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THE BIBLE. 

MIS BOOK eonhiins: T h o m i i i d of God. 
tin; Mate (if mill), 11 ic way of salvation, 

tlic doom of .sinners, und the luipijines* of 
believers. Its iloi-triiie is iioly, its firerepr-, 
are liimVms:, it" lii-.tories are trut-, and its 
divisions iiji- immutable . Jtciul it to be nisi', 
believe, it to In1 wife, iiiid prsirtii'o it to he 
holy. It eontain.s li^lit \n direct yi>u, 1<MH1 
to suppor t y i i and eemfoit to cheer you. 
It is I iic traveler"* map, tilt- pilgrim'.-: stall', 
I lie pilot 's I'riiiijiiiK'i. tin1 Solilid' "s sword. and 
1.110 Chi'istiiLn'ij charter . More J Feuvon is 

o p e n e d , a n d t i l l ' Willi's (if Ifl'll d i s c ld sed . 

Christ, is i t s g r a n d subject , our good i(n 
ilrsi^ii, jinil tlio glory of God its end. I t 
should lill the moiiiciry, nik: the heart, ;ind 
jiuiili; the feel. Koad it slowly, frciuientty, 
prayerfully. It is :i mine nf u c a k h , ln'iiUh 
to the soul, and a river of pleasure. It is 
J;ive)l to you l i d o in ibis life, will bo opened 
iit thfi Jud^miail , :UII] is cjtillilislicd forever. 
II- involves the hitches! responsibility, will 
reward tin? greatest labor, and condtmin all 
who l.rille witli its sacred contents. 

"Ve r i l y , verily, I say unto yon. H> that 
hcarelh "\Iv word, ami believeth on Him that 
scut mc, hath evorlHsling life, amt sludl iuii 
fiiim': into condemnation; but is passed from 
death unto life." (John v. 2-i.) 
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Patsy And T h e Squ i r e 

PATSV O'ULANK 
was a poor, ragged 
boy, living on a wild 
Irish moor. He 

folded the sheep, stacked 
the peat, dug the potatoes, 
without hat or shoes, for 
lie owned neither. 

He also eooked the food 
and swept ihe clay floor 
while his father herded the cattle of the squire who 
owned all the land and cottages around them. 

Theirs was a poor dwelling, with its one only 
window, and with the thatch falling from the roof; 
bill it was hiirite a nil therefore dear to them. 

Dan O'Blatie owned ijtw book,-—the liible, which 
he and Patsy dearly loved, for it bad raised their, 
from the dust { 1 Samuel 1) ti> be kings and priests 
unto God." (Rev. 5:10.) 

One evening, as Patsy sat at the door, with his 
pet lamb at bis side, and his Bible on bis knee, await
ing the return of his father, be heard the loud voice 
of the blunt but good-natured squire. 

"Pat, my hoy," he shouted, ''leave that great book 
for priests and bishops to read and go hunting with 
O'Rourkc's boys," 

"Plase, yer honor," said Patsy, "I 'm forbid o' 
ine father to go w-id them same lit all, for they 
takes the name of God in vain." 

"ISut you ean go limiting with them, Pat, without 
swearing," said the squire. 

"All, sir, I know i;'s not asy to go inio the 
without being burned." replied the hoy. 

"Well, my good boy, what do y<-"< find in 
great book? Wi th all my learning, I don't 
derstand half." 

"And now, yer honor, doesn't yer own word 
show how thrue the book is," asked Pat, "for it 
says "Me hath hidden these things from the wise 
and prudent and hath revealed.them unto babes." 
"There's ye. sir, as rich as the King, and as wise 
as the bishop, and ye*re no sure it's God's Word at 
all, and here's us, as poor as my lamb. Reify, and 
not much wis.T, and we believes it all, every word 

r. 

tire 

this 
un

ci' If, and rakes it into our 
hearts and makes it our 
mate and drink. So, after 
all, begging ver pardon, 
squire, we is richer nor 
ye." "Only last night, sir, 
when ye and ye'r company 
was feasting and singing 
at the Hall, father said 
he was 'mazed at the grace 

of God that had made him and ye to differ. This 
puur cabin was a little heaven, sir, when some of 
the poor people left the mass to hear father read 
how Jesus came to preach the Gospel fo the poor, 
and open heaven for them. 

"Don't you think, boy, Dan would change places 
with me soul and body?" asked the squire smiling. 

"What , sir, sell heaven where mother and baby 
is, and give up Jesus? Och, no, sir! ye haven't 
got enough gold to buy the new heart out of Dan 
O'Jflane," answered the hoy, folding I lie Hilile to 
his hreast. 

"f low can such things be!" exclaimed the squire. 
"Ye mind me, yer honor, o' the ruler of the Jews 

who crept to Jesus by night, like a thafe, and asked, 
'How can these things be?' when Jesus told him, 
'Ye must be born again,' " said Patsy. 

"How can you prove a man is born again, as you 
call ill;- change you speak about," asked the squire. 

"Jesus didn't try to prove it to the ruler, sir, nor 
will I to ye. If ye see a man walking on the high
way, ye don't bid him stand, and prove to ye he 
was ever born, for ye know he was or he wouldn't 
be t lie re alive," replied fJa.Lsy. "So when ye see. one 
like father, once dead in sin, now alive and walk
ing on the road to heaven, ye may know' he is horn 
again, without proving It to ye, sir." 

