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e, the child of a peasant woman. He was tiirned over ta hif cnemies and went through the mockery of

e he l_ﬂg_rkad in a carpenter ’ a trial. He was nailed !z_;' a cross belween two thieves. While he was
dying, his executioners gambled for his clothing, the only property he
had on earth. When hi was dead, he was laid in a borrowed grave
through the pity of a ﬁlfmd.

Ningtoen centuries have come and gone, and today he is the cantral

fizure of the human race and the icader of mankind’s progress. All

the armies that ‘cugr marched, all the navies that ever'sailed, all the

parliaments that ever sat, all the kings that ever reigned, put wgethu,
" have not affected the lifo of man on this earth as much as that
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