated table illustrating the ranges of life from the 
earliest living things until we reach the latest to be 
developed. This table, the evolutionist declares, is in

contestable proof of the theory of descent among 
animals, so regular is the rise from the simple to the 
more complex body-structures. To the person who 
does no hard thinking this, like the 'genealogical tree' 
of Haeckel, seems to prove the case. Perhaps it is 
best to leave it now by stating that it rests too much 

on assumption, the assumption that evolution has been 
proved. 

"A second argument is; that our human bodies are 
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full of parts which are seemingly of no use whatever. 
These, says the evolutionist, are remains of organs 
that were once useful when we were in process of 
developing from the lower animals to the higher. 
In other words, we are told that our bodies are 
museums wherein we can trace our ancestry back to 
a more primitive type than man, and thus see the pro
cesses by which we have been evolved. This argument 
used to be taken seriously, but the medical profession, 
in general, has discountenanced the idea of useless 
parts in the body, and believes that much that was 
formerly stated about their uselessness was due to our 
imperfect knowledge of their functions in the body. 
As our information increases, that argument is becom
ing less and less convincing. It is a broken reed for 
Darwinism to rest upon. 

"Then, third, another argument is based upon the 
likeness that exists between the skeletons of the higher 
apes and of man. To see a human skeleton along side 
one of a chimpanzee is to understand how easily an 
unthinking person would be convinced of the common 
ancestry of both monkey and man-they look so much 
alike. But there are differences. And besides there 
are other skeletons which are almost as like as those 
of the apes and men. There is as much evidence from 
the structural likenesses between a man and a bear, 
as there is between a man and a monkey. Fossil apes 
have been found, but there is not a single trace of 
evidence in any one of the varieties that would lead 
to the discovery of the 'missing link.' It is one of 
their weakest arguments for evolution, this similarity 
of structure; and yet it is one upon which very much 
weight is put. Similarity of physical structure will 
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never account for the unbridgeable gulf which sepa
rates man in his mental and moral capacities from the 
highest of his nearest creatures in the lower animal 
world. Every investigation in this quarter shows that 
the ape remains an ape; and no trace is to be found 
of its becoming man. 

"A fourth line of evidence is produced in a series 
of 'missing links' between the highest apes and man. 
Great 'finds' of bones and parts of skulls have been 
made from time to time and these have been invariably 
hailed as the solution to the difficulties. Past disap
pointment does not seem to act with any degree of 
caution upon rash pronouncements. Several of these 
may be worth mentioning. 

"In 1891 and 1892 a Dutch doctor found some teeth, 
a thigh-bone, and the roof of a skull scattered within 
a small area in the island of Java. These were put 
together and the rest filled in by the imagination. The 
result was declared to be the "ape-man standing erect,' 
Pithecanthropos Erectus. This was the missing link. 
Many anatomists, that is, men who study the body, 
deny this, and some even state that the bones belonged 
to different animals. 

"A skull found in several fragments at Piltdown in 
Sussex gave rise to the Eoanthropus or 'age-dawn 
man.' But here again anatomists pronounce that the 
skull, in all probability, belonged to a well-developed 
man. 

"The one that has appealed most to the imagination 
is the one we have been looking at in the magazine, 
the one called 'The Neanderthal Man.' A number of 
bones and bone-£ ragments were discovered by two 
workmen in the Neanderthal gorge in Germany, and, 
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of course, immediately on reconstruction of what the 

original of these must have been, there was a cry of 

'found, the missing link is found.' However, it has 

been shown that the remains could quite easily be 
those of a highly educated person and scarcely those 

of an ape. 
"I think it is but fair to those who contend for the 

side against evolution that facts and not guesses 
should be produced as arguments. If evolution is the 
law of progress then there should be myriads of 
animals in process of becoming something other than 
they are and there should be multitudes of missing 
links to prove the fact. It is not simply that one link 
in the chain is missing, but a great many, and yet 
when a few bones are discovered, and out of these 
evolutionists build up a body resembling both a 

monkey and a man, there is great joy among them at 
their discovery. In the past their joy has always been 
short lived. It is a puzzle to me why men will persist 
in offering as evidence that which is, to say the least 
about it, very, very doubtful. 

"Other lines of argument have been adopted, but 
of these I cannot speak now, save to say that there is 
not one of them to which quite a satisfactory answer 
has not been given. The truth is that the general 
public, acquainted only with the daily newspaper and 
popular writings, do not know the other side of the 

argument, and consequently accept that which is most 
frequently made known. It is time now that I gave 

you some reasons for not accepting Evolution. 
"First, if we look through their writings and the 

works of eminent scientists, we shall find admissions 
which, in any other subject, would be considered fatal. 
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Now let us take up these books and read. 
"See, here are a few. Lord Kelvin, one of the 

greatest scientists the modern world has had, writes, 
'Science positively affirms Creative power.' 

"Another, Dr. Bateson says, 'It is impossible for 
scientists longer to agree with Darwin's theory of the 
origin of species.' 

"Still another, Professor Scott declares, 'If Dar
win's hypothesis be rejected, there is, it must be frank
ly stated, no satisfactory alternative to take its place.' 

"That last admission is almost too simple to be 
accepted on good faith. It simply amounts to saying : 
' We admit that Darwin's theory is not true, but since 
we have determined not to accept the idea of Creation, 
then the next best thing we can do is to persuade our
selves to believe that what Darwin stated is true.' 

"Here is what Sir Ambrose Fleming said in a lecture 
given to The Victoria Institute in London, 'To say 
that Evolution has produced an eye or an ear, an 
animal or a plant, is as much nonsense as to say that 
the automatic operation of pieces of wood or metal 
can produce a photographic camera or a telephone 
receiver.' 

"Professor Fleischmann was unkindly reviled by 
other scientists when he stated that 'Evolution was in 
the nature of things utterly unproved and unprove
able.' 

"Professor Sir Arthur Keith now announces after 
all the damage he has done in pronouncing the other 
way, 'two new and somewhat unexpected truths, first, 
that man has not descended from any known kind of 
monkey or ape, fossil or recent.' ..... 

"Another has written, 'It would almost seem that 
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missing links have 
never extsted ... The 
picture of the history 
of Evolution here 
suggested makes the 
search for common 
ancestors literally a 
hopeless quest, the 
genealogist tree an 
illusory vision.' 

"Dr. Etheridge of 
the British Museum 
says : 'Nine-tenths of 
the talk of Evolution
ists is sheer nonsense, 

not founded on ob
::,ervation and wholly 
unsupport�d by fact: 

''A second reason 
why I don't accept 
Evolution is, that it 
does not solve a great 
many problems which 
it professes to solve. 

"First it is con
f ranted with the diffi
culty of origins. If 
you look at this dia
gram you wi 11 under
stand what I n1ean. 

Vecaet o. \o \e 
K,·""'sd o�.
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"Evolution cannot explain how the physical universe 
came into being: in short, it assumes a beginning. 
Who was the 'Beginner,' it does not even attempt to 
explain. It jumps the first gap, because it must get a 
start, and it usually starts so far back that it makes 
itself ridiculous. 

"Then taking for granted the inorganic world it 
must explain the origin of the vegetable kingdom. 
Grains of dust, even when they do form hot mud, 
do not produce life. Evolution faced with another 
gap resorts to various methods to find an answer, but 
not one of them is satisfactory. 

"How could vegetable life, become backboneless 
animal life? That's another gap. Evolution does not 
explain it, but supposes certain changes. 

"Again how did back-bonless animals develope into 
back-boned animals? That's still another gap-still 
unbridged. 

"Once 1nore no explanation is given as to how 
breast-feeding animals came into being,-another gap. 

"And we have seen that nearly all scientists now 
admit that no missing link has been found and that 
there exists between the highest brute mammals and 
man another gap which no theory can explain. 

"A second problem it does not solve is one which 
is known as the fixity of species. A species is the 
name given to a class of animals that breed true to 
type. For instance, all dogs, of whatever variety, 
come within the canine species, all cats, big and small, 
within the feline species. Now evolution demands 
that there be many intermediate forms of life between 
each species, so that there may be no gaps in the de
velopment. This de1nand has given rise to the idea 

G 
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of what is known as Natural Selection, and the Trans
mission of Acquired characteristics, by which is meant 
that a parent which has suddenly acquired a charac
teristic better adapted for its circumstances than 
similar animals, passes on to its offspring the little 
difference. In this way new animals are gradually 
evolved. It is a splendid theory; but it does not work. 
Try as they like biologists have always been, and are 
to-day, confronted with the fixity of species. Darwin 
himself admits, "But in spite of all the efforts of 
trained observers, not one change of one species into 
another is on record." We do not see it taking place 
now : in fact, the opposite takes place, for if a culti
vated plant is allowed to become 'wild' it will soon 
revert to its original state. The testimony of the 
fossils in rocks is the same, for even in the oldest 
formations species are as clearly marked off from one 
another as among living forms. There is no such a 
thing as transmutation of species. Varieties within 
species may change, but they remain within the species. 
Does not that remind you of Genesis 1. where we read 
so frequently these words 'after its kind'? Genesis has 
been proved to be up-to-date. No evidence can be 
produced showing a real tendency for a single organ
ism to depart from its own type and become other than 
it is. 

"Now I have spoken to you longer than I expected 
to do on this line of argument, and must hasten to 
show you another reason why I cannot accept the 
Evolution theory. 

It flatly contradicts the Bible. By that I do not 
mean simply that it opposes Genesis 1. which traces 
all things to a Creator Who is almighty, but more 
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generally that it denies the whole body of Bible teach
ing. A person cannot be a thorough-going Evolution
ist and at the same time be a Christian in the New 
Testament sense of the word. That may seem a 
sweeping statement, but I want to put the matter be
fore you in such a way that it will make a lasting 
impression on your mind. 

"In the first place, Evolution dispenses with God
it needs no Creator. The Bible from beginning to 
end is built on the assumption that God is, and that 
He is the rewarder of all that seek Him. Evolution 
politely bows Him out, kindly, and sometimes un
kindly, saying, it has no use for Him. Even although 
the theory is con£ ronted with unsuperable obstacles, 
it is, as we have seen, prepared to search for an un
obtainable solution rather than admit there is a per
sonal God. Now no true Christian would adopt that 
attitude. He begins with God, and given an Almighty 
Creator, the universe is much more easily explained. 
Evolution usually creates atheists who substitute for 
the Christian Creator-God, a vague god of their own 
whom some of them pride themselves in calling a 
Great Life Purpose. That is one of those senseless 
shifts which simply try to cover up their difficulties 
after they have ignored the Christian standpoint. In 
a former talk we reminded ourselves that there was 
abundance of evidence for the unbiassed student that 
there is a Beneficent Designer who works according 
to the purpose of His will for the well-being of His 

creatures. Genesis 1. is, to say the least of it, a more 
sensible explanation of the Universe than the un
certainties of the Evolution theory. 

