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 A woman came from the city, to visit her younger sister in the country. The 
elder was a city merchant’s wife; the younger, a country mujik’s. The two sisters 
drank tea together and talked. The older sister began to boast—to praise up her 
life in the city; how she lived roomily and elegantly, and went out, and how she 
dressed her children, and what rich things she had to eat and drink, and how 
she went to drive, and to walk, and to the theater.
 The younger sister felt affronted, and began to deprecate the life of the mer-
chant, and to set forth the advantages of her own,—that of the peasant.
 “I wouldn’t exchange my life for yours,” says she. “Granted that we live 
coarsely, still we don’t know what fear is. You live more elegantly; but you have 
to sell a great deal, else you find yourselves entirely sold. And the proverb runs, 
‘Loss is Gain’s bigger brother.’ It also happens, today you’re rich, but tomorrow 
you’re a beggar. But our mujiks’ affairs are more reliable; the mujik’s life is mea-

ger, but long; we may not 
be rich, but we have 
enough.”
 The elder sister be-
gan to say:
 “Enough,—I should 
think so! So do pigs and 
calves! No fine dresses, 
no good society. How 
your goodman works! 
How you live in the 
dunghill! And so you 
will die and it will be the 

same thing with your children.”
 “Indeed,” said the younger, “our affairs are all right. We live well. We truck-
le to no one, we stand in fear of no one. But you in the city all live in the midst of 
temptations; today it’s all right; but tomorrow up comes some improper person, 
I fear, to tempt you, and tempts your khozyaïn either to cards, or to wine, or to 
women. And everything goes to ruin. Isn’t it so?”
 Pakhom, the “goodman,” was listening on the oven1, as the women dis-
cussed.
 “That’s true,” says he, “the veritable truth. As we peasants from childhood 
turn up mother earth, so folly stays in our head, and does not depart. Our one 
trouble is,—so little land. If I only had as much land as I wanted, I shouldn’t be 
afraid of any one—even of the Devil.”
 The women drank up their tea, talked some more about dresses, put away 
the dishes, and went to bed.
 But the Devil was sitting behind the oven; he heard everything. He was 
delighted because the peasant woman had induced her husband to boast with 



4

her; he had boasted that, if he had land enough, the Devil could not get him!
 “All right,” he thinks; “you and I’ll have to fight it out. I will give you a lot of 
land. I’ll get you through the land.”
 Pakhom’s neighbor was a lady who owned a little estate. She had one hun-
dred and twenty dessyatins2. For a long time she had never harmed the peas-
ants in any way, living in peace with them. But lately she had installed a retired 
soldier as superintendent, and he worried the peasants with fines. No matter 
how careful Pakhom was, a horse would invade his neighbor’s oat-field, or his 
cow would stray into her garden or the calves into the pasture. There was a fine 
for everything.
 Pakhom paid, growled, beat his family, and in the course of the summer 
laid up much sin upon his soul because of the superintendent. He found relief 
only by keeping his cattle in the yard. He begrudged the fodder, but he was thus 
spared much anxiety.
 In the winter the rumor spread that his neighbor meant to dispose of her 
land and that the superintendent thought of buying it. When the peasants 
heard this they were greatly troubled.
 If the superintendent becomes the master, they judged, there will be no end 
to the fines.
 They importuned the lady to sell the land to the community and not to the 
superintendent. As they promised to pay her more than the latter, she agreed. 
The peasants held a meeting, then met again, but came to no understanding. 
The Devil sowed dissensions. Finally they decided that each should buy land 
according to his means, and the owner consented again.
 When Pakhom heard that a neighboring peasant had bought twenty 
dessyatins of the land, with time extension to pay one-half of the purchase 
price, he became envious. “They’ll sell the whole land, and I’ll go empty-hand-
ed.” He consulted with his wife. “The peasants are buying land. We must get 
ten dessyatins,” he said. They considered how to arrange the matter.
 They had saved a hundred 
rubles3. They sold a foal, one-
half of their beehives, hired the 
son out as a laborer, and thus 
succeeded in scraping one-half 
of the money together.
 Pakhom looked over a 
tract of land of fifteen dessyat-
ins, with a grove, and negoti-
ated with his neighbor. He 
contracted for the fifteen 
dessyatins and paid his ear-
nest money. Then they drove 
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to the city and made out the deed. He paid one-half of the money and agreed to 
pay the rest in two years. Pakhom now had land.
 He borrowed money from his brother-in-law, bought seed and sowed the 
purchased land. Everything came up beautifully. Inside of a year he was able to 
pay off his debts to the neighbor and to his brother-in-law. Pakhom was now a 
landowner in his own right. He cultivated his own ground, and cut his own pas-
turage. He was overjoyed. The grass had another look; different kinds of flow-