T h e scoffing smile faded from the squire's checks 
as he stood before the poor child, who, it was evi-
den I, pbied him. "Pat ," he said, "there was a time 
when 1 wanted this iailh myself. 1 had nothing to 
ask for here, but knew I couldn't carry my riches 
to heaven, so 1 wanted something beyond, and asked 
tor this new heart, and God didn't answer." 
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"(Jch . sir. likes enough ye wen t to God reeling 
ye was S<[uire Phelan and that it was great con
descension in ye to seek H i s face, hut ye'Il never 
find the Lord so, s i t ! ' 

" H o w did you go to H i m , P a t ? " 
" M c , is it. s i r ? " " I ' m evil a l toge the r , " I said, 

"and ignorant as a beast before 'Thee, ignorant of 
all that ' s hooly, but wise enough in what [s iiuhooly, 
I sin in ten thousand ways and has no claim on 
God ' s pity. If he sent my soul ro he l l , " I said, 
" H e ' l l do only t igh t , bu t 'tis to heaven I w a n t to 
go, where Jesus is, and there 's no sin. If ye take 
me, Lord , it must be jus t as 1 am, for 1 can niver 
make meself a whit be t te r . " 

"Pa t sy , my boy, you talk like a bishop, but after 
nil vim're only a vuinv herd boy, and may be mis
taken in this mat te r . W h a t would v on do t h e n ? " 

" O c h , sir, tha t cannot he, for 1 have the W o r d 
of God Himself, and that can niver fail ," replied 
the boy. 

"Hu t you can make a mistake in the meaning ui 
the w o r d s . " suggested the squire. 

"Och , sir, when ir is so plain, how could any
body help unde r s t and ing i t ," asked the hoy. 

" A n d how did you br ing your mind to believe 
this at first, b o y ? " asked the squire . 

"Su re , I d i d n ' t bring my mind at all , sir. 1 jus t 
read the words <v Jesus and belaved t h e m ! 1 was 
lost, and H e found me and bid me follow h i m ; and 
so 1 do, and that is all I can tell about i t ." 

" A n d you feel qui te sure . Pa t , you have a new 
heart , do y o u ? " asked the squire. 

In these days of infidelity, des t ruct ive criticism 
and modernism, much is said about the "sacred 
wri t ings of the cast" and " the Bibles of o ther 
na t ions ." 

By this is meant the religious books of the 
Or ien ta l peoples, such as Ri j -Yeda, the Vcdic 
hymns, the law of .Mann, the Pahlavi texts, the 
Zend-Avesta and others. T h e s e will he found in 
the libraries of the universities and colleges. 

Professor M a x M u e l l e r t rans la ted many of these 
books, and his volumes profess to be faithful and 
liberal t ransla t ions from the original texts . W h e n 
his books were first published, it was discovered 
that a large par t of the original port ions had been 
left out . l i e was then accused of dishonesty for 
stat ing his works were liberal t ransla t ions . His de-

" [ fale it 's not the same at all, sir. Before, I 
hated everybody what wor bet ter off nor mcself. 
W h e n I'd be t rudg ing , cold and hungry , th rough 
the bog, I'd often seen ver illigant young sons, and 
the heir o' Sir Robert on their fine horses, then the 
otild heart would cry out , 'Bad luck to ye, proud, 
young spalpeens! ' W h y w a r n ' t I b o m the gintle-
man and themselves digging in the hog itnd herding 
ca t t l e? Once t mind me, I looked after them as 
they dashed d o w n the bill, wishing the royai gray 
would toss y o u - heir, sir, over his bead, and bring 
down his p r ide . " 

"I never knew. Pat , there was so much malice 
in your hear t , " exclaimed the squire. 

" O c h , sir. It isn't all cleaned out yet iiititelv, but 
I givvs it no vest, ftvr I ' l l trivet s h e l m an inimy o' 
Jesus here in peace," said the boy. 

" A n d how do you fee! toward my brave boys 
now, P a t ? " 

" H o w do I tale, is it, s i r? O c h . ver honor, but 
1 love the very sound n the hoofs that brings tin-ill 
liuent me, I cries out . Lord , love the jewels, give 
tbim ivery blessing. T h o u hast to give, give them 
in T h y grace now and after this, a mansion better 
nor the H a l l , one e ternal in the heavens, ' Deed, 
s i r! I love the whole wor ld now, and I 'm the hap
piest lad in Ker ry . I don ' t envy anybody, but mind 
my cat t le wid a heart lull of blessed thoughts . And , 
sir, if ye go to Jesus like the needy sinner ye arc, 
not like Squire Phelan, He ' l l take ye fir H i s own, 
and make ye happy ." 

— KROM C H R I S T I A N T R K A S L K V . 

fense was, that he certainly had left liberal portions 
of the text out as they existed, for the sufficient rea
son that had be t rans la ted them, he would have 
been prosecuted by every civilized government for 
publishing the vilest and most obscene l i t e ra ture in 
existence. 

'1 bink of i t ! T h e s e are the books we are asked 
to accept as ctpial in impor tance to our Bible, and 
their s tudy is recommended oi different- inst i tut ions 
of learning. Ch ina and other lauds give abundan t 
testimouv to the degrad ing character of these 
s>>- called holy books. 

O n e book alone in all the wor ld bears the unmis
takable stamp of holiness, of Deity, and that is o u r 
precious Bible, the blessed revelation of the M i n d 
of God. 

THE BIBLE SUPREME 



Japan and the Bible 

T h e spirit of the Christian in Japan is often 
stirred within hiin as was Paul's at Athens, for 
there seem to he—as the Japanese themselves say— 
"eight hundred and ten thousand gods." In many 
places, you tan hardly throw a stone without hit
ting sometliiiif! sacred. Modem civilization is 
spreading over the land, but the Gospel is not be
ing received readily by the people. The Japanese 

will do away with candles and lamps and take to 
electricity, but alas! the "god-shelf" and its candles, 
with the spiritual darkness that it rep resents, they 
prefer to keep; rather than have Christ as the 
hlessed "Light of Life." 

