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May 16         If Christ Were Here. 
Cn 

If Christ were here to night, and saw ne 

tired 

And ha'f afraid another step to take, 

I think He'd know the things my heart 

desired, 

And ease my heart of all its throbbing 
ache 

If Christ were here in this dull room of 

mine, 

That gathers up so many shadows dim 

Tam quite sure its narrow space would 
thine, 

And kindle into glory around Him. 

If Christ were here, I might not pray so 

long ; 

My prayer would have such a little way 
to gO ; 

Twould break into a burst of happy song, 

So would my joy and gladness overflow 

If Christ wera here to-night, I'd touch 

the hem 

Of His fair, seamless rob: and stand 

compete 

  

In wholeness and in whiteness ; I, who 
stem 

Such waves of pain, to kneel at His dear 
feet 

If Christ were here to-night, I'd tell Him 
all 

The load I carry for the ones I love, — 
The blinded ones, who grope and faint 

and fall 

Following false guides, nor seekng 
Christ above, 

If Christ were here! Ah! faithless soul 
and weak, 

Is not the Master ever close to thee ? 
Deaf is thine ear that can’st rot hear 

Him speak ; 

Dim is thine eye, His face that cannot 
See 

Thy Christ is here and never far away, 
He entered with thee when the u camest 

in... 

His strength was thine through all the 

busy day, 

He knew thy 1 ed, He k pt thee pure 

from sin. 

Thy blessed Christ is in thy little room, 
Nay more, the Christ Himself is in thy 

heart ; 

Fear not, the dawn will scatter darkest 
gloom, 

And heaven will be of thy rich life a | 
a part, 

—The Congregationalist. 
i __ a 

t is? asked Burke. Paul and 
Silas—a great earthquake— what 

(must Idoto be saved? Has the 
Globe Democrat got to printicg 
such stuff! He looked at the date. 
Yes, it was Friday morning’s paper 
fresh from the press. Barke threw 
it down with an oath, and walked 

| about his cell like a caged lion. By 
and by he took up the paper, and 
read the sermon through. The 
restle-s fit grew on him. Again and 
again he picked up the paper and 
read its strange story. It was then 
that a something from whence he 
did not know, came into the burg- 
1at’s heart, and cut it's way to the 
quick. What does 1t mean ? he be- 
gan asking. Twenty years and 
more I've been a burglar and jail 
bird, but I never feit like this. 
What isit to be saved, anyway? 
['ve lived a dog's life, and I'm g-t 
ting tired of iv. If there is such a 
God as that preacher is telling 
about, I believe I’il find it out if it 
kills me to do it. 

He found it out. Away toward 
midnight, after hours of bitter re- 
morse over his wasted life, and 
lonely and br. ken prayers the first 
time since ho was a child at his 
mother’s knee, Burke learned 
that there is a God who is able 
and willing to blot out the darkest 
and blood est rceord at a single 

  
  

peued and he did not come. The 
pastors were in sore trouble, until 
one of them suggested that they 
send for Valentine Burke to lead 
the meetiog for them. Barke led 
night after night, and many hard 
men of the city came to hear him, 
and many hearts were turned, as 
Burke's had been, from lives of 
crime and shame to clean, Christian 
living. There is no more beautiful 
or pathetic story thaa that of 
Burk-’s gentle and faithful life and 
eervice in the city where he had 
been chief of sinners. How long he 
lived I do not recall, but Moody 
told me of his funeral, and how the 
rich and the poor, the saints and 
the sinvers, came to it; and how 
the big wen of the city could not 
say enough over the coffin of Valen: 
tine Burke. And to this day there 
are n.t a few in that city whose 
hearts s ften with a strange tender- 
ness when the name of the burglar 
is recalled. And now Moody and 
Burke are met, no more to be sepa 
rated. When I was a boy, an old 
black mammy that I greatly loved 
used to sing fur me a song with 
words like these : 
“Through all depths of sin and loss 

Sinks the plummet of thy cross.” 

