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I read it tlroztg, axid I feel as if I had neyer seen the Book before.
I have spent înost of rny life in reading and expounding it, yet it
seems as if I had neyer seen it. It is so nexv, so rich, s0 varicd, the
truth flashing from a thou3and unexpected and undiscovered points,J
with a light above thc brigyhtness of the suni. And tliat summer-
reading of the Bible is what 1 cali tuning the instrument.

If anybody does flot believe the Bibie, lie lias neyer read it
througli; lie may have read a littie here and there, xvitlî generai
conînientaries and critîcisms betv;een, but lie lias flot read the whole.
Once, txvo men said, 1'We will disprove the conversion of Paul."
They read it througlî-and wrote a book in proof of it. So xviii
God deai witlî ail destructive crities wlîo really niake themselves
masters of the situation they intended to overtlirow.. ....

It is wonderfui, if you read the whole, lîow it gets hoid of you
somewhere. I have tried it; and I appeal to you who know là best,
xvhether you xviii wiilingly let it drop out of your fingers, when it
lias once got into tue movement and necessity of your being.

Suppose you slîould ask a man to read this book clean through
at one sitting. What would his notions be ? I do not ask him the
memory of particular texts, but I xvould say, " What are your gen-
erai notions ?" I slîould not be surprised to hear himi say: " It is
a vey solemnu book. There were deep soundings in it that made
mne slîudder with a clîill thîe like of xvhich I neyer feit before."

Wliat more? " The infinite reluctance with which God gives up
man ; that struck me in reading the Book from end to end. The
pain, tlîe yearning of God, tue moan of a mother, the cry of a broken
lîeart-it was very ivonderful. I felt in reading it as if God xvere
putting out both his arms, straining his eyes after me, and crying
out to me, ' Corne back!' I cried at some parts of it imyseif ; I for-
Crlet just now where tlîey were, but 1 thixik you wili find the tears on
the pages here and there even yet. It seemed as if God was say-
ing, ' Imagi•e of my countenance, upriglît like myseif, susceptive of
inimortalîty, conîpanion of my life, xvrecked and shattered, wounded
and dying, yet how can I give thee up? Ve were flot made for
death; wlîy xvill ye die?'

What more ? " I remember it xvas a rigliteozis Book. Tiiere were
.pages in it wvhen the wicked man had his own way ; but presently
God searched him out and brouglit lîim to judgment. It made me
,glad, and in tue middle of miy reading I thouglt-wonld that the
Book were at the basis of ail political legisiation, at tie heart b all
commercial enterprise; would that it were the secret of all civilisa-
tion, aind the inspiratioil of ail doniestic and national life.

" CAnd I remember tlîis about it, tliat it .çeemns te' le ail other
books. 1 have read a great many books, and I feel now that 1 need
not have read thîem; they are ail liere. Novels-it is ail there
in tlîe prodigai son.. Two men, the runaway son, the scape-


