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6 Adventure Stories from History

Schools inSchools inSchools inSchools inSchools in
the Pioneer Daysthe Pioneer Daysthe Pioneer Daysthe Pioneer Daysthe Pioneer Days

It was not always as easy for children to get an
education as it is today! It was not even easy to be
able to learn to read or even to own a book.

Many years ago, on the side of one of the Ozark
Mountains, about twenty miles south of the present
city of Springfield, Missouri, stood a schoolhouse,
the like of which very few of the present generation
have ever seen.

At that time only a few families had moved into
the country, and everything was crude and undevel-
oped; but, with that desire to educate their children,
which has made America the foremost nation in the
world in matters educational, these pioneers deter-
mined to have a school. Circumstances could
scarcely have been more unfavorable or fewer facili-
ties at hand; nevertheless, undaunted by the diffi-
culties in the way, they chose a place as nearly cen-
tral as could be found, and prepared to build their
first schoolhouse.
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Logs were cut and dragged to the site, the ends
being notched so they would stay in position, and
were laid up to form the walls. Chips, twigs, and even
small limbs were stuffed into the cracks between the
logs. On one side of the room, window space was
sawed out, and as there was no glass to put in it;
ventilation was assured.

Clapboards, fastened to cross logs with wooden
pins for nails, which were high priced and difficult to
get at any price, formed the roof. These clapboards
were boards split from the side of a log with an ax,
and quite unsmoothed. You can readily see that they
would not fit closely enough together to make a wa-
ter-tight roof; but as other boards had to be sawed
out with a handsaw, they were too expensive to use
for this purpose. The door was likewise made of clap-
boards, and hung upon hinges made from strips of
raw deerskin. When the mountain rats dined off these
hinges, as they occasionally did, new ones were put
on.

There were no desks and tables. A split log, flat
side up, was fastened to the wall on one side of the
room; and here the children could stand to write.
The seats were crude affairs, made by splitting logs
as nearly in the middle as possible, and putting in
wooden pins on the rounded side for legs—not much
to look at when compared with the cleverly adjusted,
rubber-hinged, and finely polished wonders that adorn
the modern schoolroom. Nevertheless, the children
who gathered there to study and recite had eyes as
bright, cheeks as rosy, brains as active and alert,
plans and dreams as ambitious, and hearts as happy
and hopeful and loving as any schoolchildren on the
round earth today. They made the most of every ad-
vantage, and the best of every disadvantage; and their
afterlife proved that they had learned well the early

Schools in the Pioneer Days
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lessons taught by hardship and privation.
The schoolroom was heated with a fireplace; so

arranged that the children could cluster around it on
cold days, and be out of the direct draft of the win-
dow. The chimney was a crude affair, built of sticks
laid up corncob-pen fashion. No school was held in
the winter on account of the cold; and, as it was usu-
ally warm enough at other seasons to get along with-
out more than an occasional fire, the heating arrange-
ments answered every purpose.

Just in front of the door ran the road, where a
place in the dust was kept smooth for a blackboard.
The writing was done with sharply pointed sticks.
Rains sometimes made it inconvenient to erase the
work for a day or two; but, as the earth hardened,
the boys would loosen it, the sun would dry it, and
then it was easily reduced to dust again. The abun-
dant flat rocks were substituted for slates, and what
boy or girl would use a slate pencil when there was
an abundance of red and yellow keel to be had for
the picking up?

The children had no schoolbooks, at least not in
our understanding of the term. But Grandfather
Hornbeak had brought a number of newspapers with
him from Nashville, Tennessee; and these were placed
at the disposal of the teacher. Being a woman of re-
source, she cut them in pieces and pasted letters,
words, and even sentences on thin boards, thus pro-
viding every pupil with a “book” adapted to his years
and attainments. Ink was prepared from the nutgalls
that grew on the white oaks, and a turkey quill made
an excellent pen.

Abe’s Book
As the years went by, more and more people came

into the great Ohio River valley. In wagons, in flat-
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boats, on horseback, and foot those pioneers strug-
gled bravely to gain new homes in the West. New farms
were chopped out of the forests. New log cabins and
towns were built; and, if a teacher came to a commu-
nity, a school was started.

In a lonely log cabin, near Pigeon Creek, lived a
boy called Abe who wanted to get book learning more
than anything else. When he heard of a new school
nine miles away, Abe told his sister Sally; and they
got ready to walk the whole distance.

Nancy, their mother, saw that they were neat and
clean, and sent them off with a loving pat. “Now go
and learn all you can,” she said.

And away they went, hand in hand, dressed in
clothing made entirely by their mother. She had even
made Abe’s cap from the skin of a raccoon and his
boots from bearskin. There were no handy stores to
buy thing, and people had to know how to make what-
ever they needed

After the first few days, Sally tired of the long eigh-
teen-mile walk and didn’t go anymore. But to young
Abe, no distance seemed too great, if only he could
learn to write and spell and to read what was written
in books.

Less than a month later, the school closed, so that
the pupils could help with the spring planting. Abe
was disappointed, but he knew the farmers needed
all the help they could get to raise and harvest the
crops, so the families could survive.

So he helped with the work uncomplainingly. Abe
was big and strong for a boy who was not yet thir-
teen, and he did a man’s work. But no matter what
he was doing, he never stopped thinking about books
and wishing he knew what was in them.

The next year a strange illness brought sorrow to

Schools in the Pioneer Days
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the community at Pigeon Creek. It was an illness so
terrible that many people died, and Abe’s mother
was one of them.

For a long time afterward Abe didn’t go to school.
He spent his time helping Sally with the housework
or hunting and fishing. Then one day his father
brought home a new wife, with three children of her
own.

The new wife was a good mother to Abe and Sally.
She knew how much Abe wanted book learning, and
sent him back to school.

But school was open for only a few weeks, during
the winter; and often Abe had to stay at home and
help his father chop wood and do other chores.

In those few weeks of schooling the boy learned to
read, write, spell, and figure. But what he liked best
of all was reading.

Books were scarce in Abe’s neighborhood. Because
of this, the few books people did own were worth-
while reading and not silly books. The most com-
mon books that people owned were the Holy Bible
and ‘Pilgrim’s Progress.’ Abe’s family owned only two
books, the precious Family Bible and an arithmetic
book. The Bible he read faithfully, and the things he
learned there remained with him all his life and gave
him great wisdom. And the arithmetic he read from
cover to cover. He borrowed every book anyone could
lend him and read each one until he almost knew it
by heart.

One cold day he walked five miles to help a farmer
pull cornstalks for fodder. When he came to dinner
at noon, he saw a book on a table and asked if he
might borrow it. Abe’s eyes sparkled with joy when
he left with the book tucked under his arm.

That night he stretched out flat on the dirt floor,
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before the crackling fire with his book. He read until
midnight by the light of the glowing flames.

When he went to his bed in the loft, Abe tucked
the book between two logs. Next morning, when he
reached out for it, his fingers touched something cold
and wet. The precious book was soaked with snow
that had blown in through the cracks. It was ruined!

The only honest thing to do was to go and tell the
owner. This he did promptly, without waiting for break-
fast. “Please, Sir,” said Abe, when he had told the
farmer his sorrowful story, “I’ll pull fodder or do any-
thing you say to make up for ruining your book.”

“Well,” said the farmer, “I reckon about two days’
work will about pay for it. Pull fodder for two days,
and you can keep the book.”

So Abe worked for two days, not caring if his back
ached and his hands were stiff with cold. The book
was actually his!

Years afterward, young Abe Lincoln grew up and
became President Abraham Lincoln. He often said
that, along with the Holy Bible, this book had helped
his dreams come true. It was the story of the life of
George Washington, who was the first President of
the United States of America.

Schools in the Pioneer Days

ABRAHAM LINCOLN
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The Little Girl WhoThe Little Girl WhoThe Little Girl WhoThe Little Girl WhoThe Little Girl Who
LLLLLoved the Bibleoved the Bibleoved the Bibleoved the Bibleoved the Bible

 In 1792, in a mountainous but beautiful part of
the country of Wales in Briton, lived a little 8-year-
old girl named Mary Jones. She was the only child of
poor peasants who made a meager living off the land
and by weaving cloth on the handloom in their home.

They were members of the Methodist church; and
every week, when the church held ‘class meetings,’
Mary loved to go with her mother to attend them.
Now Mary, as a child, would not have been allowed
to go to the meetings; as they were only for the adults.
But her mother found a wise way to get around this.

Because she had a long way to walk and Mr. Jones
was often too ill with his asthma problem to go with
her, she arranged to borrow a lantern from a kindly
neighbour to light their path, as it was a rugged one.
Mary was allowed to come and carry the lantern for
her mother.

Mrs. Jones taught her eager daughter all the Bible
texts that she had been able to learn. They had never
owned a Bible, as only the rich could afford such a
thing; and these texts were passed down from par-
ents to children like precious heirlooms. Mary was
so eager to learn more from God’s holy Word, she
listened attentively and soaked up everything she
could from the class meetings.

The one thing Mary wanted to have in life was to
be able to read the Bible for herself. To do this she
would somehow have to learn to read and, secondly,
find a way to save up enough money to be able to buy
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the treasured Bible. It would cost a lot of money and,
her parents barely made a living at their weaving
work.

As her parents worked at the loom long hours, it
fell upon little Mary to care for the hens and bees as
well as to care for household duties.

One day a neighbor came to buy some eggs; and,
as she was leaving, she told Mary that, if she could
learn to read, she could come to her farm and read
her Bible. What a glow of joy this brought to Mary’s
face. “But,” said she, “somehow I have to learn to
read.” It seemed almost impossible. Earnestly she
prayed that God would not leave her to grow up in
darkness.

One day, when she was ten, her father returned
from the village to tell her that there was to be a
school opened “and if you think you can make the
two miles there and then back each day, you shall
go.” Mary was eager and excited, but then she thought
of the workload of her mother. “I shall get up an hour
early each day,” she promised, “and do all I can be-
fore I leave.”

Mary learned to read and, then at times, she made
the long walk to the farm, where the lady had prom-
ised her the privilege of actually reading a Bible—all
herself! This was wonderful, but Mary still had an-
other part to her dream; and, for six long years, any
spare coin that she could earn went into a little sav-
ing box until one day! She told her mother that she
now had enough to buy her very own BIBLE!

But alas! There were no Welsh Bibles to be found
at any price. Finally it was told to her that the same
man, that had arranged for the school to be opened
for the poor in the village, was the only one who might
be able to sell her a Bible. His name was Thomas
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Charles of Bala. There was a chance he might still
have one Bible left in the last shipment he had re-
ceived from London, but it was 25 miles to walk to
find out!

Mary borrowed a leather bag from a neighbor, to
carry home the precious treasure, and started early
in the morning on her journey. Her only pair of shoes,
two precious to be worn out on such a trip, she put
into the bag, intending to put them on when she
reached the town where the man lived.

At noon she ate her bit of lunch, packed by her
mother, and bravely went on. Her feet were blistered
and cut by rocks, her head ached, and her body was
so tired. But she kept on. Twice kind people gave her
a drink or bit of food. She reached the town and
followed the directions given her to find the man’s
house, only to learn that Mr. Charles had retired for
the night.

The minister, David Edwards, told her she could
spend the night; and first thing, as soon as they saw
light in Thomas Charles study, they would see him
about her errand.

When she finally got to see the great man, she felt
shy and frightened. But she mustered her courage
and told him about her long years of saving for a
Bible and her long journey to him, to purchase her
heart’s one desire. But, as she looked up at him, she
saw his face solemn and dark. I have only a few cop-
ies left and all have been promised to people.

Mary couldn’t help it! She drooped lower and lower
and the tears rolled down her cheeks as she put her
hands, roughened by hard work, over her sad face.
The man was overcome; “I see, child, that you MUST
have a Bible. As hard as it is to give you one, it is
impossible to refuse you!” And opening a cupboard,

The Little Girl Who Loved the Bible
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he drew out a Bible and placed it in her hands.
On her journey home, the day was cloudy and the

wind blew; but in the bag, now clasped close to her
heart, was the thing that made her feet fly over the
rough path all the twenty-five miles back. And Mary
used that Bible, chapter after chapter she memorized
and treasured up in her heart.