——eetll 2 Pee 

Hopefulness.   stroke. Then he waited for day, 
a new creature, crying and laughing 
by turns. Next worning when the 
guard came round Barke hed a 
pleasant word for him, and the 
guide eyed him in wonder. When 
the sheriff came, Burke greeted him 
as a friend, and told him how he 
had found God, after reading 
Moody s sermon. Jim, raid the 
sheriff to the guurd, you had better 
keep an eye on Burke. He's play- 
ing the picus dodge,and first chance 
he gets he will be out of here. In 
a few weeks Burke came to trial; 
but the case, throug: some | gal 
entanglement, failed, and he was 
released. 

Friendless, an ex burglar in a 
big city, known only as a daring 
criminal, he had a hard time for 
months of shame and sorrow. Men 
locked at his face when te asked 
for work, and upon its «vidence 
turned him away. But poor Burke 
was as brave as au Chistian as he 
had been as a burglar, and strug     Burke, the Burglar, and Moody, 

the Evangelist, | 

: | Valentine Burke was his nae, | 
He was an old time burglar, with 
kit and gun always ready for u-e, 
His picture ad: rned many a rogue’s 
gallery, for Burke was a real burg- 
lar and none of your cheap amateurs, 
He bad a courage born of many 
desperaie jobs, Twenty years of 
his life Burke had spent in pri-on, 
here aod there, He was 
strong fellow; with a hard face, 
and a terrible tongue for swearing, 
especially at jailers, who were his 
natural born enemies. There must | 
have been a streak of manhood or | 
a tender spot somewhere about him, 
you will say, or this story could 
hardly have happened. I, for one, | 
have yet to find the man who is 
wholly gone to the bad, and is be. 
yond the :each of man or God. If 
you huve, skip this story, for itis a ! 
true one, just as Mr. Moody told me 

| 
| 

{ 

| 

| 

And now that dear Moody is dead, | 
and has spent his first Christmas in | 
heaven, I remember how ¢ie big 
tears fell from his eyes as he told it, 
and Tam thinking how bappy he 
and Burke are, talking it over to. 
gether up there, where Burke has 
been waiting for him these long 
years, 

It was twenty-five years or more 
ago that it happened. Moody was 
young then, aad not long in his 
ministry. He came down to St. 
Louis to lead a union revival meet- 
ing, and the Globe-Democrat an. 
nounced that it was going to print 
every word he said, sermon, prayer 
and exhortation, Moody said it 
made him quake inwardly when he 
read this, but he made up his mind 
that he would weave in a lot of 
Scripture for the Globe Democrat 
to print, and that might count, if 
his own poor words should fail. 
He did it, and his printed sermons 
from day to day were sprinkled 
with B.ble texta. The reporters 
tried their cunning at putting big, 
blazicg headlines at the top of the 
columns. Everybody was either 
hearing or reading the sermons, 
Burke was in the St, Louis jail, 
waiting trial for some piece of dar- 
ing. Solitary confinement was 
wearing on him, and be put in his 
time railing at the guards or car. 
sing the sheriff on his daily round. 
It was meat and drink to Burke to 
curse a sheriff. Somebody threw a 
(Globe Democrat into his cell, and 
the first thing that caught his eye 
was a big headline like this : How 
the jailer at Philippi got caught, 
It was just what Burke wanted, 
and he sat down with a chuckle to 
read the story of the jailer's dis. 
comfiture, 

Philippi, he said; that's up in 
Iliinois. I've been in that town. 