ers seemed to bloom on 
it. Once upon a time this 
land had looked to him the 
same as any other, but now 
is was a specially blessed 
piece of God’s earth.
 Pakhom was enjoy-
ing life. Everything would 
be well now if the peasants 
only left his fields alone, if 
they did not let their cat-
tle graze on his meadows. 
He admonished them in a 
friendly fashion. But they 
did not desist from driving 
their cows on his land, and 

at night the strangers’ horses invaded his grain. Pakhom chased them and for a 
time did not lay it up against the peasants. Finally, however, he lost patience and 
made a complaint to the court. He knew very well, tho, that necessity forced the 
peasants to do this, not love of wrongdoing. Still, he thought, he would have to 
teach them a lesson, or they would graze his land bare. A good lesson might be 
useful.
 With the help of the court he taught them more than one lesson; more than 
one peasant was fined. And so it happened that the peasants were in no ami-
able mood towards him and were eager to play tricks on him. He was soon at 
loggerheads with all his neighbors. His land had grown, but the confines of the 
community seemed all too narrow now.
 One day, as he was seated at home, a traveling peasant asked for a lodging. 
Pakhom kept him over night, gave him, plenty of meat and drink, inquired 
where he came from and talked of this and that. The peasant related that he 
was on the way from the lower Volga region, where he had been working. Many 
peasants had settled there. They were received into the community and ten 
dessyatins were allotted to each. Beautiful land! It made the heart feel glad to 
see it full of sheaves. A peasant had come there naked and poor, with empty 
hands, and now he had fifty dessyatins under wheat. Last year he sold his one 
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crop of wheat for five thousand rubles.
 Pakhom listened with delight. He thought: why plague oneself in this 
crowded section, if one can live fine elsewhere? I will sell my land and property 
and from the proceeds I will buy land on the lower Volga and start a farm. Here 
in this crowded corner there is nothing but quarreling. I will go and look things 
over for myself.
 When summer came he started on his journey. He went by boat to Samara 
on the Volga, then four hundred versts4 on foot. When he arrived at his jour-
ney’s end he found things even as they had been reported to him. Ten dessyatins 
were allotted to each person, and the mujiks5 were glad to receive the stranger 
into the community. If a man brought money with him he was welcome and 
could buy as much land as he pleased. Three rubles a dessyatin was the price for 
the best land.
 When Pakhom had investigated everything, he returned home, sold his 
land at a profit, sold his homestead and cattle, took leave from his community, 
and, when the spring came around, he journeyed with his family to the new 
lands.
 When he reached his destination with his family, Pakhom settled in a large 
village and registered in the community. Having treated the elders, he received 
his papers in good order. He had been taken into the community, and, in addi-
tion to the pasturage, land for five souls—fifty dessyatins in all—were allotted 
to him. He built a homestead and bought cattle. His allotment was twice as 
large as his former holdings. And what fertile land! He had enough of every-
thing and could keep as many head of cattle as he wished.
 In the beginning, while he was building and equipping his homestead, he 
was well satisfied. But after he had lived there a while he began to feel that 
the new lands were too narrow. The 
first year Pakhom sowed wheat on 
his allotted land. It came up boun-
tifully, and this created a desire to 
have more land at his disposal. He 
drove over to the merchant and 
leased some land for a year. The 
seed yielded a plentiful harvest. Un-
fortunately the fields were quite far 
from the village and the gathered 
grain had to be carted for a distance 
of fifteen versts. He saw peasant 
traders in the neighborhood own-
ing dairies and amassing wealth. 
How much better were it, thought 
Pakhom, to buy land instead of leas-
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ing it, and to start dairy-
ing. That would give me 
a well-rounded property, 
all in one hand.
 Then he came across 
a peasant who owned five 
hundred dessyatins of 
land, but found himself 
ruined and was eager to 
dispose of his property at 
a low figure. They closed 
a deal. Pakhom was to 
pay fifteen hundred ru-
bles, one-half down, one-
half later.
 About this time 
a traveling merchant 
stopped at Pakhom’s 

