Dr. Roy Fish, Professor of Evangelism at SWBTS in Fort Worth, Texas, relates the following story in a message recorded at the Evangelism Conference of Oklahoma in 1995. I think it is appropriate for us. What do you think?

“In the early winter of 1832 four Indians of the Flatfoot Indian tribe of Oregon, were seen walking on the streets of St. Louis, Missouri.  The wearied manner and wasted appearance of the Indians, all of them chiefs, told very impressively that they had spent all summer and all fall on this long journey.  At that time General George Rogers Clark, who had explored much of the northwest was the military commander at St. Louis.  Clark piloted them to every place that he thought might be of interest or entertainment and since he was a very devoted Roman Catholic himself, frequent visits were made to Roman Catholic Churches.  These Indians had heard, and this is the way that they termed it, they had heard of the white man’s  “Book of Life.”   And they had come to hunt for it and to ask for teachers to be sent.  On the last evening of the visit, General Clark gave them a banquet.  One of the two remaining Indians, two had died, made a speech.  

He said:

I come to you over the trails of many moons of the setting sun. You were the friends of my fathers who have gone the long way.  I came with an eye partly open for my people who sat in darkness.  I go back with both eyes closed. How can I go back blind to my blind people?  I made my way to you with strong arms through many enemies and strange lands that I might carry back much to them. I go back with both arms broken and empty.  My people sent us to get the white man’s book of heaven. Oh you took me to where they worship the great Spirit with candles and the book was not there. You showed me images of the good spirit and pictures of the good land beyond, but the book was not among them to tell us the way. I am going back the long and sad trail to my people in the dark land. You make my feet heavy with gifts and my moccasins will grow old in carrying them. Yet the book is not among them.  When I tell my poor blind people after one more snow and the big council that I did not bring the book, no word will be spoken by our old men or by our young braves. One by one will rise up and go out in silence.  My people will die in darkness and they will go along paths to other hunting grounds. No white man will go with them and no white man’s book to make the way plain.”

Imagine 172 years later and there are people in our fields that need the “white man’s book” and the Jesus that is found in it.  They might even not know about their need for it. But the place where their heart has its deepest yearning, is a spot for the Christ of this book.  We must get it to them.  “As the Father sent me, so I send you.”  John 20:21.  