"In the second place, Evolution attacks the whole 
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fabric of Scripture, and tears it to pieces. Many who 
have been hasty to pronounce for the new theory, 
must have done so without considering where it leads. 
It leads to an attitude of mind that can accept nothing 
in the Christian faith that is contrary to the idea of 
progress through successive stages from the lowest to 
the highest forms of life. If Evolution is the law 
of progress, then there has been no "fall of man." 
Sin is not in the Evolutionist's vocabulary; 'sin' is 
simply the resurgence of the old brute nature showing 
itself in malignant form. Man is in the state of 'be
coming' ; there was no Garden of Eden experience, 
no Adam, no innocence, no happy fellowship with God, 
no outside tempter, in fact nothing that the Bible 
affirms. If man was in this imperfect state rising to 
higher things, then there was no fall, for he had 
nothing to fall from. Evolution can give no satis
factory explanation of the evils around. If there was 
no fall then there was no need for redemption. The 
historical parts of the Old Testament may be of value, 
the Evolutionist says, but there is no present-day 
meaning in the ritual and sacrifices of the ancient Heb
rews. There was no need for Christ, for the world 
did not and does not need a Saviour from Heaven. 
Its laws of Evolution are its saviour. The very heart 
of the Christian Faith is destroyed if we accept the 
theories of men, for they leave no room for the atone
ment of Calvary. 

"Again Evolution denies the possibility of super
natural intervention into an orderly world where pro
gress is undisturbed ; in other words, there are no 

such things as miracles. We cannot omit the super
natural element f ram the Bible and the Christian faith 
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without destroying the whole. Part of the credentials 
of Christ were the miracles that He wrought, proving 
that He had come from heaven. We have already 
seen that there is no reason why we should not accept 
the New Testament miracles as actual fact, because 
they are attested by reliable witnesses. But these, and 
others, must go as soon as we accept Evolution. There 
can be no such an historic event as the Virgin Birth 
of our Lord; that is altogether impossible. Christ was 
simply an extraordinary man, but still a man. His 
life was not sinless, and, consequently, the New Testa
ment Gospels are fabrication of fanatical devotees 
concerning an imaginary Messiah, the story weaving 
itself round the person of a Galilean peasant. The 
death on Calvary was a monument of self-deception, 
resulting in nothing but the end of a career engin
eered for popularity. It has no significance for to-day 
except to provide an example of stoical endurance 
of suffering. If Evolution is true, then Calvary 
means nothing to the Christian Church ; it has not 
the slightest vestige of atoning virtue. Christ's blood 
is of no value whatever. Having arrived at the con
clusion that there must be no supernatural interference 
with the orderly processes of nature, Evolution nat
urally denies or explains away the Resurrection. Al
ready I have shown you the worth of the argument 
arising from the historical, physical resurrection of 
Christ from the dead. But it cannot be true to the 
Evo]utionist, for he has already declared it to be im
possible. If Christ did not rise from the grave, the 
Christian Church is a colossal mistake founded on 
a badly constructed lie. And if Christ did not die an 
atoning death for the world's sin, and did not, as the 
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Bible states and the Christian Church believes, rise 
from the grave, then there is no gospel embodying the 
grace of God and proclaiming to fallen men the glad 
news of salvation. As to the power of the go5pcl 
preached through the centuries no informed man will 
have any doubt. Accept Evolution and we can have 
no Missionary enterprise, no hope for the future, no 
heaven, no resurrection of just and unjust, no life 
after death. 

"You see, then, Evolution cannot account for the 
miracle of Christ, for the miracle of conversion, for 
the work of the Holy Spirit in the heart enabling a 
man to overcome the temptation to sin, under which 
he would fall if there were no miraculous intervention. 
In a word, Evolution is scientifically unproved and 
Scripturally impossible. 

"Geology now affirms that no argument can be 
based upon the order of fossiliferous rocks. An 
eminent geologist, Professor Price, has shown, with 
a convincing amount of detail he himself and others 
have accumulated from all over the world, that this 
argument upon which Evolutionists placed so much 
emphasis must go-it is out of date. Bit by bit, the 
foundations upon which the theory stands have been 
destroyed; and yet, in spite of all the unanswered 
arguments against it, it persists. It is time the Christ
ian Church knew that victory lies on the side of the 
Bible, and that, despite the fact that men who have 
no interest in the Christian faith, still spread their un
proved theories, the foundations of our faith remain 
firm." 

How long Mr. Warden would have gone on thus 
would be difficult to say, but he was at that instant 
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interrupted by Kathleen saying, 
"But you have not told us about Methuselah!" 
"I shall come to that in a minute; the whole story 

is really one. Those who accept the Evolution theory 
are compelled to place the beginnings of life many, 
many millions of years ago; so far back, in fact, that 
their statements are sometimes ludicrous. The idea 
that man has been on the earth for hundreds of thou
sands of years is not entertained by many eminent 
geologists to-day. Man's antiquity has been greatly 
reduced. A common estimate among certain teachers 
of the length of man's existence on the earth is be
tween 200,000 and 300,000 years. Now if we work 
back through the Bible we come to an estimate some
where round about seven thousand years, or a little 
less. It is difficult at times to follow the Bible chrono
logy, or system of time; but we are not far out if we 
place the figure at between seven and eight thousand 
years. Now which is correct? is the question. 

"In the first place, the Evolutionist's demands on 
time are far too lavish. The best scientists cannot 
concede him the time he needs. 

"In the second place, history is coming into line with 
the Bible view. Instead of finding a very uncultured 
type of man as we push back through the centuries, 
we find, as we would expect from the Bible account, 
man in a high state of civilisation, such as we have 
seen in ancient Babylonia and ancient Egypt. The 
Evolutionist maintains that progress is gradual and 
orderly, very slow and easily retarded, whereas, in 
the Bible we find that primitive man progressed with 
great rapidity. Evolutionist historians divide time 
into Old Stone Age, New Stone Age, Bronze Age and 
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Iron Age, making us think that this was the unbroken 
order in which man's conquest of the metal's took 
place. Because remains of a civilisation sho"v that 
man used stone weapons and implements at a certain 
time is no indication whatever that the civilisation is 
older than one which indicates the use of bronze. We 
cannot build up a time-sequence of the various ages 
until we ascertain that the advancement was con
tinuous. Sometimes stone and bronze may have been 
used at the same time. 

"There are two great difficulties, prohibiting the 
view of the very remote antiquity of pre-historic man. 
These are, the effects of what is known as The Ice 
Age, and The Flood. A word on these will suffice for 
the present. 

"The Ice Age or Glacial Period is the name given 
to the time when a great ice sheet came south from 
the Northern Hemisphere and covered the northern 
continents, making it extremely difficult, if not alto
gether, impossible, for any primitive man to have 
survived. Of course, to suit their theory the Evolu
tionist is compelled to believe that man survived the 
catastrophe. Now, it is a well-known fact that in no 
country whatever is there the slighest indication that 
man remembers such a disaster ; rather tradition points 
back to a beginning which was perfect. 

"What follows, then, should be of interest to you. 
We are fairly certain of the limits of the Glacial 
Period. Without going into detail we may take it 
from leading authorities in geology that the ice dis
appeared somewhere between 8,000 and 10,000 years 
ago, that is about 7000 B.C. If we accept that as 
highly probable we are coming quite near to the date 
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we suggested for the Biblical story of man's creation, 
somewhere, perhaps about seven thousand years ago. 
If we admit the findings of geologists as being correct 
in this 1natter then the Evolutionist's theory of man's 
extreme antiquity is shattered, and we say good-bye 
to the historian's estimates of hundreds of thousands 
of years. 

"There are people to-day who laugh at the idea of 
a Flood such as the Bible describes ; and yet every 
year is bringing more light on the facts, declaring it 
possible. I referred earlier to the recent discoveries 
at Ur indicating that there must have been a tremend
ous inundation covering the city that existed before 
Abram's day. Let us look at it from another view 
po111L 

"In ·your history books you will read of Palreolithic 
men and Neolithic men. Who were these? They 
were the men of The Old Stone Age and of The 
New Stone Age. Accepting the previous finding we 
must place these after the retreat of the ice. It is 
now generally believed that at the close of the Palreo
lithic period a great subsidence, or lowering, of the 
continen_ts took place, and much land that was above 
water sank below sea level. There is evidence, two, 
that the earth again emerged from the waters but not 
to such a high elevation as before. The peoples who 
inhabited this new-constituted earth are the men we 
refer to as Neolithic men. A leading geologist says of 
this period that it seems impossible to doubt the great
ness and suddenness of the break that divides the 
human age into two distinct portions. It is possible 
to identify this geological fact with the graphic account 
of the Flood as given in Genesis chapters 7 and 8. 
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That narrative declares that the whole human race 
was affected, and that only Noah's family escaped. 
There is evidence that the waters of the ocean over
flowe� the continents of the Northern Hemisphere, at 
least as far as they were inhabited by man. The 
universal tradition of a Flood of amazing dimensions 
is almost akin to proof that such a disaster overtook 
the earliest race of men. You see, then, how we have 
definitely located our Palreolithic and Neolithic man. 
Let me set it out in diagram form for you. 

Glacial Period. 

Palreolithic 

Man. 

111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 

Neolithic 

Man. 

. ..... ends about 7,000-10,000 B.C. 

This correspond� to Genesis 1-6. 

The Flood-Genesis 7-8 about 
1 year. 

The Descendants of Noah. 

There is no time here for the col
ossal demands of the Evolutionist. 

"The chief point arising from this is that the degree 
of culture reached by Noah through his predecessors 
explains the rapidity with which Neolithic man ad
vanced immediately after the Flood. In the stories of 
ancient Babylon and ancient Egypt there is a gap in 



The Workmanship of God. 107 

the chronology where all traces of history are lost; 
and it is now believed that these gaps correspond with 
the calamity which overtook them at the Flood. Testi
mony seems to rise from various quarters that the 
story of Genesis seven and eight is not a myth but a 
fact. And, more-over, the traditions of both countries 
point back to a long period before the catastrophe 
during which men lived for spans of many hundreds 
of years. Does not this recall the story of Methuselah 
and other patriarchs whose ages are given in the early 
chapters of Genesis? And from it do we not see the 
fact that we may trust the Bible record as true even 
in its details? As time passes and researches are made, 
lovers of the Bible are finding more and more confir
mation for its trustworthiness in the discoveries c. r 
even its enemies. 

"Now let me come to a point. I have spoken to 
you at ]ength on the theories of Evolution and th� 
Antiquity of Man, and we have seen that there a.:-e 
1 nnumerable difficulties in accepting what has never 
been rroved. Full light, perhaps has not ye� !Jeen 
shed on the early chapters of Genesis, but there is 
certainly nothing to fear, for moderate scholars are 
bringing our knowledge more and more into line with 
what we know from Sacred History. Much of the 
talk of to-day is simply the outcome of lack of latest 
information and carelessness of thought. As you read 
the pronouncements of men who have no concern for 
the Christian Faith remember that the old Book has 
stood the test of time, and stands to-day as firm as 
ever. Evolution is simply a phase of that infidelity 
which has ever characterised those who do not accept 
the revelation that God has given us. 
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"Now, Kathleen, I hope you know who was the 
oldest man; and trust you have enjoyed our talk on 
matters that must have given you some little concern." 

