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PROLOGUE
� who exactly is Jack Wantoknow? Does he
actual! y exist, and if so, what is his real name ? In
answer to these questions I must ref er my readers to a
certain boy named Peter,* with whom I recently cor
responded and concerning whom much the same questions
arose. 

Now if I confess that Peter ,vas a wholly fictitious
character and that Jack is his brother, you will clra w
your own conclusions, which will probably be correct.
No, Jack Wantoknow is not a real boy, but the questions
he wants to know are very real indeed and have been
asked by a thousand real Jacks on many occasions. 

Jack discovered a "Solomon" who seems to have
answered a few of his hard questions to his satisfaction,
but there are many more which remain unanswered.
For the fact is that there will never be finality to question
and answer, and some unhappy folk go on asking ques
tions all their lives. They are always seeking and never
finding, always travelling and never arriving anywhere.
Indeed, there is something better than being a seeker
.after truth. It is to be a finder. 

?vlany years ago a thoughtful man was sitting under a
fig-tree reading (it is thought) the story of Jacob's Dream
of the Ladder, and pondering it. To him there came
running a friend crying. " We have found Him ! ,,
At once the thoughtful man began to raise objections
and ask questions his friend could by no means answer.
Instead of trying, he did the wisest thing. He just
said, " Come and see ! " And Nathaniel came to Jesus.
At once his doubts vanished and he exclaimed, " Rabbi,
Thou art the Son of God ! " You see, the Greater than

• "Problems of Peter" (at present out o{ print).
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6 PROLOGUE 

Solomon solved all his questions without answering 
them! For He Himself is the Answer. He is "the 
Truth." He is " the Wisdom of God," and the simplest 
person who finds Him finds the real solution of all his 
problems, even of the greatest of all problems, the problem 
of Life itself. 

Have you found Him yet ? 
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Question I 

"How do you know the Bible Is true l" 

JACK was a schoolboy and quite an ordinary one at
that. There was nothing of the hero about him, nor was 
he the good boy of the story books. He was not specially 
good at anything; his lessons were a nuisance to him, 
and while he liked games he didn't play any of them 
over well. Still, he was only fifteen years old when I 
first met him, so there was plenty of time for him to 
improve in all directions. 

I have said that Jack was not specially good at any
thing, but I must qualify this statement, for Jack was 
specially good at asking questions. I have never met 
such a boy for wanting to know things. His mother 
told me that he began as soon as he could talk and had 
never stopped since. And the questions he asked ! 
When he was quite little he wanted to know where the 
fire went when it went out ? And why 2 and 2 make 
four and not five ? And if Columbus discovered America 
who lost it ? And who discovered Arithmetic and why ? 
Somebody, he said, must have done so, and think of the 
trouble ·its caused to schoolboys ever since ! 

Jack Wantoknow certainly lived up to his name, and 
he no sooner joined my Sunday Bible Class than he 
started on me the very first Sunday he arrived, and it was 
the same every Sunday he came. All the time I was 
speaking I could see him forming questions with his eyes, 
and the moment class was over out they came. He was 
not a bit shy ,of asking, though he was not what I call a 
forward boy other,vise. Indeed, he was rather a nice 
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youngster, and I liked him for his candour and sincerity. 
He struck me as really wanting to know the things he 
asked, and then as he once said to me, How shall I ever 
know things if I don't ask? So he would ask, and I 
would try to answer. 

At first he was content with a question or two after 
class, but as we came to know each other well he started 
questioning me whenever we met on all sorts of subjects 
that puzzled him, and of course I had to do my best to 
reply to them. Perhaps if I put some of our conversations 
into writing they may not only interest some others of 
my many boy friends but help them to solve similar 
problems of their own. 

Well, one Sunday shortly after he had joined the class 
by invitation of a school chum, I was speaking about the 
Queen of Sheba visiting King Solomon and the hard 
questions she plied him with. Jack was at once keenly 
interested, and immediately afterwards came up to me 
with a bright smile and said : 

" Please sir, will you be a Solomon ? " 
I was quite at a loss for a moment. 
"Me-Solomon? Solomon who? I don't under

stand you, boy." 
"Why, King Solomon, sir, him you were speaking 

about who answered questions ! " 
"Oh, so you have some questions to ask, have you?

I hope they're not hard ones ! 
,, 

"I'm afraid they are, at least to me, but if you'll be 
Solomon you'll answer them, sir, won't you?" 

" Well, Jack, we'll try. You shall call me Solomon 
and bring me your hard questions and we'll see how we 
get on." 

"Oh, sir, that'll be topping, and if you don't really 
mind my calling you Solomon it'll make it easier for me 
to tell you my questions. But you really don't mind ? " 

"Not a bit, Jack J I'm Solomon ; fire away_,' 
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"Well, sir-I mean Solomon-what I want to know 
is, how do you know the Bible's true?" 

" Why shouldn't it be true, Jack ? " 
"I don't know, but my master at school says it isn't:• 
" And how old is your master at school ? " 
" Oh he's quite old ; h.e's just come from Oxford 

University, and he's ever so clever. He's a B.A. ! " 
" Yes, he must be quite aged, almost twenty-five I 

should say; and so out of his wisdom he tells you that the 
Bible that the great and wise and saintly men all down 
the ages have loved and trusted, the Bible that has changed 
men's lives and altered for good the characters of millions 
in every corner of the earth, that has taught men how 
to live and how to die happy, is an untrustworthy book. 
Is your master a very holy Christian man ? " 

" Oh, of course, I don't know ; I heard him swear 
once, and I met him with his golf clubs the other Sunday 
morning, but I think he's otherwise all right; but 
why?" 

"Well, some people, you know, don't want the Bible

lo be true. It would be so awkward for them if it were. 
Did you ever hear of the African chieftainess who saw 
her ugly features in a mirror for the first time and promptly 
smashed the mirror in a rage saying it told lies ? Of 
course your master may really think so, and then again 
he may only want to think so. Remember, a liar soon 
gets found out. If the Bible were not true why, after 
1900 years, do people love it and read it more than ever? 
More than 12,000,000 copies of it are sold every year, 
and each year beats the previous year's record for sales; 
people don't continue to buy lies, you know-not at 
that rate." 

"But he says it's full of mistakes," persisted Jack. 
"Perhaps the mistakes are in his understanding 

rather than in the Eook itself, and perhaps he's so intent 
on finding mistakes he has overlooked the heavenly 
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message in the Book. What would you think of an art 
critic who took a magnifying glass to a Raphael's 
' Madonna ' in the hope of finding a crack in the paint 
while other men marvelled at the genius displayed in 
the picture ? There are, no doubt, cracks in the paint, 
but the artist did not put them there. They are not his 
fault but the result of the imperfect medium he used to 
paint with. So you may find discrepancies (in transla
tion or copying for instance) in the Bible, but God did 
not put them there, nor do they affect the message or 
the wonder of the Book ; they arc the result of the im
perfect human instruments whom God used." 

"I say, sir, thanks awfully-I mean, you really are 
Solomon I You've solved a really hard question. I 
began to wonder if it was worth while coming to Bible 
Class but now I see it is, and that if I can only get the 
message of the Bible it will do for me what it's done 
for all those other people you refer to. May I bring you 
some more questions next Sunday?" 

" Yes, Jack. And Solomon will do his best for you, 
I promise you, though, I am afraid you will find me out, 
for I am not much of a Solomon after all. Perhaps you 
will get to know a Greater than Solomon one day." 
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Question 2 

u Does It matter, as long as we are In earnest l "

JACK arrived at Class early one Sunday-not that hc'1 
ever really late, but I found him waiting for me when 
I came, with his eyes full of questions. 

"Not just now, Jack," said I, forestalling him. "After 
class will do for questions." 

" But I've got such a lot to ask, and I mustn't be late 
home for tea." 

" That difficulty is easily overcome-come home to 
tea with me." 

So Jack came, and after having done justice to my 
jam and cake, we pulled our chairs to the fireside and 
began: 

" So you want to consult Solomon again, do you ? " 
"Well, you won't mind, I hope, but I've been con-

sulting somebody else, and he says you're wrong ! " 
"I'm not surprised at that, Jack ; I told you I wasn't 

really Solomon, and don't know everything! If your 
other adviser can put me right, I shall be grateful to 
him ; I'm always ready to learn. What docs he say? 0 

"Well, I don't say he's right. There seems something 
amiss about it, and that's why I want your help.,, 

" Putting Solomon I against Solomon II, eh ? Tell 
me what Solomon II says. Fire away ! " 

"What he says is this: Nobody can know anything for
sure, and it doesn't really matter whal you helievt as lonz aJ 
you' re in earnest I " 

" Well, Jack, whac's wrong with that ? 0 
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"I don't kno,v. To begin with you seem pretty sure 
about things ; and it must matter if you believe some
thing that isn't true, however earnest you are, mustn't 
it?