Hut after all, are the multitudes in so-called 
Christian lands any wiser? Many of them wor
ship images, and inanv more are slaves to pride, 
money, pleasure, power, and tame. And how much 
more responsible they are with the open Word of 
God and Gospel light shining upon them. The 
Japanese have a saying, "Just helow the candlestick 
is rile darkest place of all," The bronze image of 
Buddha at Kamakura, near Yokohama, is fifty feet 
high. It has stood over 60(1 years. Great tidal 

waves from the sea have swept away, at nrr.es, 
everything else with thousands of people, but the 
image has stood. Being so large and heavy, it has 
saved itself, hut it \wd nit ptiwer tu JYIIT lite firofilc. 
So with the religion it represents, and all other 
false religions. There is no power at all in them 
to save souls from the awful power of sin. or trom 
the judgment which sins deserve. The statute looks 

solid, but it is hollow; herein also is something true 
of everything which turn worship or strive after 
apart from the true Ciod. "All is empty vanity 
and vexation of spirit," as Solomon says. The Lord 
Jesus alone could say, "Come unto Me and I will 
give you rest." 

Beside Buddhism, Sh'mtoism is ihc other promi
nent religion of Japan. Souls in the Buddha heaven 
are supposed to be sitting upon wide water-lily 
leaves in profound meditation, and feeling nothing, 
neither joy nor sorrow. What an empty contrast 
to the new heavens and new earth of Revelation 21 ! 

Shintoism looks backward. Ancestor worship is 
its chief idea. lis "gateways" and shrines are in 
mountain and valley, all over the land; like the 

nrr.es
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heathenism into which Israel tell, worshipping 
strange gods on every high hill and under every 
green tree. Buddhism came from India by the way 
oi China many centuries ago, but like all fake 
rcligions, there is no unity about it. Buddhism is 
one thing in principle and another in practice, and 
Buddhism today is not like Buddhism of old. Out
side the truth ot God, there is no such thing as 
"the faith once for all delivered unto the saints." 
And of Shintoism and Confucianism, the same can 
be said. Roman Catholics point to their saints and 
to the holy leadership of the Church, so do these 
priests of other religions, hut you must not look too 
closely at the fruits of either. 

Shintoism is said to he the oldest religion in 
Japan. I'he word "Shinto" means "the way of 
the gods." Confucianism, which is also in Japan, 
came from China. 

These religions have innumerable sects. Some 
of the sectarian leaders are very hard-shelled, hut 
the mass of the people are not as particular about 
their religion as their tea, for they like the latter 
as pure as possible, without ingredient, hut their 
religion they like mixed with all kinds of mixtures. 

Buddhism and Shintoism arc pretty much alike 
in that all kinds of things are worshipped-—sun, 
moon, groves, snakes and other creatures. The rice 

tub also gets a place of high honor. Thickly over 
all the idols can be seen little lumps. Somehod/ 
has called them "spit-ball prayers." Petitions for 
Kood crops, for healing sickness, or other wishes, are 
written on paper, which is then chewed into a pellet 
and thrown at the idol. If it sticks to him, that is 
considered lucky, especially if to his head! Herein 
again, we are reminded of the emptiness and evil of 
false religions. Instead of joyful praise of full 
hearts to the true and living God, whose ear is ever 
open to the cry of those who call upon Him, the 
gods are hxiki'd upon as unwilling beings who have 
ro be coaxed arid appeased by the suppliant. But 
how remarkable that in the presence of the Bible, 
all religions (Romanism included) feel the need of 
cleaning house: So now the Shinto and Buddhist 
priests are imitating our Sunday Schools, even us
ing our old familiar tunes, but using words in pTaisc 
of the idols. 

What a privilege to have tile Word of God in 
our hands and to he delivered from gods which 
"have mouths, but they speak not: eyes have they, 
but they see not: they have cars, but they hear nor: 
noses have they, but they smell not: they have 
hands, hut they handle not: feet have they, but they 
walk not: neither speak thev through their throat. 
(Psalm 115.) —K. B. CRAIG. 

T H K L A S T SURVIVORS—From a sketch by George Catlin. 

Nez Perce Indians' Search for the Bible 
In the year 18.32, four Nez Perce Indians M t 

the State of Idaho for St. Louis, Mo,, to find "the 
white, man's book of Heaven." 

How tidings of it had reached them we do not 
know. There were no trains in those days through 
the mountain fastnesses of the-? western states. It 

Bible, or a stranger journeying across the country 
to the coast; one thing is certain, God had caused 
the good news to reach them, and learning of the 
white man's book to Heaven, the tribe, determined 
to send some messengers to find it. 

Think what such a journey entailed! What 
may have been some tr.ippers had spoken of the earnest longing for the book must have prompted 
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them to undertake such an arduous journey from 
west to east! 'I'hey had to travel a continent either 
on toot or horsehack, through a country occupied by 
hostile tribes who spared no one when ir served their 
purpose to destroy their lives. 'I'hey had no guide
book bur the starry heavens, could only count the 
days by the rising and setting of the sun, and jour
neyed to find a people they did not know, to guide 
thctn to the spirit land. 

When, after that Ions, wearisome journey, they 
at last reached St. Louis, General Clark (of the 
famous Lewis and Clark Expedition) was then 
governor. 

l i e received I hem cordially, and spent some time 
with them on the hanks of the Missouri. They told 
their mission, hut alas! the white man little valued 
what these red men had journeyed so far to find. 
and could give little help. 