Somehow the reading had a 
srange look, out of the usual pews. 
paper way. It was Moody's sermon 
of the night before, What rot is 

  

  

# DI, Iman as he knew. 

| Burke went to New Yoik, hoping, 

came back to St. Louis, much dis- 
couraged, but still holding fast to 

cell. One day there came a message 
\ : from the sheriff that he was wanted in October, up in Brattleboro, Vt. | at the 

) ‘ead a meeting, but something hap- 

gled on. Moody told how tne 
poor fellow, seeing that hs sin. 
blurred fea'ures were waking 
against him, a ked the Lord in 
prayer, if he wouldn't make hun a 
better-looking man, so that he could 
get an honest job. Yon will swile 
at this I know, but sowething or 
sr>mebody really answered the 
prayer, for Moody said that a year 
from that time when he met Burke 
in Chicago he was as fine a looking 

I cannot help 
thinking it was the Lord who did 
it for him, in answer to his child- 
like faith. Shifting to and fro, 
wanting much to find steady work, 

far from his c¢ld baudts to find 
peace and honest labor. He did 
not succeed, and after six. months 

the God he had found in his prison 

court house, and Burke 
obeyed with a heavy heart. 

Sowe old case they've got against 
we, he sa'd; butif I'm guilty I'll 
tell them so. I've done lying. 

The sheriff greet:d him kindly. 
Where have you been, Burke? 

In New York. 
What have you been doing there? 
Tryiog to find a decent job. 
Have you kept a good grip on 

the religion you told me about? 
Yes, answered Burke, looking 

him steadily in the eye. I've had 
a hard time, sheriff, but I haven't 
lost my religion. 

[t was then the, tide began to 
turn. 

Burke, said the'sheriff, I have had 
you shadowed every day you were 
in New York. I suspected that 
your religion was a fraud. But I 
want to tay to you that I know 
you've lived an honest, Christian 
life, and I have sent for you to offer 
you a deputyship under me. You 
can begin at once, 

He began. He set his face like a 
flint.” Steadily and with dogged 
faithfulness, the old burglar went 
about his duties until men high in 
business began to tip their hats to 
him, and to talk of him as their 
clubs. Moody was passing through 
the city and stopped off an hour to 
meet Burke, who loved nobody as 
he did the man who converted him. 
Moody told how he found him in a 
clcse room up-stairs in the court 
house serving as trusted guard over 
a bag of diamonds. Burke sat with 
a sack of gems in his lap and a gun 
on the table. There were $60,000 
worth of diamonds in the sack. 

Moody, he said, see what the 
grace of God can do for a burglar. 
Look at this! The sherift picked 
me out of his force to guard it. 

Then he cried like a child as he 
held up the stones for Moody to ses. 

Years afterwards the churches of 
St. Louis had made ready for ths 
coming of an evangelist who was to 
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BY KATE 8, GATES. 

I don’t know what we're coming 
to, I'm sure, old Mr. Kent was 
*aying to Dr, Deane, as they walked 
up she street together, The world 
grows wicked every day, I do be- 
lieve. You can’t trust anybody, 
and its getting so they take a man’s 
life for only a few paltry dollars. 
It’s dreadful, simply dreadfcl, to 
contemplate ! 

Well, said Tom, with a laugh as 
they passed on, there's a difference 
of opinion in the world, isn’t there ? 
Mrs. Bartlett was telling me last 
night of something she caw in the 
city. She was waiting on the cor- 
ner for a car, and a little ragamuffin 
went by. Dirt was no name for 
his condition she said, and his 
clothes were just rags snd tatters. 
He rushed into a baker's shop ; 

when he came out he had a big 
sugared doughnut in his hand, and 
if ever a boy locked supremely 
bappy she said be did. But he 
badn’t ne two steps when he met 
another little street arab, dirtier 
aud mcre ragged, if possibie, then 
he was, and, ob, so hungry looking! 
No. 1 had just taken a bite out of 
his doughnut, and evidently it 
went, as they say, right to the 
spot. But he halted when he saw 
No. 2. 

Down on your luck, Bean? he 
asked. 

Yup, was the glum reply. No. 
1 looked at his treasure, and then 
at the hungry face of his comrade. 

