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The church, the pope, the cardinals, the bishops, the king of England—they all wanted 

one man. They wanted him stopped and they wanted him dead. 

Bibles and more Bibles were pouring into the hands of Englishmen. For centuries Rome 

had conducted her services in Latin—a language the people did not understand. Many priests 

understood it no better. But no matter—the more who were ignorant, the better. Steeped in 

Rome’s superstitions and lies, the people paid dearly to rescue themselves and their loved ones 

from hellfire. That’s all they knew. But now the people were beginning to read and study the 

Scriptures in their own tongue. Now they could see that salvation was not in works or in paying 

money to the church—it was in Jesus Christ alone. When they saw this, the money stopped. And 

Rome—was furious. 

But the man who dared to translate the Scriptures into English was very, very hard to 

find. God had gifted him with extraordinary abilities in language to be able to translate the Bible 

so well and so quickly. Indeed, he had little time before he might be caught. He knew how to 

work and to hide. 

Born in England around 1494, he finished school at Cambridge where a Greek translation 

of the New Testament was available for study, and where the teachings of Martin Luther could be 

discussed. He liked the ideas of Luther, but he followed no one man—he followed only where 

the Scriptures led him. 

He stayed in a manor where he preached in its small chapel. He was a very serious, 

studious, well-mannered young man. The lord and lady of the manor were very thoughtful as 

well. They invited many rich and influential traveling clergy to dine and discuss the issues of the 

day. It was at one of these dinners that the way the Scriptures were leading their young preacher 

was made known. In a heated debate, one of the visiting guests exclaimed that people would be 

better off with the pope’s laws than with God’s. Such a statement demanded a response, for 

indeed, this was the view of the whole Church of Rome: man’s word was more important than 

God’s. 

Though low in station and office, the answer came from the young priest’s heart: “I defy 

the pope and all his laws; if God spare my life, ere many years I will cause a boy that driveth a 

plough shall know more of the Scripture than thou dost.” 

That man was William Tyndale… 

Who was wiser than his enemies, had more understanding than all his teachers, and 

understood more than the ancients—and why was this so? Read Psalm 119:97-104 for the 

answer! 
 

Originally Published in: 

Vol 64 No 5 May 2005 

http://bible.gospelcom.net/bible?version=KJV&passage=Psalm+119:97-104