The story of the girl that saved for six years and
walked fifty miles to own a Bible was told and retold
by Thomas Charles of Bala; and soon people who
loved God’s Word formed the British and ‘Foreign
Bible Society,’ to make it possible that anybody who
wanted a Bible should have one in their own lan-
guage. Millions of people have been blessed because
of the Love of one little girl for the Word of God!
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A Little Boy
Who Loved the Bible

A tense silence reigned in the little cottage in Que-
bec. “Sir, you know the door by which you entered
my house. Please take the same door and go away
quickly!”

Pierre’s father, Charles, had studied in the Theo-
logical Seminary to prepare himself for the priest-
hood. A few days before taking his vows, however, he
witnessed sickening iniquity in the high quarters of
the church. He changed his mind, studied law, and
became a notary. Not long after, he married a young
woman named Renee, and soon little Pierre was born.

At about 4 years of age, Pierre moved with his
parents to a tiny settlement far to the north. No school
had yet been established there, so young Pierre was
privileged to have his own mother for his first teacher.

Before leaving the Seminary of Quebec, Charles
had received, from one of his superiors, a beautiful
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French and Latin Bible. That Bible was the first book,
after learning the ABC’s, that Pierre learned to read.
In this secluded little homeschool, Renee selected the
chapters which she considered the most interesting
for the young developing mind. Little Pierre read them
every day with the greatest attention and pleasure.
With no trivial, worldly amusements or exciting tele-
vision programs to distract him, he came to love the
Bible. He so much enjoyed several of the chapters,
that he read them over and over until he knew them
by heart.

By the age of eight or nine he had memorized the
history of the creation and fall of man, the deluge,
the sacrifice of Isaac, the history of Moses, the plagues
of Egypt, the sublime hymn of Moses after crossing
the Red Sea, the history of Samson, the most inter-
esting events of the life of David, several psalms, all
the speeches and parables of Christ, and the whole
history of the sufferings and death of our Saviour as
narrated by John.

Many precious hours were spent by his mother’s
side, reading to her the sublime pages of the divine
book. Sometimes she interrupted to see if he under-
stood what he read. When his answers made her sure
that he understood, she would often kiss him and
press him close to herself as an expression of her joy.
How the angels must have loved to listen in to these
happy, sacred occasions!

One day Pierre sat by his mother’s side, reading
to her of the sufferings of the Saviour. His young heart
was so impressed, that his voice trembled and he
could hardly continue to speak. Renee, feeling his
emotion, tried to say something about the love of
Jesus for u;, but she could not utter a word because
her voice was suffocated by her sobs. She leaned her
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head on Pierre’s forehead. The two wept together and
their tears mingled on Pierre’s cheeks. The Holy Book
fell from his hands, as he threw himself into his dear
mother’s arms.

No human words can express what was felt in
that most blessed hour! It was a never-to-be-forgot-
ten hour. Two hearts were perfectly blended at the
feet of a dying Saviour. There seemed to be a per-
fume from heaven in those mother’s tears which were
flowing on her child. It seemed then that there was a
celestial harmony in the sound of her voice and in
her sobs. More than half a century later Pierre would
still remember that solemn hour when Jesus, for the
first time, revealed to him something of His suffering
and of His love. His heart would leap with joy every
time he thought of it.

Their home was several miles from the church,
and the roads in rainy weather were very bad. The
neighboring farmers, when unable to go to church,
would gather at Pierre’s home in the evening. Using a
table for a platform, Pierre would often repeat the
most beautiful parts of the Old and New Testaments.
The breathless attention, the amens of the guests,
and often the tears of joy which his mother tried in
vain to conceal, supported, strengthened, and encour-
aged young Pierre as he spoke before so many people.
When his parents saw that he was growing tired,
Renee would sing some of the beautiful French hymns
with which her memory was filled.

When the weather permitted, Pierre’s family, along
with the other farmers, would hitch up their buggies
for the ride to church. Arriving early, the farmers
would take Pierre into their buggies at the door of
the temple and request him to recite some chapter of
the Gospel. With rapt attention they listened to the

The Little Boy Who Loved the Bible
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sweet clear voice of the child, giving them the bread
which comes from heaven. When the church bells
rang, they expressed their regret that they could not
hear more.

One beautiful spring day in 1818, an ominous
event cast a shadow across the beautiful friendship
Pierre had with his Saviour through the precious Word
of God. Renee was singing one of her favorite hymns
as she worked on the mending. Pierre was at the door,
playing and talking to a robin which he had tamed.
Suddenly he saw the priest coming near the gate.
The sight of him sent an uneasiness through his whole
frame. It was his first visit to Pierre’s home.

Hastily Pierre ran to the door and whispered, “The
Curate is coming!” The last sound was hardly out of
his lips when the Rev. Mr. Courtois was at the door;
and Charles, shaking hands with him, gave him a
welcome.

The conversation was animated and interesting
at first. It was a real pleasure to hear him. But sud-
denly his countenance changed. A dark cloud had
come over his mind, and he stopped talking. The
silence which followed was tense and strained. It
looked like the heavy hour which precedes a storm.
At last the priest addressed Charles. “Mr. Chiniquy,”
he said, “is it true that you and your child read the
Bible?”

“Yes, Sir,” was the quick reply. “My little boy and I
read the Bible; and, what is still better, he has learned
many of its most interesting chapters by heart. If you
would enjoy it, Mr. Curate, he will repeat some of
them for you.”

“I did not come for that purpose,” the priest re-
plied abruptly. “But don’t you know that you are for-
bidden by the holy Council of Trent to read the Bible
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in French?”
“It makes very little difference to me whether I

read the Bible in French, Greek, or Latin,” answered
Charles; “for I understand these languages equally
well.”

“But are you ignorant of the fact that you cannot
allow your child to read the Bible?” replied the priest.

“My wife directs her own child in the reading of
the Bible, and I cannot see that we commit any sin
by continuing to do in the future what we have done
till now in that matter.”

“Mr. Chiniquy,” rejoined the priest, “you have gone
through a whole course of theology. You know the
duties of a curate. You know it is my painful duty to
come here, get the Bible from you, and burn it.”

It was too much for Charles to hear such a sen-
tence in his own house. Quick as lightning he was on
his feet. Pierre pressed himself, trembling, near his
mother, who trembled also.

At first they feared that a violent scene would oc-
cur. Charles’ anger at that moment was terrible. Then
another fear gripped Pierre’s heart. He feared lest
the priest should lay his hands on the dear Bible,
which was just before him on the table.

Fortunately, Charles subdued himself after the first
moment of his anger. He paced the room with a quick
step. His lips were pale and trembling. He was mut-
tering between clenched teeth.

The priest closely watched all Charles’ movements;
his hands convulsively pressed his heavy cane, and
his face gave the unmistakable evidence of terror. The
pacing suddenly stopped. Charles faced the priest,
and said, “Sir, is that all you have to say here?”

“Yes, Sir,” said the trembling priest.
“Well, Sir,” added Charles, “you know the door by

The Little Boy Who Loved the Bible
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which you entered my house. Please take the same
door and go away quickly.”

The priest left immediately. Inexpressible joy
flooded over Pierre when he saw that his Bible was
safe. He ran to his father’s neck, kissed and thanked
him for his victory. And to pay him, in his childish
way, he jumped up on the large table and recited, in
high style, the fight between David and Goliath. In
Pierre’s mind, his father was the hero like David; and
the priest was the giant whom the little stone from
the brook had stricken down.

Years later Pierre would say, “Thou knowest, O
God, that it is to that Bible, read on my mother’s
knees, that I owe the knowledge of the truth today.”
That Bible had sent to his young heart rays of light
which all the sophistry and dark errors of a misguided
priesthood could never completely extinguish.



23

The FThe FThe FThe FThe Four Brave Jurorsour Brave Jurorsour Brave Jurorsour Brave Jurorsour Brave Jurors
Trial by jury is an important part of a good jus-

tice system. A jury is usually 12 people who are to be
“peer,” or much the same as the person accused of
the crime. It is the job of the jury to listen carefully to
all the evidence in the case and decide if the person
is guilty and deserves to be punished or not.

What many people don’t know is that a jury has
the power to refuse to enforce a law that it feels is
not right in the sight of God’s proper human rights.

The story of Edward Bushell and three fellow ju-
rors shows the harshness of the times, when the
“church” used the courts to enforce its wishes. These
four men were part of a twelve-man jury, in England,
that was brought to decide the guilt of a young man
who had dared to preach without a license from the
Church of England.

It was 1670, the tenth year of the reign of Charles
II. The young man, William Penn, was on trial for
breaking the “Conventicle Act.” This bad law gave
the Church of England the only legal right to decide
who could preach. Of course, Penn, a Quaker, had
clearly broken this law. Penn was on trial for his life.
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His “crime” included preaching and teaching a differ-
ent view of the Bible from that of the Church of En-
gland.

The prosecutor and the judge were determined to
have a guilty verdict, but these four men refused to
agree to find the man guilty. Eight other jurors had
gone along with the demands of the judge and pros-
ecutor.

The four brave jurors spent nine weeks of torture
in prison. Often they were given no food or water,
they were provided no toilet facilities, thus they were
soaked with urine and smeared with feces when they
were hung up by wrist-chains. They were threatened
with fines, yet not one of them gave in. Edward Bushell
said, “My liberty is not for sale.” Bushell was a man
of great wealth. He owned an international shipping
company, but he refused his own freedom, comfort,
and safety to defend the rights of another man.

Great good came from the faithfulness of the four
jurors who refused, even under torture, to find this
godly man guilty of a capital offence, when indeed he
had done harm to no man. Neither Bushell nor the
other jurors could know how important was their
courageous stand. What would have happened had
William Penn been found guilty? He would have been
put to death or kept in prison for a very long time!

The noble colony of Pennsylvania, with its major
city, Philadelphia, named for brotherly love, would
never have been known. Oh yes, the colony would
have been established by someone else, but its his-
tory and name would have been very different.

 This was only one of the good things that came
from the brave stand of the four jurors. Their stand
set the basis for freedom of religion in Britain, a prin-
ciple that was to be even more strongly upheld in the
United States. It helped towards the English Bill of



25

Rights, established in 1689. At the time, this was
the greatest bill of human rights ever provided by a
secular government. The English Bill of Rights was
certainly the forerunner of the American Bill of
Rights.

The action of the four jurors provided the basis
for the right for people to get together in peaceful
assembly, which is central to the free practice of reli-
gion. It was the foundation of freedom of speech and
“habeas corpus,” which declared that no man could
be kept in jail without being charged with a jailable
offence. Indeed, the first writ of habeas corpus that
was issued by the Court, was used to free Edward
Bushell himself. The stand of these men would ulti-
mately lead to freedom of the press.

The trial of William Penn and the courage of the
four jurors established a precedent in law—that jus-
tice is a higher standard than legality. Penn had bro-
ken the law. By the law he was condemned to a harsh
penalty. But the four jurors judged the law itself, and
determined that it was an unjust law. To them, jus-
tice was not to serve laws, which deprived a man of
his God-ordained freedoms. Thus it must always be
in civilized nations. No man or woman must be con-
demned on the basis of law alone. Every juror must
judge if the law is right before declaring the accused
guilty. The jury in this sense is above the law.

The Four Brave Jurors
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 The L The L The L The L The Ladyadyadyadyady
with the Lwith the Lwith the Lwith the Lwith the Lampampampampamp

When Florence Nightingale was a very little girl,
everyone noticed how kind she was to other people
and to animals. Every person and every animal in
the village loved her. She made friends with even the
shy squirrels.

When very small she always pretended that her
dolls were sick, and she would bandage and nurse
them carefully. Even her pets were used as patients.
Florence was from a well-to-do family, and so they
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were amazed at her ideas. Now this is not strange for
little girls today; but, in Florence’s day, nursing was
not at all what nice girls did.

The hospitals were filthy, vile places; and those
who worked there were often the most vulgar women.
even criminals would be forced to work in the hospi-
tals as punishment. You can imagine what such places
were like for the sick!! The rich would be cared for in
their homes, and only the most wretched and poor
would end up in these places. Often there were sev-
eral people to a straw bed, and the beds were crawl-
ing with bedbugs and lice. The smell was terrible,
and few people survived from these places of death.
If you weren’t terribly sick when you went in, you
soon would be!