farm to feed his horses. They drank tea and spoke of this and that. The mer-
chant told him that he was on his way home from the land of the Bashkirs6. 
He had bought land there, about five thousand dessyatins, and had paid one 
thousand rubles for it. Pakhom made inquiries. The merchant willingly gave 
information.
 “Only one thing is needful,” he explained, “and that is to do some favor to 
their chief. I distributed raiment and rugs among them, which cost me a hun-
dred rubles, and I divided a chest of tea between them, and whoever wanted 
it had his fill of vodka. I got the dessyatin land for twenty copeks. Here is the 
deed. The land along the river and even on the steppes is wheat-growing land.”
 Pakhom made further inquiries.
 “You couldn’t walk the land through in a year,” reported the merchant. “All 
this is Bashkir-land. The men are as simple as sheep; one could buy from them 
almost for nothing.”
 And Pakhom thought: “Why should I buy for my thousand rubles five hun-
dred dessyatins of land and hang a debt around my neck, while for the same 
amount I can acquire immeasurable property.”
 Pakhom inquired the way to the land of the Bashkirs. As soon as he had 
seen the merchant off, he made ready for the journey. He left the land and the 
homestead in his wife’s charge and took only one of his farmhands along. In a 
neighboring city they bought a chest of tea, other presents, and some vodka, as 
the merchant had instructed them.
 They rode and rode. They covered five hundred versts and on the seventh 
day they came into the land of the Bashkirs and found everything just as the 
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merchant had described. On the riverside and in the steppes the Bashkirs live 
in kibitkas7. They do not plow. They eat no bread. Cows and horses graze on 
the steppes. Foals are tied behind the tents, and mares are taken to them twice 
daily. They make kumyss8 out of mare’s milk, and the women shake the kumyss 
to make cheese. The men drink kumyss and tea, eat mutton, and play the flute 
all day long. They are all fat and merry, and idle the whole summer through. 
Ignorant folk, they cannot speak Russian, but they were very friendly.
 When they caught sight of Pakhom, the Bashkirs left their tents and sur-
rounded him. An interpreter was at hand, whom Pakhom informed that he had 
come to buy land. The Bashkirs showed their joy and led Pakhom into their 
good tent. They bade him sit down on a fine rug, propped him up with downy 

cushions and treated him 
to tea and kumyss. They 
also slaughtered a sheep 
and offered him meat. 
Pakhom fetched from his 
tarantass the chest of tea 
and other presents and 
distributed them among 
the Bashkirs. The Bash-
kirs were overjoyed. They 
talked and talked among 
themselves and finally 
they ordered the inter-
preter to speak.
 “They want me to tell 
you,” said the interpreter, 

“that they have taken a liking to you. It is our custom to favor the guest in all 
possible ways and to return gifts for gifts. You have given us presents, now tell 
us what do you like of what we have so that we may give you presents also?’
 “Most of all I like land,” replied Pakhom. “We’re crowded where I am at 
home and everything is already under the plow. But you have good land and 
plenty of it. In all my born days I have never seen land like yours.”
 The Bashkirs were now talking again, and all at once it looked as though 
they were quarrelling. Pakhom asked why they were quarrelling. The interpret-
er replied:
 “Some of them think that the chief should be consulted, and that no agree-
ment ought to be made without him; but the others say it can be done without 
the chief just as well.”
 While the Bashkirs were yet arguing, a man with a hat of fox fur entered 
the tent. Everybody stopped talking and they all rose.
 “This is the chief.”
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 Pakhom immediately produced the best sleeping robe and five pounds of 
tea. The chief accepted the presents and sat down in the place of honor. The 
Bashkirs spoke to him. He listened, smiled and addressed Pakhom in Rus-
sian.
 “Well,” he said, “that can be done. Help yourself, wherever it suits you. 
There is plenty of land.”
 “How can I do this, tho,” thought Pakhom. “Some official confirmation is 
necessary. Otherwise they say today, help yourself, but afterwards they may 
take it away again.” And he said:
 “Thank you for these good words. You have plenty of land, and I need but 
little. Only I must know what land belongs to me. It must be measured and I 
need some sort of a confirmation. For God’s will rules over life and death. You 
are good people and you give me the land; but it may happen that your children 
will take it away again.”
 The chief laughed. “Surely this can be done,” he agreed. “A confirmation so 
strong that it cannot be made stronger.”
 Pakhom replied: “I heard that a merchant had been here among you. You 
sold him land and gave him a deed. I should like to have it the same way.”
 The chief immediately understood. “This too can be done,” he exclaimed. 
“We have a writer. We will drive to the city and have the seals put on.”
 “We have but one price: one thousand rubles a day.”
 Pakhom failed to comprehend what sort of measure a day would be. “How 
many dessyatins will that make?”
 “That we cannot figure out. For one day we sell you as much land as you can 
walk around in one day. The price of one day is one thousand rubles.”
 Pakhom looked surprised. “One can walk around a lot of land in one day,” 
he said.