"Enjoyed it; I should think so," remarked Norman; 
"it has cleared up a great many points about which 
I have always had difficulties. I am quite sure we 
shall both remember what you have said when we 
study history on our return to school." 

So interested had they been in their conversation 
that not one of them had given any thought to the fact 
that they were locked in. Now they became aware of 
their predicament, for evening had drawn down about 
them, and there were evidences that the day was al
most over. All was still about the house; but as they 
listened they heard footsteps in the corridor. Now 
was their opportunity. 

"Open the door to us, please," came a voice from 
within. The key turned, the door opened, and the 
three prisoners found Mrs. Warden without making 
her way to the bedroom where Irene was, already 
asleep for two hours. 

Explanations were made at the supper table. 
Evening devotions followed, and soon the whole 

house was wrapt in the silence of slumber. 



CHAPTER VII. 

FIVE THOUSAND YEARS AGO. 

"WHO of you would like to go with me on a 
trip, to-day?" inquired Mr. Warden of the 

children one morning as they rose from breakfast 
table. 

"I should," said Irene. 
"And I, too," repeated Kathleen. 
"It will be a strange journey, for we shall not go 

'bus, or by train, or even by walking." 
"How then, shall we go?" inquired Irene. "It will 

be a funny journey that, will it not, Kathleen?" 
"And we won't need to pay any fare, or take any 

luggage; and we shall go a very long distance before 
we return," continued Mr. Warden, desirous of stimu
lating interest to the utmost. "So quickly shall we 
travel that we shall cover thousands of miles in a very 
short time. In fact we shall travel in two directions. 
First we shall cross land and sea, away to the East; 
and then we shall suddenly jump back several thou
sands of years to visit some very ancient cities, the 
ruins of which for long have been lying buried beneath 
tons of mud brought down by the rivers. The only 
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thing you will require to take with you is your imagina
tion." 

"What's imagination, Daddy?" interrupted Irene, 
with one of those questions which indicate the rapidity 
with which new ideas flash into the child mind when 
active. 

"Why, dear, imagination enables you to picture in 
your mind what you have never seen with your eyes. 
If I were to describe to you how little boys and girls 
lived long, long ago, when Joseph of whom you read 

in the Bible was a little boy, you would use your im
agination to draw pictures of what they were like. 
That is easily carried, is it not?" 

"Shall we not take anything, besides?" inquired 
Norman. 

"Perhaps Irene will carry her spade, as we may 
require that." 

"Why, then, you intend going down to the sand," 
concluded Kathleen, connecting in her mind the ideas 
of sand and spade. 

"Quite correct, Kathleen; we shall travel more 
quickly there than here, for we shall find something 
on the sand to assist our imaginations," said Mr. 
Warden, as he made to go off. 

"Tell Mummy we are going out, Irene, and say 
that we shall try and be back in time for dinner." 

Irene soon re-appeared with her spade, and informed 
the others that it was all right if we did not stay too 
long. "Mummy said I was not to let my imagination 
run away with me," said the child in a most innocent 
fashion. 
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A spot nearby was chosen as quite suitable, for the 
sand was sufficiently flat and plentiful for the purpose 
Mr. Warden had in view. As soon as they were 
arrived he told the children that he intended making 
a large map on the sand to help them to picture the 
most ancient places of which we read in the Bible and 
out of it. Taking from his pocket a small Bible he 
called the attention of Norman and Kathleen to Gene
sis chapter 10, where he read to them these words: 
'And Cush begat Nimrod : he began to be a mighty 
one in the earth. He was a mighty hunter before the 
Lord : wherefore it is said, Even as Nimrod, the 
mighty hunter before the Lord. And the beginning 
of his kingdom was Babel ( or Babylon), Erech, and 
Accad, and Calneh, in the land of Shinar. Out of 
that land went Asshur, and builded Nineveh, and the 
city Rehoboth, and Calah, and Resen between Nineveh 
and Calah : the same is a great city.' 

"Now, I cannot go into all the details and difficulties 
associated with this passage as it stands, but before 
we begin with the map, I should draw your attention 
to several interesting facts at one time disputed but 
now believed and generally accepted. 

"First; it was commonly taught until quite recently 
that historians could not rely on the truthfulness of 
Genesis before chapter twelve. Research has shattered 
that idea, and the more we get to know of the ancient 
world, the more our knowledge falls in line with the 
Bible accounts. 

"Second; secular history informs us that the most 
important ancient cities were Babylon and Nineveh, 
and that Nineveh was the capital of Assyria ( or 
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Asshur). We shall see, in a minute, however, that 
there were great cities in that part of the world, even 
be£ ore Babylon. 

"Third; it is now definitely known that Babylon 
was before Nineveh, and that it was £ rom Babylon 
that Nineveh had its beginnings of greatness. That 
all accords with the Bible records. 

"And again, briefly and not to tire you, most of the 
cities mentioned have been discovered, and to-day, in 
museums, we may see relics of those very ancient 
times. It is surprising how much we now know of 
what used to be called 'the dim ages of antiquity.' 
But, now, to our map." 

"Irene," shouted Kathleen, "bring your spade," for 
the youngest child, having lost interest during the 
rather tiring explanations had gone off to build sand 
castles. Irene came with the spade. 

"Here is a very suitable spot," said Mr. Warden 
as he made survey of the neighbourhood. "The grassy 
mounds behind there will serve beautifully for the 
higher lands in the north. Can you tell me what map 
is to be drawn ?" 

"The Mesopotamia valley, of course," immediately 
answered Kathleen who had not yet forgotten hints 
she ha� received at school during a few Bible lessons 
she had had from Mr. Warden when her regular 
teacher was off. 

"Well, then, let us begin. Irene, you can help 
here," said Mr. Warden, as he drew the outline of a 
bay with the spade, "If we scoop this inside bit out 
lightly we shall have a representation of the Persian 
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Gulf. These grassy tu£ ts will represent the highlands 
in North Assyria out of which the River Tigris flows 
into the valley and on to the sea. That zig-zag line 
there will do for the river as it now enters the Persian 
Gulf." 

"Mr. Warden," said Kathleen, "did you not tell us 
that the shore line of the Gulf is much farther south 
now than it used to be?" 

"So it is, Kathleen; and I shall explain that in a 
minute or two. Here, on the western side, and rising 
away far to the north in Asia Minor, we must insert 
the Euphrates, a longer river than the Tigris. Now, 

we must be care£ ul as we come south for the two 
rivers come very close together and towards the mouth 
they join to form one. This was very important in 
ancient times for we know from excavations and from 
records preserved in libraries that great canals were 
built to supply water to all the land between the rivers. 
Now, if we take some sand and raise parallel ridges 
of hills we shall form here to the east the hill-country 
of ELAM with its old capital, Susa. From the part 
where the rivers come closest to the present mouth is 
the country of the oldest civilisation known in the 
world's history. In the north of this part, here, was 
AKKAD. We may print that across this section. 
Here, a little to the south, we may print SUMER. 
That is the part of which we read in the Bible under 
the name of Shinar. Then, just along the ancient 
sea-border, was the country of CHALDEA. Exca
vations have been carried on very extensively in these 
regions, and away to the north here in what we would 
now call ASSYRIA. These stones placed along the 

H 
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river banks represent various towns the names of 

which I shall write on the sand." 
With that Mr. Warden stepped back to survey his 

work, and this is what it looked like. 

ARABIA. 

"This part of the world has been called 'The Cradle 
of the Race,' and, if historians are not actually agreed 

about that name being given to it, we may be quite 
sure that in the cities in this part of the world we 
have evidences of a very high type of human progress 
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long ago. Archa!ologists, that is, men who devote 
their studies to these ancient matters, inform us that 
the earliest traces of civilisation date back to slightly 
before 3000 B.C. There are various methods of 
arriving at the date, but it is difficult to be accurate. 

"Now take a journey with me from the north to the 
south of the river, and as we do so remember that 
river valleys have always been the great highways of 
the world's travel and commerce. We shall pass 
through the first centres of culture in the world's 
history and shall visit that part of the world where 
we witness the beginnings of arts and crafts as old 
as, if not older than that discovered on the Nile. 
Perhaps before we commence our journey it will in
terest you if I indicate to you the main phases of 
world history of which this is the first. Men, naturally, 

have grouped themselves where they could find food 
easily, and such places are either on river banks or 
round sea boards like the Mediterranean. Suppose 
we begin just where we are and call this No. 1 phase. 
Here, in the Fertile Crescent between the Five Seas 
is the oldest civilisations in the world." 

"But what are the Five Seas, Mr. Warden?" in
quired Norman. 

"Well, here to the South East is the Persian Gulf ; 
almost due north of that in the comer here is the 
Caspian Sea. Here, away up beyond the map, in the 
North West is the Black Sea. A little to the south, 
as you know, is the Mediterranean Sea, and further 
south, between North Africa and Arabia, is the Red 
Sea. It would take us too far out of our way if I 
were to give you some detail about the configuration 
of the country, but it will suffice if I remind you that 
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what has been called the Fertile Crescent stretches in 
a semi-circle from the Nile through Palestine and 
Syria and on to the Mesopotamian Valley. North and 
East are hills; while to the south is desert land. It 
was in this little section of the world that history 
began. Here we encounter the early empires of Baby
lonia and Egypt, of the Hittites and Trojans, of the 
Hebrews and the Medes and Persians. Here are the 
lands about which we read in our Bibles. 

"By the way, that reminds me that I cut out from 
this morning's paper a most interesting remark by a 
lecturer to teachers at the Vacation Course for 
Teachers held in London this month. I shall read it 
to you. Now, listen: 

"'In the day school the Bible is a text-book not only 
for conduct and morality, but also for English litera
ture and world history. Every child should read 
world history from the original authorities by consult
ing the great books of the Old Testament in the right 
way. The story of the origin and development of our 
own civilisation is written on almost every page of 
the Old Testament. Ezekiel is an original and most 
trustworthy authority on the industrial and commer
cial conditions of his day, and the writer of the Book 
of Esther is an authority on politics and the adminis
tration of Government in his day. The Book of 
Exodus is nothing short of an encyclopredia of the 
arts and crafts of the ancient world.' 

"These words should send us back to our Bibles 
with quite a fresh view-point in their historical value. 
But I am wandering from the story. 

"The second phase of world-history is that which 
deals with the rise and fall of nations around the 
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Mediterranean Sea. Here we read of Greece, Rome, 
Carthage, rivals for world-supremacy. 

"The third phase is that which brings us to the 
history of the great discoveries, when nations round 
the Atlantic Ocean struggled with each other for the 
possession of the New World. That phase has just 
passed in the reckoning of some historians. 

"The fourth phase, according to some, has just be
gun. We may call it the Pacific Ocean phase, for the 
nations rapidly developing are those on either side of 
that Ocean, United States, and Canada, and Japan 
and China. 