So Florence, wanting to be a nurse, was the puzzle-
ment of her family and friends. But I believe God had
placed a dream in her heart and was preparing her
to be the one to make a difference to these horrible
places.

Near the village in England in which she had her
home, there lived an old shepherd named Roger.
Roger had a favorite sheep dog called Captain. One
day, when Florence was riding with a friend, she saw
the shepherd feeding his sheep. But Captain was not
there to help him, and the sheep were running about
in all directions. Florence stopped to ask the shep-
herd what had become of his dog.

“Oh, Miss Florence,” he replied, “Cap will never
be of any more use to me. He will have to be killed.”

“Killed!” Florence exclaimed. “Oh, Roger, how can
you say so? What has poor Cap done?”

“He has done nothing,” replied Roger, “but a cruel
boy threw a stone at him yesterday and broke one of
his legs.” And the old shepherd wiped away the tears

The Lady with the Lamp
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that filled his eyes. “Poor Cap!” he said, “he was as
knowing as a human being.”

Florence and her friend rode on to the shepherd’s
cottage. They went in to see the poor dog. “Poor old
Cap!” said Florence gently.

The dog began to wag his tail. Then he crawled
from under the table and lay down at her feet. She
took hold of one of his paws, patted his rough head,
and talked to him while she examined the injured
leg.

It was very badly swollen, and it hurt him much
to have it touched. But though he moaned with pain,
he licked the hands that were hurting him, for he
knew that it was meant kindness.

“It’s only a bad bruise. There are no bones bro-
ken,” said Florence. “Rest is all Cap needs. He will
soon be well again. Plenty of hot water to bathe his
leg will ease the pain and help to cure him, too.”

Florence lighted the fire, got ready some hot wa-
ter, and began to bathe the poor dog’s leg. It was not
long before he began to feel less pain. The grateful
dog tried to show his thanks by his looks and by
wagging his tail.

On their way back, they met the old shepherd com-
ing slowly homeward.

“Oh, Roger!” cried Florence, “you are not going to
lose poor old Cap. We have found that his leg is not
broken after all.”

“Well, I am very glad to hear it,” said the old man,
“and many thanks to you, Miss Florence, for going to
see him.”

The next morning, Florence was there early to
bathe Cap’s leg. She found it much better. The next
day, she bathed it again; and, in two or three days,
the old dog was able as before to go with his master
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and to look after the flock.
This happened many years ago, and that kind-

hearted little girl grew up to be one of the kindest
and bravest of women. She spent her youth in learn-
ing how to nurse the sick and how to manage hos-
pitals.

During the Crimean War, the wounded soldiers
were very badly off for want of proper care and good
hospitals. Florence Nightingale took a band of trained
nurses and went away to take care of them. At that
time she wrote, “We have four miles of beds not eigh-
teen inches apart. Tomorrow five hundred more
wounded men are coming.”

It was here she earned the name, “The Lady with
the Lamp.” Each night before she would go to her
rest, she would carry a small lamp and walk through
the miles of wounded soldiers lying on their cots,
and check that all was OK with them.

It was not long before she could hardly find time
for rest or sleep. The terrible diseases that strike,
when there are so many wounded and sick people,
hit many; and even Florence suffered the effects.

After the war was over, the hospitals all closed,
and the last sick soldier was on board the train for
home, Florence Nightingale quietly returned to her
home in England. She wanted to avoid the public
demonstrations of the people, so even her own fam-
ily were not expecting her. The people were
disappointe;, but they said, “None but the truly great
could be so meek and unassuming.”

But they could not let her heroic work pass with-
out some expression of their appreciation. So a purse
of fifty thousand pounds, or about two hundred fifty
thousand dollars, was gathered and presented to her.
She was deeply touched.

The Lady with the Lamp
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“I shall treasure your kind thought in my heart
forever,” she said, “but I do not need the money. Please
use it to build a training school for nurses.”

With this money, The Nightingale Home was built.
In it is a beautiful statue of Florence Nightingale. She
wears her simple nurse’s dress and carries in her
hand a tiny lamp, just as she used to do in the hospi-
tals. This is why she has been called The Lady With
the Lamp.

After that, Florence Nightingale did a great deal
to improve English hospitals. Her whole life was spent
in helping the sick, and especially those who were
poor. In the United States, National Hospital Day is
observed on May 12, Florence Nightingale’s birthday.
This is to honor her, whose work led to the improve-
ment of hospitals throughout the entire world.

It is interesting though, that because of the ter-
rible strain of her work in the Crimea, Florence was
never again well. She had, what we would call today,
Chronic Fatigue Syndrome, for the rest of her life.
She had to remain at home, mostly in her bed. Even
when the Queen herself invited her to visit the pal-
ace, she had to politely decline.

And yet, Florence refused to give up her dreams
to promote better nursing. Working from her bed-
room headquarters she wrote, taught, and directed
changes that made British hospitals ever so much
better than they had been before. Soon nursing, at
one time only done by the most degraded and vulgar
women, became an honored profession.
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A Noble ActA Noble ActA Noble ActA Noble ActA Noble Act
During the terrible war between France and Ger-

many, in 1870 and 1871, a company of Prussian sol-
diers was marching through a village in the north of
France, when some of the villagers fired on them and
killed six of them.

The Prussians were, of course, very angry; and
the captain made up his mind that his men should
not be treated in that way at the next village they
came to. He therefore ordered that six of the villagers
should be shot. Six of the chief men of the village
were accordingly seized, bound, and locked up in a
room in the mayor’s house.

The Prussian captain allowed the village pastor
to go and visit them, as they were to be shot on the
following day. The pastor found the poor men in a
state of great terror, and some of them seemed quite
unable to listen to him.

Among the six was a widower, with five young,
helpless children. The poor man wept bitterly over
the hard fate of his children. He wished that they too
had been seized by the Prussians, so that they might
have escaped by death from a life of beggary.

The pastor tried in vain too comfort this man. At
last he left the poor man, and walked slowly to the
house where the Prussian captain was staying for
the night, and asked leave to speak to him.

“Captain,” said the pastor, “six men have been given
up to you in return for the death of six of your sol-
diers. None of these men fired on your troops. Your
wish is not to punish the guilty, but to make an ex-
ample of our village, so that the same thing may not
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happen in another place.
“It cannot matter to you who the men are whom

you shoot; the better known your victims are, the
better warning will their death be to others.

“I have come, therefore, to ask you to let me take
the place of one of the six men, whose death will
leave his five children in great want. We are both
equally innocent, and my death will serve your pur-
pose better than his.

The officer gave his consent in a careless way;
and the pastor was bound and locked up along with
the other five, while the poor widower was set free.

Happily the story of this noble act was told to the
Prussian general the same evening; and he was so
touched with the brave sacrifice the pastor made,
that he ordered the captain to set free, not only the
pastor, but the other five prisoners as well.
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The StorThe StorThe StorThe StorThe Story ofy ofy ofy ofy of
PPPPPocahontasocahontasocahontasocahontasocahontas

A few years ago there
was an animated movie
put out, called Poca-
hontas. It was supposed
to be based on the true
story—but it was not true
at all. Here are the real
facts of the story of
Pocahontas. Notice, espe-
cially, that this kind-
hearted Indian maiden
became a true Christian
later in her life and was
baptized.

Pocahontas was the
daughter of a mighty In-
dian chief. The chief ’s
name was Powhatan.
Powhatan and his tribe of
Indians lived in Virginia
many years ago. It was
when the people from En-
gland first began to come
to America to live. At this
time, there were no other
English people living in
the whole United States.
Wild Indians roamed
through the woods and
over the fields, up the
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mountains and down into the valleys.
Pocahontas was a little Indian girl, and she was

very beautiful. She was also kind and gentle. The
Indians of her tribe all loved her. She was the idol of
her proud father, King Powhatan. He loved her so
much that he could not refuse her anything she asked
for.

One day, when Pocahontas was about twelve years
old, some of Powhatan’s Indians saw a white man in
the woods with a gun. They thought he was their
enemy. So they caught him and were going to kill
him. This man’s name was Captain John Smith. He
was the leader of the few white men who had come
from England to live in America.

The Indians took him to the little Indian village
where their chief, Powhatan, and his daughter, Poca-
hontas, lived. The captain pretended not to be fright-
ened. He interested the Indians by telling them many
wonderful stories. He told them about the great ocean
and the people who lived beyond it. He told them
about the great things his people across the ocean
could do. Pocahontas listened eagerly to his stories.
She thought he must be a very great man. When the
Indians saw that he did not wish to harm them, they
let him go.

After this, he was caught again by the Indians.
They were afraid to trust him, and they decided that
he must die. They brought him before their chief
Powhatan. Powhatan was a tall, sour-looking old man.
He sat before the fire in his wigwam. He was dressed
in a robe made of the skins of animals. Around him
sat the squaws (Indian women). His Indian warriors
stood by. Their faces, arms, and necks were painted
red. They had feathers in their hair and chains of
shells around their necks.
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Two big stones were brought and placed on the
ground in front of Powhatan. The captive was led in.
They made him lie down and put his head upon the
stones. They tied his hands and feet with strong
cords.

“Kill him!” commanded Powhatan.
Two tall Indians raised their clubs to give the

deathblow. Pocahontas saw what they were going to
do. She remembered the wonderful stories he had
told her. She did not want him to be killed. Quick as
a flash, she rushed into the wigwam. She threw her-
self between the captive and the uplifted clubs of the
Indians. She laid her own head upon his.

“Oh, father,” she cried, “do not kill this man! He
has done us no harm. We ought to be his friends.”

The Indians could not strike, for they did not want
to hurt Pocahontas. The old chief could not refuse
his beautiful daughter. He listened to her cries to spare
the captive’s life. He told the warriors to untie the
cords from his hands and feet, and let the white man
go. The next day, the chief sent Captain John Smith
to his home in Jamestown. He sent several Indians
with him, to keep him from harm.

After that, Pocahontas was the friend of the white
man as long as she lived. Whenever they were in dan-
ger from the Indians, she would secretly let them
know about it. When their food gave out, she would
find a way to send them some. She was loved by
both the Indians and the white men. She helped to
keep peace and friendship between them.

When Pocahontas grew to womanhood, she be-
came a Christian. She was baptized and given the
Christian name of Rebecca. She was afterwards mar-
ried to a young Englishman, named John Rolfe. She
was married in the little church at Jamestown, which

The Story of Pocahontas
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was almost as rough as an Indian’s wigwam. Indians
and white men were both at the wedding.

Two or three years later, the Indian princess went
with her husband to England. She was the first In-
dian lady to take such a voyage. Her gentle manners
won the hearts of everyone. She was introduced to
King James, who called her Lady Rebecca; for she
was a true princess, the daughter of a king. While in
England, she met her old friend, Captain John Smith,
who had returned to his native land.

About the time she was to sail back to America,
she was taken ill and died. She left a little baby boy,
who returned to Virginia with his father. The child
grew to be a fine man, and some of the best families
in Virginia are proud to say that they are the descen-
dants of the gentle Princess Pocahontas.

There is now at Jamestown a beautiful monument
to the “dear and blessed Pocahontas.”
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LLLLLord Corord Corord Corord Corord Cornwallis’nwallis’nwallis’nwallis’nwallis’
Knee BucklesKnee BucklesKnee BucklesKnee BucklesKnee Buckles

This is a story about the Revolutionary War. This
war was fought between England and the United
States, when George Washington lived. At the close
of the war, the United States became a free country;
and George Washington was its first President.

At the time of the Revolutionary War, in 1777, a
brave little American girl, named Anne Randolph,
lived on a farm not so far from Philadelphia. Her
father and her two brothers had joined the American
army under the command of George Washington, so
Anne and her mother were left alone to take care of
the farm.

Two years before the time of this story, Anne’s
father had given her a beautiful calf as a pet, and the
two had become great friends. Whenever Annie went
into the field, the young cow came to be petted.

At one time during the war, the English army was
in Philadelphia. The soldiers, as they marched through
the country, took the wheat and the corn of the farm-
ers, and their horses and cattle as well.