,, 

"I should have thought so, and the more earnest 
you are in believing a lie the worse it is for you. If you 
are on the wrong road, the more earnestly you pursue 
your journey the further wrong you will go ; and the 
more convinced you are that you are right the harder it 
will be to make you turn back ! " 

" But if you can't know for sure you can only take the 
way that seems right? " 

''Yes, that is so. But then, 'there is a way that 
seemeth right and the end thereof are the ways of death.' 
Rather a bad look-out, eh, Jack? If a road ends wrong 
it's not much consolation that it seemed right. That 
won't help matters." 

" But if you fallow your conscience you can't go far 
wrong, can you ? " 

" I'm not so sure of that. You see, conscience is a 
very delicate instrument and can easily be tampered 
with. It's like my watch, which must be regularly 
wound up and corrected, otherwise instead of telling 
me the time it will tell me lies. Strictly speaking, con
science can't tell me anything; it can only prompt me 
to do what I already know to be right, and if I don't 
know it can't help me." 

"Oh, dear, it's all very puzzling and difficult. I 
wish one could know things for certain ! " 

" Yes, but Solomon II tells you you can't, so that's 
an end of it, isn't it ? " 

"Oh, but-I say-he was wrong about nothing 
mattering so long as you are in earnest. Perhaps he's 
wrong about not knowing ! " 

"Per/zaps he is, Jack. So many clever people are 
wrong about that, you know." 
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" Well then, Solomon, please be a real Solomon and 
tell me if you can know, because I want to." 

" Well, the fact is, Solomon II is both right and wrong 
at the same time." 

"Oh, I say ! I don't see how anyone can be that ! " 
" Yes, because in fact some folks can't know and somt 

tan." 

" How do you mean ? " 
" I mean there are some people who are too clever to 

know." 
"Too what?"

"Too clever. You see, these things are so important 
that God has provided that they shall be within reach of 
the greatest number possible. And as by far the greatest 
number of people are not clever, God has made the 
way very simple : too simple, indeed, for clever people 
to believe ! Look up Matthew I I : 25, and see what 
Christ said about this. The fact is ' knowing ' and 
'doing' go together, so that nobody ever gets to know 
who is not willing to do, and everyone who is really 
determined to do soon comes to know." 

" You mean that if I truly want to do and he right, I 
shall have no doubt about the way?" 

" That's it. Jesus said quite plainly, ' If any man is 
willing to do God's will he shall know of the doctrine 
whether it be of God' (John 7 : 17). And, again, He 
said to some would-be disciples, 'If ye continue in My 
word, then ye are My disciples indeed, and ye shall 
know the truth and the truth shall make you free.'" 
(John 8 : 31, 32.) 

" But where shall I find God's will in order to do it ? " 
"Why, where else but in God's Word? To do what 

you think right is to do your will ; to do what God has 
said is to do His and it is doing His will, not yours, that 
leads to knowing." 

" Where do I begin ? ,, 
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"Here is a good starting place. 'This is the work 
of God that ye believe on Him whom He hath sent ' 
(John 6: 29). Begin by believing on Jesus as your own 
Saviour, and all the rest will follow." 

" Thank you, Solomon, awfully," said Jack as he rose 
to go. " You have helped me ever so much. I really 
will think about it. Good-bye I " 
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Question 3 

" Why am I not happy l "

JACK had not been to class for several Sundays, and I
was a bit puzzled. I didn't like to call at his house to 
enquire because I knew from his school friends that he 
was not ill, and thought possibly his parents didn't know 
of his absence from class and that Jack might not want 
them to ! So I just " lay low " and waited, and then 
one evening I met him unexpectedly in the street. He 
was with a boy I did not know, and was smoking a cigar
ette. I didn't think there was anything very wrong in 
that, but he apparently did, for he coloured very red and 
passed me, looking the other way! Of course, I took 
no notice and continued to lie low and wait. 

Next evening there came a ring at my door, and" Mas
ter Jack Wantoknow" was announced. 

" Come in, Jack-very glad to see you." 
Jack came in and sat down, looking rather glum. 

After a pause that began to get awkward, I ventured a 
remark. 

" I pass�d you last night, but you were with a friend, 
so I didn't stop." 

�gain Jack coloured red. 
"1'hat's what I've come about, sir." 
" What, about your friend ? I thought him rather 

smart-looking, with that very red tie and his hat on one 
side 1 Have you known him long?,, 

"Only a few weeks, sir, but he's very clever, and has 
been telling me lots of things." 
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" Good things, eh, Jack ? " 
" Oh, sir, all sorts of things, and I'm in such a muddle, 

Do, please, be a Solomon and help me out ! " 
" Well, Jack, drop the ' sir ' and call me Solomon, 

and I'll do my very best. What's your friend been 
saying? " 

" He's not really my friend, Solomon, and I don't 
think I like him very much ; but then you see he's so 
grown-up and wide-awake, though he's only the same 
age as me. He makes me feel quite ashamed of 
myself." 

" Why, Jack, what does your new friend make you 
ashamed of? '' 

"I don't know, but he says only fools are Christians ! " 
" That's very curious ! Do you know, God says the 

same about those who aren't."

"But he says you miss all the fun of life if you're 
religious." 

" What sort of fun, Jack ? " 
" Oh, the pictures and dances and theatres and--" 
" And cigarettes, eh, Jack ? So you've been taking 

his advice for a bit, by way of experiment. Had a good 
time?" 

" Oh, I suppose so, but.--h 
"Yes, Jack, that's it, there's always a hut. Tell me, 

has the experiment made you really happy ? " 
Here Jack showed ominous signs of becoming " un

manly" enough (as his new friend would call it) to weep ! 
However, he recovered and said with much emphasis : 
"I've had the most miserable month in my life ! " 

" If that's so, you'd be a fool to go on, wouldn't you ? 
Even a Christian isn't such a fool as that, you know ! "

"But, Solomon, why is it?
,, 

" Why is what ? " 
" Why don't these things make you happy ? They're 

jolly good fun and all that, and everybody runs after 
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them-except Christians-and yet nobody seems really 
happy." 

" Except Christians, Jack I " 
" Yes, that's the puzzle. Do explain.'' 
" Suppose I tell you a story. I'll tell it as once I 

heard it told, after the manner of the parlour game 
of' Consequences '; you know how it is played? Every
one writes down in turn something not seen by the rest, 
and it comes out rather like this :-- -- met -
at --. She was,--. He gave her·--and she 
became ! " 

"I see," said Jack, brightening up considerably, 
" please go on." 

"Well, my story reads in this way: S.W. met S.W. 
at S.W. She was S.W. He gave her S.W., and she 
became S.W. Now can you guess that? It's a Bible 
story, an incident in the life of Jesus." 

"I can have a shot at the first S.W. Is it Saviour of 
the World?" 

" Smart fellow ! And who did He meet ? I told the 
story in class last Sunday-only, unfortunately, you 
weren't there." 

Jack looked uncomfortable and changed the subject. 
" Who did the Saviour of the World meet, Solomon ? " 
" He met the Samaritan Woman, and the place at 

which they met was, of course, Sychar's Well. You'll 
read the story in the 4th of John." 

"I know the next S.W.," cried Jack. "It's easy. 
Of course, she was a Sinful Woman. I'm sure that's 
the answer ! " 

"Right again, Mas,ter Wantoknow, and now we're 
getting to the point. What do you think the 'S.W.' 
was He gave her ? " 

"Well, I don't know. He offered her water, that's 
w.u

" And what does S stand for, Jack ? Think hard_.
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for it's just what you need, judging by your unsatisfactory 
experiment of the last few weeks." 

" I know, you've given it away by what you've just 
said. Of course, I see ! Satisjyi,ng Water I " 

"Splendid, Jack, splendid ! You see, the poor, 
wretched woman was as miserable as you, and probably 
more so, for she had tried to satisfy her thirst for pleasure 
at the world's dirtiest pools, and she was more thirsty 
than ever. She had proved what Jesus said : ' He that 
drinketh of this water shall thirst again.' And everyone 
finds the same thing true." 