"From that brief outline you will see how very im
portant is the Bible account of the earliest phase of 
world history. To understand it better we shall go 
back to our map and commence our journey from the 
north. Here let us begin at Asshur. You will recall 
that a little ago we learned that Asshur had its real 
beginnings from Babylon and for a long while was of 
minor importance. Later, when the glories of the 
southern city had faded during many centuries, Asshur 
or Assyria with its capital at Nineveh was the great 
power. The poem by Byron, familiar to you both, 
The Destruction of Sennacherib, describes one of the 
incidents in the struggles between Assyria and the 
Hebrews. Of that history I cannot delay to tell you. 
It is further south that interests us. You will notice 
here several towns along the banks. These were, at 
one time or another, the centres of kingdoms that have 
long since disappeared. Kings ruled at Agade, Kish, 
Erech, Larsa, Lagash, Ur, Eridu; then, later, Babylon 
became the great centre. The settlements probably 
began at Agade and as the river-delta dried up, ( for 
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long ago the sea came almost as far north as that), 
they spread southwards. 

"Excavations have been carried on chiefly at Kish, 
at Erech and, above all, at Ur. Although the buildings 
are practically all of mudbrick, many are in a wonder
ful state of preservation. Engravings of all kinds, 
monuments of victories, temples and dwelling houses, 
pottery and ornaments, all reveal an exceedingly high 
degree of civilisation. At no other time, we are told, 
did Babylonian culture, reach such splendour as it 
did nearly three thousand years be£ ore Christ. 

"Let us spend a little longer at Ur, the city out of 
which Abram came when he was called to go to Pales
tine. To-day we know more about that city than we 
do of our own earliest Britons. The city covered a 
large area, about four miles long by one and a half 
broad. The inner city was surrounded by a huge 
mud-brick wall, and right within this was another 
enclosure dedicated to the moon god Namar. Here 
were the temples to that god. The principal temple re
minds us of the famous tower of Babel of which we 
read in Genesis chapter eleven. This tower in Ur rose 
to considerably over seventy feet high, and right on 
the top of this the shrine to the god was built. Round 
the tower was a busy courtyard to which farmers and 

merchants brought their goods in payment for the 
land they held from the moon god. Wool, hides, grain, 
oil, hemp, flax, cloth, gold, timber, precious stones and 
many other things were deposited within the temple 
precincts. Everything brought in was checked and 
weighed and receipts were given to those who brought 
them; so careful were these early Babylonians. All 
the stores were tabulated with amazing minuteness. 
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In fact, it reads like a business firm's account in the 
twentieth century, to go over these clay tablets from 
those ancient times. 

"To instruct boys in the art of "book-keeping," 
regular temple schools were kept, where writing, arith
metic, geometry and even astronomy were taught. It 
is simply staggering how far advanced were the people 
who lived five thousand years ago. To-day we may 
read in their tablet-inscriptions matters of the most 
interesting nature with regard to almost any subject 
concerning the customs, religion and work of these 
ancient peoples. 

"But the most interesting to us, at this point, is the 
light that all this history throws on the Old Testament 
records. Here in Ur lived a famous King called in 
secular history Hammurabi. He is supposed to be the 
same person as is mentioned under the name Amraphel 
in the Book of Genesis. Perhaps it would be as well 
for us to read it for ourselves." 

Mr. Warden again turned over the pages of his 
pocket Bible and from Genesis 14. he read the follow-
1ng: 

" 'And it came to pass in the days of Amraphel,, king 
of Shinar (i.e. where Ur is situated) Arioch king of 
Eilasar, Chedorlaomer, king of Elam, and Tidal king 
of nations; that these made war with Bera king of 
Sodom, and with Birsha king of Gomorrah, Shinab 
king of Admah, and Shemeber king of Zeboiim, and 
the king of Bela, which is Zoar.' 

"That, as you know, is the introduction to the story 
of how Abram delivered and rescued his cousin Lot 
from the hands of the king of Elam and his confeder
ates. It used to be doubted whether this account could 
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be accurate or not, but we have every reason to be
lieve that each detail of it is correct. Amraphel, or 
Hammurabi, was a great king, ruling in Ur, perhaps, 
if the suggestions of historians are well founded. He 
was a great law-maker, and we can read to-day the 
laws by which he governed his country when he was 
king of Babylonia. All this is important, for it assures 
us that the further back we go, we do not find, as 
many evolutionists would enforce, that man has been 
gradually rising in the scale of mental capacity, but 
rather, as the great Oriental scholar, Sir Wm. Ram
say, declares, that primitive man shows ability in 
various directions which denies his origin in prim
ordial slime. As far back as we go we meet man in 
a state of culture which indicates that he had genius 
to cope with his surroundings-in other words he is 
what the Book of Genesis says he is. 

"Now there are some exceedingly interesting facts 
associated with the early chapters of Genesis which 
are becoming more and more clear in the light of 
archreology. In the first place it is worthy of notice 
that the whole Book is divisible into three sections. 
In the first of these sections the story is staged in 
Babylonia. That part of the history takes us on to 
the departure of Abram from Ur of the Chaldees. 
The middle section deals with the history of Abram 
(or Abraham, as he was later called), Isaac and Jacob 
in the land of Palestine. In the third section we are 
taken into Egypt where we read of Joseph and his 
doings in the land of the Pyramids. That is a very 
simple division of the Book, but it is interesting and 
important. 

"Naturally we shall expect to find the first section 



Five Thousand Years Ago. 121 

of the Book referred to in tablets discovered in Baby
lonia, and that is just what we do find. A great deal 
of importance has been attached to what are known 
as The Chaldean Legends of Creation and the Flood. 
Now I need not go into details regarding these legends 
but refer only to a few points. 

"It is not difficult to notice that in the legends and 
in the Bible history there is agreement with regard 
to the two outstanding features of primitive times in 
the story of the earth. They both lay emphasis on he 
two facts, Creation and the Flood. The question 
arises, 'Where did these stories come from if they 
are not based on fact?' Of course, it is but fair to 
you that I should tell you that there are those who 
inform us that the Genesis accounts were derived 
from the Babylonian legends and were refined by the 
religious genius of the Hebrews in Palestine. In other 
words that the narratives in Genesis are of a much 
later date than those of the Babylonian Epics. That 
argument has been completely answered in a splendid 
little book called 'Is The Higher Criticism Scholarly?' 
written by an American, Professor Wilson, who is 
the greatest living authority on the ancient languages. 
Some day, perhaps, you may have the opportunity 
of consulting it for yourselves. 

"A second point to observe is the moral dignity 
attached to the Genesis accounts which is not to be 
found in the other. Such a complete change in char
acter would be considered miraculous in any other 
connections, but some critics are so determined to 
shut out the first twelve chapters of Genesis, that 
rather than admit that Genesis I is miracle of divine 
inspiration and the story of the Flood is a fact, they 
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are willing to accept the Chaldean legends as the 
original, and account for the Bible stories in a most 
involved way. In the Bible we have the revelation 
of God : in the other many gods are referred to. 
There is a sublime simplicity and beauty about the 
stories we know that set them on an entirely different 
platform from the more recently discovered Baby
lonian traditions." 

Mr. Warden was about to go on but noticing that 
Norman evidently wished to say something he paused, 
and as he paused, Norman took the opportunity to 
ask, "Can we be quite sure that Moses was the writer 
of the Book of Genesis? I have sometimes heard it 
said that Moses did not write the Book, but that it is 
of a much later date than his life time." 

"That is a big subject, and would require a much 
longer time than we have. But I think we can safely 
trust Hebrew tradition which has been sifted to its 
utmost; and the more the subject has been investigated 
the more solid is the opinion becoming that Moses 
wrote the Pentateuch. One would imagine from what 
certain badly informed people say that there was no 
ground for the old beliefs. That is far from the 
facts. There is another book which contains a great 
amount of hard matter for the critics. It is rather 
difficult for you to read, but the name you may remem
ber. It is called 'The Unity of the Pentateuch', by 
a writer named Finn, and he answers a great many 
of the unfounded arguments of those who will not 
accept the Genesis narratives. 

"Now, I see by my watch it is time to go, but just 
be£ ore we leave the map and talk about something 
else on the way home I should like to say one more 
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word. It is this. The early chapters of Genesis are 
the only possible introduction to the Bible which 
makes known the way of redemption. If we acknow
ledge Jesus Christ as the Son of God, and our Lord, 
then the difficulties are solved for us. He, our in
fallible Teacher, made reference as to historical facts 
when He spoke of the Creation, of Noah and the 
Flood, of Moses as the writer of part of the Old 
Testament, and that part the Pentateuch. 

"As we look at our sand map for the last time, let 
us remember, as we gaze on its towns and rivers, 
that in the Mesopotamian Valley was staged the early 
history of mankind, and from there comes the account 
that informs us of the Creation of man and the Deluge 
that overwhelmed the race in its wickedness as des
cribed in Genesis chapters seven and eight. The most 
recent excavations at Ur indicate in a most unhesitat
ing way that a vast calamity must have overtaken the 
civilisation of that valley, at the very time which 
corresponds with the accepted date of the Flood. Thus 
the scriptures are being corroborated by the spade, 
and the very stones of long ago are rising up in judg
ment against our generation for its unbelief in the 
records of the words of truth." 

The lesson was over. Irene, who had picked up the 
disused spade and had been engaged building sand 
castles by herself, was summoned, and the four to
gether made their way home, three of them at least to 
carry in the mind a vivid picture of a huge sand map 
illustrating the story of The Cradle of the Race. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

A GARDEN AND A MUSEUM. 

NOT every day was spent in excursions to the shore, 
or in lessons. Occasionally Mr. Warden would 

take a morning off for private study. The children 
respected these mornings and, if they were about at 
all, they made as little noise as possible. Bit by bit, 
however, their knowledge of ancient times was grow
ing and, as they knew more, they were anxious for 
further information. Every opportunity was seized to 
inquire for more stories of the ancient East, and 
seldom was their request denied. 

The success of their last outing to the shore had 
been so great, that Mr. Warden determined to try a 
similar experiment for another chapter of the history. 
The long stretches of sand formed a suitable platform 
for building up the drama of long departed Empires. 

One morning during the Scripture reading the in
cident was that of the flight of the infant Saviour with 
Joseph and His mother, away from the cruelty of 
Herod into safety in Egypt. Naturally the question 
arose as to the reason for going into Egypt and not 
north into other countries. Egypt, it was suggested, 
was much more conveniently reached ; and again, there 
was a very extensive Jewish colony around the delta 
of the Nile, where refuge and work could quite easily 
be found. 

124 
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This conversation suggested to Mr. Warden the ex
ceedingly interesting topic of the part Egypt has 
played in the history of the world and especially in 
connection with the Bible stories in the early narratives 
of the Hebrew people. Recalling to the minds of the 
children the journey of Abram out of Ur of the 
Chaldees north to Haran, he now asked them to read 
from Genesis chapter twelve. They read together at 
verse five :-

" And Abram took Sarai his wife, and Lot his 
brother's son, and all their substance that they had 
gathered together, and the souls that they had gotten 
in Haran; and they went forth to go into the land of 
Canaan ; and into the land of Canaan they came. And 
Abram passed through the land unto the place of 
Sichem, unto the plain of Moreh. And the Canaanite 
was then in the land. And the Lord appeared unto 
Abram, and said, Unto thy seed will I give this land : 
and there builded he an altar unto the Lord, who ap
peared unto him. And he removed from thence unto 
a mountain on the east of Bethel, and pitched his tent, 
having Bethel on the west, and Hai on the east : and 
there he builded an altar unto the Lord, and called 
upon the name of the Lord. And Abram journeyed, 
going on still toward the south. And there was a 
famine in the land : and Abram went down into Egypt 
to sojourn there, for the famine was grevious in the 
land." 