One day, the soldiers came to the farm of Mr.
Randolph and took Anne’s pet cow. They tied a rope
about her horns and drove her away. In great grief
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Anne begged for her pet, but without success.
It did not take long for Anne to think what to do.

She ran to the stable, saddled her pony, and then
rode at full speed to see Lord Cornwallis, the general
of the English army. It was a very brave thing for a
little girl only twelve years old to do.

A soldier was marching back and forth in front of
the general’s camp.

“What do you want?” he asked Anne, as she gal-
loped up.

“I wish to see Lord Cornwallis,” she said.
The soldier let her pass, thinking, no doubt, that

she had very important news to tell. Lord Cornwallis
and some of his friends were at dinner when little
Anne rushed into the room.

“What do you want, my child?” asked the general
kindly.

“I want my cow, Sir. Your soldiers have taken her
away, and I have come to get her. Oh, please, Sir, you
must let me have her.”

“And who are you, my little girl?” asked the gen-
eral kindly.

“I am Anne Randolph, and I live three miles from
here with my mother. Have you seen my cow, Sir?”

“Have you no father or brothers, Anne?”
“Yes, Sir, but they are in the army.”
“In which army?”
“In the American army, Sir.”
“Oh! So they are rebels, are they?”
“Oh yes, Sir; we are all rebels about here, Sir.”
“And you are a bit of a rebel yourself?”
“Yes, indeed, I was born so.”
The general threw back his head and laughed.

“And your cow is a rebel too, I suppose.”
“I think so, Sir. She is the best cow I ever knew.”
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“Look here, my little rebel,” said Lord Cornwallis
soberly, “don’t you know that we are here to fight the
rebels?”

“Yes, Sir. But oh, Sir, I raised my cow myself. She
has always been mine. She can’t belong to you. I would
never steal your cow, Sir.”

The general arose. “Come here, my child. You are
a brave little girl, and I promise you that you shall
have your cow. And here, take these,” he said, unfas-
tening a pair of silver knee buckles. “Keep them to
remember that Lord Cornwallis can appreciate cour-
age and truth even in a young rebel. And if the sol-
diers trouble your cow again, come to me at once.”

Then, calling a guard, he told him to go with the
child through the camp in search of the cow; and
when he should find the animal, to send a man to
drive her home again. So Miss Anne returned home
in triumph with her cow. And those sparkling knee
buckles are treasured by her descendants,  in memory
of Lord Cornwallis and the Revolution.

“Gentlemen,” said Lord Cornwallis to his officers,
after Anne had left, “this country is certain to be free,
with such brave little rebels in it as this.”

May we all be as brave to stand for what we know
to be right and true!

Lord Cornwallis’ Knee Buckles
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TulipTulipTulipTulipTulip
ManiaManiaManiaManiaMania

The tulip, was
named from a Turkish
word, meaning a tur-
ban. It was brought to
Western Europe in the
1550s.  A man, named
Conrad Gesner, first
saw it in the year
1559, in a garden at
Augsburg, belonging to
Mr. Herwart, a man
very famous for his col-
lection of rare flowers.
The bulbs were sent to him by a friend at
Constantinople, where the flower had long been a
favorite.

Very soon it seemed that everybody who was im-
portant felt they just had to have some too, espe-
cially in Germany and Holland. In those days the
rich people spent much of their time traveling and
visiting one another, and they always tried to have
something rare or different that they could show off.
So, in just about ten years after this, all the wealthy
were seeking to get the rarest tulip bulbs. Holland
seemed to go just nuts over them; and rich people at
Amsterdam sent to Constantinople for the bulbs di-
rect, and paid very high prices for them.

The first roots planted in England were brought



41

from Vienna in 1600. Until the year 1634 the tulip
got more popular every year; until it was considered
proof of bad taste not to have a collection of them in
any rich man’s garden.

The rage for possessing them soon caught the
middle classes of society; and merchants and shop-
keepers, even of moderate means, began to compete
with each other to have the rarest flowers and in the
absurd prices they paid for them. A trader at Harlem
was known to pay one-half of his fortune for a single
root—not with the design of selling it again at a profit,
but to keep in his own conservatory, to show off to
his friends.

 In 1634, the rage among the Dutch to possess
them was so great that the regular work of the coun-
try was neglected; and everybody was buying, sell-
ing, and trading tulips. As more people got caught
up in this mania in 1635, people were paying what
would today be hundreds of thousands of dollars for
a few bulbs; so they could sell them again and make
more money.

One special bulb, called the Harlem tulip, was
bought for 12 acres of land. Another for 4,600 flor-
ins, a new carriage, and two matched horses with
fancy harnesses.

People, who had been away from Holland for a
while and came home when all this mania was going
on, thought the country had gone mad. One very funny
story is told of a sailor who knew nothing about tu-
lips and the rage to buy them. He had delivered some
information to a merchant and, for rewar, the man
gave him a fish to eat for his breakfast. The sailor
saw what he thought was an onion laying on the mer-
chants counter, took it to eat with his fish. No one
noticed, and he went down to the dock to enjoy his

Tulip Mania
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food. As soon as he left the place, there was an up-
roar as everyone searched for the rare tulip worth
thousands of dollars; but no one could find it.

Finally someone remembered the sailor and went
to find him. They found the simple fellow sitting hap-
pily on a coil of rope eating the last of his fish and
“onion.” Little did he know that the value of his break-
fast was equal to pay for a whole crew of sailors for a
whole year!! The poor man was thrown into prison
for several months, but nothing brought back the
rare tulip.

The bulbs became so valuable that, by 1636, stock
markets were selling tulips just like stocks and bonds.
People tried to buy when prices went down a bit and
sell at higher prices, and many got rich for a while.
Nobles, citizens, farmers, mechanics, seamen, foot-
men, maidservants, even chimneysweeps and old
clotheswomen, dabbled in tulips. People of all grades
converted their property into cash and invested it in
flowers. Houses and lands were offered for sale at
ruinously low prices or assigned in payment of bar-
gains made at the tulip-mart. But like any kind of
gambling, it soon went bad.

The day came when the bottom fell out of the
market, and people who had paid high prices for the
bulbs, lost their money, as no one wanted to buy
them at such high prices anymore. People who had
been rich a few weeks before were reduced to beg-
gars. Many nobles saw the family fortunes lost for-
ever. It took years for the country to get on its feet
again.

In 1636, tulips were sold at the stock exchange in
London and Paris; and the sellers tried to get a ma-
nia going there too, so they could make fortunes. It
only partly worked, but it did succeed in making the
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flower very popular.
As you know, even today the Dutch are famous

for rare and special tulips; and many of the ones we
plant come from Holland. As an Englishman may
boast of his fine horses, so the Dutch boast of prize
tulips. But never again did they cost such a ridicu-
lous high price, as in those years when a flower cost
as much money as would have provided a working-
man and his family with food, clothes, and lodging
for six years!

It is interesting to notice the timing of this mania.
It was at the very time of the Reformation. I sort of
suspect that this tulip mania was one of the devil’s
tricks to try and keep people too busy with unimpor-
tant things to think about Bible Truth! Do you know
of things today that people get all excited about, so it
keeps them from prayer and Bible study? Watch out
for manias!

Tulip Mania
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Mad ElephantsMad ElephantsMad ElephantsMad ElephantsMad Elephants
and a Wand a Wand a Wand a Wand a Wicked Kingicked Kingicked Kingicked Kingicked King

In this story we are going to go back to ancient
history, all the way back to when Greece ruled the
World Kingdoms, to the year 217 B.C.

There is an interesting story that happened then.
There was a Greek King named Philopater, who was
the King of the South part of the divided Greek King-
dom. Remember Alexander the Great’s kingdom was
divided up by the four generals after he drank him-
self to death? Well, they kept fighting; and soon there
were only two kingdoms and two kings, North and
South.

Now Philopater had been making war against the
King of the North’s kingdom. He conquered a lot of
provinces; and, on his way back home to Egypt, he
was having big parades and celebrations in each area
he had defeated.

Philopater means ‘love father.’ He may have loved
his father, but he was a very evil man. He just wanted
to indulge his appetite, drink, and have lewd parties
all the time. He was very proud; and he thought he
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could do whatever he wanted to.
One of the places he decided to have a parade

and a celebration was in Jerusalem. He came into
the temple and made some blasphemous offerings to
God on the altar, in spite of the priests doing their
best to stop him.

Then he decided he was going to walk right into
the Most Holy Place in the temple. Now, by this time,
the Jews were mostly not obeying God as they ought
to have been doing, but still God honours His own
name. And when this wicked heathen king decided
he could walk right into the Most Holy Place, where
no one but the High Priest was ever supposed to go
and then only on one special day a year, God smote
him.

Here’s what the historian, Prudeau, says:
“He was smitten from God with such a terror and

confusion of mind that he was carried out of the place
in a manner half dead.”

Well this made him very mad against the Jews. It
is sad that he did not learn the lesson God was try-
ing to teach him, but he didn’t. He just stayed as
proud and wicked as ever. But now he was proud,
wicked, and angry.

He went back to Egypt and started to try and force
all the Jews in his country to worship heathen idols.
By force and threats, he got 300 of them to give up
the God of heaven and do this idol worship. So, of
course, the Jewish leaders excommunicated them.
This means they were thrown out of the Jewish
church. They had to be; worshipping idols breaks
God’s commandments!

Well, now Philopater was twice as angry; and so
he ordered all the Jews they could catch to be chained
and brought to Alexandria, his capital. These were

Mad Elephants and a Wicked King
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placed in a large arena. He announced that, on a
certain day, he was going to put on a big show for the
people of his realm; and everyone could come and
see it.

They had some wild elephants, and they treated
these huge beasts very badly so they were fierce and
angry. On top of it all, they put something into their
drinking water that made them drunk. When the day
came, he was planning on driving these drunken mad
elephants into the arena to kill all those poor Jews
he had captive there.

Now there were among these people some who
still loved and obeyed the God of heaven, and these
ones cried to God and prayed for protection and help.
On and on they prayed until the terrible day arrived,
and the people of the land and the King and all his
big men gathered into the seats around this big arena
to see the show. It was like they were going to watch
a circus or hockey game.

The huge doors of the mad, wild elephants’ pen
were opened, and the frantic, drunken beasts rushed
out into the arena. But something strange happened.
Now an elephant is a very powerful beast; and, when
angry, he is like an army tank or worse!

Instead of rushing onto the helpless prisoners and
stomping them to death, they turned around and
began to destroy the arena and attack the people
who had come to see the show! They killed great num-
bers of them. They did not harm a single Jew.

At the same time, some scary pictures appeared
in the air over the arena that really terrified the wicked
king and his soldiers. He knew that God was protect-
ing His people who had cried unto Him. Trembling
with fear, he ordered the prisoners to be set free and
restored them to all their rights and privileges. I don’t
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know what happened to the elephants.
Did this wicked king learn his lesson after seeing

this mighty work of the God of Heaven? Sad to say,
he did not. In 213 B.C., he turned on the Jews again
and had 40,000 of them killed. Maybe this time there
weren’t any true ones to cry to God, I don’t know. But
Philopater just got more and more disgusting until
he died of drink and his evil habits. How different his
story might have been had he humbled his heart and
worshiped the true God of Heaven!

Mad Elephants and a Wicked King
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ProvingProvingProvingProvingProving
the Bible Rightthe Bible Rightthe Bible Rightthe Bible Rightthe Bible Right

“And I, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw all
men unto me.” John 12:32.

The word, infidel, is sometimes used to mean
someone who does not believe in God. Two men who
did not believe in God once sat in a railway car, dis-
cussing Christ’s wonderful life.  One of them said, “I
think an interesting romance could be written about
Christ.”

 The other replied, “You are right; and you are just
the man to write it.  Set forth the correct view of His
life and character.  Tear down the idea that He is the
Son of God, and paint Him as He was—a mere man
among men.”

 The other man began the project, and years later
the romance appeared.  The man who made the sug-
gestion was Colonel Robert Ingersoll, the world-fa-
mous infidel; the author was General Lew Wallace;
and the book was Ben Hur.