T w o died on the river bank and were buried 
there, and finally the remaining two decided they 
must return home—disappointed men. 

Before leaving. General Clark gave a banquet, 
to which he invited them. One of these untaught, 
wild west men addressed the company something as 
follows: 

" W e have come to you over the trail of many 
moons from the setting sun. You were the friends 
of our fathers who have gone the long way. Wc 
came to you with strong arms and brave hearts, 
hoping to carry hack much to our people. We go 
back with both arms broken and empty. We came 
seeking the white man's book to Heaven. 

Frederick the Great once demanded proof in 
one word that the liihle was inspired. The answer 
given w a s — " T H E J E W . " 

Among the many prophecies concerning this re
markable people, there are two which, on the face 
of them, seem so contradictory as to make the ful
filment of both appear utterly impossible. 

One is, that if they did evil in the sight of the 
Lord and refused to ohcy God's voice, they would 
be "scattered among the nutinns" (see Deut. 4;27 
and 28:64; Jeremiah 9:16; Eaek, 22:15; Zach. 

"You have taken us where you worship the Great 
Spirit with images, but the hnak was not there. You 
have taken us where you allow your women to dance 
—as we do not ours; hut the book tens not there. 
You have made our arms heavy with gifts, but the 
book is nut among them. T w o of our company 
have grown weary after many moons, and are buried 
on the hanks of the river, and we return without 
them. When, at last, we enter the council and say 
we have come back without the liook, our old men 
and young hraves will rise up and go out in silence. 
Our people must go the long way with nn white 
man to tench them, and no white man's brink tn 
quide them. I HAVE N O M O K E W O R D S . " 

The speech was taken down by a young man and 
sent to the eastern papers. It immediately roused 
the enthusiasm of some Christians to supply the 
need expressed by these earnest seekers. 

On their way hack to Nc/, Perce country, they 
met the famous painter ot Indians—George Catlin. 
In his two volumes, which can be seen in the great 
libraries, he gives this story and speaks of traveling 
with them two thousand miles. 

One was known as ''Rabbit Skin Leggings," the 
other as ' 'No IIorns-on-His-Head." Only the for
mer reached his people with the sad message of dis
appointment. Soon, however, two missionaries 
crossed the mountains and found the rendezvous ot 
the tribe, settled among them, and were much used 
of God. The remains of this work can yet be seen. 

— " H A N D F U L S OF PURI'OSI: ." 

7:!4, etc.) The other is in Numbers 23:9, where 
Balaam, speaking under divine inspiration, said, 
"Lo, the people shall dwell alone and shrill not be 
reckoned among the nations." 

How utterly incompatible these prophecies seem! 
And yet there is probably nothing more manifest in 
the eyes of the world today that the literal fulfil
ment of them both. Ill accordance with Jehovah's 
oft-repeated warning, the Jews are scattered among 
the nations; but, unlike all other people on the face 
Ot the earth, they never lose their identity by assimi-

The Tew, a Witness to the Bible 
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latino themselves with the people anions whom they 
dwell: hence, in equally shier accord with Balaam's 
prophecy, whenever they are found they always 
"that'll til on e" and arc not reckoned ;miong the na
tions. 

According td Sir Francis Montcfioie (a Hebrew) 
there are about 12,000,01)0 Jews in the world whose 
very existence constitutes—what Sir John Kcnna-
wny recently called, "tin- mystery nnd the utir/nU 
nj the Jew." "More." he said, \\-as "a nation with
out a country, a people without a government, a 
race without a home, hated, v<'t indispensable, 

The Bible in 

In the early part of the nineteenth century, the 
State of .Michigan was very sparsely settled, and 
traveling bad to he done, in many cases, at great 
inconvenience and discomfort. A traveler who had 
occasion to visit a remote district gives an interest 
ing account of his journey- He says: 

"I had at one time to go to a town in Lenawee 
county. I knew the name of the town and the 
name of one man in it, and that was about all, 

"I reached Adrian late in the evening by stage, 
and spent the night at an hotel. The next morn
ing, on inquiring for the town and how to get 
there, I was told it was twenty miles away, there 
was no stage or conveyance, scarcely a road. People 
usually went on horseback, but perhaps the best 
mode for one not coming hack was to go on foot! 
The prospect of a twenty mile walk alow, through 
tin unknown country, with scarce a load, was not 
pleasant, especially as I had a heavy valise to carry. 
Hut seeing n« other way, I started on foot. 

'After traveling a few miles, the road became 
very blind, and I called al a log cabin to make in
quiries. I found it occupied by a family consisting 
apparently of father, mother, and several children, 
all poorly dressed, and evidently accustomed tu 
back-wood life. 

The man gave me plain directions as to my road, 
and then, casting his eye at my valise, said he him
self was going thither the ne\t day on horseback 
and would carry m\ valise. 

I thanked him for his offer, but secretly hesitated 
about leaving it (burdensome as it was to me to 
carry) in the hands of a stranger in the woods. 
True, its contents were not very valuable, but the 

despised, vet powerful." While the London Times, 
Sept. 25th, 1905. in a leading article, on "Jews in 
Russia," said: In the midst ot this vast imperial 
organism, there subsists one race of which neither 
assimilation nor elimination seems possible . . . His 
race, his religion, his customs are alike indestruct
ible. So that even if every argument in favor of 
the inspiration of the Uible could be swept away, 
there- would still remain this paradoxical problem, 
ibis unanswerable argument, conspicuous in every 
part of the habitable world -

T i l l ; J E W ! 
—SiDNfcv Co i .unr . 

a Log Cabin 

lo,vi would seriously inconvenience me. ^ et, on the 
whole, and as he seemed to have an honest face, and 
as 1 thought how much more easily I could travel, 
1 concluded to accept his offer. No sooner, how
ever, had I accepted it than my fears returned. ftiit 
1 was too late to recall my acceptance and could 
only take the precaution to ask his name. Smith 
was the answer, and it glive me little comfort. 