When he had finished reading Mr. Warden called 
their attention to certain obvious matters from the 
passage which reflect the age of early history. 

"First : Abram and his people were nomadic shep
herds, moving from the Mesopotamian valley into the 
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Nile delta. As we read the records in Genesis we 
cannot but be struck with the accuracy of the back
ground both in its geographical and social references. 
The two main types of occupation in early days were 
pastoral and agricultural ; and the Hebrews here rep
resent the one, while the Egyptians represent the other. 
Notice, too, that Palestine was subject to famine, 
while Egypt was regarded as a country capable of 
sustaining a 'foreign' population. Now both of these 
countries lie in the same climatic zone, and yet the 
writer of Genesis is acquainted with a remarkable fact 
about the Nile Delta. Behind this reference there 
must lie the knowledge that irrigation was from very 
early times practised by the brown-skinned natives of 
Lower Egypt. 

"Second: historians of those far-off times inform 
us that there must have been various emigrations of 
the Semitic peoples, from what we now call Arabia 
into the Euphrates valley, and again out of Babylonia 
into Syria and Palestine. In this story of Abram they 
see one of these waves passing out of Ur into Egypt 
and then receding into Palestine. Is not this another 
proof of the accuracy of the Old Testament records? 
When you read in your history or geography books 
descriptions of the movements of nomadic shepherds 
on the steppelands, you can think of Abram and his 
family and slaves with their flocks passing westwards, 
seeking places of pasturage and wells. Now here 
comes quite an interesting sidelight from Genesis 12. 
Let us read verse sixteen. 

"And he entreated Abram well for her sake: and he 
had sheep, and oxen, and he-asses, and men-servants 
and maid-servants and she-asses, and camels." 
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"Notice in that verse there is no mention made of 
the horse. Now when Moses wrote this history, the 
horse was quite common in those lands, as we know 
from the references in the Book of Exodus. But in 
Abram's time it had not yet been introduced by the 
Hyksos invaders who came much later in history. 
Oxen and asses were the beasts of burden; and the 
writer gives the true background. You see, even in 
such details, there is correct statement. 

"There is just one more point I wish you to note 
from this instructive passage. It is this. From the 
simplicity of the statements one gathers that there was 
to the writer nothing unusual about the journey of 
Abram into Egypt. And from Egyptian records we 
learn that from very early times there was a highway 
of commerce between the two great river valleys. 
Later in the Book of Genesis this becomes more 
evident, and it is sufficient that I have drawn your 
attention to the fact." 

With these words the breakfast talk was finished, 
but as they rose from table Mr. Warden suggested 
that they should have another trip to the sand to have 
further lessons about the Nile Valley. There was 
immediate consent. Irene ran off for a spade and 
pail, while Norman and Kathleen prepared to go. On 
the way across the rank grass to the level sand con
versation naturally turned to the subject they had been 
discussing. 

"Is it correct to call the Nile Valley a garden and 
a museum?" asked Norman. 

"Yes, that is one of the very best descriptions one 
could have of the lower part of the Nile. It is, as you 

know, one of the most fertile valleys in the world, and 
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may aptly be called a garden. From very ancient times 
it has supported a very large population because of its 
fertility. Because it was capable of sustaining this 
large population without a very great expenditure of 
labour, the people who dwelt there were able to prac
tise the arts of civilization, and all along the banks 
there are numerous relics of the past in monuments 
and tombs. In fact, the Nile Valley is a huge open-air 
museum in which we may see pictured before us the 
pageant of the past, and read the story of a long-for
gotten people. It was there that were staged the 
drama of Joseph's rise to fame as a Pharoah's Food
controller, the growth and persecutions of the Hebrew 
nation under new Pharaohs, and the story of Moses, 
the deliverer of his people." 

"But how is it, Mr. Warden," inquired Kathleen, 
"that so many monuments remain after such a long 
time. How have they not been destroyed?" 

"Well, many may have been destroyed, but hundreds 
remain for this reason. In the Nile Valley proper 
rain very seldom falls. The air is therefore very dry

and the rock inscriptions have been preserved, so that 
they may be read quite easily by those who can de
cipher the strange writings." 

"That's not true of the whole Nile Valley, is it?" 
asked Norman, remembering that part of the river 
flowed through tropical and semi-tropical Africa. 

"No : we must remember when we are speaking of 
the Nile Valley in our lesson that we are referring 
to that section of the river which stretches like a ribbon 
from near the first cataract to the beginning of the 
delta. Away to the south the Nile rises among the 
great lakes of Central Africa and flows north through 
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an entirely different kind of country. It is necessary 
for us, then, to remember that the Egypt and Nile of 
which we are speaking is only a small section of the 
river we now know. When we get to the sand we 
shall construct a large sand map as we did the other 
day in the story of Babylonia. 

"See, here is a good place, Daddy," said Irene, as 
she commenced right away amongst the fine sand over 
which they were walking. 

"No, not here yet. I think we should go farther 
out to-day to where the sand is a little damp; that 
will suit our purpose better to begin with." 

Off Irene scampered to a long stretch of level sand 
where there were several pools of water left by the 
retreating tide. 

"Yes, that spot will do fine," said Mr. Warden. 

"And see here, this square pool of water will repre
sent Victoria Nyanza for the beginning of the Nile," 
remarked Norman as he pointed with his foot to a 
large pool at their feet. 

"Capital!" said Mr. Warden. 

"And this raised part here will do for the moun
tains of Abyssinia," continued Kathleen as she stepped 
a couple of paces forward. 

"A splendid idea!" declared their teacher. "Let us 
set to work immediately. Irene, give me your spade, 
and run to that bit of sea over there and fetch a pail 
of water. We need not be over-particular. If we 
get the main features that will be sufficient." 

Soon, with hands and spade, a long valley was 
scooped out, the little pools being used for the lakes 

J 
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in the course of the river. 

"Now, when we reach what we call the Nile Valley 
we must be careful to make the river bed and the 
valley as they lie between the two stretches of desert 
on either side. Here, away to our left lies the great 
Sahara and, on the other side, its narrower continua
tion reaching on to the Red Sea." 

"When we meet the sea," suggested Norman, "we 
must make the delta by breaking the river up into 
various mouths." 

And they did so. 

"We have forgotten the tributaries," shouted Kath
leen as she went back to the Abyssinian Highlands and 
began to scoop out what she said would stand for 
Lake Tsana, and valleys for the tributaries. 

"Now, we are ready for a further lesson. Empty 
your pail in here, Irene," said Mr. Warden as he 
pointed to Victoria N yanza. 

"You will notice that as that lake becomes fuller 
it supplies water for the Nile. The River is dependent 
upon the lakes of Central Africa for its constant 
supply of water. These lakes are never empty, so 
that the Nile never lacks some water. 

"Another pailful, please." 

With this Mr. Warden filled the Lake in the Abys
sinian Hills and allowed it to run down like a flood 
to the valley below. 

"That will illustrate," he said, "how, in the spring
time, the rains and snow-water from Abyssinia bring 
down the fertilising floods to the Nile Valley. If 
these floods fail, there is famine. You can see how 
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the river supplies water for irrigating the fields that 
lie between the desert walls and the banks. The 
ancient Egyptians built their calendar on the assump
tion that the floods would arrive at the same time 
every year, and they divided the time between flood 
and flood into twelve months with five holidays over. 
Historians date the beginning of the calendar as far 
back as 4241 years before Christ, and to-day we use 
the same system as the ancient Egyptians used with 
the corrections due to the knowledge of a leap year. 

"Now I think we cannot do better than take a 
journey up the Nile, and make a few side excursions 
to places of interest, and we can insert the names as 
we move. Now and again I shall stop to make ex
planations. 

"Let us begin here at the Delta, a triangle with each 
side measuring roughly a hundred miles. This land 
has been built up by the sediment brought down by 
the river, and is, like other delta-lands, exceedingly 
flat and fertile. Here, because of the sediment, we 
have few, if any interesting, relics of very ancient 
times. It is not until we reach the apex of the delta, 
where it joins the narrow valley that our real interest 
begins. As we pass the modern Cairo, here, we make 
our way to its ancient forerunner, the city of Memphis. 
Here we begin our study of what is known as The 
Pyramid Age, taking us back about five thousand 
years ago. Let us pause just for a minute that 
I may give you a rapid outline of Egyptian history 
as far as it will concern us now. It is divided into 
several easily remembered sections. 

"The First section is The Pre-dynastic Period ; that 
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is, the period be£ ore the time of building of the 
pyramids. We know very little about this period, and 
few records remain concerning it. 

"That was followed by what is called The Pyramid 
Age, the monuments of which are to be seen near 
Cairo. Memphis was the city of the Pharaohs. 

"As we pass up the Nile we come to Tel-el-Amarna 
of which I have already spoken: and there we reach 
the tombs of what is known as The Feudal Age. That 
was a period of lawlessness and riot, during which the 
kings were not very powerful. 

"Still farther south, at the point where the Nile is 
nearest The Red Sea, we come upon the most splendid 
monuments of all. Here is what is known as The 
Valley of the Tombs, situated round the ancient 
Thebes, which, with Memphis, is the most memorable 
city of Egypt. Here at Thebes we must think of 
several periods. 

"The first period of Theban rule is known as the 
Middle Kingdom. During that time the Egyptians 
made very rapid advancement in art and industry. 
Trade greatly developed, while Egypt's might was felt 
beyond the Nile. 

"This period was interrupted by a line of foreign 
Pharaohs to whom the name of Hyksos has been given. 
Much interest is associated with this period of the 
Hyksos, because it is believed generally that it was 
just before their rule that Joseph flourished and the 
Hebrews grew into a nation in the land of Goshen. 
These kings did not rule from Thebes but from the 
north. 
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"Then followed a revival of the Theban princes, 
when the Hyksos were expelled, and the time of The 
Empire began. It is during this period that we read 
of the wonderful exploits of Egyptian kings in their 
attempted conquests of the lands to the north of the 
Nile. It is to the middle of this period, too, that we 
must date the life of Moses and the Exodus of the 
Hebrews from Egypt. 

"Now, I think it will be convenient if I set out the 
dates generally given for these various periods. 

"Here, at Memphis, the Pyramid Age, 3000-2500 B.C.

"Here, at Tel-el-Amarna, The Feudal Age, about 
20()() B.C.

"Here, at Thebes, The Whole Empire Period, 1600 
B.C-1150 B.C.

"These dates, of course, are merely round figures. 