" But Solomon, she drank from muddy pools, didn't 
she? Aren't there clean pools, and why don't they satisfy? 
You know what I mean ; I didn't do anything very wrong 
and had plenty of fun. Why wasn't I happy ? " 

"Well, Jack, I suppose it's the way we're made. 
Things never completely satisfy people, and the older you 
get the less they satisfy you even at the time. My 
namesake, King Solomon, found this out, and at the end 
of his life he called it all 'vanity and vexation of spirit,' 
and if anyone had a fair chance of getting satisfaction 
he did." 

"Then how is it that Christians are often so happy 
even when they have few good things to make them 
so?

,, 

" Ah, Jack, they've discovered the secret ! Do you 
remember how Jesus said to the woman at the ,vell, 
" If you on!, knew I ' Then He told her the secret of 
the Living Water that is so wonderful that anyone who 
drinks of it shall never thirst again. That's pretty satis
fying isn't it ? " 

Jack looked thoughtful for a few moments, then said 
quietly, as if to himself: 

" No, a Christian isn't a fool, after all, but I rather 
think my new friend is. Good-bye, Solomon. I shall 
be at class on Sunday." 
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And he went off, but next moment he returned, and 
putting his head in at the door, remarked: 

" By the way, what did she become ? " 
" Oh, she became S. W.," said I. 
" Yes but what's that ? " 

' 

" I leave you to find out for yourself-very few people 
guess this. Have a try ! If you want a clue look up 
John 4: 23, and then turn to Phil. 3 : 3. You can tell 
me the answer when you come to class on Sunday!,, 

" Yes, Solomon--or you can tell me ! " 

Author's Note-Of course, the answer is I Siu /Jecame a 
Spiritual Worshipper. 





THE Q, U EST I ON S OF J A CK WA NT O KNOW .23 

Question 4

.. Why not fight your enemies l " 

W ALKlNO down the High Street one Saturday, I spied 
Jack W antoknow just ahead. I called to him, but he 
took no notice and seemed to quicken his steps. Catch
ing him up at length, I touched him on the shoulder, 
,vith "Hullo, Jack, in a hurry?" He turned, and I 
hardly knew him for he had the most perfect specimen 
of a "black eye" I've ever seen. His upper lip was 
swollen, and two front teeth were missing. 

"Why, Jack," I cried. "You do look a sight!" 
"You should see the other chap," growled Jack. 

" He's got both eyes black and lost three teeth I " 
"So you reckon you got the best of the fight? Brave 

fellow, Jack ! It's well worth losing two teeth if someone 
else loses three, isn't it? Though, personally, I prefer 
to keep all mine as long as I can ! What did you fight 
him for, anyway?" 

" He said my sister was ugly ! " 
"So you blacked his eyes and that made him think 

her pretty? Anyhow, you'll agree she's got an ugly 
brother just now l By the way, though, I didn't know 
you had a sister, Jack." 

"Well, I haven't, but I licked him for the cheek of 
the thing." 

" And he licked you for licking him, eh ? " 
"Well, anyhow, I think the chap's a cad ! " 
" And I guess he doesn't think any better of you, so 

the battle does not seem to have done much good in 
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settling the quarrel. But go home and bathe your 
face, and when you feel better, come round and we,ll 
have a talk about it." 

That evening Jack came to see me-he found he 
could eat my cake almost as ,veil without his missing 
teeth-and when he had finished we pulled our 
chairs to the fire, and Jack, looking a bit puzzled, said : 

"I say, Solomon, it is right for a fellow to stick up for 
himself, isn't it? " 

" It depends on ,-vhat you mean by sticking up for 
yourself. It's right for me to look after my own house, 
of course, but I can't see how that justifies my breaking 
my neighbour's windows!" 

"But what if he breaks yours first?" 
" Breaking his won't either mend yours or make 

him sorry he broke them; more probably it'll provoke 
him to break some more! That seems a funny way 
to end a quarrel. Dogs fight each other because they 
don't know any better, but neither of them gets much 
benefit out of it. I heard only the other day of 
two dogs that fought until they both died ! When 
two boys fight it is no display of courage but bad 
temper and great folly. For the winner (if there is 
one) hasn't proved he was right and the other wrong 
-only that he happened to be the stronger, which is 
nothing to boast about ! And he hasn't turned an 
enemy into a friend, but made him a greater enemy 
than before." 

" But, Solomon, every boy must fight sometimes if 
he's not a coward. Don't nations do the same-else 
what are armies for ? " 

" Ah, Jack, what indeed ! Several years ago two 
people were killed in Serbia, and so the armies of Europe 
got to work and killed ten million more till they were 
exhausted and all the nations nearly ruined. In I 870 
Germany fought France and beat her. Did that make 
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them friends ? In 1 g I 4 they fought again and Germany 
was beaten. Did that improve the friendship? In 
1940 France collapsed before Germany's fresh on
slaught. Has that thrown French and Germans into 
each other's arms? Don't you think that boy you 
fought would be glad to pay you back for those front 
teeth? '' 

" But what else could you do. If you've got an 
enemy you must fight him." 

" But why have an enemy? " 
"Oh, I say, you can't help that, can you?" 
"I'm not so sure. Suppose you simply won't be 

enemies with anyone. Suppose you refuse to quarrel, 
but on the contrary show kindness in return for unkind
ness. Suppose, in a word, you 'Love your enemies and 
do good to them that hate you.' Do you give black 
eyes to people you love ? " 

" But then you'd be licked." 
" Not a bit of it ; you'd win ! A man who hits 

another who won't hit back doesn't get much satis
faction out of it or feel very brave, and if he finds 
you don't want to hurt him I think he'll soon stop 
wanting to hurt you. In that way you will have 
done much more than win a fight; you'll have won 
a friend." 

" But, I say, isn't it jolly hard to love your enemies 
like that ? " 

" Yes, Jack, and that's what makes it so noble. It 
takes much more courage and manhood to show your 
enemy kindness than it does to fight him." 

" But aren't our greatest heroes those who fought for 
us, like Nelson, Wellington and the rest? They didn't 
love their enemies, did they?" 

"No, Jack, they didn't, and the story of the nations 
is one of war and hatred in consequence, which only 
gets worse as time progresses. But then, Jack., are fighters 
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really the greatest heroes, after all ? I was in West
minster Abbey the other day, looking at two graves 
lying within a few feet of each other. One was the 
grave of the Unknown Warrior-the other was the grave 
of David Livingstone. Which was the greater hero, do 
you think ? One died trying to kill his enemies, the other 
died trying to save them. One sowed seeds of hatred 
and revenge, the other sowed seeds of love and mercy. 
Both the harvests are with us to-day. Livingstone 
went unarmed into the midst of the wild and wicked 
hordes of Central Africa, quite ready to suffer and 
die for their sakes, and thereby won the love and 
admiration of those who would otherwise have hated 
and slain him. I think that's the noblest heroism 
of all.'' 

"Yes," said Jack thoughtfully, "hut it's awfully 
hard I" 

"It is, indeed my dear boy, but He who told us to love 
our enemies showed us the way Himself. He loved 
His enemies and prayed ' Father forgive them,' while 
they mocked Him on the Cross. He died for us ' while 
we were enemies.' And the greatest men of all time 
have not been the Cresars and Napoleons whose glory 
was: 

• To wade through slaughter to a throne
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind,'

bu{ those like Paul, the prisoner and martyr, and count
less hosts of others all down the ages who have suffered 
and endured for love of Christ and for the blessing of 
those who have hated and persecuted them. These are 
the true victors ' whose name liveth for ever.' Yes, Jack, 
it's far better to suffer than to fight." 

" Oh, Solomon, I know you're right. How I wish I 
could put those teeth back J " 

" Yours, Jack ? " 
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"No; the other chap's. But at least I can tell him 
I'm sorry, and I will." 

" But-you'll be licked, Jack l " 
" No, I'll win ; you see 1 " 
Two days later I met two boys arm-in-arm. Both of 

them were minus their front teeth, but both looked very 
happy. 
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Question S

"What's wrong with Sunday games l "

.. I ,M afraid I shan't be at Bible Class next Sunday,
sir," said Jack to me one summer day. 

"Sorry, Jack, we shall miss you-you've been so 
regular lately, I thought you'd acquired the Bible Class 
habit ! " 

" Well, you see, we're making a party to go hiking 
all day. It'll be great fun if the weather keeps fine." 

"Yes, Jack, fine weather is important for a Sunday 
hike. I suppose you'll pray for a sunny day?" 