'While 1 was writing down the name'of 'Smith,' 
lie went to a rude shelf, made by laving some rough 
boards on long wooden pegs driven into one of the 
logs at the side of the house, and rook down a Bible, 
and sat down to family worship. His familv, also, 
who had just risen from the brcakfast-tuhle took 
their seats, as though always accustomed to read 
after breakfast. 

"I at once felt relieved, and after 1 told him his 
name Mas really of no consequence, bade him good 
morning, and went on my way as much lightened 
in my mind as my arms bad been relieved of their 
burden. True to bis word, the valise was satcly de
livered to me in the city to which 1 journeyed. 

"AnJ now do yon think he could have done any
thing else that would have given me such entire 
confidence? What if he had taken down a pack of 
cants and begun to shuffle Hi cm, or Payne's 'Age of 
Reason,' or some other intidel work, could I have 
felt such contidencr in leaving my property in his 
hands ? Everyone knows the Uible is a good book, 
and its influence for good on those who read it is 
always evident. "By the word of thy lips 1 have 
kept mc from the paths of the destroyer. Hold up 
my goings in thy paths, that my footsteps slip not." 
(Psalms 17:4-5!) 
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Bible Traducers 
These comment <ni a book ui which they Know 

iHitlihitj. tin- object and import of which they have 
not i-icii studied. 

T h e book con ruins an immense scope of emmet ted 
thoughts and system, reaching from "Genesis to the 
melt ing away of time into eternity—all its parts 
hanging together and developing every form of re
lationship between Clod and man, historically pur
sued, yet morally and individually realized, in which 
every part (its into the other like the pieces of a dis
sected map, proving the pertectness and completion 
of the whole. 

Al l this system, 1 say, making a complete whole, 
in tibstilute unity, vet wr i t ten as it was (as the 
best testimony proves) at long intervals over a 
space ot some fifteen hundred years, and pursued 
through every varying condition in which man can 
be placed—of ignoramv, darkness and light, with 
principles brought out into intended contrast—sis 
the law and the gospel—yet never losing; its per
fect and absolute unitv, or the relationship of its 
p a r t s — A L L T H I S IS P A S S K D O V K K UV 
T H K S K O B J K C T O R S . 

T h e y are not conscious, perhaps, of tli.c existence 
of tt. T h e y have about as much knowledge of the 
Bible as a child who took a dissected map and would 
put together two parts of tile antipodes, because 
they were tolured red mid luoked pretty. J "he con
stant and laborious exercises of free criticism, the 
close and sifting examination the Bible has gone 
through for ages, the anxious feverish search after 
errors or contradictions wi thin , prove anxiety to 
show it is not what it claims to be. 

W h y all this anxiety? Those not immediately 
under the influence of .Mohammedanism are long 
satisfied /'/ is false and leave it there, but these mi-

Sir W a l t e r Scott, after a bril l iant career, when 
shattered in health and fortune, lav dying. T u r n 
ing to his son-in-law, Lockhar t , he said. "Br ing me 
the hook.' ' " W h a t book?" asked his son-in-law, to 
which Scott replied, " T h e r e Is hut «Ni; HOOK." 

Earl Cairns, successful and ablest of lawyers, 
was consulted by a father whose son wished to prac
tice law. "Le t him begin with the Bible, for there 
lie will find the foundation of all law and moral i ty ," 
said Cairns. 

mite searches after a flaw continue-—are repeated, 
.Men take ft up on every side. Geography is ran
sacked, history, antiquity, style, manuscripts of all 
kinds, foolish writ ings of the fathers, absurd writ ings 
of heretics, apocryphal imitations of its contents—-
it n I hi u i) left unturned tn find so met hint) in discredit 
it; wise sayings ot philosophers are taken to prove 
they could do as well, or wt?n* even the sources of the 
good, or even the alleged absurdities of doctrines. 
Kvery iiilluence sought out which could have moral
ized humani ty , that the book may not be supposed t'j 
excel. W h y till this toi l? W h y , if it be a doc
trine like Pla to ' s , should it not have produced its 
effect, and our philosophers be as cool about it as 
other things? It litis, their conscience knows it 
tins, God ' s claim, and God ' s t ru th in it, and they 
will not al low that the true Goil, tha t Chris t is the 
source of it, for then they must bend and admit 
what man is. An infidel cannot let God and His 
t ruth alone, because he knows it is His t ru th . He 
is a zealot against it, for his will is engaged, be is 
a bitter 7,cfilnt, because his conscience is uneasv. 

W h y , 1 say, is all this labor spent upon a book 
of which the contents are hut the product of an 
ignorant age, a prejudiced people, and upon produc-
timts winch are the grossest impostures, pretending 
to be prophecies but wri t ten a fires eua^? 

1 hink of persons wri t ing long introductions to 
the Sibyl oracles, which they believe to be a fabri
cation, or even to tin Koran, which is only an im
posture! 

How mighty is the word of G o d ! It not only 
Hows deep, clean, fructifying, gladdening and sav
ing for him who drinks its exhaust I ess waters , but 
extor t ing the inevitable homage of those who deny 
it. 

—J. N. DARKY. 

Sir M a t t h e w Ha le says, " I have been acquainted 
somewhat with men and books and have had long 
experience. T h e r e is no book like the Bible for ex-
•ellenie of learning and wisdom, and it is want of 
unders tanding in those who think otherwise." 