"With that outline in our minds we may go back 
to Memphis, and learn something about the Pyramid 
Age, If we were to take a journey from Cairo for 
seven or eight miles we would cross the flat valley 
until we reached the desert wall near Gizeh. There 
we would see the pyramids of three kings of that 
period. From north to south these are the tombs of 
the Pharaohs: Khufu (or Cheops), Khafra (or 
Chephren) and Menkaura (or Mycerinus). Let us step 
aside for a little and I shall try to draw a rough plan 
of the pyramids of Gizeh. In front of each pyramid 
is a temple dedicated to the memory of the king within. 
All around are smaller pyramids in which were buried 
the kings of various dynasties ruling at Memphis. In 
the rocks, too, are tombs. In front of Khafra's pyra
mid, is the Sphinx, the face of which is now supposed 
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to represent that long-forgotten pharaoh. From the 
pyramid-temple to the royal city in the valley below 
ran a covered corridor along which the reigning king 
and the temple-priests could pass to place articles of 
food and clothing for the use of the departed king." 

During this time Mr. Warden had been drawing a 
large plan of the area he had been describing, and 
when he finished it looked something like this. 
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"It must have taken a long while to build so many 
pyramids," remarked Kathleen when the work was 
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over, and they stood surveying the sand-drawing. 

"Yes, along the Banks of the Nile are a great many 
pyramids, and all the larger ones represent kings. 
Pharaoh Khufu's is the biggest and it covers about 
thirteen acres of land. The base was originally a 
square, each side of which was 755 feet long. The 
height of building was nearly 500 feet above the level 
of the ground. In the pyramid it has been estimated 
there are 2,300,000 blocks of limestone, each of which 
has an average weight of two and a half tons. Some 
of the stones which roof the king's burial chamber 
weigh nearly sixty tons. Apart from other wonders 
the pyramids are marvels of construction from the 
point of view of the labour expended on them. What 
gangs of slaves must have been employed ! What 
numbers of skilled workmen there must have been, 
quarrying and dressing the stones on the other side 
of the Nile where the quarries were ! What multitudes 
of foremen and superintendents must have supervised 
the work and seen it carried out to very detailed in
structions f Little marvel is it that they stand to this 
day. And remember that when Moses was a boy in 
the Pharaoh's daughter's palace, and when Joseph was 
the Egyptian monarch's food-administrator, these pyra· 
mids were then quite ancient!" 

"Perhaps, Mr. Warden, you will tell us why the 
kings of Egypt took such pains over their burial· 
places," said Norman who could not but wonder at 
the description given. 

"That is a most interesting story and one to which 
the Bible refers, although we have no direct mention 
of the pyramids. But I am afraid it would take too 
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long to go into all the details of Egyptian ideas about 
death and burials. However, as we have plenty of 
time this forenoon, I shall tell you a little about it. 
But first of all we shall see what the Bible says. Here 
is an instructive verse : Genesis 37 and 25 : 'And they 
lifted up their eyes, and looked and behold, a com
pany of Israelites came from Gilead with their camels 
bearing spicery and balm and myrrh, going to carry 
it down to Egypt.' And again in chapter 50 where we 
read of Jacob's death: 'And forty days were fulfilled 
for him : for so are fulfilled the days of those which 
are embalmed.' And still further at the last verse of 
Genesis we read : 'So Joseph died, being an hundred 
and ten years old : and they embalmed him, and he 
was put in a coffin in Egypt.' 

"Two important points we may gather from these 
verses: 

"First, it was the custom of the Egyptians to em
balm the bodies of their dead, to preserve them. They 
believed that the departed spirit would come back and 
visit the preserved body. That accounts for the elabo
rate tombs and furniture surrounding the mummies 
of the later Pharaohs. You will recall the wealth 
discovered in the tomb of Tut-ankh-amon quite recent
ly. Jewels, gold, silver, clothes, furniture, and all 
sorts of wealth lay strewn about the floor of the tomb, 
left by thieves who had rifled the chamber. 

"Second, such was the demand for balm for pre
serving the bodies that a regular trade was carried 
on with the spice land lying further north. Gilead 
was one of these centres. Is not this another proof 
of the accuracy of these ancient Scriptures? 

"There is a whole history surrounding the develop-
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ment of the idea of the pyramid building. If Irene 
brings her spade again I think I can show you the 
whole story just briefly. 

"At first the bodies were buried in the desert sand 
and a little heap of gravel and sand thrown over the 
top-like this. 

"Then the grave was enlarged and the walls lined 
with sunbaked bricks. This kind of grave was called a 
sarcophagus, which means "flesh eater." The bodies, 
which had been preserved in the dry hot sand, dis
appeared in the stone coffin, and the Egyptians thought 
that the stone ate the flesh. To avoid this, they began 
to embalm the bodies in order to preserve them. 

"Then stone began to be used instead of brick, an 
upper wall was built and the top covered with sand. 
That was stage three. 

"Then the grave was sunk deeper, a narrow shaft 
of stone was built, running down to it; and a solid 
wall of stone was built over the sand, shaped like this. 
This was really a minature pyramid. 

"After that, a King called Zozer engaged an archi
tect, about 3000 years B.c., to arrange several of these 
tombs, the one on the top of the other to form a ter
race rising nearly two-hundred feet-like this." 

"Here the building was more elaborate, and more 
time was spent on it. 

"The next step was a pyramid in which the steps 
of king Zozer' s terraced one were filled in to make a 
smooth side,-something like this. After that it was 
a matter of building bigger and bigger until we reach 

king Khufu's at Gizeh." 

When they had finished they had a series of min-



� 138 The Cradle of the Race. 

iature graves stretching alongside their map in the 
sand. They looked something like this. 
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"Now it was in one of these stone coffins-a sar
cophagus, that Joseph's embalmed body was preserved 
until the time of its removal by the Israelites four 
hundred years later. 

"From the story of the pyramids you can begin to 
realise how highly civilised and splendidly organised 
were the ancient Egyptians. Their knowledge was 
highly specialised, and they knew many arts that have 
long since been forgotten. When we read about Moses 
that he was learned in all the wisdom of the Egyptians, 
and was mighty in words and in deeds, we must con
jure up in our minds a civilisation that has passed out 
of sight and is now being recognised by the archreolo
gists as being very far advanced." 

There was no more said, for as Mr. Warden stepped 
back to view the map, he found Irene just beginning 
to fill Victoria N yanza with water; and in a few 
minutes the whole diagram would have been gone, had 
she not been interrupted.. 
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"Mr. Warden," said Norman, as he looked at his 
watch, "it is time we were going." 

"Is it, really? And we have just begun our voyage 
up the Nile. We have spent too long at Memphis and 
the pyramids. Let us take one more look at the map 
so that we may carry it off with us." 

"How can we carry it away with us, Daddy? That 
would waste it. It can't go in my pail." 

"No, but you can carry away the picture of it in 
your mind. It is a good habit to train your mind to 
observe what your eyes see." 

They looked and here was the picture they carried 
away. (See previ.ous page). 



CHAPTER IX. 

"EGYPT'S MIGHT IS TUMBLED DOWN." 

T
HE days of the holiday were passing and soon

the happy company would be broken to resume 
their studies in other directions. The past days would 
never be forgotten, for they were crowded with in
terest. Much had been learned by Norman and Kath
leen, and even Mr. Warden himself had discovered 
that the field of investigation was ever enlarging as he 
rehearsed some of the things which he had learned of 
the ancient East. But still how much remained for 
them to speak about. Their last lesson had been so 
interesting that it had taken them far beyond the time 
they had expected to spend at it, and unless every 
opportunity was taken their story would remain in
complete. Mr. Warden, consequently, resolved that 
he would seek to make occasion when he could con
tinue at the point where they had left off by the sea 
shore. 

But he did not require to make the opportunities. 
The children themselves were as aware as he that 
their opportunities were fast diminishing and were as 
anxious to have their information increased before 
the end of their hitherto delightful holiday. 

Norman took the very first chance that came his 
way. As Mr. Warden stood the following morning 
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gazing out of the sea-facing window, he entered the 
room and, finding Mr. Warden alone, he interrupted 
his thoughts, whatever they were, by bluntly asking 
him to continue the history of the Nile Valley from 
the place where they had finished on the previous day. 

"It would not be right to go on without telling 
Kathleen," said he, as he turned. 

"I shall go and find her then, and tell her to come 
at once if she wishes to have another lesson with us," 
replied N onnan as he left the room. 

Quite a few minutes elapsed before two voices in 
the corridor announced that Norman's quest had been 
successful, and immediately the two entered the room 
and sat down as if ready to begin without any pre
liminaries. 

"But," inquired Mr. Warden, "where is Irene? Did 
she not wish to come too?" 

"No," said Kathleen, "her Mammy has taken her 
out to do some shopping and visiting, and they will 
not be home before dinner-time." 

"Well, then, we may go on without any fear of 
being disturbed for an hour or two," remarked Mr. 
Warden, as he took his seat beside the two children. 
As there was no time to waste he began straight off 
by enquiring where. the previous lesson had taken them 
to; and, learning that the story had finished with an 
account of the period known as the Pyramid Age, he 
knew just exactly where to begin. 

"You will recall,"- he began, "that we divided the 
history of the Nile Valley into three main sections, 
omitting, for our present purpose, the period preced
ing the Pyramid Age, and the one after the time of 
the great emperors." 
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Here Kathleen changed her place on the couch and 
came to the opposite end so that Mr. Warden would 
be in the middle. Mr. Warden, reminding himself 
that in all probability they would require some note 
paper, asked Norman to procure some that they might 
not be disturbed in the middle of the lesson. 

The paper was procured, and they were ready to 
begin. First of all, Mr. Warden drew a rough sketch 
of the sand-map they had built up on the previous 
day. It would be required for reference. 

"You will remember," he continued, "that we as
sociated three cities with the three periods of which 
I have spoken. Memphis was the chief centre of the 
earliest of the three. Now you must not think that 
that city passed out of history when the middle period 
commenced. Later in the history it had a period of 
revived glory when foreign invaders made the Delta 
the seat of their government. The Middle Kingdom 
is best represented, however, by the rock-tombs found 
at the modern town of Tel-el-Amarna. As we con
tinue our journey up the Nile we shall witness on its 
banks the native farmers engaged in exactly the same 
pursuits as their long-forgotten ancestors who lived 
thousands of years ago. One of the interesting sights 
you will see is the watering of the sunbaked soil by 
means of the old-fashioned shaduf. It is a very 
primitive instrument. It consists of two poles stuck 
into the ground a little apart. Over a connecting 
stick a long pole is hung so that it projects both into 

the river side and the land side. To one end of this 
pole a bucket is attached by means of a rope, while 
the other end is weighted by a huge stone or ball of 

clay. The bucket is dipped into the water, and when 
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the native releases his hold on it the weight of the 
stone raises it to the level of the field, into which the 
water is emptied. Of course with the new schemes 
of irrigation much of this labourious method is being 
discontinued. You can imagine the amount of work 
an ancient Egyptian fellah had to undertake to raise 
water for his crops. 