"Oh-er-well I I suppose so.,, 
"You seem a bit doubtful, Jack. But it's God's weather 

and it's God's Day ; why not pray about it? You 
remember we prayed for sunshine for the Sunday School 
excursion, and God gave it to us. Why not pray about 
your hike ? ,, 

" Well, sir, you see it doesn't seem quite the same 
thing. Not that there's anything wrong with hiking 
on Sunday ; after all, it is only going for a walk.'' 

"Precisely, Jack; then why not pray about it?" 
"And then some of us have decided that we'll go to 

Church in the evening if we get back in time." 
"So God will get at least a bit of His Day-perhaps! 

I should certainly pray for fine weather, Jack I,, 
" But after all, God likes us to enjoy ourselves, doesn't 

He? Isn't there a hymn that says : 

' Religion never was dtjigned 
To mak, our pleasures less • ; " 
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"I'm sure that's true, my dear fellow 1 Then I should 
pray all the harder for a fine day ! " 

"But if I started praying I don't believe I should go al 
all! "

" Ha, ha, Jack ! so that's where the shoe pinches, 
is it ? Then in that case I should certainly pray ! " 

" Oh dear ! I'm in a muddle again ! '\Vould you 
mind being Solomon again, sir, and help me, please ? 
But don't tell me I mustn't go hiking, because I do so 
want to ! " 

" I promise, Jack 1 You shall decide for yourself. 
I won't spoil your fun." 

" And one or two of the other fellows want to know 
about it too. May we all come and talk to you together, 
Solomon?" 

" Certainly, let 'em all come 1 I'll be in this 
evening." 

That evening four boys arrived and ate four lots of 
cake. Then we began : 

"My father says he works hard all the week 
and must have some recreation on Sundays," said 
one. 

" And is your father going hiking with you ? " 
" No, he plays golf all day." 
" Well, we need not discuss your father. Do you

work hard all the week?" 
" I do my lessons at school ! " 
"And play football on Wednesday and Saturday after

noons? So we will rule out your father's argument as 
far as you are concerned." 

"But anyhow, sir," said another boy, "our school
master says Sunday isn't really the Sabbath, so the rules 
don't apply." 

" Yes, and we're not Jews, so we needn't keep the 
Sabbath at all," added a third. 

" And didn't Jesus say ' The Sabbath was made for 
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man,' so we can use it as we like?" argued the first boy 
again. But Jack Wantoknow kept silent. 

" It seems to me," said I, " that between you the 
matter is disposed of before we begin. And yet 
Christians have agreed in keeping nearly 100,000

Sundays S\nce the day Christ rose from the dead. 
Have they all been a mistake ? Surely there must 
have been some good reason behind it, or the practice 
would have ceased long ago." 

"I think," said Jack, "we'd better ask Solomon to

explain it to us. That's why I call him Solomon." 
"Yes, please do, sir," cried the rest, and, settled down 

to listen. 
" I'm afraid I'm a poor enough Solomon, but I'll 

do my best with a rather thorny subject. I think, to

get it right we must go further back than the Jews and 
the Ten Commandments and begin at the very begin-
ning of the world, for that is when the Sabbath really 
commences. Can any of you repeat the 4th Command-
ment?" 

" Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy," they 
all replied in chorus. 

" Yes. ' Remember,' which shows that they had the 
Sabbath day already, since they were told not to forget 
it. Now, if you look at Genesis 2, verse 3, you will read z 
'And God blessed the seventh day and sanctified it 
because that in it He had rested from all His work which 
God created and made.' So it is clear that He set apart 
one day in seven and made it a holy day of rest from 
labour. And as one of you has reminded us, Jesus 
explained that He made this day 'for man,' that is out 
of kindness to him, and for his best good." 

"Then it can't be wrong to use it for games and 
recreation," cried one of the boys triumphantly. 

" Shut up I " said Jack, " and don't interrupt 
Solomon 1" 



THE QUESTIONS OP 

" That I will leave you to decide when I've finished," 
I replied. "Now, when God made Israel His chosen 
people He gave them all manner of laws for their special 
observance, including regulations for the Sabbath, to 
which their scribes and rulers added so many more that 
the Sabbath, instead of being a delight, became an 
intolerable burden. Then came God's new people 
comprised of sinners saved from all the nations. Those 
who were Gentiles, like you and me, knew nothing of 
the Laws and Ordinances given to the Jews, but quickly 
learned that God had sanctified a day for rest, and 
began to observe it on the day Christ rose from the 
dead, the first day of the week, the day on which 
they used to meet together ' to break bread ' in re
membrance of Him. And so came about the Christian 
Sunday." 

" And weren't there any rules for it ? " asked one of 
the boys. 

"No rules at all except to keep it holy." 
" Does that mean going to Church and Sunday School 

and singing hymns all day?,, said one of my listeners. 
"And wearing Sunday clothes and reading tracts?" 

chimed in another. 
"It may mean all of these things or none of them. 

There are no rules.,, 
" Then mayn't it mean going hiking ? " said Jack, with a 

hopeful look. 
"It all depends, Jack. It's really a question of 

spelling." 
" Spelling ? Whatever do you mean ? " 
" Well, the whole matter rests on two letters, ' Y ' 

and ' I.' If one is used it's right and if the other it's 
wrong. Do you see what I mean ? " 

" Not the slightest bit." 
" I can't make head or tail of it I " 
And they all looked completely mystified. 
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" Let me explain," said I. " God meant His day to 
be a real rest for men. 

" Six days a week they had to labour, and some of 
them would have little time for anything else. And as 
there are more important things than work and play, 
He planned a day when men should be free from such 
matters in order that they might think of Him, so 
He made it a HOL YDAY. A day of rest and gladness. 
A day with God in the middle of it, as Y is in the 
middle of Holyday. But most unfortunately men stole 
God's day, threw away the Y and put a capital I in 
the middle of it where God ought to be. Thus, 
God's HOLYDAY became man's HOLIDAY, and so it is 
to-day." 

" I see," said Jack thoughtfully. " So it isn't a 
matter of ,vhat you do on Sunday so much as why 
you do it?" 

"Well put ! "said I. "The wrong thing is not playing 
the games or reading novels or going hiking but stealing 
God's day for your holiday. In other words 'profaning 
the Sabbath' that is putting a holy thing to a common 
use." 

" I think everyone ought to be left to do as he likes 
about it," said one of the other boys. 

"That's just what God does," I replied. "He leaves 
people free to go their own ways. He never forces them 
to go His, but He warns them that His way is always 
the best and happiest, and everyone discovers this to be 
so in the end." 

"But," said one of them," suppose you go to Church 
in the morning, mayn't you play games the rest of the 
day?" 

"A sort of going halves with God, eh? Giving God 
the small half and keeping the lion's share for yourself. 
It doesn't strike me as quite right somehow. It's rather 
like a thief stealing my purse and giving me half a crown 

B 
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out of it ! After all, it's the Lord's Day, not mine, and 
should all be devoted to Him." 

"Well," said one of the boys," if I can't play games on 
Sunday afternoons it'll be awfully dull." 

"You wouldn't find it dull at Solomon's Bible Cffass," 
said Jack Wantoknow. "I say! I've an idea. Let's 
all go there next Sunday instead of going for our hike 1" 

" Yes, let's 1 " they cried-and they did ! 
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Question 6 

11 Why do accidents happen l "

JACK looked very white and ill when I visited him in 
the hospital ward. I had heard of the accident and Jost 
no time in looking him up. 

"Oh, sir, I am glad you've come. I knew you would 
and I did so want to see you." 

"Well, you see, Jack, I felt some curiosity to discover 
how much was left of you after the motor had flattened 
you out I" 

" It wasn't my fault, sir. The car was on its wrong 
side and I rang my bell, but he took no notice. I hope 
he gets locked up for it ! " 

" While his wife and children starve, eh, Jack ? I 
can understand your feelings, however. One is apt to 
become vindictive with a broken leg." 

"And three ribs. And bruises all over. Oh-ooh!" 
groaned Jack, as a sudden move reminded him painfully 
of the injuries and bruises to which he referred. 

"Poor old chap," said I. "I am really very sorry for 
you, if that is any help." 

" Yes, and my bike is smashed-I've lost my chance of 
winning the scholarship-and-there'll be no camp for 
me this summer." 

The boy turned his face to the wall and quite broke 
down. After a short silence he spoke again. 