Mrs. Bartlett said she couldn't 
believe he would give it up, but he 
did. 

Take this, then, he said, thru:- 
ting it into his hand. My appetite 
isn’t as good as I thought it was, 
and ff he went like a flash. 

Mrs. Bartlett said 1t did her 
heart good to see self-denial like 
that ina little street boy. Some- 
how I got the impression from her 
that the world was in rather a 
hopeful state after all. Do you 
agree with her, or should you say 
with Mr. Kent, that we're all going 
wrong ! 

Yes, and most decidedly no, 1 
answered. 

There is sin in the world. We 
know it on'y too well ; we see it ail 
about wus, and we find it in our 
own hearts. But if we look we 
shall also tind goodness, truth, hon- 
or and self-sacrifice, 

John Burroughs says if we are 
looking for birds, we shall find 
birds, and that holds true in other 
things. You know the story of 
the man who had moved into town, 
and eaid to some one there that he 
felt sorry to leave his old home ; he 
had such good neighbors, so kind, 
accommodating and helpful. You'll 
find just the same here, was the 
comforting reply. 

Another new family moved in. 
We were so glad to make a change, 
they said. We had no good neigh- 
bors ; they were fault-finding, and 
cared only for their own concerns. 

You'll find the same sort here 
was the unexpected response. 

You know the old proverb: If 
you would make a thief honest, 
trust him. If you would find the 
world unselfish, brave and true, 
meet it in that spirit. Some one 
says: There are two things for 
live men and women to do. To 
receive from God, and to give out 
to their fellows. 

One cannot receive, without giv- 
ing out—if one’s heart is full of 
God's grace and truth, one will 
one’s way hopefully, trustfully— 
and helpfully. Chris. Observer, 
mm — 

ACHEAP MEDICINE CHEST. 
Mrs, D. Williams, Gooderham P. 

O., Ont., writes : *‘I have used . 
ard’s Yellow Oil for Burns, 
prains, Bruises, Sore Throat and 

for Pains in the Stomach and Bowels, 
and it has always given relief. My 
mother says it is a regular medicine 
chest in itself.” 

The Duty of Self-Dependence. 

Sime people never Isarn to walk 
alone. They always lean on some 
other one. They will never come 
to a decision until they have asked 
the advice of a friend. Th y do 
not trust ther own judgment. 
Then hey depend upon « thers to 
do things for them. They lack 
self confidence, and the courage to 
meet life’s responsibilities for t em- 
selves. ; 

Such persons never reach their 
best possibilities of character or 
achievement. The only way to 
grow strong is in the use of unos 
powers. Aa arm kept always in a 
sling would soon shrivel and 
wither. The blacksmith’s arm bas 
strong muscles, because he uses it, 
In mental and moral developm:' nt 
the same law prevails ; only by use 
can strength be obta'ned. The way 
to learn self-confidence is by habit- 
ually trusting one’s self. 

A wise teacher says, addressing 
young people, Insist upon you:self 
The counsel is golden. No matter 
how much help a young man may 
receive, he should insist upon him- 
self. He should learn to think for 
himself. He should not reject 
wise counsel nor refuse to profii by 
the experience of othe's—he is a 
f ol who turns his back upon les- 
sons which have been l-arn‘d in 
long years of good life—yet he 
should train himself to bear the 
burden of his own responsibility. 
No one can impart mental power 
to him. Whatever intell-ctual gifts 
he has are folded up in his brain, 
and no mere processess of educution 
and nothing any other can do for 
him, will bring them out. This is 
something he must do for himself. 

In all the departments of life this 
lesson of self dependence should be 
learned and practiced. We must 
always receive help from others 
We cannot live independently. 
Thousands of p ople are continually 
doing things for us, and we cannot 
get away from the necessity of 
brotherly help. But there are bur- 
dens which we should be ashamed 
to have others carry for us. We 
should train ourselves to self- 
reliance, 

God has ordsin‘d that all true 
development, whether of body, mind 
or spirit, must come through ¢xer- 
tion. Only by work can we grow. 
Everyone should do something for 
the world, to make it happier and 
more beautiful, should add in some 
way to the forces of good and bless- 
ing in it —The Young Woman. 

lll Pen 

Family Jars. 