"As we pass up the river we arrive at Tel-el
Amarna, the former name of which was Akhetaton, 
about which I shall tell you before we have done to
day. Here we have the best evidences of the Middle 
Kingdom or Feudal Period. From that latter name 
we are to gather that for a great part of this period 
there was much confusion in the land when great 
nobles fought among themselves for the chief power. 
These nobles lived on very large estates and possessed 
armies and fleets of their own. The pharaoh had 
little power at the end of the Old Kingdom and the 
beginning of the Middle Kingdom, but gradually the 
ruling family of Thebes became most powerful and, 
defeating its rivals, was able to furnish a new dynasty 
of rulers. These rulers encouraged trade and agricul
ture. They sent out expeditions to the south, and their 
sailors brought back from Nubia and Punt ( that is 
now Somaliland) gold and strange plants to put in 
the courtyards of their magnificent temples. The best 
known of the Pharaohs of this Twelfth Dynasty as 
it is called are to be remembered for the building and 
enlarging of a great dam in the Fayum, a large oasis 
a short distance from Cairo on the west bank of the 
nver. 

"At Tel-el-Amarna are the rock tombs of great 
numbers of the nobles of this period, and we can 
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visit these to-day and read the inscriptions sculptured 
on the rock-face. From these inscriptions we learn 
much about their private and public lives, and from 
the infonnation thus preserved we can partially re
construct the manner of living in Egyptian homes 
nearly four thousand years ago. In the tombs of those 
nobles have been found copies of the Book of the 
Dead, from which we may learn what were their 
thoughts about death and the life after death. 

"This period, too, ended in confusion, and the 
records are very scarce. A new people appear on the 
scene, people whon1 we know as the Hyksos. These 
were Asiatic invaders who set up a foreign rule in the 
north part of the country at least. We know very 

_ little about this period of Egyptian history for the 
Hyksos records are few or have been destroyed, and 
the country contains no great monuments such as are 
to be found of the times of other Pharaohs. How long 
they controlled the destiny of the Nile Valley we do 
not know exactly, for scholars are at disagreement as 
to when these kings left the country. It was an im
portant time from a Bible point of view as we shall 
learn soon. 

"The next period was one of great progress and is 
called the Period of the Empire. Its centre was 
Thebes, still further up the river. Perhaps you will 
catch the greatness of that period if I tell you of it 
in two sections. Sometimes we make our history dif
ficult by smothering the sequence of events by a multi
tude of details which can as well be learnt in a sepa
rate section of the lesson. 

"First, then, I shall speak to you of the mighty 

K 
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pharaohs who ruled from Thebes and carried on their 
conquests far beyond the boundaries of the Nile 
Valley. 

"Then I shall tell you of their wonderful achieve
ments in temple-building and monuments erected along 
the banks of the river. 

"About 1580 B.c. Aahmes the Liberator, as he came 
to be called, who was ruler in Thebes, defeated and 
drove out the Hyksos, and then had himself acknow
ledged as the Pharaoh of the Delta and the Lower 
Nile. He and his successor, Amenhotep I., recognised 
the need for a complete re-organisation of their re
sources, and the building up of a large army capable of 
meeting with any menace that might confront them 
from the north where the inhabitants of Syria and the 
Hittites were becoming strong enough to challenge 
the power of Egypt. In the time of Thothmes I., 
about 1540, a great army was led by the pharaoh into 
Palestine, his foes defeated and a huge monument 
erected on the Euphrates to celebrate the victory of 
the Egyptian army. 

"Some of the greatest rulers of Egypt belong to this 
Theban Dynasty, and for over three hundred years 
they ruled and conquered. I cannot give you details 
of all they did but shall single out one or two names 
which are worthy of mention. The common names, 
like our own Henry and Edward, were Thothmes and 
Amenhotep. Among them was one very famous 
queen, the first great queen of whom we read in his
tory. Her name was Hatshepsut. She was the 
daughter of Thothmes I., and was married to his 
younger son, or, perhaps, grandson, who afterwards 
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was Thothmes III. One of the great exploits of Hat
shepsut's reign was an expedition to the land of Punt, 
in which five Egyptian vessels took part to bring back 
to the queen stores of gold, strange animals, ivory, 
and myrrh trees to be planted in the court of the 
magnificent temple which she built. 

"Thothmes III. has been called the Napoleon of 
Egypt, because of his wonderful achievements as a 
general. For fifty-four years he reigned, and for over 
thirty of these he was engaged in campaign after cam
paign in which he invaded Asia and Nubia and brought 
back multitudes of slaves. 

"Amenhotep IL and Thothmes IV. followed, and 
by their vigorous conduct of military affairs and 
strict attention to domestic matters they built up a 
splendid empire for the most magnificent of all the 
pharaohs of this dynasty, Amenhotep III., who suc
ceeded to the throne on the death of Thothmes IV. 

"This pharaoh, Amenhotep III., had no military 
dangers to vex him. He lived at peace with his neigh
bours and enjoyed the wealth which poured into his 
country. It was he who received much of the cor
respondence which, you may recall, was found at Tel
el-Amarna. Splendid monuments cut out in the rocks 
attest the magnificence of this king. But with him 
died the glory that we associate with his name. His 
son, Amenhotep IV., will be remembered as the heretic 
king, for he tried to do away with the worship of the 
many gods of the Egyptians, the chief of which was 
Amen, and to introduce the worship of one god, 
Anon. He changed his name to Akhnaton, and trans
ferred his capital from Thebes to Akhetaton, where he 
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built three temples to commemorate the change. There 
was great dissatisfaction among the priests of the old 
worship, and when the king died his heresy, as it is 
called, passed away with him. The second king who 
followed changed his name from Tutankh-Anon to 
Tut-ankh-Amen, and by that name we know him to
day. Akhnaton died about 1358 B.C., and it was not 
for many years before Egypt regained anything of her 
former glory. 

"In 1300 B.c. a pharaoh of a new dynasty ascended 
the throne at Thebes. We know him as Rameses IL 
He reigned for the long period of seventy-five years, 
and did not die until 1225 B.c. He was a great warrior, 
fighting against his enemies in the north with amazing 
courage ; but he could not stem the downward pro
gress of his country. In every comer of Egypt we 
have monuments of his greatness, for he vied with all 
his predecessors in having his fame and name pre
served in rock inscriptions. In many cases he defaced 
existing inscriptions to have his own name recorded 
thereon. It is believed by some scholars, but it has 
not been definitely proved, that he and his son were 
the pharaohs concerned in the story of the bondage 
and deliverance of the Children of Israel. His son's 
name was Merneptah, who died in 1215 B.c. With 
him passes the greatness of Egypt, for on his death 
another period of confusion set in; and there we may 
leave the story of the kings who made Egypt great. 

"Now, perhaps before I tell you of some of the 
magnificent buildings of this period, it may help to 
fix the sequence of events if I write down in order 
the names of the principal pharaohs about whom we 
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have been learning." 

Here Mr. Warden stopped, and, producing the paper 
and his pen he wrote down the following names. 

THE 18TH DYNASTY. 

Aahmes, the Liberator 
Amenhotep I. 
Thothmes I. 

B.C.

- 1580-1557.
- 1557-1541.
- 1540-1501.

Thothmes IL } Th 
. 

d ese re1gne 
Queen Hatshepsut 

h 1501_1479 
Thothmes III. toget er 

Thothmes III. (alone) - 1479-1447.

Thothmes IV. 
Amenhotep III. 
Akhnaton 
Tutankhamen -

- 1420-1411. 
- 1411-1375.
- 1375-1358.
- 1358-1353.

THE 19TH DYNASTY. 

Dynasty began -
Rameses I. 
Rameses II. 
Merneptah 
Dynasty ended 

B.C.

- 1350.
- 1321-1320.
- 1300-1225.
- 1225-1215.
- 1205.

"Some of the less important kings," remarked Mr. 
Warden, "I have omitted, for there is no need for you 
to burden your minds with unnecessary names. 

"It is time now I began to describe to you some 
of the magnificent buildings and statues erected by the 
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Pharaohs and the nobles during the years of The 
Middle Kingdom and the Empire." 

"How is it, Mr. Warden," asked Norman, "that so

many of them have been preserved for these thou
sands of years?" 

"Well, we will recall what I said on a former 
occasion, but I shall add some points about Egypt in 
order that you may understand why we have so many 
monuments to tell us what the life of ancient Egypt
ians was like; for not only do we have ruins of what 
the Kings built, we also have relics of the simplest 
domestic kind. First, it is important to recall that the 
climate of Egypt is very dry, especially in the part 
where most monuments are preserved. Seldom does 
rain fall, and the desert air, crisp and dry, does not 
soften the stone as would be done in a much wetter 
country. Then the monuments and temples are, in 
most cases, such vast structures, and some of them 
made of much harder stone than limestone, that they 
have been able to withstand the wear of time. They 
are a standing evidence to the skill of ancient architects 
and the perseverance of the Pharaohs. One of the 
astonishing features of these buildings is not simply 
their size, but, more so, their multitude. Almost every
where, along the banks of the Nile, and in the valley 
behind the ridge that runs near the river, on the 
western side especially, opposite ancient Thebes, many 
of them may be seen to-day in a remarkable state of 
preservation. And, perhaps, this following fact may 
account, in no small degree, for their comparative 
freedom from destruction. After the decline of the 
Empire when Assyria and Persia, and then Greece 
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and Rome, became the leading nations of the world, 
lower Egypt passed out of the picture, and, different 
from what happened in other theatres of man's pro
gress, the country was, to a great extent, free from 
foreign invasion and the ruin that follows in the wake 
of war. It was not until quite recent times that in
terest was shown in that part of the world, although 
Ron1an and Greek travellers were aware of some of 
the monuments of which I shall tell you. 

"As we pass up the river we reach modem Tel-el
Amarna. That, we learned, is the best place to visit 
the tombs which furnish us with much information 
regarding the Feudal Period. There, in the rock-face 
the nobles who then gained their greatest power lie 
buried, and on the walls of their burial chambers can 
be read the stories of their lives. We learn of their 
wars and achievements; we learn of their joys and 
sorrows; we learn of their families and their slave� 
I have copied out one such inscription, part of which 
reads like this : "There was no widow whom I op
pressed ; there was no peasant whom I evicted; there 
was no shepherd whom I expelled ; .... there was none 
wretched in my community ; there was none hungry in 
my time. When years of famine came I ploughed all 
the fields of the Oryx barony, preserving its people 
alive and furnishing its food so that there was none 
hungry therein. I gave to the widow as to her who 
had a husband ; I did not exalt the great above the 
humble in anything that I gave." 

At Tel-el-Amarna was the centre of the new re
ligion under Akhnaton. When he became king, and 
introduced his worship of the single god Aton, instead 
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of the worship of the numerous gods of earlier Egypt, 

as we have learned, he transferred his capital from 
Thebes to the new city which he partly built. There, 
to this day, are evidences of the magnificent palact!s 
which he erected for himself and the priests, and 

places of worship for the new god. This city was 
called after the new religion, Akhetaton; and it was 
in the ruins of this city that the Tel-el-Amama letters 
were discovered; for it was from there that Akhnaton 
carried on his correspondence. 