" I say, Solomon, why did it happen ? " 
" Well, the motor was on its wrong side and--" 
" Yes, I know, but why was it allowed to happen l " 
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" Oh," I said gravely, " that's another matter entirely. 
Then you don't think it was an accident? " 

" Why, of course it was ; why not? " 
"Because you said 'allowed to happen.' A thing that's 

allo,vcd to happen can hardly be an accident. Who do 
you think allowed it to happen, Jack?'' 

"Well, I suppose God must have done that, mustn't 
He?" 

" And is God very cruel ? " 
"But, Solomon,you wouldn't have allowed it to happen 

if you could have prevented it! Now be honest, you 
wouldn't ! " 

"So I must be kinder than God ! Oh, Jack, there's 
something wrong there, I'm sure." 

"But you wouldn't, would you?" persisted Jack. 
" I can't answer that, Jack. Probably I should if I 

had known all God knows." 
" Then you think God is punishing me for being 

wicked?" and Jack began to sob again. 
I took his hand gently in mine. 
" If you were my boy and were not good, Jack, do you 

think I should break your leg by way of punishment ? 
That would be a curious way of making you a better 
boy ! I shouldn't think of God like that if I were you, 
my dear boy." 

Another and longer silence. Then Jack said quietly: 
" Solomon, will you explain it all to me ? ,, 
" I'm afraid I can't do that, old chap ! King Solomon 

himself, with all his wisdom, confessed himself completely 
nonplussed on that subject. But ,vhy do you think it 
oughtn't to have happened ? " 

" Oh, I say, Solomon I " 
" So you think that only nice things ought tci be 

allowed to occur ? Like perpetual holidays and parties 
and games ? Never any hard lessons, never any dis
appointments, never any suffering? All sunshine and 
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no storms, all summer and no winter, all smiles and no 
tears?,, 

"But after all, it can't do any good for me to be here 
with a broken leg, so ·what was the use of its happening?" 

"\Vhat a topping lot of flowers, Jack I And sweets f· 
And who sent you that jig-saw puzzle?" 

" Yes, everybody's been very kind ; my form master 
sent me the puzzle ; that9s his card there.,, 

"' With affectionate sympathy.' How nice ! Has he ever 
sent you affectionate sympathy before, Jack ? " 

"Well, you see, there's been no need, has there?" 
" No, old chap, and if there were no suffering there'd 

be no sympathy in all the world. Fancy a world without 
sympathy I And there'd be no fortitude or bravery or 
endurance or compassion. No self-denial, no self
sacrifice; in fact, none of the noblest and best virtues 
men have ever displayed." 

" Yes, I think I see that-please go on, Solomon." 
"Think too, how lucky it was this hospital was so 

handy and the ambulance so prompt. Did you lie 
screaming in the road long before help came?" 

" \\'hy, no. It was simply wonderful ; it seemed only 
a few minutes before I was here in bed. I could hardly 
believe it." 

" Everything ready and waiting for you to be knocked 
down, eh ? Think of the planning and preparing and 
training and subscribing required. All unselfishly done 
for the sake of sufferers. Can you see any good in it 
now, Jack? " 

" Yes, I certainly can, though I never thought of it 
before. But I still can't see what good it is to me to be 
injured like this." 

" No, it's not easy, I agree. By the way
, 

I suppose 
you'll have to walk on crutches for a bit when you're
getting better, won't you ? 

,
, 

"I suppose I shall. How awkward I shall feel 1 
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Rather like Jackson, the one-legged fell ow at school, 
shan't I?" 

"Yes, and you'll always feel more friendly and sym
pathetic to Jackson in consequence. Do you know 
what character is, Jack ? " 

" It's something everybody has, isn't it? 
,
, 

u No, it's something everybody acquires. You make
you own character, and it's the most important thing 
about you, more important than your body even. It 
takes a long time to make, and a lot of things are neces
sary to make a really good one. And seeing the best 
characters are made by suffering and hardships and 
trouble, God very kindly supplies these to His children 
in order that they may develop the best characters 
possible." 

"But God doesn't like to see people suffer, does He?" 
"No, I am sure that He never desires suffering for 

its own sake ; but He does desire something for His 
children that cannot be attained except in that \Vay. 
So that what seems very evil in itself is really a way 
-and the only way-to what is very good. Shall I
tire you too much if I tell you a story ? "

" Oh, no, Solomon, please do." 
"Well, it's perhaps the oldest story in the world and 

it's right on the subject we are discussing. Here goes 
for our story : 

"Once upon a time there lived a man of princely 
wealth and fame. He was so good a man that he could 
hardly have been better, yet one day such a calamity 
fell on him as can hardly be believed. His oxen (500 
yoke of them) and asses were stolen, his servants killed 
by the robbers, lightning burnt up all his sheep, his 
g,ooo camels were raided, and worst of all, the house 
in which his sons and daughters were feasting fell down 
and they were all killed. So that the poor man lost 
fortune and family at a single blow. Worse than a 
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motor accident, eh, Jack ? Yet instead of grousing this 
good man just said: 'The Lord gave and the Lord 
hath taken away, blessed be the name of the Lord!' 
But worse was to follow. The poor man was taken 
suddenly ill, so ip that he was covered with boils from head 
to feet. In fact, he was so bad that even his wife advised 
him that it was hopeless, and he had better kill himself. 
Far, far worse than a broken leg and three ribs, wasn't 
it, Jack?" 

" It was awful," said Jack. " What did the poor 
chap do?" 

" He said to his wife : ' Shall we receive good at the 
hand of God, and shall we not receive evil ? ' And after 
that his friends came to see him, but instead of bringing 
flowers and fruit and kind words, they accused him of 
being secretly a bad man, and said that God was punish
ing him (or his sins. Miserable comforters, weren't 
they?" 

" And how did it end ? " 
"It ended as God wanted it. The poor man didn't 

merely resign himself to his fate, but became better 
acquainted with God, and a deeper, richer, finer character 
in consequence ; so that he finished up by forgetting 
his own misery and praying for his friends." 

" And did he get better ? " asked Jack. 
" Yes, Jack, he got quite well and rich, and had 

some more sons and daughters, and lived happily ever 
after ! " 

" What a topping story I Where did you get it, 
Solomon?" 

" From the Bible of course I See if you can find it 
there." 

"But suppose he hadn't got better? It doesn't always 
end that way, does it? Take my accident, for example. 
Suppose " and Jack's voice dropped to a whisper, 
" suppose instead of a broken leg I'd been killed 1 That 
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would have been terrible wouldn't it ? And the car only 
just missed my head." 

" Why terrible, Jack ? " 
" But think of-dying ! "-and poor Jack shuddered. 
" Aren't you ever going to die then ? " 
" Oh, yes, I suppose so." 
" And will it be terrible then? " 
" Isn't it always terrible, Solomon? " 
"On the contrary, I read of a man who ·was looking 

forward to it with great delight. 'Having a desfre to 
depart and to be with Christ, which is far better,' is what 
he wrote. And I'm sure he meant it." 

I 

" Yes, but he must have been a very good man. 
I'm sure I should be afraid to meet God." 

" But he called himself the chief of sinners, and yet 
he wasn't afraid at all, but just longed for the day. Think 
it out, Jack, and see if you can discover why Paul had no 
fear of dying. But here comes the nurse to turn me out. 
I'll come and see you again in a day or two and tell you 
some more about it. By the way, the motorist who 
knocked you down has sent you a fine new bicycle, so 
hurry up and get well to ride it. Good-bye." 

"Good-bye, Solomon; mind you come again soon 
-and, I say, please tell the motorist thanks a·wfully for
the new bike-and I don't want him to go to prison after
all ! "
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Question 7 

" lsn 't It terrible to die l "

WHEN I next called at the hospital, I found Jack
hobbling merrily about in the grounds, on crutches. 

"Hullo, Jack," I cried, "this doesn't look much like 
dying! " 

" Hurrah, Solomon, see me use my crutches ! It's 
awful fun I" 

" I should think it is," said I, " while the novelty lasts." 
"Oh, it's only a week more and then I'm going home 

quite well. Isn't it ripping ! " 
"I suppose you've thanked the Mender, eh., Jack?" 
"Oh, yes, I've told the doctor I'm very grateful, of 

course, only he says he hasn't had much to do with it. 
He tells me I've mended myself." 

"I say, Jack, what a clever fellow you must be I I 
didn't know you could mend broken limbs." 

"No, it's not that, Solomon. What the doctor means 
is that Nature has done it." 