Dr . Sam Johnson once said, "Young man, at tend 
to the voice of one who has attained some measure 
of fame and learning, about to appear hefore his 
maker. Read the Bible cirry day." 

EXCKRPTS 



A STRAY LEAF 
^And the l^est of the Story 

A great fire bla/.ed yi rlie j>laz.<t of die little town 
of X — • . in a South American republic, around 
which a lot of su!ten, angry-looking men and women 
fathered, watching the gestures of a big, hmg-robed 
priest, and listening to his denunciat ions of the hook 
he was passionately tearing in pieces and casting into 
the flames. A pile of these books lay at his side, 
some well bound volumes, and some in paper cov
ers, hut all destined tor the llamcs. 

T i le watching crowd did not quite approve of 
the proceedings, while the children chased and 
frolicked with the fragments that the wind ever and 
anon whisked out of the burn ing mass. O n l y a 
few days before there had come to their town a 
youtig man with winning ways and speech, who 
told a wonderful story, and lie had persuaded many 
of them to huy these books, which—according l o 

him—contained the very words of Chris t , and told 
them how they might be saved. 

'The priest, however, had terrified litem all by 
denouncing as false, wicked and dangerous the 
books which they had bought, ami bad ordered them 
to deliver them up, under threat of dire penalties 
for distihedten.ee. W!:ar they had read of the book 
had nor seemed very dreadful , ho t the priest as
sured them it was so, and as they listened to his bit
ter denunciations, some felt they had only narrowly 
escaped ! 

O n e by one, Bibles, T e s t a m e n t s and por t ions— 
for such they were—were torn in fragments and 
cast to the flames; and the ^—7.1- fanned the glow
ing mass to such an extent that the cioivd was glad 
to fall back from the heat, 

A gust whirled through the spreading crowd as a 
fresh handful of leaves was cast, with a malediction, 
to the lire, which seized them greedily—all save one 
—winch, scorched and crinkled, was tossed aloft by 
the wind and whirled away over the heads of the 
crowd and above the housetops, till on the outskirts 
of a village it fluttered down a ijuiet street, where 
<t puff of the sportive breeze sent it floating in at 
the open window of JDona M —'s little cottage. 

She was a good soul and devout, and she read 
the fragment that had come to her in such a won
derful way, and it st irred her heart strangely. She 
showed the scorched leaf to her husband when he 
returned in the evening, and lie, too, ignorant of its 
source, was deeply interested. Hut entirely ignorant 
of its origin, he gave it hack to the wife, saying, 
"Keep it, for it must belong to a very religious 

hook, and some day we iiuiv find the rest nf tht 
s/ory." 

A year passed away, and the village was visited 
by the missionary. H e came right to the street 
where Dona XI— lived, and, knocking at her 
door, offered a book for sale, at the same tune ex
plaining its na ture . " O i l , " said she, "arc you sell
ing good books? Perhaps you can tell me about 
this one! '1—and she hurried off arid brought her 
treasured leaf. 

' 'Th i s seems to he some very religious hook, and 
we should like to get the rrst t>j the Sttiry; do you 
know i t ?" 

" W h y , Senora," said he, as be recognized the 
familiar page, " T h a t belongs to this book that 1 am 
offering you. See, here it is ." 

H e turned rapidly to the New Tes tament and 
showed her the precious leaf in its proper place, and 
where, think you, had that stray leaf come from. 

ft was a leaf from J o h n s Gospel, and she and 
her husband had been reading part of that wonder
ful sixteenth verse of the third chapter. N o wonder 
they wanted to hear the "rest of the story." 

Glad ly she bought die New Tes tament , and on 
the husband's re turn, she hailed him joyfully with 
the news that she bad found the book for which 
they had waited and longed. Toge the r tliey sat 
down and read the "'rest of the s to ry . ' Earnestly, 
reverently, they poured over the sacred pages until 
the light of the Gospel shone into their hungry 
souls, and they found peace and joy through be
lieving in Jesus. O n e by one the whole family 
came to know God through the reading of the 
Scriptures, and a center of Gospel light and testi
mony sprang up in that little town through the very 
action of that fanatical priest, who thought to de
stroy the good seed of the W o r d ; but only suc
ceeded in planting it more firmly—in one family at 
least ,—and thereby bringing gladness, joy and sal
vation to many hungry hearts. 

T h u s , in the vast Republic of Brazil and else
where in South America, God is using His O w n 
W o r d in blessing and salvation to many. In many 
a far-away town in the Brazilian forests and in the 
Argent ine plains and Peruvian Andes, little groups 
of men and women meet together who have been 
led to know G o d by reading I l i s precious W o r d . 
Wel l might we say in the language of Scripture, 
' W h a t hath G o d w r o u g h t ! " 

distihedten.ee


T H E BIBLE IN PERSIA I I 

T h e Bible in Persia 
Mir/ i Ibrahaim firmed me with all the formal

ity ami courtesy of the Persian ^enrieman. Forty 
of Iran's burning summers had j^rmanently dyed 
his white Caucasian skin to a dark tan, and a 
hsavy brown mustache rumple ted ;i distinctly orien
tal appearance, but the face was full of refinement. 
It was ;t cold day, and bis long, brown cloak trimly 
set oft bis splendid figure, reminding me once again 

of a scholar's gown—an impression which Ameri
cans invitrish!-. get from the graceful Persian ab-
bah. Mirza Ibrahaim had met mc on the muddy 
path outside; at the door he slipped oft his shoes 
and 1 my rubbers, and we settled ourselves before 
the soft coal lire in my study grate. Conversation 
was fragmentary until we bad sipped two cups of 
tea, which custom demanded, then he launched 
forth into a graphic description of his recent visit 
to the city on the Caspian. 