 In studying the Gospels for material to write the
book, General Wallace found himself facing the unac-
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countable Man, Jesus.  The more he studied Christ’s
life and character, the more profoundly he was con-
vinced that He was more than a man among men.

He was amazed by the fact that out of a village in
Galilee, so unimportant and low that it was thought
nothing good could come from there, came this young
man, educated in neither Greek nor Hebrew—a young
carpenter who had hardly been outside His province,
but whose first public talk, the Sermon on the Mount,
is the most wonderful address on right living the world
has ever heard.

Lew Wallace, like the rest of the world, wondered
at His words. Age has not dimmed their light, less-
ened their appealing sweetness, or lessened their
force.  His words shine out as the sweetest, calmest,
wisest words ever spoken to men.

Lew Wallace discovered Christ to be the person
that literature feels to be its highest ideal. He found
Christ to be the great central fact in the world’s his-
tory.  To Him everything looks forward or backward;
all lines of history converge in Him and radiate from
Him. At last, unable to resist the evidence, Lew
Wallace, the infidel friend of the infidel Ingersoll, had
to admit, like the centurion under the cross, “Truly
this was the Son of God.”  So in the writing of Ben
Hur, a book that was to exhibit Christ merely as a
human man, Lew Wallace was converted and wrote
of Him as the Son of God.

But I will now tell you about another unbeliever
who startled the doubting, as well as the Christian,
world by announcing that he was going to show that
the Bible could not be true.

Sir William Mitchell Ramsay, in 1881, was a fine
young man of good character, honesty, culture, and
high education.  He had a sincere desire to know the

Proving the Bible Right
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truth.  He had grown up with those who did not be-
lieve the Bible, and so he was sure the Bible was not
true.

He spent years getting ready to go on his journey
into Asia Minor and Palestine, the home of the Bible.
Here he would dig up the evidence that the Book
was not true but a fake, written by dishonest monks,
and not the Book from heaven it claims to be.

He thought the weakest spot in the whole New
Testament was the story of Paul’s travels.  These had
never been thoroughly investigated by one on the spot.
So he announced his plan (taking the Book of Acts
as a guide) and made the same journeys Paul made
over the same routes that Paul followed, trying to
prove that the apostle could never have made them
as described.

The enemies of the Bible were enthusiastic over
what they were sure would prove the Book to be false;
and even some believers trembled at the idea. For
this was the boldest attempt to disprove the Bible
since the days that Julian, the emperor of Rome in
the fourth century, set himself with his wealth to break
the prophecies and end belief in the Bible—a project
that miserably failed.

This man, Ramsay, was an intelligent and decent
young man. Both believers and unbelievers felt he
would do as he said he would. He was not a loud-
mouthed blasphemer, content to sit in Paris, Lon-
don, or Berlin and, from these remote points, attack
a book that had its origin and setting in ancient Pal-
estine.

He had the courage of his convictions and the in-
tellect and physical equipment to carry out his pur-
pose to investigate.  So all parties believed in Ramsay;
and, when he said he would publish his findings just
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as he discovered things to be, his word was accepted.
Equipped as no other man had been, he went to

the home of the Bible.  Here he spent fifteen years
literally digging for the evidence.  Then, in 1896, he
published a large volume on St. Paul, the Traveler
and the Roman Citizen.

The book caused dismay among the skeptics of
the world. It came out just the opposite from what
they expected. It proved the Bible to be true instead
of false. And for twenty years more, book after book
from the same author came from the press, each filled
with more evidence of the exact, minute truthfulness
of the whole New Testament as tested by the spade
on the spot.

The evidence was so great that many infidels
turned from their unbelief and accepted Christianity.
And these books have stood the test of time, not one
having been proved untrue. No one has even tried to
prove them wrong.

Here are a few words from his books.  Speaking of
the Book of Acts, Ramsay, on page 238 of his St.
Paul, says:

 The narrative never makes a false step amid all
the many details, as the scene changes from city to
city.  And on page 240:  “Every minute fact stated in
Acts has its own significance.”

 “The characterization of Paul in Acts,” says
Ramsay on pages 21 and 22 “is so detailed and indi-
vidualized as to prove the author’s personal acquain-
tance.”

“Such progress as the present writer has been en-
abled to make in discovery is largely due to the early
appreciation of the fact that Luke is a safe guide”
(page 259). “Wherever the present writer followed
Luke’s authority absolutely, . . . he was right down to

Proving the Bible Right



52 Adventure Stories from History

the last detail” (page 26).  The Bearing of Recent
Discovery on the Trustworthiness of the New Tes-
tament was published in 1914.

And so it happened that Sir William Ramsay, who
set out to destroy belief in the Bible, has done more
than any other one man in modern times to estab-
lish, to demonstrate beyond possibility of doubt, the
absolute, minute trustworthiness and truth of the
New Testament.

PAUL AS A PRISONER IN ROME
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PATRICK HENRY
ADDRESSING THE FIRST CONTINENTAL CONGRESS
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Early America
It is very sad to tell about when the persecuted

peoples from England and Europe fled to America
and began setting up their little colonies there, be-
cause they had not learned the lesson from the per-
secution they themselves had suffered. No, not at
all, because most of them immediately set up reli-
gious laws and viciously persecuted anyone who dif-
fered from them.

In order to be allowed to live in some of these
early colonies, one had to be a member of the church
and obey them in all things. Religious liberty was
unknown in America until Roger Williams, who had
to flee religious persecution in the cold winter and
live among the Indians, later established Rhode Is-
land, the first colony with religious freedom. He said
he would rather live amongst Christian savages than
the savage Christians.

It took a long time for the idea of religious free-
dom and separation of church and state to come
about. George Washington, at one time, was arrested
for traveling on Sunday. Virginia had a death penalty
for Sunday breaking! It is still on the books.

Patrick Henry is famous for his concise and pas-
sionate statement during the struggle for American
Independence. His cry “Give me liberty or give me
death!” is still ringing in the ears of every true Ameri-
can. But many don’t know the background behind
that powerful statement.

As Patrick Henry rode his horse into the town of
Culpeper, Va., in March 1775, he was shocked by
what he saw. The town center was crowded with peo-
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ple. As he approached, he heard the sound of a whip
laced with metal, mercilessly lashing the back of
some poor victim; the sight horrified him. He said,
“When they stopped beating him, I could see the bones
of his rib cage.”

As the blood flowed, Patrick asked someone what
this man had done to deserve such cruel punishment.
He was told that he was a Baptist preacher that had
refused to take a government license to preach. Three
days later he was scourged again. This time he died.

In those days, before there was religious liberty in
America, Virginia was an Anglican colony in which
church and state were mixed together, similar to the
way it had been in Europe. Though many people came
to America for religious liberty, they often granted it
only to themselves, not those of other faiths,

This martyr for liberty never knew of his impact
on Patrick’s mind or how very influential he was in
gaining independence from Britain and freedom of
religion for all Americans. Baptists believed that the
only valid preaching license was the Bible text, “Go
ye into ALL the world, and preach the gospel to every
creature.” Mark 16:15.

They believed that God had directed that Bible
truth must be preached in Culpeper and all of Vir-
ginia, and the other colonies too. He gave his life in
the cause of liberty of conscience. God needs more
men and women who will hold to their convictions
regardless of the consequences, like this unnamed
Baptist preacher, whose influence is still being felt
today.

Patrick penned his famous words, which became
a rallying cry of the Revolution. “What is it that gentle-
men wish? What would they have? Is life so dear, or
peace so sweet, as to be purchased at the price of
chains and slavery? Forbid it, Almighty God! I know

Early America
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not what course others may take, but as for me, Give
me liverty or give me death!”

Today, people are foolishly clamouring to return
to having the State support the wishes of the church.
We have known freedom of religion. We take it for
granted; so we have forgotten the horrible situation
that occurs when a man can be fined, imprisoned,
tortured, and killed merely because his honest reli-
gious beliefs differ from the majority. If we forget the
lessons of history, we will be forced to relive its mis-
takes.
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Booker TBooker TBooker TBooker TBooker T.....
WWWWWashingtonashingtonashingtonashingtonashington:::::

Africa is the home of the black race; and we know
that all the black people now living are the children
of that race whose first home was in Africa.

More than three hundred years ago, some cruel
men sailed to Africa and forced some of these poor
black people on to their ships. Then they sailed away
with them far across the broad Atlantic to the United
States. Here they sold them as slaves to work on the
plantations.

How terrible to be dragged away from home and
friends, and taken to a land so distant that they could
never, never return! Year after year, shiploads of these
people were brought to this country and sold as slaves.

For many years, these people were slaves. Most of
them worked in the great cotton fields and on sugar
plantations in the southern part of the United States.
In pictures of these fields, you will usually see some
black people at work.

One of these little black slave boys was named
Booker. How he came to have such a queer name no
one seems to know; but it was the only name he knew
anything about. Booker lived with his mother in Vir-
ginia. It was about this time that many of the white
people of the United States said it was not right to
buy and sell men and women and children and make
them slaves. Finally, a great war between the North
and the South broke out over this question. In his-
tory, this war is called the Civil War.

One morning during the war, Booker was awak-
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ened to find his mother kneeling on the earth floor of
their little cabin, praying that Lincoln and the North-
ern armies might be successful, and that she and
her children might be free. A few years after this, the
war ended, and all the black people in the United
States were freed. Then Booker went with his mother
to West Virginia.

This little black boy did not know how to read or
write, but he had a strong desire to learn. He could
not go to school during the daytime because, although
he was only six years of age, he had to work. But
every evening, instead of spending time in play or in
idleness, he spent it in study. Little by little he learned
the alphabet; and, after much patient effort, he
learned to read.

In the town where Booker lived, there was no good
school that he could go to. So, at the age of thirteen
years, he decided to go away from home to the Hamp-
ton School, because he had heard that black boys
would be allowed to study there. He had but little
money, and it was about five hundred miles to Hamp-
ton.

At last, after a number of days, by walking and by
begging rides in railway trains and in wagons, he
reached a large city which was eighty-two miles from
Hampton. He was tired and hungry and without
money, and he felt strange in such a large city.

Not knowing what else to do, he walked the streets
till after midnight. Then he found a place in the street
where the board sidewalk was elevated, and he crept
under the sidewalk and lay down on the cold ground
to sleep. Do you think he was discouraged? No, not
he! It takes courage to make great men, and this little
black boy was one day to be a great man.

At last, he reached the school; and, as he looked
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at the building, how happy he was! He found the head
mistress and told her he had come to school. She
was not so sure about that; here he was poor and
penniless. Why should she accept him as a student?

She decided to test him first. Sternly she spoke
to him; and, pointing him to a broom and dust cloth,
she ordered him to sweep the classroom. Now Booker
might have said, “I came to go to school, not to work
as a slave again!”

But he didn’t. In his heart, he felt that he was
being tested. Well, he would show the school mis-
tress what he was made of! She wanted the room
swept—he would sweep it the best ever!

And so he really did sweep it. He was not satisfied
with giving it one sweeping. Three times he swept the
room, and four times he dusted it. But when he had
finished, not a particle of dust or dirt was to be found.

When the school mistress returned, she was wear-
ing a white glove; and she went here and there, in the
room, checking for dust. Nowhere could she find a
speck!

“Well, young man,” she said, “If this is how you
intend to do your lessons, you can stay and study
here at Hampton.”

He learned his lessons with the same care and
thoroughness with which he had swept the room. And
it was this care and thoroughness in every little thing
that helped to make him the great man he afterwards
became.

When this boy became a man, he established a
school in Tuskegee, Alabama. At first, the school-
house consisted of an old kitchen, a stable, and an
old henhouse. But even this did not discourage him.
He said that he would someday have a school such
as the President of the United States would be glad

Booker T. Washington
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to visit. And he succeeded. Thousands of other black
boys in the South, who longed for an education, found
it in Booker’s school.

The same God who prepared Booker T. Washing-
ton to do so much good will help any person who will
pray for God’s help and guidance—to earnestly,  faith-
fully, and perseveringly do their very best every day.
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The Man on a TThe Man on a TThe Man on a TThe Man on a TThe Man on a Towerowerowerowerower
The idea of monks was born in Egypt around A.D.

