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The Conversion of Valentino Burke.

Burke was a burgiar, a very wlcked man,
and had been ln prison for twenty years ln
different places. lie had a liard face, and
a terrible tangue for swearIng, especlally
at officers of the law, whom. le regarded as
bis natural eneniies.

Twenty-five, years ago Burke vas ln jail
In St. Louis when Moody, then comparative-
ly a young man, came tliere to liold a series
of revival meetings. One of the daily news-
papers annouinced that it vas going ta
print every word lie said-sermon, prayer,
an:d exhortation. Maady said It made hlm
quake inwardly when lie read this, but lie
made up bis mmnd that lie would weave in
a lot of Scripture for the paper to, print, and
that miglit do good even If bis own words
failed. He did it, and h~s printed sermons
froin day ta day were well sprinltled with
Bible texts. The reDorters tried their cun-
ning at putting big, blazing lieadlines at the
top of the colunin. Everybody was either
1hearing or reading the sermons.

Burke was ln the St. Louis jail awaiting
trial. Solitary confinement was weariug
on hlm, and he put in bis time railing at
the officors when they camne around. Somel-
body threw a newspaper into bis ceil, and
the first thing that cauglit bis eye was a
big lieadline lil<e this: "«How the jailer at
Phulippi got calit." It vas just what
Burke wanted, and lie sat down witb a
chuckle ta rend the story of a jailer who
had got into trouble. "Phulippi!" lie said,
"tliat's up ln Illinois. 1 have been in that.
town."

But somehaw the reading had a strange
look, out of the usual newspaper Une. It
was Moody's sermon of the niglit before.
"Wliat rot is this?" asked Burke. "Paul
and Sulas, a great earthquake:-what mnust
I do ta lie saved? lias the ' Globe-Demo-
crat ' got ta printing sucli stuff?" Hie loaked
at the date. Yes, It was Friday morning's
paper; fresh fromn the press. Burke threw
it down witli an oath, and walked about
bis ceil like a cnged lion. By and bye lie
took up the paper, and rend tbe sermon
tlirougli. The restless fit grew on lin.
Again and again lie picked Up the paper
and read its strange story.

it wns then that a sometbing, from
whence lie did not then know, came into
the burglar's henrt. and gave hlm a sharp
thrust of pain. "WThat- does it men?" lie
began asking. "Twenty years and more
ilve been burglar and jalbird, but 1 neyer
felt like this. Wbat is it fa lie saved, any-
way? T have lived a dog's life, and
I'm getting tire'] of It. If there is sucli a
God as that preacher is telling about, 1 lie-
leve l'Il find ont, if it kilîs nie to do it."

lHe found it out. Away toward iniduiglit,
after hours of bitter remorse over bis wnst-
ed life, and humble, broken, prayers for the
:flrst time since lie was a child at bis

motlier's knee, Burke learned that there is
a God wha is able and willing ta blot out
the darl<est record at a single stroke. Then
lie walted for day, a new mrature, crying
and laughing by turns.

Next morning, wlien the guard rame
round, Burke liad a pleasant word for hlm,
nnd the guard eynd hlm lii wouder. When
the slieriff came, Burke greeted hlm as a
friend, anti told hlm how lie had found God
nfter rencling Moody's sermon. "«Jim," said
the sheriff to the guard, "you better keep
an eye on Burke. He's plnying the plous
dodge, and flrst chance lie gets lie wlll lie
out of here." But Burke made no attempt
to get away.

In a few weeks bis case came up for trial,
and through saine legal entauglement faied
and he was released. Friendless, an ex-bur-
glar lu a big city, kuowu ouly as a bar-
dened criminal, he lied a liard time for
xnanths of shame and sorrow. Men looked
at bis face when lie askcd for work, and
upon its evidence turned hlm away.

But Burke was as brave as a Christian
as lie lied been as a criminal, and struggled
ou. Seeing that bis sin-blurred features
wore making agaînst hlm, lie asked the
Lord iu prayer if he wouý.du't make a
bettor loohing muan of hlm, so that lie could
get an lionest job. You may laugh at this,
but God answered that prayer ln a wonder-
fuI way, and the consciousness of 'the love
of Christ in bis lieart transformod Biirke's
face until it becamo full of a benevolence
and a gentleness that made people trust hin
wlien they looked bum in the eyes.

Net being able ta get steady work, Burke
veut ta New York, hoping that, far from, bis
aid liaunts, lie miglit flnd honcit labor. Ho
did not succeed, and, ,fter six nuontlis,
came back ta St. Louis, mucli discouraged,
but stili holding fast ta the God lie lad
found in bis prison ce]].

One day there came a message from the
sherjiff that he wns wauted et the court
bouse, and B3urke obeyed witli a heavy
heart. "Sanie aid case they have got agaiust
me," lie snid; "buit if l'm guilty l'Il tel] them
so. lve done lying."

The sheriff greeted hlm kindly. "Wbere
have you been. Burke?'

"In New York."
"What have you beon doing there?"
"Trying ta find a decent jrb." sa:d Burke.
"Have you kept a good grip on the reli-

gion you told me about?" inquired the
sheriff.

"Yes," answered Burke, lool<ing hlm
stoadily lu the oye. "1've had a liard tume,
sheriff, but 1 liaven't lost xuy religion." It
,vas thon the tide bogan ta turn.

"Burke,", said the sheriff, "I have lad you
shadowod evory day you were ln New York.
1 suspected that your religion was a fraud,
but 1 waut to say ta you that 1 know you
lived an lionest Christian life, an0 1 bave
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