 The chief smiled. 
“Everything will be 
yours, but on one con-
dition. If in the course 
of the day you do not 
return to the place you 
start from, your money 
is lost.”
 “But how can it be 
noted how far I have 
gone?”
 “We will stay right at 
the starting point. Our 
lads will ride behind 
you. Where you com-
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mand they will drive in a stake. Then we shall mark furrows from stake to 
stake. Choose your circle to suit yourself, only before sunset be back at the spot 
where you started from. All the land that you walk around shall be yours.”
 Pakhom assented. It was decided to start early in the morning. They con-
versed for a while, drank kumyss and tea and ate more mutton. When the night 
set in Pakhom retired to sleep and the Bashkirs dispersed. In the morning they 
were to meet again in order to journey to the starting point.
 Pakhom could not fall asleep. He had his mind on the land. What manner 
of things he thought of introducing there! “A whole principality I have before 
me! I can easily make fifty versts in one day. The days are long now. Fifty versts 
encompass ten thousand dessyatins. I will have to knuckle down to no one. I’ll 
plow as much as may suit me; the rest I’ll use for a pasturage.”
 The whole night through he was unable to close his eyes; only towards 
morning he dozed restlessly. Hardly had be begun to doze when he saw a vi-
sion. He was lying in his kibitka and heard laughter outside. To see who it was 
that laughed he stepped out of the kibitka and found the chief of the Bashkirs. 
He was holding his hands to his sides and fairly shaking with laughter. Pakhom 
approached him in his dream to find out why he was laughing, but now, instead 
of the Bashkir, he saw the merchant who had come to his farm and told him of 
this land. Just as he wanted to ask him how long he had been there, he saw that 
it was no longer the merchant but that mujik who had called on him at his old 
homestead and told him of the lower Volga region. And now again it was no 
longer the mujik but the Devil himself, with horns and hoofs, and he laughed 
and stared at one spot. What is he looking upon? wondered Pakhom; why is he 
laughing? In his dream he saw a man lying outstretched, barefoot, clad only in 
a shirt and pair of trousers, with his face turned upward, white as a sheet. As 
he looked again to see what manner of man it was, he saw clearly that it was he 
himself.
 He awoke with the horror of it. What dreadful things one sees in a dream! 

He looked about. It 
was commencing to 
dawn. The people 
must be roused. It 
was time to journey 
to the starting place.
 Pakhom arose, waked 
his servant, who had 
been sleeping in the 
taran-tass, harnessed 
the horses and went 
to wake the Bashkirs.
 “It is time,” he said, 
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“to travel to the steppe.”
 The Bashkirs got up, assembled, and the chief came among them. Again 
they drank tea and wanted to treat Pakhom, but he urged them to be off.

 “If we go, 
let it be done 
at once,” he re-
marked. “It is 
high time.”
 The Bash-
kirs made ready, 
some of them 
on horseback, 
others in taran-
tasses. Pakhom, 
a c c o m p a n i e d 
by his servant, 
drove in his own 
cart. They came 
to the steppe as 
the morning sun 