300. They would live in caves or harsh uncomfort-
able places. They would starve their bodies and beat
themselves. They would do cruel things to hurt them-
selves. Some would eat grass in the fields with ani-
mals. Others would wear heavy chains and metal
things to weigh down their poor thin bodies. They
would kneel on sharp things to pray and stay awake
all night. They also believed that, because they did
these things, they were much better than ordinary
people.

 The idea was brought to Rome in 341 by Athan-
asious, bishop of Alexandria. He went there with
many of these fanatical, wild people; and soon the
idea spread through the Catholic world. After a while,
these monks got the rule passed that only the Pope
himself could tell them what to do. So they had a lot
of power!

They had the idea that everything that people
didn’t like and everything that was hurtful or un-
comfortable was what God wanted. So they would
be dirty and never wash. They would let insects, like
fleas and lice, get on their bodies. They would wear
rough clothes, and some didn’t even wear clothes at
all. They had long shaggy hair that was dirty and
matted. All this came from the false idea that the
body was evil and the soul got stronger when the
body got weak.

 Even though people thought they were holy, they
were afraid of them as they often went crazy. Also if
someone doesn’t mind hurting his own body, he sure
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wouldn’t mind hurting someone else’s!
One kind of strange monks back then were called

‘Pillar Saints’. These people would set up a column
or tower and stand on top of it day and night for
years. Some stayed there until they died. Of course
they had someone to bring them food and things.
People who did not know any better thought these
people were very holy.

In 395-451 AD lived Simeon of Sysan, a Syrian;
at first a shepherd, then a monk; who, in order to be
nearer heaven, spent thirty-seven years in the most
uncomfortable manner, on the tops of five different
pillars, first six, then twelve, twenty-two, thirty-six,
and forty cubits high. A cubit is about 20 inches so
the last pillar was more than 60 feet high!

He became famous and enjoyed the people who
came to admire the “holy man”. If these people had
read the true Bible they would have know that he
was a silly man, not a holy man.

The top of his last pillar was 3 feet wide and he
had a little fence around it. He stood there day and
night in all kinds of weather. It was good that in his
country it did not snow or freeze.

All night he would pray by spreading out his hands
and bowing down so that his forehead would touch
his toes. Up and down, he did this all night, thou-
sands of times.

At 9 o’clock in the morning he would talk to the
people who came to admire him and he would an-
swer their questions; send messages; write letters and
so on. Then at night he would go back to bowing
down again.

People made pilgrimages to come and talk to this
so-called ‘holy man’.

He usually ate only about once a week, never slept,
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unless he somehow learned to do it while still bend-
ing up and down to ‘pray’. He had a long sheepskin
robe and cap and a long beard. As you can imagine,
he was terribly thin. One interesting thing about
Simeon, he would not let any woman come near his
pillar, not even his own mother.

It is claimed that he lived for 37 years like this,
and finally died there on the top of his pillar.

They didn’t know if he was still just praying but
after three days, his disciple knew he was dead and
brought him down. He was 69 years old when he died.

The people in Antioch worshipped his bones and
they made monasteries and chapels around his pil-
lar. For years people would come there to admire it
and worship it.

Think of how different this man was from Jesus
whom he was claiming to worship! This monk never
really did any good to himself or anybody by living up
there all those years. These types of gloomy fanatics
are common in India and the religions of the East
but nowhere in the Bible do we see any such example.

The Man on a Tower
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The Boy PreacherThe Boy PreacherThe Boy PreacherThe Boy PreacherThe Boy Preacher
at Kat Kat Kat Kat Karlskoga, Swedenarlskoga, Swedenarlskoga, Swedenarlskoga, Swedenarlskoga, Sweden

This true story is from J.N. Loughborough.
A gentlemen at Orebro related to me an occur-

rence at Karlskoga, where he resided in 1843.  He
said:-

“A little boy eight years of age, who had never
learned to read his letters, began to preach the mes-
sage, quoting many scriptures.  The people said, ‘That
boy is just filled with Bible.’ This circumstance oc-
curred after King Oscar had spoken in favor of the
persecuted ones, so the priest of that place could not
get the boy before the court to stop the work; but he
told the people to bring the boy before him, and he
would expose him, and show them his ignorance of
the Bible.

“Before a crowd of people the priest opened his
hymn book, and asked the boy to read for him.  The
boy replied, ‘I cannot read;’ but turning his back to
the priest, he sang the hymn through correctly from
first to last, the priest meanwhile looking on the book
in astonishment.  The priest said to the lad, ‘You
seem to know everything.’ The boy replied, ‘No.  We
are not always permitted to tell all we do know.’

“The priest then opened the New Testament and
said to the boy, ‘Read for me in this.’  The boy re-
plied, ‘I cannot read.’  The priest inquired, ‘What do
you know about the Bible anyway?’  His reply was, ‘I
know where there is a text that has the word and in
it fourteen times.’  The priest said, ‘No! there is no
such text in the Bible.’  The lad said, ‘Will you please
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read for me Rev. 18:13?’ ‘Yes,’ said the priest.   As he
read  the  people counted, and sure enough the word
and was there just fourteen times, and among the
fourteen times was the ‘binding of the souls of men.’
The people shouted, ‘There! there! the boy knows
more about the Bible than the priest!’  Much cha-
grined, the priest dropped the subject, and left the
people unmolested after that.”

So, out of the mouth of children the Lord
confirmeth his  word, and  in this wonderful manner
brought his truth to  the ears of the people whose
laws forbade the preaching of any doctrine but that
of the “established religion.”

Here is another story about Children Preaching in
Sweden.

Sweden was one of the countries where the law
forbade the preaching of anything contrary to the “es-
tablished church.”  There the Lord used little chil-
dren to do His work.  The first was in the summer of
1843, in Eksjo, southern Sweden. A little girl, only
five years of age, who had never learned to read or
sing, one day, in a most solemn manner, sang cor-
rectly a long Lutheran hymn, and then with great
power proclaimed “the hour of his judgment is come,”
and told the family to get ready to meet the Lord; for
he was soon coming.  The family prayed to God to
forgive their sins, and gave their hearts to Jesus. From
town to town, other children began proclaiming the
message.  This happened among some children in
Norway and Germany also.

“Yes! I Had to Preach”
In 1896, while holding meetings in Sweden, I

passed through several places where the children had
preached in 1843, and had opportunity to talk to

The Boy Preacher
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those who had heard the preaching and with men
who had preached when they were children.  I said to
one of them, “You preached the advent message when
you were a boy?”  He answered:

 “Preached! Yes, I had to preach.  I had no devis-
ing in the matter.  A power came upon me, and I
uttered what I was compelled by that power to utter.”

Boquist and Walbom in Orebro, Sweden
In Orebro this work spread until older persons

started to proclaim the message.  Then the civil au-
thorities, led by the priests of the “established
church,” arrested two young boys, Walbom, eighteen
years of age, and Ole Boquist, fifteen years of age,
saying they would make a public example of them.
They whipped their bare backs with birch rods, and
placed them, with their bleeding wounds, in Orebro
prison.

When these wounds healed, they took them out of
the prison, demanding of them, “Will you cease preach-
ing this doctrine?”

Though they beat them with rods the second time,
opening their wounds afresh, all the answer they could
obtain was, “We will preach the preaching that the
Lord bids us.”  Through the help of a kind lady church
member in Orebro, King Oscar I. told the authorities
to let those boys out of the prison, and to let that
people alone.  So the victory for the truth was gained
in Sweden.

Boquist’s Testimony
In the Review and Herald of Oct. 7, 1890, is a

very interesting story about the children’s preaching,
written by O. Boquist himself.  He says:-

“In the year 1843 a religious movement occurred
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among the people… The leaders in this movement
were children and young men…These preached with
divine power, and proclaimed before the people, with
great decision, that the hour of God’s judgment had
come.

“In the fall of the same year, I, O. Boquist, then
fifteen years of age, with another young man, Erik
Walbom, eighteen years of age, became so influenced
by this unseen power that we could in nowise resist it.
As soon as we were seized by this heavenly power, we
began to speak to the people, and to proclaim with a
loud  voice  that  the  judgment  hour  had  come,
referring them to Joel 2:28-32 and Rev. 14:6, 7.

Children in Vision
The people told me that those who were thus in-

fluenced by this heavenly power were unaware of ev-
erything around them.  They were actually in vision
from God, and spoke with a power that carried a
mighty convicting influence.  They said that these
little   children, while under that influence, would
speak with the force and dignity of full-grown men
and women.  So those who saw it believed that it was
the Lord using them to utter these solemn truths.
The writer continues:-

“The people congregated in large numbers to lis-
ten to us, and our meetings continued both day and
night, and a great religious awakening was the re-
sult.  Young and old were touched by the Spirit of
God, and cried to the Lord for mercy confessing their
sins before God and man.

“But when the priest in the church was apprised
of this, many efforts were put forth to silence us, and
thus to stop the prevailing religious excitement; but
all efforts were unavailing.  The sheriff was then re-

The Boy Preacher



68 Adventure Stories from History

quested to cause our arrest, and during six weeks a
fruitless search was made to find us in the forest,
whither we had fled for refuge.

“Finally, however, we were summoned to appear
before the pastor of the church.  Our number had
increased so that forty young men and women pre-
sented themselves at the parsonage, where we were
submitted to a long trial.  All but myself and Walbom
were permitted to return to their homes; but we were
arrested, and on the following day were placed in
custody in the Orebro prison, where we were associ-
ated with thieves in cell 14, as though we had com-
mitted some great crime.”

Boquist’s Sister’s Testimony
On Sept. 22, 1896, the sister of Boquist, now sev-

enty-two years of age, attended our meeting at Orebro,
and told us about the experience of her brother; for
she saw him whipped, put in prison and then set
free. She sang for us the hymn that Boquist and
Walbom sang as they walked out of the prison on to
the bridge over the moat surrounding that sixteenth
century castle, used in 1843 as a prison.  The power
of the 1843 movement accompanied the testimony
and the singing of the hymn.  Here is one verse of
their long hymn translated into English:

“No one can ever reach the eternal rest,
Who hath not forward with strong vigor pressed;
No one can ever reach that shining goal,
Unless he forward press with heart and soul.
His urgent strife must last until the end;
On this alone our hopes must all depend.
Narrow the gate is called, the way named Small,
But grace and choice are free for one and all;
But all depends on pressing, pressing on;
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By that alone the haven can be won.”

Even some very small children were used to
present the message in these times. Let us go in imagi-
nation with some of them to one of these meetings.

It is winter. There has not been much snow, but
the lakes and the rivers and the marshes are all fro-
zen over, and as we start out for the cottage, two
miles away, where lives the little girl we have heard
of, we see people coming from every direction, across
fields, over the frozen ground and water.

Soon the cottage comes in sight, snuggled down
under the hill that protects it from the north winds.
One-storied and low it is, with dead grass-blades
peeping up through the scanty snow on its roof, and
its dull red sides glow rather sullenly across the dreary
landscape. Inside, however, all is cheer. The tall gray
earthenware stove has been freshly fed, and inside
its heavy timbered walls and under its turf roof, the
large room glows with warmth and cheer.

Some few besides the family are there when we
enter, and the eldest son, an earnest, fair-haired young
man, is telling the group of how he was won from
reckless ways by the warnings of his baby sister. Like
an angel of God, he says, she seemed as she pointed
out the end the ale-house was leading him to. “And
how could she know, the pretty one, the little inno-
cent,” says Hans, “what evil men do in their drink?
Surely the angels teach her, and leave her white as
ever from the evil she describes.”

“We know not,” says the father, “what the spirit is,
save it be the wonderful gift of God. For she says the
hour of God’s judgment is come; and who was there
to teach her that? But I have found her words in the
Bible.”

The Boy Preacher
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“It was not the priest,” declares the mother, “for
we have never heard the like from him, and we have
never been to hear the advent heralds preach.”

All this time the little girl of five is playing about
the room, never noticing the talk that is so much
about herself. Absorbed in her play with her brother,
two years older (they are driving a reindeer sledge
like the Lapps), she is as happy and childlike as any
of her age. The older children, awed by the presence
of the strangers, keep shyly in the background. It
seems a strange meeting, where we have come to hear
a preacher, and find the preacher playing reindeer
sledge. And yet it is very solemn too; for the little
child, now so innocent in her play, will soon be moved
to speak as a messenger of God.