" Then you must thank Nature. You'd better kneel 
down (when you can!) and say, ' Thank you, Nature, 
for making me well ' ! " 

" That doesn't sound quite right does it, Solomon ? " 
"Not quite, Jack. Yet Someone ought to be thanked, 

so don't forget to give your thanks where they are due. 
And it is good to feel alive and well, isn't it ? " 

"Yes," said Jack, "it really is," and he came and 
sat beside me on the garden seat. "I say, Solomon, 
it isn't everyone who gets well after an accident. Thero 
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was a boy in the next bed to me just about my age and 
he didn't. His bed was empty when I woke this morning." 

" How terrible to die, Jack I " 
"But, Solomon, the strange thing is he didn't think 

so I Only yesterday we were talking together and he 
told me he was going to die, and do you know, he was 
smiling as he spoke. I didn't know what reply to make, 
so I just said, ' Hard luck, old fellow I ' and he actually 
laughed I I never felt so awkward in my life. I stam
mered out, ' But you don't want to die, do you ? ' And he 
answered, ' Well, of course, living might be very nice, 
but in my case dying's better 1' 'But aren't you afraid?• 
said I. ' Why should I be afraid to meet Jesus ? He is 
my greatest friend,' he said, and then he told me some
thing that had happened to him a few months ago which 
he said had made all the difference." 

" This is very interesting, Jack ; tell me exactly what 
he said had happened to him." 

" Well, it's the sort of thing you talk about sometimes 
in Class, only he put it much plainer and more under
standably." 

"Sorry, Jack," said I, feeling a bit crushed, "I do 
my best, you know I " 

"Oh Solomon, I didn't mean that. What I meant 
was he talked as one boy to another, and you're so grown 
up, aren't you ? " 

cc I'm afraid I am," said I, " quite aged ; but tell me 
what your boy friend said, Jack." 

cc He said it happened last hols. at a camp for school
boys. It was on the Sunday evening round a camp 
fire when the Camp Commandant (he called him 
'Commy,' which sounded nice and friendly) was talk
ing about Jesus dying on the Cross. Quite suddenly, the 
boy said, he fdt as if it had been all his fault that Jesus 
was there." 

" How could that be, Jack ? " 
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"That's what I asked him, and he said he didn't qwte 
know. But he knew that Jesus was crucified for sinners 
and he said he felt that evening that he was the biggest 
sinner in the world.

,, 

"Why, what dreadful thing had he done, Jack?" 
"I asked him that too and he said it wasn't exactly 

what he had done but what he was that made him feel 
like that." 

" And then what happened ? " 
" ' Then,' he told me, ' when Commy was speaking 

I saw it all.' 'What did you see?' I asked him, and 
he was smiling like anything (fancy, Solomon, and he 
was dying, and knew it !), and told me : ' Why, I saw that 
Jesus had died to save sinners like me and was willing 
to be my Saviour, and since that night He has been 
and He is now, and that's why I'm so awfully happy.' 
Wasn't that wonderful, Solomon ? " 

" Very, very wonderful, Jack ; and did your boy 
friend say anything else?" 

"Why, yes, he did," and Jack hesitated and looked 
thoughtfully on the ground. "He asked me if I didn't 
want Jesus for my Saviour, too?" 

" And what did you say to that, I wonder ? " 
" I said that I wanted Him more than anything else 

in the world." 
" You said that, Jack ? You really did ? " 
"Yes," said Jack, "and it was true as true. And 

what do you think he did? He actually started praying 
for me out loud, and then I prayed and Jesus became my 
Saviour then and there, and we both shook hands, and 
what do you think he said ? He just laughed and said 
to me, ' Good-bye, my new brother, I'll meet you in 
the morning '-and in the morning when I woke he 
wasn't there ! " 

"Never mind that, Jack, he'll meet you in the :tviorning 
all right, never fear." 
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" Yes," said Jack, "and he's there now, and I quite 
envied him going first 1 I almost wish-no, I don't, 
for after all it's ripping to be alive 1 But I am looking 
for,vard to going one day, Solomon I "

" And now shall I fulfil the promise I gave you at my 
last visit and tell you why it's not terrible to die, Jack?" 

"No, thanks, Solomon, I know already and I'm so 
happy I want to shout for joy all the time." 

" And I'm happy too, Jack. By the way, I think I 
begin to see why that ' accident ' happened no,v, don't 
you? If that motor had been on its right side of the 
road you wouldn't have been here and your boy friend 
,vould have died without a very bright star in his crown, 
eh, Jack?" 

"Yes," saidJack, with his eyes aglow," how wonderful 
it all is 1 " 
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Question 8 

.. How can I be sure l " 

JACK arrived at Class one Sunday a few weeks later 
looking as brown as if he had been treated with boot 
polish. He had completely recovered from his accident; 
his leg was as good as ever, and all his ribs were sound. 
Moreover, a fortnight in a boys' camp among the moun
tains had made him so full of life and buoyancy that it 
seemed hard for him to keep still for five minutes together. 
As soon as Class was over his tongue began to ,vag, and 
snatches of camp news reached me over the heads of a 
group of interested boy listeners as he told them of the 
great time he had had. 

" Two or three of you had better come home to tea 
with me," said I," and we'll give Jack a chance of letting
off steam or he•n burst ! " 

So a little later a small group was sitting round the 
table, and Jack was going full blast between the necessary 
intervals for bread and jam. The fun and sport, the 
rags andjokes were duly recounted amid roars of laughter 
from the other boys who were obviously highly attracted, 
and all present made up their minds to go to camp next 
year. After tea things quietened a bit, and I said : 

" What about the camp meetings, Jack ? " 
" Meetings ? " said one of the boys. " Oh, of course, 

you mean on the Sundays." 
" Sundays ! ,, cried Jack. " No, every day of course,

and they were the best thing in camp-nearly every 
fellow said so. You should have been at the Testimony 
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Meeting round the camp fire on the last night ! " 
" What's a Testimony Meeting, Jack ? " said two boys 

together, while I listened, greatly interested. 
" Why, it's where you tell what's happened to you in 

camp-or before-" said Jack. 
" Do you mean the boys speak ? " 
"Yes, rather, lots of them did, one after another, and 

I did, too," replied Jack. 
"I didn't know you were a speaker, Jack-at least not 

on a platform," said a boy with a sly twinkle. 
"It wasn't on a platform, you mug," Jack retorted, 

11 it was round a blazing log fire in camp. Several chaps 
got up and talked, and then I did, and I'm jolly glad 
I did, too ! " he added, with marked emphasis. 

" Tell us what you said, Jack," said I, quietly. 
" Well, sir," said Jack, turning red under the tanned 

skin, " I told them about the hospital and the boy in 
the next bed who spoke to me the night before he died, 
and how I came to Christ and how happy I've been ever 
since." 

The other boys sat very still and listened while Jack 
said this. The conversation was getting serious. 

" And what happened then, Jack ? " 
"Some other fellows said the same thing, only they put 

it in their own way, you know. It had only happened 
to some of them in camp and, of course, it was a bit 
new, only they all seemed terribly happy about it." 

" And were all the boys in camp converted, Jack ? " 
" Why, no, I don't think so. There was a chap in 

my tent who wasn't, and we lay awake that night after 
the others were asleep, talking about it-in whispers, of 
course. He said he wanted it to happen to him, but 
didn't believe it could. I wished I knew more about it 
so as to help him." 

"Was he really in earnest, do you think?" 
"Well, after we'd finished talking I believe he was 
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crying in the dark before he fell asleep, so next day I 
took him to ' Commy' (that's our Commandant), and 
he showed him the way. But he did put some puzzlers 
to me during our talk that night." 

cc What puzzlers ? " 
cc Why, he said it was all make-believe, and that 

nobody could know they we�e saved really." 
" And you couldn't answer that ? " 
"That was the puzzling thing. I knew I was saved, 

but couldn't for the life of me tell him why ! " 
"So you'd like me to explain that?" 
" Yes, please, Solomon," said Jack, and a boy in the 

arm-chair whispered involuntarily. "Yes do, please, sir." 
"Well," said I, "it's all a question of confidence-or, 

if you like,jaith. I don't see how you can know anything 
without being told, and everything depends on the 
reliability of the one who tells you." 

cc But don't some people feel saved ? " asked Jack. 
cc Well, like yourself, they feel happy because th':) are 

saved, which is a bit different. Feelings are not very 
reliable because they are apt to change, and our salvation 
doesn't change." 

" Then how exactly do you know ? " 
"Because you put confidence in what God has said 

on the subject, and what God says is very plain and 
clear. The moment you really believe God you know, 
and as nothing can alter what He has said, well, then you 
can be for ever sure." 