was beginning to crimson the sky, and driving over to a little hillock they gath-
ered together. The chief came towards Pakhom and pointed with his hand to 
the steppes.
 “All this land that you see,” he said, “as far as your eye can reach is ours. 
Choose to suit yourself.”
 Pakhom’s eyes shone. In the distance he saw grass land, smooth as the palm 
of his hand, black as poppy seeds. In the deeper places the grass was growing 
shoulder high.
 The chief took his fur cap and placed it in the middle of the hill.
 “This is the landmark. Here place your gold. Your servant will stay here. 
Go from this point hence and come back again. All the land which you encom-
pass walking is yours.”
 Pakhom took out the money and laid it on the cap. He took off his coat, 
keeping the vest on, took a bag of bread, tied a flat water bottle to his belt, 
pulled up his top boots and made ready to go. He hesitated for a while which di-
rection to take. The view was everywhere enchanting. Finally he said to himself: 
“I’ll go towards the rising of the sun.” He faced the East and stretched himself 
waiting for the sun to appear above the horizon. There was no time to lose. It 
is better walking in the cool of the morning. The riders took up their positions 
behind him. As soon as the sun was visible, he set off, followed by the men on 
horseback.
 He walked neither briskly nor slowly. He had walked about a verst with-
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out stopping when he ordered a stake to be driven in. Once again in motion, 
he hastened his steps and soon ordered another stake to be put in. He looked 
back; the hill was still to be seen with the people on it. Looking up at the sun he 
figured that he had walked about five versts. It had grown warm, so he doffed 
his vest. Five versts further the heat began to trouble him. Another glance at 
the sun showed him it was time for breakfast. “I have already covered a good 
stretch,” he thought. “Of course, there are four of these to be covered today; still 
it is too early to turn yet; but I’ll take my boots off.” He sat down, took off his 
boots and went on. The walking was now easier. “I can go five versts more,” he 
thought, “and then turn to the left.” The further he went, the more beautiful the 
land grew. He walked straight ahead. As he looked again, the hill was hardly to 
be seen, and the people on it looked like ants.
 “Now it’s time to turn back,” he thought. “How hot I am! I feel like having 
a drink.” He took his bottle with water and drank while walking. Then he made 
them drive in another stake and turned to the left. He walked and walked; the 
grass was high, the sun beat down with evergrowing fierceness. Weariness now 
set in. A glance at the sun showed him that it was midday. “I must rest,” he 
thought. He stopped and ate a little bread. “If I sit down to eat, I’ll fall asleep.” 
He stood for a while, caught his breath and walked on. For a time it was easy. 
The food had refreshed him and given him new strength. But it was too  op-
pressively   hot,  and   sleep   threatened  to  overcome  him. He  felt exhausted. 
“Well,” he thought, “an hour of pain for an age of joy.”
 In this second direction he walked nearly ten versts. He meant then to turn 
to the left, but lo! the section was so fine—a luxuriant dale. Pity to give it up! 
What a wonderful place for flax! And again he walked straight on, appropri-
ated the dale and marked the place with a stake. Now only he made his second 
turning. Casting his glance at the starting point he could hardly discern any 
people on the hill. “Must be about fifteen versts away. I have made the two 
sides too long and I must shorten the third. Though the property will turn out 
irregular in this way, what else can be done? I must turn in and walk straight 
toward the hill. I must hasten and guard against useless turns. I have plenty of 
land now.” And he turned and walked straight toward the hill.
 Pakhom’s feet ached. He had worked them almost to a standstill. His knees 
were giving away. He felt like taking a rest, but he dared not. He had no time; 
he must be back before sunset. The sun does not wait. He ran on as though 
someone were driving him.
 “Did I not make a mistake? Did I not try to grab too much? If I only get 
back in time! It is so far off, and I am all played out. If only all my trouble and 
labor be not in vain! I must exert myself to the utmost.”
 He shivered and ran onward in a trot. His feet were bleeding now. Still he 
ran. He cast off his vest, the boots, the bottle, the cap. “I was too greedy! I have 
ruined all! I can’t get back by sunset!”
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 It was getting worse all the time. Fear shortened his breath. He ran on. 
The shirt and trousers were sticking to his body, his mouth was all dried out, 
his bosom was heaving like the bellows in a forge, his heart was beating like a 
hammer, the knees felt as though they were another’s and gave under him.
 He hardly thought of the land now; he merely thought what to do so as not 
to die from exertion. Yes, he feared to die, but he could not stop. “I have run so 
much that if I stop now they will call me a fool.”
 The Bashkirs, he could hear clearly, were screaming and calling. Their noise 
added fuel to his burning heart. With the last effort of his strength he ran. The 
sun was close to the horizon, but the hill was quite near now. The Bashkirs were 
beckoning, calling. He saw the fur cap, saw his money in it, saw the chief squat-
ting on the ground with his hands at his stomach. He remembered his dream. 
“Earth there is a-plenty,” he thought, “but will God let me live thereon? Ah, I 
have destroyed myself.” And still he kept on running.
 He looked at the sun. It was large and crimson, touching the earth and be-
ginning to sink. He reached the foot of the hill. The sun had gone down. A cry 
of woe escaped from his lips. He thought all was lost. But he remembered that 
the sun must yet be visible from a higher spot. He rushed up the hill. There was 
the cap. He stumbled and fell, but reached the cap with his hands. “Good lad!” 
exclaimed the chief. “You have gained much land.”
 As Pakhom’s servant rushed to his side and tried to lift him, blood was 
flowing from his mouth. He was dead.
 The servant lamented.
 The chief was still squatting on the ground, and now he began laughing 
loudly and holding his sides. Then he rose to his feet, threw a spade to the ser-
vant and said, “Here, dig!”
 The Bashkirs all clambered to their feet and drove away. The servant re-
mained alone with the corpse.
 He dug a grave for Pakhom, the measure of his body from head to foot—
three arshins9 and no more. There he buried Pakhom.