The room fills up, and many cannot get in, so
they stand about the open door, willing to endure the
cold if they can only hear. And when the murmur of
voices at last is hushed, in expectation of what is
coming, then the little girl looks up from her play,
surveys the people with grave eyes, and comes for-
ward a little in the room.

“The spirit is upon her,” whisper the people.
In her clear, childish voice she starts a hymn, and

some of the people join in. At the close, her father
lifts her to the table, and there she stands for a mo-
ment, and then opens her baby lips to proclaim:
“Blow ye the trumpet in Zion, and sound an alarm in
My holy mountain: let all the inhabitants of the land
tremble: for the day of the Lord cometh, for it is nigh
at hand.”

The tall clock loudly ticks off its seconds in the
silence that follows her first words. Then in solemn
tones, with slow, graceful gestures unlearned on earth,
she calls upon the backslidden and the worldly to
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turn again to their Saviour. Old men’s heads are
bowed, and the younger sit trembling, as she points
out, with Scripture proof, the nearness of the judg-
ment day. And as she tells of the love of Jesus, who
will receive the lowest and the lowliest, sobs rise from
every part of the room, and penitent sinners cry out
for mercy.

The neighbors know the child. Dutiful and obedi-
ent she is to .her parents, living herself so that she
may see Jesus; and they know the message has en-
tered her own young life. But this power,—it is, as
they say, the angels who talk to her. Almost an angel
herself she seems, and truly she is a messenger of
God. The people remember how the older ones who
preached this message have been silenced in the jails;
but God’s message, they say, cannot be stopped. Out
of the mouth of babes and sucklings hath God per-
fected praise.

As the little girl doses with a call for all to come to
Jesus who have not already done so, an old man, a
father in the neighborhood, but not a priest, kneels
down to pray, and all fall upon their knees with him.
He prays earnestly, and afterwards many others pray,
some pleading for themselves, some for dear ones
who are not yet saved.

The short afternoon is gone, and the shadows slip
over the assembly as they still kneel. And when they
rise, it is to sing another hymn for dosing. The little
girl has slipped down from the table, and sits meekly
in a chair by her mother, quiet as any little girl by
her mother’s side, no longer the preacher. Her mes-
sage has been given, her work is done for today; and
they who would find peace turn to the old men and
the old women, Christian fathers and mothers who
can lead them to Jesus in private prayer and study.

The Boy Preacher
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At last we all slip out to go back over the frozen
lakes, under the clear white moonlight, to our homes,
made certain in our souls that the King is near the
door.



73

A MOTHER IN BIBLE TIMES TEACHING THE
SCRIPTURES TO HER CHILDREN
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To be Caught
was to Die!

Today’s story comes from a northern mountain
valley of Italy several hundred years ago. From the
700s on in the “Dark Ages” it was against the law for
the people to have or read a Bible. That’s why it was
‘Dark”! The false leaders knew that if the people read
the Bible, they could not trick them. So they killed
anyone caught with a Bible and burned the precious
Word of God!

That’s why people fled to America in the early
days.  They wanted a country where people could
worship as they felt they should.

 Religious freedom is one of the teachings of the
Bible.  So - they outlawed the Bible! Not only was the
Bible outlawed, it became a death penalty to own or
even read it!  At times, it was worthy of death just to
know someone who had a Bible if you didn’t tell on
them!  That’s how much false religion fears the true
Bible!

Katrina was a Waldensian living in one of the Pied-
mont valleys of northern Italy toward the end of the
middle ages.  For hundreds of years, the Waldenses
secretly had Bibles hidden.  They read and memo-
rized them, and secretly distributed them to those
who could read throughout all of Europe.  Many of
the Waldenses were caught and martyred.  At times,
crusades were sent out to destroy all the Waldenses.
But God always preserved a remnant.  It was the
seeds from their witness and from the Bibles they
distributed that eventually helped to bring about a
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reformation and religious freedom.
Katrina, like other Waldenses, spent long hours

with her Bible.  She did not know if she would al-
ways have it.  She spent evenings by the light of the
fire, with the shutters closed, memorizing large por-
tions of its sacred messages.  The stories of Jesus
were her favorite sections.  She committed totally to
memory the gospels of Matthew and John, as well as
several of the books of Paul.

Katrina knew that she could not marry anyone
unless he had the same love for the Bible that she
did.  But in the providence of God, He directed her to
another Waldensian young man who shared her faith
and convictions.  Soon a little girl was added to their
home whom they named Amanda.

As Amanda grew, her mother carefully instilled
within her the treasures of the Bible that she herself
had learned from her mother’s knee.  Amanda’s ear-
liest recollections were of family worship, reading the
stories from the Bible.  At a very young age she had
already memorized large portions of Scripture.  She
was also drilled in the importance of secrecy, and of
the danger of owning such a Book.  To Be Caught
Was to Die!  But to read it and obey it was to have
eternal life.  She knew of Jesus’ words: “He who finds
his life will lose it, and he who loses his life for My
sake will find it” (Matthew 10:39).

Amanda was growing up.  Then one day, so sud-
denly and unexpectedly, it happened!  Father was gone
and mother was kneading the bread dough, getting
ready to put it into pans for the oven.  Mother, as
usual when no one was around, had her Bible open
upon the table while kneading her bread dough.  This
was a time when she often memorized.  Amanda was
sure if she kept memorizing that someday she would

To Be Caught was to Die!
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know the whole Book by heart.  It was at that instant
that Amanda heard hoof beats coming around the
trail to their valley home at the foot of the moun-
tains.  They were almost upon them before she heard
the sound.  She just had time to peak out to find two
soldiers jumping off their horse in front of the door!

“Mother!” she screamed in a whispered yell — for
the soldiers mustn’t hear, “Mother, they’re soldiers!”
That’s all she needed to say.  But she knew they were
caught, for the soldiers did not wait to knock, they
simply knocked the door open and walked in, look-
ing for the Book.  To be caught was to die, and
Amanda knew they were caught!  The Bible was right
there and there was no time to hide it!

“Where’s the Book,” they demanded!  “You have
been reported as having a Bible.  Turn it over to us
now.” Amanda was shocked, surely they could see
the Bible lying open right there upon the Table.  She
looked at her mother, but the Bible was not there!
Where was it?  All she saw was mother calmly put-
ting the last pan of bread into the oven as though
this was an every day occurrence and she couldn’t be
bothered until her bread was safely baking.

Then turning around, mother simply said, “I don’t
know who could have reported such a thing.  You
won’t find a Bible in this house.  But you can search
if you like.”

“Why mother!” Amanda thought to herself, for she
had been taught never to lie.  Now, of course, if the
soldiers could not find the Bible, her mother had not
lied, but how could she be so sure they wouldn’t?
How could she be so calm? she wondered.  How could
mother have hidden it so quickly? and where?  She
hadn’t moved from where she had been standing while
kneading the bread.  It was a mystery too great for
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her to ponder.
So the soldiers began to look.  One kept a careful

eye on Katrina and her daughter Amanda while the
other began to ransack the house.  Amanda wasn’t
too worried when the one started in the tiny loft —
although she cringed as they overturned her bed and
few belongings, ‘ even poking holes in some of her
things to see where it might be hidden.  He searched
where mother and father slept — would they ever be
able to straighten out the house again?  Amanda
watched with amusement as they went from corner
to corner, not missing a nook or cranny.  He tested
all the boards of the floor and the timber of the walls
to see if there might be a secret hiding place.  Obvi-
ously he has done this before.

And now he came to where mother had been mak-
ing her bread.  Surely he would find it now!  He opened
the firebox to see if there were any remnants of a
burnt book inside, but Amanda knew her mother
would not likely have put it there, nor had she heard
her lift the lid to the firebox.  But Amanda was con-
cerned, surely he would find it soon and where could
she run?  The one soldier continued to keep a care-
ful eye on her and her mother. There was no escape!
Where could mother have hidden it?  And how could
mother maintain such calmness and composure!  The
soldier opened the cupboards and emptied them out.
He opened the oven door, but all that was there were
loaves of bread baking.

“I told you that you won’t find a Bible in this house,”
mother reminded them.  Amanda was beginning to
believe her.  Finally, in frustration, they left.  Evi-
dently it was a false report that they had received.

Amanda held her breath until they could no longer
hear the horses.  Then, still whispering from fear,

To Be Caught was to Die!
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and beginning to shake from the stress, Amanda said:
“Mother, wherever did you put the Bible?  Where is
it?

But her mother calmly said, “Let me take the bread
out of the oven first, I was afraid it might get too
done before they left.”

“There now, doesn’t that look fine?” she said, hold-
ing up the first loaf.  “Isn’t it wonderful how the Lord
always provides for our needs.  Dear, we must thank
the Lord for protecting us, for surely, if He had not
sent His angel we would have been caught.”

“But mother, where is the Bible?  Did an angel
really take it?”

“Not exactly, my dear,” Katrina answered.  “But an
angel did tell me what to do.  Come, let us kneel and
thank God for His protection.” So there within that
humble home, their prayers ascended in grateful
thanksgiving for God’s merciful protection.

“Now, dear,” said mother upon rising from her
knees, as though she had forgotten all about the sol-
diers and Amanda’s question, “We must let the bread
cool before taking it from the pans.  As you can see,
they are extra done since the soldiers were here for
so long.  We will have some for supper when father
comes.  He should be here shortly.” Then, as though
remembering Amanda’s question, she said, “You’ll find
out about the Bible when Father comes.”

Now Amanda watched the path for Father.  Upon
seeing him, she ran to give him the exciting details of
the day.  “Wherever mother put the Bible I do not
know,” Amanda breathlessly said.  “But surely, as
the good Word says, ‘The angel of the Lord encamps
all around those who fear Him, and delivers them’
(Psalm 34:7).  He delivered us today, Father!  I’m
sure it was a miracle!
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As Father and Amanda entered, the table was set.
The rest of the house was still a wreck, but mother
said they would eat first and begin to straighten up
later.  All Amanda and Father were interested in was
where the Bible was.  But the table was set, and there
in the middle was a loaf of bread.  It wasn’t the pret-
tiest loaf of bread, as mother had evidently not had
time to smooth it out when the soldiers came.  After
grace, mother cut the bread.  Usually Father cut it,
but this time mother insisted.  How carefully, almost
reverently, she cut through the crust, as though this
loaf of bread was the most precious thing on earth.

“Mother!  There’s the Bible!” Amanda screamed
again in her whisper-like yell.  Father leaned over
wide-eyed to see the wonder also.  Carefully mother
pealed the bread away from the precious Word.  It
seemed unhurt, as though miraculously preserved.
It was totally intact.  And the soldiers had never found
it.

“So that is what happened to the Bible!” exclaimed
Amanda in wonder.  “You wrapped it in the bread
dough and stuck it in the oven.  Surely, if you had
not been studying the Bible while making your bread,
you could not have hidden it and the soldiers would
have found it.”

“That is right,” said mother.  “When the soldiers
came, I didn’t have time to even think.  But it was as
if an Angel spoke to me and my hands obeyed.  I
wrapped the Bible in the bread dough and put it in
the last loaf of bread and put it into the oven.  I
would never have been able to think of it so quickly.
Surely the Lord has protected us.”

To Be Caught was to Die!
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SojourSojourSojourSojourSojourner Trner Trner Trner Trner Truthuthuthuthuth
Who has not heard of Sojourner Truth, that well-

known African lady who so nobly defended the rights
of her race in the civil war?

She was the daughter of James and Betsey, slaves
of Col. Ardinburgh, and was born in Ulster Co., N. Y.,
at just what period no one, much less herself, has
been able to determine. Bred in an atmosphere of
ignorance of which we can little imagine, it is no won-
der that she could not definitely fix the date of her
birth. As she herself says, days come and go, and
years elapse without sense of their departure to the
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poor, untutored slaves, who count time but as a con-
stant routine of toil, and who measure it off at inter-
vals but by some unusual event in their monotonous
existence.