The quiet boy in the arm .. chair then spoke. 
cc Will you please tell us exactly what God has said, sir?" 
" Why, yes, I'll read it to you. Here it is in I John 5 : 

11 : 

" ' This is the record, that God hath given unto us 
eternal life and this life is in His Son. He that hath 
the Son hath Hf e, and he that hath not the Son of 
God hath not life.' 
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" That is very simple isn't it ? God has recorded 
that any boy \vho has received the Lord Jesus has eternal 
life. And John adds in the following verse : 

" ' These things have I written unto you that believe 
on the name of the Son of God that ye may know 
that ye have eternal life.' 

"So you see I begin by believing (or trusting) in the 
Lord Jesus in order to be saved, and then I believe 
{or put confidence in) God's record in order to be sure. 
And that's how I know." 

" But then he gave me another puzzler," said Jack. 
" He said, ' Suppose you don't keep on with it, then you 
won't be saved after all ; and as you can't be sure you'll 
keep on, you can't be sure you are saved.' How I 
wanted you there to answer that, Solomon!" 

"Well, it sounds puzzling, certainly, but it's really 
very simply answered. It all depends on who does the 
keeping.'' 

"Why, of course I have to keep on, don't I?" 
" Yes, but that's not all there is to it. Paul was very 

sure of his salvation. This is how he put it : 
"' I know whom I have believed and am persuaded 

that He is able to keep that which I have committed 
unto Him against that day.' 

"You see he was sure that his Saviour was a good 
keeper and so he had every confidence that He wouldn't 
let him be lost. The Good Shepherd knows how to 
look after, and if necessary to go after, His sheep, so that 
not one of them is lost. I have the same confidence 
and you may have, too." 

" Isn't it wonderful ! " said Jack. 
"Yes," said the quiet boy in the arm-chair, "and I'm 

going to make sure about it like that, too. I am glad I 
came to tea, sir." 

" And so are we," chimed in the rest. " Thank you 
ever so, sir ! ,, 
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Question 9 

.. Does It pay to be true l "

I HAD been abroad a whole year, during which time I 
had lost touch with Jack. 

Then one day while waiting in a traffic block in my 
car I was accosted by a tall, well-dressed youth in a 
bowler hat, who cried, " Hullo, Solomon l " and thrust 
an eager hand through the open ,vindow. It was Jack 
Wantoknow, grown almost out of knowledge. But the 
bright, open smile and laughing eyes were unmistakable, 
and I grasped his hand with equal enthusiasm. 

"Jump in, Jack/' said I. " You can spare a few 
minutes, I'm sure, after all this time." 

" Well, I'm a bit busy (rather important{, !) but I really 
must," and he sprang in just as the green light bade us

proceed. 
"Just fa3cy meeting you again so suddenly, sir!,, 
" Of conrse it was sudden. People don't meet gradual{,, 

Jack!" said I, laughing; "anyhow I'm as glad to see 
you as you seem to be to see me. But, Jack, I hardly 
knew you-you've grown up so suddenly!" 

" People don't grow up suddenl:J, sir ! " said Jack, 
laughing, as he got his own back on me. 

"Anyhow, it seems sudden to me; you're quite a 
young man and in a ' bowler', too ! " 

" Yes, you see I've left school and am in business no,v, 
in a big firm, Makepenny, Driver and Screwtight; 
do you know them, sir ? I've been with them six months 
now." 
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"And have they made you a partner yet or are you 
the office boy, Jack ? " 

"I'm a junior clerk," retorted Jack ; "they don't have 
office boys in our firm I " 

" And how do you like business life ? " 
" It's rather different from what I expected, sir, in 

many ways. I've been wishing you were here to ask 
about it." 

" Wanting to consult Solomon once more, eh, Jack ? 
Well, go ahead; what's puzzling you?" 

" Well, you see, Solomon, quite privately between 
you and me (you won't say anything about it ?) I'm 
a bit worried at the way things are done in the office. 
You know our senior partner, Mr. Makepenny, is 
Church warden at the Parish Church and Mr. Screw
tight is a Nonconformist elder. I went to his Sunday 
School when I was a kid ; that's how I got into 
the firm. Now Mr. Driver doesn't pretend to be a 
Christian at all. He smokes and drinks ( not too much, 
you know), and swears when he's angry but he is

straight." 
" Well, Jack, what about it ? " 
"Why, you see, the other partners aren't ! " 
"Aren't straight, Jack?" 
" I don't call it straight to tell lies and write them in 

letters, too ! Of course, I don't know much about 
business yet, but is it necessary for a Christian to cheat 
customers and sell them goods that aren't what they 
describe them, and is it right to say you were out when 
you were in, and blame your staff for your own mistakes 
and declare you didn't receive a letter when you did. 
And ought a Christian to pay a clerk less than his proper 
wages because he is old and daren't give notice for fear 
of unemployment ? " 

" I think you hardly need Solomon to answer any of 
those que:Jtions, Jack," I said gravely. 
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" But why do Christians do things like that, Solomon ? ,, 
"Why, indeed, Jack ! " 
" And you know," said Jack, "the clerks all jeer at 

religion in consequence. Some of them say the partners 
are quite right to keep their religion and their business 
separate and that they could never make money other
wise. They say everyone does it and that anyone who 
says he doesn't is a hypocrite." 

" I should say that anyone who calls himself a Christian 
and does such things is the hypocrite. But what do you 
think, Jack ? " 

" I just don't know what to think. You see it's 
very much like it was at school. The boy who wouldn't 
cheat got to the bottom of. the form, and I always 
thought that rather rough. And it seems hard if a 
Christian who won't cheat in business has to fail in 
consequence." 

"Very hard indeed, my boy. It almost seems as if 
godliness were not profitable, in spite of what the Bible 
says." 

"What does the Bible say, Solomon?" 
"It says ' Godliness is profitable for all things having 

promise of the life that now is and also of that which is 
to come.'" 

"And isn't that true? " asked Jack. 
" Suppose it were not, then of course, one would have 

to choose between godliness and profit I Which would 
you rather have yourself?" 

" Well, I don't want to be always poor, Solomon." 
" And do you want to be ungod!J, Jack ? " 
"If I were I should be just miserable. Why for the 

past year or more I've been so happy that I wouldn't 
risk losing that for all the riches in the world.,, 

" But you would if you put profit before godliness. 
That's why some of the world's richest men are among 
its most miserable." 
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"But are people really Christians who do such 
things?" 

" Being a Christian doesn't prevent people doing any
thing, however wrong. That is why Jesus told us to pray 
that we enter not into temptation. The devil is very 
busy ' seeking whom he may devour.' Like the thief 
of whom Jesus spoke who ' cometh to steal and to kill 
and to destroy,' Satan's object is to steal from Christians 
their good conscience toward God, to kill their joy and 
peace in believing, and to destroy their usefulness in 
service. We need to beware of him, Jack." 

" Yes, I know," said Jack, " I'm finding it terribly 
hard in the office." 

" I didn't expect he'd let you alone, Jack-and I've 
been praying for you." 

" Thanks awfully, sir, I need it too. You see, they 
found out I was a Christian before I'd been in the firm 
a week, and that's made it more difficult." 

"Not really, Jack ; it's made it ever so much more 
easy ! Not so pleasant I agree, but far easier." 

" Why easier, Solomon ? " 
" Well, don't you see, they know where you stand 

and won't expect you to do things they do. Is there any 
gambling among the clerks ? " 

" I should think there is. A big sweepstake on Derby 
Day made two or three of them rich and all the others a 
bit hard up. But they didn't ask me to join in." 

" Which made it easy for you, Jack. - Do they expect 
you to drink with them ? " 

"No," said Jack, laughing, "they call me 'young 
T. T. '-and other things as well ! " 

" So that's easy, too. I congratulate you I " 
" Yes," said Jack, " they tried one or two nasty stories 

on me, but when I didn't laugh they were angry and 
don't tell me any more." 

" 11:ore congratulations I " 
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" But I'm afraid I'm not popular and should feel a 
bit lonely if it weren't for Hawkins." 

"And who is Hawkins, Jack? " 
" He's the old clerk who is underpaid because he 

daren't leave. He's got a wife and four children, so of 
course he daren't. He's too old to get another job 
easily so he puts up with it. But he's very happy all 
the same." 

"Poor and happy, Jack? And is Mr. Makepenny 
happy ? And :Mr. Screwtight ? " 

"They're very keen on making pots of money, but 
they don't smile much, so I suppose they can't be," 
said Jack. 