The End.



14

1.  Oven. In a Russian peasant’s hut, the brick oven is usually built so as to leave a 
flat top, large enough to lie on, for those who want to sleep in a warm place.

2.  120 desyatins. The desyatin is properly 2.7 acres; but in this story round num-
bers are used.

3.  One hundred rubles (10,000 kopeks). A ruble is one hundred kopeks and the 
kopek is worth about half a cent.

4. Verst, approximately seven-tenths of a mile.

5. Mujiks, free Russian peasants who were formerly serfs.

6. Bashkirs, a Turkic people dwelling on both sides of the Ural Mountains.

7.  Kibitka (also known as a yurt), a movable dwelling, made up of detachable 
wooden frames, forming a circle, and covered over with felt and canvas.

8.  Kumyss, a fermented drink, made from mare’s milk, having a very low alcoholic 
content.

9. Arshin, approximately two feet.

 Footnotes
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For we brought nothing into this world, and it 
is certain we can carry nothing out. And having 

food and raiment let us be therewith content. 
But they that will be rich fall into temptation 

and a snare, and into many foolish and hurtful 
lusts, which drown men in destruction and per-
dition. For the love of money is the root of all 
evil: which while some coveted after, they have 
erred from the faith, and pierced themselves 

through with many sorrows.
—1 Timothy 6:7-10
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What is the Gospel?

The gospel is the undeserved salvation of all mankind from sin and eternal 
death, accomplished only by the death, burial and resurrection of Jesus 
Christ of which is made real to an individual’s heart by the power of the 
Holy Spirit. In other words, the gospel is God’s plan to rescue us, sustain 
us and grow us up in Him for all eternity. The famous passage John 3:16 
explains the gospel:

“For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.”
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The Gospel
of Jesus Christ

www.bibleartbooks.com

The gospel’s foundation is only based upon what Jesus has done; not what 
we have done. It is God’s free gift to us. Heaven is for those who have 
trusted in Jesus Christ as their Savior. People think that getting to heaven 
is some long, drawn-out process in which you have to try and follow the 
Ten Commandments or be a do-gooder or go to church or something. But 
it’s really not complicated at all. See, salvation isn’t about getting to God 
on our own terms or pulling ourselves up by our own bootstraps, it’s about 
God reaching down to us and offering us salvation free of charge. 

Paul says in Ephesians, “But God, who is rich in mercy, for his great love 
wherewith he loved us, Even when we were dead in sins, hath quickened us 
together with Christ, (by grace ye are saved;)” —Ephesians 2:4-5

Our sins won’t allow us to get to heaven on our own terms; it is only 
God’s rich mercy that He has made a way for us. God demands no less 
than perfection, and only perfect people get to go to heaven. Based 
on works, none of us would make it; only Jesus would. But, God has 
provided a way to give perfection to us through Jesus.  Jesus is the 
exclusive, one-way to the Father. He says this in John 14:6:

“I am the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, but 
by me.”

Either that statement is true or it is not. Every Christian knows that it is 
absolutely and irrevocably true. Ask Christ to reveal himself to you today. 
It’s your choice.
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