The only event on which to base any substantial
conclusion as to her age, was her liberation in 1817.
At this time, an act went into force in the Northern
States, which freed all slaves who were forty years of
age. Placing her age at that time at the lowest pos-
sible figure, forty years, although she was probably
older, her birth-year would have been 1777. But So-
journer lived not so much in great age as in great
deeds.

Up to the time of her emancipation, she had served
live masters, suffering and enduring all the hardships,
privations, and abuse with which all slaves have been
only too familiar. During this time, she took the sur-
name of her master, as was common for slaves, re-
ceiving a new cognomen with each new owner. Her
first name was Isabella. The name by which she has
been so familiarly and reverently known throughout
the United States was of her own invention: Sojourner,
from her many wanderings; and Truth, from the
name of her last and great Master. In her own words,
“God is my last Master, and His name is Truth; and
Truth shall be my abiding name till I die.”

She was married once, and had five children, from
all of whom she was separated, although permitted
to see them frequently. Soon after being liberated,
she commenced her traveling career, going from place
to place through the New England States, exhorting
for the cause of truth in all things, and pleading and
demanding justice for her downtrodden race. In this
she continued until the war of the Rebellion broke
out in 1861, when she went to Washington, there to

Sojourner Truth
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care for the wounded troops, and to instruct the newly
emancipated slaves who crowded, half-naked, half-
starved, dirty, ragged, and homeless, into that city
from the border States. By her energy, tact, and un-
tiring devotion they were provided with comfortable
lodgings, taught that cleanliness is next to godliness,
and provided with suitable employment.

After the close of the war, though then nearly ninety,
Sojourner traveled in behalf of her people, laboring
in twenty-two States, speaking in senate-house, halls,
churches, and in nearly every important convention
and meeting where she might hope to further their
interests, always ways to large and appreciative au-
diences. Presidents, senators, judges, authors, lec-
turers, —all were proud to give her greeting, to take
the hard, black hands with in their own, and to wish
the “old aunty” God-speed on her noble mission. By
many of these her name has been made immortal.
She is the “Libyan Sibyl” of Harriet Beecher Stowe,
and the ideal, Sibilla Libica which the chisel of that
eminent sculptor, Mr. Store, has given to the world.

Before the war her theme was the emancipation
and enfranchisement of the colored people; after the
war, it was to obtain from the government, land in
the far West, where they might make for themselves
happy homes, and independently work out their own
fortunes. She was also a zealous advocate for the
enfranchisement of women, and claimed warm friend-
ship with many of the noted women of that cause.

 She was an ardent temperance and religious re-
former, and possessed a most striking faith and
simple piety. Many hearts, which were never warmed
by the eloquence of the learned, were stirred by her
homely renderings of the gospel. She used but one
text, as she told the renowned Dr. Beecher, ‘When I
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preaches, I has jest one text to preach from, an’ I
always preaches from this one. My text is, ‘When I
found Jesus.’ “

Nature seems to have endowed her with the spirit
of eloquence and poetry. Says Harriet Beecher Stowe
concerning her: “I never knew a person who possessed
so much of that subtle, controlling power, called pres-
ence, as she.” Wendell Phillips says that he has known
a few words from her to electrify an audience, and
affect them as he never saw persons affected by an-
other.

Her memory, also, was remarkable for one so aged.
She distinctly remembered the well-known “dark day”
of New England, although but a very small child, per-
haps five or six years old. She says, “The candle was
lit, the chickens went to roost, and the rooster
crowed.” If Sojourner was indeed an actual witness
of that wonderful phenomenon in May 19, 1780, the
reader can very readily figure out her approximate
age.

Other events of that early day were quite fresh in
her mind. She distinctly remembered seeing the sol-
diers of the old Revolutionary war “limping about
with their bandaged wounds.” She said she had
reached her full height, which was nearly six feet;
when the first steamboat moved up the, Hudson River
in 1809, and that the “Dutchmen were very angry
because it frightened away the fishes.” She often spoke
of seeing the Ulster Gazette brought in, draped in
mourning, on the death of General Washington which
occurred Dec. 14, 1799. At that time she was a gown-
up woman.

In early youth the habit of smoking was contracted
by Sojourner, but as time wore on, she became con-
vinced that the habit was wrong. She had no courage

Sojourner Truth
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to chide others for using liquor —while she used to-
bacco, and she accordingly quit the habit.

The Bible tells us that no unclean thing can enter
the kingdom of heaven. Now what can be more filthy
than the breath of a smoker?

Her African dialect, quaint speeches, and genial
ways, won for her an ever willing and interested au-
dience. Her witty sayings would make a volume of
themselves, had they been preserved. We give an apt
illustrations of her ready repartee and fertile brain.

Once at a crowded public meeting in Faneuil Hall,
Frederick Douglass was one of the chief speakers. He
had been describing the wrongs of the black race,
growing more and more excited, finally ending by say-
ing that they had no hope of justice from the whites—
no possible hope except in their own right arms. They
must fight for themselves, and redeem themselves,
or it never would be done. Sojourner was sitting, tall
and dark, on the very front seat, facing the platform;
and in the hush of deep feeling, after Douglass sat
down, she spoke out in her deep, peculiar voice, heard
all over the house, “Fred! is God dead?” The effect
was electrical, and thrilled through the house, chang-
ing, as by a flash, the whole feeling of the audience.
Not another word she said, or needed to say; it was
enough.

In her travels she carried a little book containing
the history of her life and work, and also extracts
from the testimonials and numerous letters which
she had received from time to time from distinguished
men and women; for though she could neither read
nor write, her correspondence was large and varied.
Among the first and most treasured is that of the
lamented President Lincoln, who has inscribed in his
hurried style,
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“For Aunty Sojourner Truth. A. Lincoln, October
29, 1864.”

From President Grant, who, she declared, “was in
a most drefful hurry to put down his name,” on being
asked to write in the “Book of Life,” written in his
hurried manner, are the lines, “Sojourner Truth. U.S.
Grant, March 31, 1870.”

The sale of her photo and biography, a book of
over three hundred pages, was her only support, with
the exception of contributions from personal friends.
Many of the photographs bear one of her characteris-
tic sayings, “I sell the shadder to support the sub-
stance.” By these proceeds she was enabled to ob-
tain a modest little home in Battle Creek, Mich., where
she lived for more than a quarter of a century, es-
teemed by an intelligent community. Here she sought
occasional reposed from her self-imposed and ardu-
ous labors, and here she closed her eventful life, No-
vember 26, 1883. Her remains were deposited in
Oakhill Cemetery, there to await the return of the
Life-giver, who will reward every one according as his
works have been.

Sojourner Truth
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The Brave Sailor BoyThe Brave Sailor BoyThe Brave Sailor BoyThe Brave Sailor BoyThe Brave Sailor Boy
In Holland, where the Rhine flows into the sea,

there lived in 1666, an admiral, who understood the
sea as well as a general does the land. His name was
Michael Adriaanszoon de Ruiter, — a name honored
by every true Hollander. He was born at Vliessinger,
Zeeland, in 1607. His parents were poor people, and
wished to train their son to a trade; but he longed to
venture upon the sea and become a sailor.

Accordingly, he sailed on a ship which traded with
Morocco. The merchant, who followed the good
maxim, “Your own eyes are better than another’s
glasses,” himself sailed with the ship, and soon found
that the sailor, Ruiter, was very useful, and, what
was more  important, a true man. He therefore trusted
him in many ways in which it is not usual to trust a
ship-boy.

Once, when the annual fair at Morocco was near,
the merchant became so sick that he could not make
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the voyage to Africa. He resolved, “I will trust to no
one but Ruiter the ship’s cargo, which I will send to
the market of Morocco.”

Then he summoned him to his presence, and said:
“Michael, you see how I am situated. I cannot go

to Morocco. My book-keeper is an old man. What,
think you, should I do?”

“Send another trusty man, Mijnheer,” said Ruiter.
“Right!” cried the merchant. But whom shall I

send?”
“That you must know better than I, Mijnheer,” was

Ruiter’s reply.
“It is an important business,” said the merchant.
“I know it is.” said Ruiter.
“Hear! “ continued the merchant. “You must un-

dertake the business. You shall be my super-cargo.”
(Thus he is called who has charge of merchandise
sent by the sea.)

So it was arranged. Ruiter received clothing and
pay suited to his rank. The sailors looked surprised
when their young comrade came on board as super-
cargo; but they thought, “The merchant is no fool,
and he has chosen the right man.” This was soon
very evident. The ship sailed away, landed at Mo-
rocco, and Ruiter arranged in the market-place his
goods which consited of fine woolen cloths.

There ruled in Morocco at that time a Bey or
prince, with despotic power. The property and lives
of all the subjects were at his disposal. and also all
who came into the country for the purposes of trade.
There was neither right nor justice. No man’s head
rested very firmly between his shoulders.

One beautiful morning the Bey himself. with a
long retinue of courtiers, carie and stood before
Ruiter’s booth. He examined the cloth, and a piece of

The Brave Sailor Boy
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superior quality pleased him greatly.
“What is the cost?“ asked he.
Ruiter named the price his master had fixed.
The Bey offered half of it.
“I am not a cheat,” said Ruiter, “who asks half

more than the thing is worth, that he can, at last,
take the half ’ of what he has asked. The price is fixed.
Besides, it is not my property. I am only my master’s
servant.”

All that was lawful; but in Morocco there was no
law. Everybody looked alarmed, except Ruiter, as they
saw the angry face of the Bey.

“Do you not know,” said the Boy, “that I am the
master of your life?

“I know that well, Heer Bey,” said Ruiter; “but I
know also that I have not asked over much, and that
I have a duty, as servant of my master, to care for his
interest, and not to think of myself. That I will do
until death, and you shall have the cloth not a penny
cheaper. Do what you are willing to answer for before
God.”

The merchants, when they heard these words, were
full of fear. “Good-bye, Ruiter,” thought they, “you will
never see another sunrise.”

They were mistaken. The Bey looked upon the
handsome young man with angry eyes. All waited for
the brief command, “Off with his head!” but be said,
“I give you until to-morrow for reflection. If you do
not change your mind, make your will.”

Then he went away. Ruiter calmly put the cloth in
its place, and began to wait upon his other custom-
ers.

Now arose an uproar among the merchants. “For
Heaven’s sake, give him the cloth,” cried they. “If he
cuts off your head,—and he will do it, as sure as you
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live, then your life, and all your master’s goods, and
the ship besides, are lost. And what will become of
us? Give it,—’tis but a trifle,—and save the rest and
yourself.”

“I am in God’s hand,” said Ruiter. “He who is not
true in small things, how shall be be true in great
things? If my master loses a penny through me, I am
not a faithful servant. I shall not yield a hair.”

On the following morning Ruiter stood in his
booth. The Bey approached and looked grimly at
Ruiter. Behind him walked one who was clothed in
garments red as blood, and had a broad-sword in
his band. The people of Morocco knew him, and
shunned him as fire. He was the public executioner.
The Bey paused before Ruiter’s booth, and looking
sternly at him, cried out, “Have you as yet come to a
conclusion?”

“Yes,” said Ruiter. “I shall give the cloth not a penny
less than I asked yesterday. If you wish my life, take
it; but I will die with a clear conscience, and as a true
servant of my master.”

All the people held their breath, for the one clad
in the red garment examined the edge of his sword,
and smiled like a demon in his bloody work.

Then the face of the Bey changed, and suddenly
became clear and bright. “By the beard of the
prophet,” cried he (and that is the highest oath of a
’Turk),“ thou art a noble soul. A truer servant I have
never met, and would to God I had such an one.”
Then he turned to his attendants, and said, “Take

this Christian for a model.” To Ruiter he s a i d ,
“Give me thy hand, Christian. Thou shalt be my
friend.” He ihrcw a purse of gold upon the table, and
said, “It is thou may’st believe, as much as thou hast
asked. I will make of the cloth a robe of honor, as a

The Brave Sailor Boy
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memorial of thy fidelity.”
Ruiter returned to Holland with large profits; but

he said nothing of ’ this occurrcncc to his master, who
learned it first from others.

This was the beginning of Ruiter’s great fortune.
He soon became captain of his master’s ship, and
after his master’s death. he entered the naval service
of Holland. He rose rapidly, and finally attained the
highest  rank, that of an admiral, and won many vic-
tories over the enemies of his country.
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