




I4 THE PASSION FOR SOULS 

With a wave of his hand for silence, he began: 
"We watched their advance; there were fonL of them--all 

zealons to make Him known. 
"Thou knowest, my lord, of the sign that meets the traveller 

jnst inside the border of my kingdom. It reads as follows: 
" 'It is absolutely fo,bidden to cross this bo,der into Afghan

istan territory.� 
"Well, they knelt down amund it and prayed, but, in spite 

of this, our valiant forces prevailed, Fifty feet from the sign, 
· on a pile of rocks, sits an Afghan guard, rifle in hand. After
praying, the little company stepped boldly over the border and
entered the Forbidden Land. The guard allowed them to ad
vance twenty paces, then, like a flash of lightning, three shots
were fired and three of the. company lay on the ground, two
of them dead, the third wounded. His comrade hastily dragged
the wounded man back to the border, where, after a short sick
ness, he died, while he !,p:nself lost heart and fled from the
country.u

Prolonged cheering followed this recital, and great joy
filled every heart, Satan's. most of all, for was he not still
in possession of the Closed Lands, and had he not triumphed
on every field? The Message, thanks to his countless hordes,
had still been kept out, nor had the dreaded Name yet been
heard.

"Wilt thou not tell us, oh, thou Mighty One, why thou art
so anxious to keep the knowledge from these our empires?
Knowest thou not that the. kingdoms of the Prince of India,
the Prince of Cbjna and His Royal Highness the Prince of
Africa, are being invaded by strong forces, and that men are
turning to Christ every day?"

"Ah, yes, full well I know. But listen all, and I will explain
why I am so jealons for the Closed Lands," answered Satan,
while all bent forward to hear.

"There are several prophecies, perhaps best summed up in
this one," he began, "which reads as follows: 'This gospel of
the kingdom shall be preached in all the world for a witness
unto all nations; and then shall the end come.' Now it is very
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clear," he con tinned in a low tone, "that God is visiting the 
Gentiles, 'to take out of them a people for his name,' and 'after 
this/ He says, 'I will return'; and the Great Commission im
plies that disciples are to be made from among all nations. 

"Now," he exclaimed with indignation, "Jesus Christ can
not return to reign until every nation has heard the Good News, 
for it reads, 'I beheld a great mnltitude, which no man conld 
nnmber, of all nations, and kindreds, and people, and tongues' 
(Rev. 7: 9). Hence, it matters not how many missionaries are 
sent to countries already evangelized, nor how many converts 
are made, for not until the message of the Gospel has been 
proclaimed in Alaska, Tibet, Afghanistan and our other 
domains, where it has never yet been heard, will He return 
to reign.'' 

"Then," broke in the Prince of French Inda-China, "if we 
can keep every messenger out of the Closed Lands, we can 
prevent His coming to reign on the earth and so frustrate the 
purposes of the Most High." 

"And that we will," cried the proud Prince of Cambodia. 
"Only the other day," he continued, "a missionary himself 
wrote saying, 'At this time we do not know of a single Cam
bodian who has a saving knowledge of our Saviour J esns 
Christ.' We will see to it, Your Majesty, that not one escapes." 

"That is good," said Satan. "Let us be even more vigilant 
and frustrate every attempt to enter the Closed Lands.'' 

As the great plan dawned upon them, they shouted with 
glee, and hurried back to their empires, more determined 
than ever to prevent the escape of a single sonl. 

Fifty years passed. Restlessly His Satanic Majesty paced 
back and forth. Dark, foreboding frowns passed over his 
countenance. It was quite apparent that something of an un
usnal nature was troubling him. 

"It must not be," he muttered to himself. "And the very 
plan, too," he continu�d in a louder tone. "Yes, - the very 
plan. They seem to have caught a vision of it at last. 'Evan
gelize,' 'pioneer,' I don't like these words. And then that 
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"Prince of Afghanistan," began Satan again, "thou bas

guarded well my domains. Shouldst thou also fail me, I know

not where to turn." 
There was no reply. Silence held the great audience spell-

bound. 
"Speak, 0 Prince. Have th�y entered?" 
"They have, my lord.',' 
"Prince of Afghanistan," exclaimed the fiend, springing for

ward with fury in every expression, "hast thou not been true?"

"Yes, my lord, I have, but it was no use. We did our best.

Up until a year ago, not a soul heard. Then two young men

were sent by that Pioneer Society, and--" 
"Curse them!" broke in Satan. 
"The whole church prayed," continued the Prince. "They 

all seem to know that He will not come to reign until the 
Gospel has been preached in every tongue. Angels guarded. 
Oh, yes, we fought, but could not withstand them. On they 
came, and a week ago one man accepted the Christ and several 
others have already heard." 

"And now," roared Satan, "all is lost! Thousands have 
been saved in India and China, but the news I have just heard 
is the worst of all. He �ay come now. At least it will not be 
long, for with the vision of these people, every tribe, tongue 
and nation will be reached. And then, woe, woe is me!" 
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CHAPTER II 

THE "mGH RIGGER" 

I
T WAS a marvellous feat. Even for a "High Rigger" it was 
considered unique and out of the ordinary. Never will the 
carefree lumberjacks of the Pacific Coast forget the shiver 

that ran through them as they gazed at that reckless, nerveless, 
fearless fignre poised between earth and sky. It was an ex
perience which one is forced to remember. 

The tree had been chosen the day before-a great three
huodred-foot Douglas fir, almost five feet through at the base, 
straight as a die and bare almost to the top. It was not an 
unusual tree, at least for British Columbia, but a tree especially 
chosen and well fitted for the "High Rigging." 

The "High Rigger," a young fellow about nineteen, with a 
merry face and a sort of happy-go-lucky expression on bis 
countenance, was the centre of observation, for that day at 
least. After weeks of special practice, he had become one of 
the best "High Riggers" on the coast. 

Springing at the trunk of the tree, with spikes on bis shoes 
and belt around his slender waist, he tore up the first fifty 
feet like a squlrrel, and was far above the group of sturdy 
lumbermen standing below almost before they realized that 
he had gone. Throwing bis rope about him, planting bis 
spikes firmly in, with head back, foot after foot he made his 
Way, the muscles of bis body readily responding to bis every 
movement. 

Up and up and up, higher and higher he mounted, while 
the great top of the tree swayed and rocked back and forth 
under bis movements. Necks ached, eyes became blurred with 
the strain and men lay down on their backs to watch. Exclama
tions of delight and admiratjon were heard on every side, 
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