One day, my dear friend, wlien it had become 
known among certain people that 1 was a Christian, 
a woman and her young daughter came to my man-
zil. They were very poor, and careless about their 
veils, so that I saw that their faces showed great 
happiness. The old woman carried a large boot 

under her arm. This she carefully placed on the 
table and asked if I could read it to her. 1 was 
surprised to see it was a Turkish Uible, and asked 
how she came by it. "It belongs to my son," shr 
replied, "who is twenty-eight years old and a Cos
sack in the Persian army. He used ro read it to 
us daily, and as be read, the veil of sorrow fell 
from our faces. But now he luis gone off to fight 

ihc jangalees, and wc cannot read. O, Sir, if you 
know Turkish, will you not read to us?" 

So 1 read to them, and day after day they came, 
always with the heavy book hidden carefully under 
the woman's veil. On one occasion she told ine 
the story of her precious burden. 

'"Just now, Sir, we are living in a chamber be
longing to the tomb of a wealthy merchant. Not 
a bad place for poor people, if we were not so 
afraid of the jinn at night. But, praise be to 
Allah, we were not always so poor. My husband 
was a farmer on a big estate between Zenjan and 
Kasoiti, and our erbab was the kindest of land
lords: May he rest in peace. He knew everyone 
in our village, and never robbed us of our portion 
of the wheat and flocks. When special taxes were 

M I S S I O N A R I E S O N A J O U R N E Y 
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ordered h\ Hi* Kxaltcd Majesty, the King of 
kings, (.Mtr rrb/ilt paid them himself rather than see 
us sutifer. Sometimes in the evenings, lie failed us 
all to his great house, and when we were seated 
(juietly on the rug together, be would go to a small 
chiset in the wall and take our a wooden box. We 
used to watch him breathlessly as he opened this 
box, untied a black silk cloth, and disclosed a big 
book to our eyes. This he read arid explained to 
u> tar into the night. When, at last, the reading 
was over, he put the book reverently to his lips and 
eyes, wrapped it up in the cloth and replaced it in 
the box. and locked it carefully again in the little 
closet. None of us knew the name of the myste
rious hook or had heard it before, but we praised 
the rr//fi!> lor the good news in the hook. Once, 
my husband and son, who could read, asked him 
To let thein see and read it, but he refused, telling 
them it was dangerous for anyone but himself to 
read the hook. 

"Those were years of happiness, hut since then 
we have eaten much sorrow. My husband and the 
erhtih died ; soon after the great war began, and 
the Russian army inarched through our village and 
d ime us all mil. We came down here, and I 
washed clothes to pay for our bread and cheese, 
while Hassan, my son, found whatever work lie 
could. There was a sturdy lad named Ali in our 
village, who was a hammal (porter) . W e were 
there about a year ivhcu, just after the fall of 
Rainaiain. the Bolsheviks came from across the sea 
and plundered many homes of the rich. Karly one 
morning, liventy-three of them with pistols seized 
our friend Ali and a number of other hanimah. 
and from dawn to time of lighting lamps made 
them move furniture from the house of some jireat 
man. 

"When darkness came, these poor fellows asked 
for their pay, bur the Bolsheviks only cursed them. 
The rest of the luminals tied, hut Ali persisted in 
begging his wages, so they knocked him senseless 
and went away. When Ali came to himself, he 
.said, ' ( ) , Allah, are all these things lawful for them 
and nothing lawful for me. Can I not take a door 
or window for my food?' But the burnt-fathered 
Bolsheviks had stripped every tiling as clean as a 
camel by the roadside. He found nothing except a 
tiny cupboard with a door. The door he thought 
might bring him a little, but when lie opened it, he 
saw a big book inside. l i e could not read it. but 
decided the hook would yield as much as the door 
and was easier to carry, so he tucked it under his 
arm and flew^ fuim the accursed place. After he 
told me, 'Nanna, I am hungry and beside Allah 
and you I have no other refuge. Only give me a 
little food and keep this book as a pledge tonight. 

Tomorrow I will sell it and pay you.' While 1 
was boiling the samovar. Hasson was reading the 
hoot and finally I asked what it was. 

" 'Nothing,' he replied, 'ir is a bad book,' and 
threw it carelessly aside. Ali ate his supper and 
went to sleep. In the morning he asked for the 
hook, but Hasson said, 'This book—what's it? Of 
no value and it would be useless for you to try to 
sell it. Take these ten coppers and leave the book 
here.' 

"When Ali had gone 1 upbraided my son lor 
wasting his money, but he came close to ir.e and 
whispered excitedly. 'Hush, Mother, this is the 
book the vrhnb used to read. How it came here 1 
do nor know, but surely Clod has sent it to us. Its 
value is tremendous, but if we try to sell it. they 
will kill us. Oiid is in that hook, the true Prophet, 
life and death and heaven arc in the book, yet if 
ive should tell Ali about it, he would call us inii-
dels. When he asks for it, give him a few coppers 
and put him off.' 1 did so, and bit by bit, I gave 
Ali nine krans. Finally Hassan bought the book 
from him for two krans more and it became our 
property. 

"Later my son joined the Persian army, but 
whenever he was at home, he had the book in his 
hands and read to my daughter and me. Finally, 
some months ago, his regiment was ordered to 
Ardchil against some rebels, and before leaving lie. 
brought me the book and said: 

" 'Nanna, if 1 take this book along and the Cos-, 
sacks hear of it, they will kill me. I am going to 
war. 1 may die. My testament is, 1 die in the 
faith of this hook, for the truth of this honk. I 
wash my hands of Mohammed, of bis world, his 
heaven, and his hell, and 1 hold nothing but this 
book and its Lord, In the mercy of God, 1 shall 
return and the hook shall make us happy.' 

