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122 THE GLEANER.

in the course of giving up the opium
he will die, and he says, * I dare pot.”

But after the service a conversation
was bogun, and the scholar was told of
the worship of the God that Confucius
mentions—the God of China before
Confucius lived. * Perhaps you would
like to look at one of our booke.” The
0ld Testament was put into his hands,
and he was told to read the first chap-
ter of Gonesis. And he read it. He
said, T am amazed at the besuty of
that first chapter, at the majesty, at
the wonderful power of that chapter.”
When he had read that first chapter,
unconsciously to himself, he had taken
the first step to God. He came again
and again, and heard the Gospel and
read the Bible, and the result was that
one Sunday he said, “ T am going to be
a Christian. I am going to give up
all my Confucianism, but the first
thing I am going to do is to give up
my opium.” The preacher said to
him, * Well, we are very glad of that,
but you will have to be very oareful.
Do it gradually. It is a very serious
business.” He said, “I know it is,
but I am not going to do it gradually.
It is wrong, and from this moment I
will never touch opium as long as I
live I"

He was employed as a tutor by a
rich merchant who was a great opinm-
smoker himself. By-and-by his em-
ployer said to him, “Come away to
your opium.” “No,” he replied, “ I
am never going to smoke it again.”

The rich merchant smiled sarcasti-
cally, and said: * Before midnight
comes you will want it. When you
do, here it is on the tray. Here is
the opium, and here are the lights.”
Midnight came and found this man in

intense agony. Every bone in his
body ached, and forced an indescrib-
able wail from him. Sleep fled from
his eyes as though they were never
intended for sleep. As night went on
the psin increased, and he felt as
though the outside world were in ter-
rible conflict with tho influences that
made up his own individuality.

In the next room was the opium all
ready ; but he never took a step to-
wards it. He and the opium were
separated forever. There was a new
force in his life. No; he would not
move, although it seemed that the
night would never end, and that the
Chinese sun was shining in his eyes
all through. No; he would suffer,
but he would not take the opium as
long as he lived. That was the same
power that evoked the martyr's spirit.
This Chinese scholar was being brought
among those whose names have stamp-
ed themselves upon history. For years
this man has been one of our chief
workers, and one of our best pastors,
a man whom the Chinese can look up
to. 1 often hear him pray. His
prayers are mainly Christ and Him
crucified. Christ my Saviour.” And
as I listen I am not listening to any
theological statement, for I know that
the man is going back upon his old
life of sin and of opium, and that it is
passing vividly before his mind as he
gays, ** Christ has saved me,”

You ask that man if the Bible is
inspired. Ask him! He will look
with pity on you. You say, “ But
what evidence have. you!’ He says,
“My life. Everything is changed !"
Dear friends, hold on to the Bible—
don’t give it up for all the noise and
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