"And yet Hawkins seems to be, without the pots of 
money I" 

" Yes, he certainly is-and I know why I The very 
first day I went to the office I saw what I thought 
might be a Bible sticking out of his old coat pocket as 
he sat on the next stool to me, so I pulled out my 
pocket testament and laid it on the desk beside me, 
and Hawkins pulled out his Bible. After that we were 
friends ! " 

" Well done, Jack ! That was a first-class intro .. 
duction and a good beginning for your business 
career." 

"Yes, and do you know, old Hawkins runs a little 
Mission Hall in an East End slum though he hasn't a 
penny to bless himself with. He says he prays for the 
money and it comes, and the poor people love him 
and he loves them. And do you know," said Jack, 
with his eyes aglow, "I said a few words there last 
night. And I'm going to have a class for boys all to 
myself, and Hawkins says I am to be his Timothy and 
help him." 

"Timothy, Jack?" 
" Yes, as Paul bad Timothy to help him, 10 I'm going 
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to help Ha,vl<l.ns in his little East End Mission Hall." 
" A sort of partner, eh ? "
" That's it," said Jack, laughing, " and I think it's 

better than being a partner in the firm."

" So do I, Jack-and more profitable, too. But business 
is business, and your lunch hour is over so back you go 
to the office-only office boys get back late I Good-bye.,, 

"Good-bye, Solomon: I hope we meet again soon." 
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Question 10 

" Does God let people down l " 

IT was nearly two years before Jack Wantoknow and
I met again. I was travelling part of the time and had 
also moved my home from London, so our paths did not 
cross for all that time .. 

One day, however, I heard the noise of a motor 
bicycle outside my front door, and looking out of my 
study window I saw a young man completely swathed 
in leather with a large pair of goggles concealing most of 
his face. He was asking for me and as I went to the door 
the goggles were removed and there was Jack smiling 
away at me. 

"Come in, you prodigal son I" I cried happily. 
" From what far country have you arrived on that 
atrocious machine ? " 

"I'm on my holidays," said Jack, "so I thought I'd 
pay you a surprise visit." 

"And a very pleasant surprise, too, my dear boy, and 
now you've come you'll stay. If you attempt to leave 
before Monday I'll puncture both your tyres and steal 
your sparking plug, so look out for yourself ! " 

And so Jack stayed, and a merry time we had. The 
schoolboy Jack had completely vanished and given place 
to a well-set-up young man with a healthy, hearty look 
about him that did me good to see. Distinctly good
looking, too, though I didn't let him know l thought so I 
It was another Jack, but it was the same Wantoknow, 
and I had a busy week-end answering an accumulation 
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of questions he appeared to have been saving up for 
two years. 

"Well," said I, "and how is the noble firm of Make
penny, Driver and Screwtight? " 

" On the rocks ! " replied Jack ; " I left them a year 
ago." 

" And is that the reason they are on the rocks ? I 
always said they should have made you a partner I" 

"Joking apart," answered Jack, " I've had rather a 
rough time with that firm since I saw you two years ago. 
The fact is, I got the sack, and so did old Hawkins." 

"My word! That sounds bad," said I. "What 
had you done ? " 

" It wasn't that, it was what I wouldn't do," replied 
Jack. "You see, I had been promoted to Assistant 
Ledger Clerk under Hawkins, and I had had a rise. I 
tell you I was a bit proud of myself and felt quite affluent 
with the extra money. And then one day the senior 
partner, Mr. Makepenny, called me into his room and 
told me the Inspector of Taxes was asking to see the 
firm's books. You know profits had been a bit low and 
there were complications I don't understand. However, 
Mr. Makepenny told me he wanted certain alterations 
in the figures in my handwriting and said it was purely 
formal and of 'no consequence,' but must be done at 
once. Now he had just given me a rise you know and 
promised me another soon, and I was jolly anxious to 
please him. Yet I felt a bit uncomfortable and before 
doing what he wanted I told Hawkins. Hawkins looked 
very grave and wouldn't say a word so I guessed something 
was wrong." 

"Well, Jack, you knew the 'very present help in 
trouble,' I am sure." 

" Yes, and I took it there. That night I prayed and 
prayed. I thought how awful to get the sack, and yet I 
knew that must follow my refusal and I wondered if 



J A a K. WANT O KNOW 57 

I'd got the courage to refuse. The Devil whispered that 
after all it wasn't my responsibility, I was only a clerk 
and had to obey orders. And so I lay awake half the 
night. And then quite suddenly there came the worru, 
'We ought to obey God rather than man,' and it was 
completely settled. I said under my breath 'Thank 
you, Lord,' and fell asleep at once. 

"Next day I got the sack and so did old Hawkins." 
" Poor Hawkins, what had he done ? " 
"He was accused of inciting me to disobey orders. 

However, there we were, and a rough time we had. I 
had saved a bit and was able to help Ha,vkins, but the 
money soon gave out and things were dreadful. Do you 
know I really felt that God was letting us down. It 
sometimes seems like that, doesn't it?" 

" Yes, indeed, Jack, but He never does." 
"No, and He didn't this time ! 
"Just when we were at the end of our tether the 

Christian Mission Society, which has helped old Hawkins' 
Mission Hall sometimes, wanted a new book-keeper 
and offered him the job, and at a better salary than he 
had lost ! I literally jumped about for joy. \iVhat a 
praise meeting we had together in his room when the 
letter came ! There was actually no food in the house 
and the children had had no breakfast that morning. 
How good the Lord is, isn't He?" 

" Yes, and ' He knoweth them that trust in Him ' J 
and what about you, Jack?" 

" Well, I kicked my heels for a time, waiting and 
praying, and then the answer came." 

" What was it, Jack? ,, 
"Why, the Superintendent of the same Mission wanted 

a private secretary and asked Hawkins if he knew of 
a Christian young man of some business training who 
would do. So he told me and I saw the Superintendent 
and there I am now I ,, 
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" And what next, Jack ? " I asked, looking at him 
keenly. 

"Oh," said Jack quite reverently, "the Lord knows. 
I am hoping He will push me out into the front of the 
battle one day." 

" You mean a pioneer missionary ? " 
" Yes, and in the hardest field where you have to cling 

on to Him every day, as I had to when I got the sack!" 
replied Jack earnestly. 

" Yes ; perhaps that is one reason why you got the 
sack so that you might learn how,,, said I. 

"Oh, Solomon, if you only knew how grateful I am 
to you for all you've taught me since I was a small kid ! " 
said Jack, and his eyes became moist as he spoke. " How 
I must have plagued you with my questions, and how 
patiently you've answered them. How can I ever pay 
you all I owe you ? " 

"You've more than paid me already, you dear old 
boy, and I'm as proud of you as if you were my own 
son,,, said I, with real affection. " But we are becoming 
1entimental., and it's time we went to bed. Good 
night ! " 

" Good night, dear Solomon 1 " 
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EPILOGUE 

HERE is the latest news of Jack Wantoknow. Ten
eventful years have passed since the happy week-end
described in the last chapter. Jack is now a man with
some experience of life behind him. He has attained his
heart's desire and writes from Central Africa where he
has for the last few years been pioneering as a �fissionary.
We have maintained touch through all the years by
intermittent correspondence. This is his last letter
'from the front ' :
H DEAR SOLOMON, 

"I have just had a touch of my old enemy, malaria,
which laid me low in a native hut a hundred miles
from anywhere. My word, it is a wonderful ex
perience to trust the Lord under such conditions I
Do you remember my question years ago about the
Lord seeming to let us down ? Well, for a time it
seemed so again. In my fever I thought that I'd
just had the sack from that old firm I was with as a
boy and that the Lord had forsaken me. When the
delirium was over I found, of course, it was just my
rambling mind, but I seemed in a pretty bad way
and wondered if the Lord would let me die all alone
and unfriended in Darkest Africa! Well, He didn't
and what's more He kept me so happy that the local
chieftain wanted to know why I was smiling all the
time l I told him about Jesus, and the poor, dark
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mind began to see a great light, and before I left he 
v,as smiling too I Oh, it's wonderful to tell people 
who've never heard! I never was so near to Heaven, 
and Heaven's Lord was never so present to me as out 
here on Active Service for the King ! Funds are 
often low and faith is tested in every way, but the One 
I trust is faithful. Pray that I too may be faithful 
unto death. 

" Your affectionate son in Christ, 
H JACK.st
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