A family jar of any kind is a wor- 
tifying occurrence and a token that 
the family itself is ouly partly civi- 
lized, not to mention its lack of a 
Christian spirit. Really civilized 
people have good manners, and good 

ability to refrain from unkind 
tpeech, as well as a habit of being 
obliging. If, for example, in the 
ordinary iatercourse of the family 
life, everybody were as polite as he 
or she is in compsny, how seldom 
would there be friction. And, ad- 
vancing a step farther, if we were 
always as considerate and loving as 
those should be who have lea:ned 
the ways of the Master, in gent'e 
ness, in charity, and in self-efface- 
meut, what a heaven on earth every 
home would be, 

A family feud is sometimes the 
outgrowth of a family quarrel, and 
is of all difficult es the tardest to 
settle. I heard of a sister the other 
day who said, If my brother Dan 
were lying in the road beside my 
door, helpless and ill, I would not 
lift a finger to assist him. I would 
lock my door and leave him there. 
Dan had offended his sister by a 
marriage of which she disapproved, 
and the current of her love had 
turned to implacable hatred in con: 
sequence. Can anything be more 
dreadful in the sight of God and 
man than & temper of this variety, 
#0 bitter, so unkind, so monstrous ? 
Yet it is indulged in by those who 
have bent the knee to God from 
their cradles, read their Bibles, and 
heard the gospel every Sibbath 
through many years. — Christian 
Herald. 
__ a 

Whoever is mean in his youth 
runs a great risk of becoming a 
scoundrel in riper years ; meanness 
leads to villainy with fatal attrac- 
tion.—Cherbulicz. 
  

The great lung healer is found in 
that excellent medicine sold as Bickle's 
Anti-Consumptive Syrup. It soothes 
and diminishes the sensibility of the 
membrane of the throat and air pas- 
sages, and is a soverign remedy for all 
coughs, colds, hoarseness, pain or sore- 
ness In the chest, bronchitis, ete. It 
has cured many when sup to be 
far advanced in comsumption. 
  

‘* Difficulties give way to di ce,” 
and disease germs and blood humors 
disappear when Hood's Sarsaparilla is 
faithtally taken. : 
  

Incases when fond anh diseases, 
falling and grayness of ¢ r appear, 
do not neglect them, but Sppply » 
roper remedy and tonic like 's 

| Fair Renewer. 
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F.r being generous with a) 

enemy. 
For being square in business 

deals, 
For sympathiz ng with the op 

pressed. 
Ee 

found a bundred tiwes a day, und 
that of doiag good once a year.— 
Voltaire, 

opinions love themete!ves more than 
they love truth.— Joubert, 

YOU WILL NEVER BE SORRY, 

For doing your best. 
For your faith in humanity, 
For being kind to vhe poor. 
F . hearing befors judging. 
For being candid and frank. 
For thinking hef.re speaking. 
For discouatiag tie tule bearer. 
For being loyal to the preacher. 
For standing by your priuciples, 
For stopping your ears to gussip. 
For ssking pardoa when iu error, 
For the ioflurnce of high motives, 
For brioling a slanderous tongue. 

The opportunity to do mischief is 

Those who never retrect their   To te proud of learning is the 
greatest ignorance. —Jercmy Taylo-. 

H+ who tells a lie is nut seusible 
| bow great a task he undertakes, 

  
manners imply self-restraint, and an |. 

  

for he must be forced to 
twenty more 
Pope. 

in out 
(0 malotasin ouv,—— 

As the mind must govern the 
hanos, 80 in every society the nan 
of inteliigeace must direct the man 
of labor.— Johnson, 
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