' 'Not a word have I heard from him since. Sir, 
and I cannot read. If you will read me a little 
each day, it will help me not to grieve for my son, 
I, too, recognize only this hook and its Lord, and 
wish to he numbered among the servants of Jesus. 
My greatest desire is that my daughter here may 
be taught and get wisdom from this book." 

For several weeks I read to them daily. It was 
marvelous how much that ignorant woman and her 
daughter already knew of the teaching of that 
Book. Then one day certain officials had me ar
rested on some political accusation, You know the 
rest of my story, how 1 was brought hack here by 
the police in an open cart, and spent days in jail 
with thieves before the charges were shown to be 
without foundation. 

A terrible experience, you say. Not bad except 
that it occurred during forty cold days of winter, 
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and I wished very irmcli for my ubbuh. Ir makes 
little difference about me any lime, but praise be 
to fiod, that girl is now attending the American 
School in the Caspian city, and the old woman still 
treasures the unfettered book. 

NEGLECTED TREASURE 
There appeared sumo time ago, in a New Jersey 

paper, a strange story of a neglected Bible. 
In 1874, a woman died leaving her estate to a 

nephew, Stephen Marsh. Our clause of the will 
was as follows: 

"'l '« my helmed nephew, Steuben. Marsh, I-
will and beijueath my family Bible, and all it 
contains, with the residue of my Estate, after 
my funeral and just, lawful debts are paid." 

The ''residue of the estate'' amounted to only a 
tew hundred dollars, which was soon spent, and for 
about thirty-five years his chief support was a small 
pension from the government. Me lived in poverty, 
while riches were within his easy reach. 

'J'he Bible lay unopened, at times, doubtless, his 
hands handled it, and no doubt lie thought that his 
aunt's gift was of little value. 

At last necessity drove him to give up his house 
and move his belongings to his son's home, where 
he thought to spend the remainder of his days. 

Packing away the liihW, he happened tti turn 
over its pages, and to his amazement discovered 
hank nu:cs scattered throughout the book amount
ing in all to about five thousand dollars. Had he 
only opened it before, his poverty would have been 
relieved, and he might have enjoyed his aunt's pro
vision ; instead of which his fortune had lain idle for 
nearly forty years! ''Foolish man!" perhaps you 
say. Yes, dear reader, for altogether apart from 
the "bank notes," that precious Bible contained tin* 
secret of true and eternal riches. 

These arc, at least, open to. you, bringing as it 
does, news of inexhaustible treasure, a treasure no 
moth can corrupt and which no thief can break 
through and steal (Luke 12:3.5). A bountiful find 
has lovingly put within the reach of all the secret 
of true prosperity, ver, alas! millions go on in the 
blindness of unbelief and soul-famine, uninimltu!, 
if not disdainful, of the precious hook, the inspired 
pages of vi Inch tell of a source of joy and strength 
be vnod and above all that the world's best can 
offer, 

l'he source of all joy and strength, the fountain 
of eternal life, the one who is the theme of the Rible 
— C H R I S T . 

THE STOLEN BIBLE 

The following incident, from the pen of an un
known writer, gives fresh testimony to the power 
of the Word of God, and should encourage those 
who seek to serve the Lord Jesus to "sou beside all 
waters." (Isaiah 32:20.) 

" \ cars have now passed since, while traveling, 
1 fell in with a French professor, who had some 
employment in Spain. After insulting me before 
my traveling companions by telling them that I 
was connected with u secret society, which, under 
cover of Christian philanthropy, was engaged in 
smuggling into Spain what its agents called the 
Word of (md, hut which, as a man of learning, 
he detected to be a simple parody of the true 
Bible, he advised one and all to turn a deaf ear 
to the offers of sellers of the bad book. The 
discussion continued throughout the whole jour
ney. Judge of my surprise when, getting out of 
the omnibus, the professor said to me: 'Though 
one may entertain different views. 1 must ask you 
to sell mc one of your Bibles, for our conversation 
has made me desirous to read it.' 

"The most interesfinff part o\ the story has yet 
to tome. 

"Some time ago. 1 proceeded to an inn in a small 
town where I intended to sell Bibles. 1 had been 
seated some time in a room, taking my meal, when 
a gentleman, who had been intently watching me 
in such a manner as to greatly annoy me, rose from 
his seat, and, without any preliminaries, said: 

'Were you not in such a year selling Bibles in 
fJarcelona?' 

" ' \ es, was my reply, and on examining his face 
thoroughly, [ recognized the professor, who at that 
time was living in Spain. 

'Come into my room,' he said, 'for I have some
thing astonishing ro tell ynu about that Bible ynu 
sold me, on getting out of the omnibus.' 

"1 did not need a seeond invitation, and I 
ca refill I y followed. On being seated in his room, 
he related to me the following: 'Some time after 
our meeting I went back to Spain to resume my 
duties as professor of the French language, and 
likewise in resume my life of dissipation in the 
company of one / lulled my friend, though he was 
one of the worst characters that the world ever 
saw, but had more money than 1, and he bore the 
brunt of our orgies. Wry soon, owing to my bad 
conduct, I Lost my pupils, and while waiting fi>r 
fresh ones, I set ro smoking from morning to night, 
and, i'i order to ihoiu my contempt for the Bible 
vol; bad sold me, and which I had taken good care 