"But it is not until we reach Thebes and its neigh
bourhood that we really behold the wonders of .Ancient 
Egypt. The ruins are magnificent in their desolation. 
There is an awesome grandeur in their witness to the 
wreckage that time has wrought. The temples at 
Thebes contain the most marvellous ruins in the world. 
So many are there that I cannot hope to tell you of 
all; the best I can do be£ ore you become tired, is to 
draw you a rough diagram of what the district looks 
like, and then tell you simply and briefly of some of 
the more notable of the buildings and tombs." 

"Tired f" interrupted Kathleen, "not when there is 
something wonderful to hear. I remember you told 
us something about the tombs at Luxor, which, you 
said, was part of ancient Thebes." 

"Yes, so it is," said Mr. Warden, "two villages now 

occupy the northern and southern ends of the old 

city on the eastern side of the river,-Karnak in the 
north and Luxor in the south. See, here is what it 

looks like r"

Mr. Warden drew a rough map of the city and its 
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surroundings and when he had finished it looked like 
this. 
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"The map," continued Mr. Warden, "gives you 
some faint idea of how fascinating must be the work 
of excavating among the ruins that attest the greatness 
of a vanished Empire. Words of mine will be but 
poor pidures of actual places. 

"Beginning on the east side of the river, let us visit 
some of the ruins; and first, let us view the Temple at 
Karnak. Facing the Nile, as it does, it is nearly a 
quarter of a mile in length. Altogether the vast struc
ture, or structures, I should say more correctly, took 
nearly two thousand years to build. It was probably 
begun by kings during the Feudal age, and the last 
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part of it, the front wall nearest the river, was not 
built until the time of Greek kings called the Ptolem
nies, in the third century, B.c. The most wonderful 
part is the Colonnaded Hall of Karnak, the largest 
single building the world has ever possessed. It is on 
the outside walls of this temple that were depicted in 
coloured figures the wars and triumphs of the Empire 
Pharaohs. In many cases these reliefs are remarkably 
well preserved. This Hall is three hundred and thirty
eight feet wide and one hundred and seventy feet long. 
In it there are three hundred and thirty-six columns 
in sixteen rows. In the middle are three aisles, nearly 
eighty feet high, and farmed by two rows of huge 
columns, six in each row. Each of these twelve pil
lars is thirty-three feet in circumference, and is 
crowned by a capital on which a hundred men can 
stand at once. Rameses II. was one of the chief 
builders of this part, and must have employed in
numerable slaves to carry out his wishes. 

"In front of this Hall stand two huge obelisks. An 
obelisk is a large tapering four-sided monument, 
usually of limestone, and on it are to be seen the in
scriptions of the person who erected it. The obelisks 
in front of The Colonnaded Hall were erected by 
Queen Hatshepsut and Thothmes I. Originally there 
were two by the Queen, but one of them has been 
destroyed. An obelisk of one of the Empire Pharaohs 
can be seen on the Thames Embankment-called Cleo
patra's needle. The two erected by the queen were 
each almost one hundred feet long and eight and a 

half feet thick at the base. It must have been one of 
the engineering triumphs of the ancient world, the 
obtaining, transportation and erection of these huge 
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monuments. They were cut in single blocks from the 
quarries upstream at the First Cataract, placed on a 
huge raft-a burden of nearly seven hundred tons, and 
tugged down the river, drawn by boats oared by 
almost a thousand men, for a distance of a hundred 
and fifty miles. There they have stood for all these 
centuries, defying the ravages of time ! 

"The Temple at Luxor was chiefly the work of 
Amenhotep III., who, because of the wealth he spent 
all over his realm, has been called 'The Magnificent.' 
Rameses II., who rivalled all his predecessors in the 
matter of building, added parts, the best remaining 
part of his work being two splendid statues of himself. 
But perhaps the most impressive part of these ancient 
buildings must have been the long avenue of huge 
ram-headed lions, stretching between the two principal 
temples separated by a distance of a mile and a half. 
Along this highway royal processions must have gone, 
headed by the priests of Amen, performing their re
ligious ceremonies. 

"On the other bank of the Nile are to be seen the 
temple-tombs of the Pharaohs of the Empire, and, be
yond the higher hills, the two valleys in which are the 
rock-hewn tombs of later monarchs. There were 
buried, among others, Rameses II., Amenhotep III., 
Thothmes III. and Queen Hatshepsut. Among the 
valley tombs is that of Tutankh-Amen, one of the most 
recently discovered. In front of Amenhotep III.'s 
tomb were two huge statues of himself, and although 
the temple has long since vanished the two towering 
statues remain, the northerly one of which used to 
give forth strange metallic noises at sunrise. The 
Ramesseum, not far from these two statues was begun 
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by Rameses II. and enlarged by Rameses III. It con
tains on its walls hieroglyphic inscriptions about their 
victories over the Hittites in the north of Asia Minor. 
Right an1ong the cliffs was the great temple of Queen 
Hatshepsut. This temple-mortuary was built in three 
terraced parts, the innermost one being cut out of the 
limestone rock behind; and on the walls of which 
were carved the records of the wonder£ ul voyage of 
her sailors to Punt, from where they returned laden 
with gold, spices and myrrh trees. 

"I can but hurriedly ref er to the tomb of Tutankh
Amen. It shows us the magnificence which accom
panied the burial of an Egyptian monarch. The inside 
of the tomb looked like a furniture store; for beds, 
couches, stools, chairs, and boxes were found packed 
into the rock-hewn sepulchre. The king's mummy 
was discovered encased in a coffin of gold, placed in
side a shrine covered with gold and having panels of 
jewels around the sides. 

"Along the Nile valley are to be seen monuments 
to commemorate the greatness of Pharaohs like Rame
ses II., who did not scruple to take existing monu
ments and inscribe the glories of his own reign on the 
top of other inscriptions. 

"Now you must wonder what all this has to do with 
the story of the Bible. Much, as you will see. Bring 
me a Bible, Kathleen." 

"Here is one," said Kathleen, as she handed one 
from the small table within reach. 

"Read now in Exodus chapter two, at verse eight." 
Kathleen read : 
"Now there arose up a new king over Egypt, which 

knew not Joseph. And he said unto his people, Be-
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hold, the people of the children of Israel are more 
and mightier than we. Come on, let us deal wisely 
with them; lest they multiply, and it come to pass, 
that, when there falleth out any war, they join also 
unto our enemies, and fight against us, and get them 
out of the land. There£ ore they did set over them 
taskmasters to afflict them with their burdens. And 
they built for Pharaoh treasure cities, Pithom and 
Raamses. But the more they afflicted them, the more 
they multiplied and grew. And they were grieved be
cause of the children of Israel. And the Egyptians 
made the children of Israel to serve with rigour. And 
they made their lives bitter with bondage, in mortar, 
and in brick, and in all manner of service in the field : 
all their service, wherein they made them serve, was 
with rigour." 

"That will do for the moment, thank you," said 
Mr. Warden, as he went on to make some explanation. 

"I need not go into difficult questions about the king 
who knew not Joseph or about the cities referred to 
as Raames and Pithom. This much is certain that the 
background of Exodus is just what we would expect in 
the days of the great Empire. 

"First, it was quite natural, that, after the expulsion 
of the Hyksos Kings, who were a Semitic people, that 
the Egyptians should have a hatred of all Semites. 
Now the Hebrews were Semites, and, consequently, 
were bitterly disliked by the new dynasty. That ac
counts for the change of attitude towards the de
scendants of Jacob. 

"Second, · we can understand why the Pharaohs, 
whoever they were, should lay burdens on the despised 
people, and, making slaves of them, force them to 
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serve with rigour in building cities and monuments. 
If Moses lived about the time of Rameses II., then we 
have a true historical colouring in the reference to the 
increased burdens imposed by that indefatigable 
builder. There is no reason for us to doubt the ac
curacy of the record in the Book of Exodus. 

"Now there comes to hand some very interesting 
matter from the most recent discoveries among Egypt
ian inscriptions. Dr. A. M. Blackman claims to have 
found the name of Moses in an Egyptian document. 
In one of the passages there is a list of accusations 
brought against a workman of Thebes. This work
man, it is stated, def ended by one named Mose who 
caused the official to be dismissed from being vizir, 
that is, from a place of the very highest authority. 
Dr. Blackman suggests that the person who could dis
miss a vizir must have been almost as great as the 
pharaoh himself. The story fits well with what we 
know of Moses from the Bible, for he was the 
champion of the oppressed and friend of downtrodden. 
The period to which Dr. Blackman assigns the docu
ment is the later half of the Empire, and, although 
there may be difficulties in accepting this late date, 
there is confirmation of the Bible story in the very 
fact that it reveals Moses in a well-known role of 
deliverer. 

"You see, then, from this rather disjointed and 
hurried talk about the Pharaohs of Egypt at the 
height of its glory, we have a great deal of infor
mation that throws light upon the history of the 
Children of Israel between the death of Joseph and 
the deliverance under the guidance of Moses. It 
would have been interesting to talk of other matters 
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connected with the Exodus from their land of bondage, 
but we must leave the story there, glad, I am sure, 
that once more we have reason to trust the dear old 
Book which stands up to facts everytime. Such 
lessons should strengthen our convictions that the 
Bible is true even to the slightest detail of historical 
background. 

"Time has gone so rapidly that another forenoon 
has slipped past; but, I trust, not without profit to 
us all. I hope you have both enjoyed the lesson." 

"We have," replied Norman and Kathleen together. 
Kathleen gave a special glance of approval at the 
Bible as she replaced it on the table, and, as they left 
the room, Mr. Warden repeated to them a poem they 
had learned in school: 

"Egypt's might is tumbled down, 

Down a-down the deeps of thought; 

Greece is fallen and Troy town, 

Glorious Rome hath lost her crown, 

Venice' pride is nought. 

But the dreams their children dreamed, 

Fleeting unsubstantial, vain, 
Shadowy as the shadows seemed, 

Airy nothing, as they deemed-

These remain." 

"Yes, and there remains the record of the unnamed 

noble princess of the royal house whose compassion 
for the cry of the babe saved a nation from the fur

nace of persecution." 

Then the door closed behind them. 
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CHAPTER X. 

SAYING GOOD-BYE. 

THE last day had come. The Wardens were pre
paring to return home. 

They were sorry-the time had sped so quickly. 
The Taits were sorry too; especially Kathleen and 

Norman. 
The few hours slipped in: and there was no oppor

tunity for a single short conversation. 
The final stage had been reached : they were at the 

station. Only a few miles would separate them ; but 
how far that now seemed! 

The train was seen; it was heard thundering into 
the platform. There were a few handshakes; a few 
hesitating goodbyes, and the two families were parted. 

"Goodbye, Irene," shouted Kathleen. 
"Goodbye, Kathleen." 
Kathleen and Norman edged towards the door of 

the compartment as the train moved off. 
"Goodbye, Mr. Warden," said they in one voice. 

"Thanks for your lessons. We shall not forget them" 
added Norman. 

"Goodbye both" came the reply, as distance separ
ated them. "Stick to the Old Book: it is worth trust
ing." 

They stood watching. 
The train disappeared round the bend, and was 

lost to sight. 
That night the echo of a familiar voice seemed to 

haunt the cottage of Crenagh, saying in earnest tones, 
"Stick to the Old Book : it is worth trusting." 

[THE END] 
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