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sent for you to offer you a depufyship under
me. You can begin at once."

11e began. H1e set his face like a flint.
Steadily, and wlth dogged faithfulness, the
*old burgiar went about bI's duties until men
higli in business began to tip their bats
to hlm, and to talk of hlm at their clubs.

Moody was passing tbrough the citY, and
stopped off an bour to, meet Burke, who
loved nobody as be did the man wbose ser-
mon had saved him. Moody found bimi in a
close room, upstairs in the court bouse,
serving as a trusted guard over a bag 0f
*diam1onds. Burke sat with the sack of gems
in bis lap and a gun on the table. There
were sixty thousand dollars' worth of dia-
monds in the sack.

"Moody," lie said, "see wbat the grace of
'God cau do for a burgiar. Look at this!
The sheriff picked me out of bis force to
guard it." Then hie cried like a cid as
lie held up the glittering stones for MoodY
to see.

Years afterward. the churches of St. Louis
had made ready and were waiting for Lue
-coming of an evangelist wbo, was to lead
the meeting; but sometbing happened tbat
lie did not come. The pastors were in sore
trouble, until one of themn suggested that
tbey send for Valentine Burke to lead the
meetings for them. Burke led night after
niglit, and multitudes crowded to hea'r hlm,
and many were saved from their sins. When
Burke died, ricli and poor came to, bis flin-
eral, and the great men of the city could
not say enougli over bis coffin.

That is a sample of what the grace of God
.can do when a poor sinner stops trying to-
bide from tbe Lord and repents of bis sins
and accepts forgiveness through Jesus
ýChrist.

Once give your heart to the Lord, and
then the presence of God becomes your chief
joy. The fact that Godj knows ail your
thouglits and purposes becomes your greatest
happiness wben witb ail vour beart you are
.seeking to, please God and do His will. It
is a terrible tbing to live in God's world,
wbere -we are dependent upon Hlm for every
breath of life, and wbere deatb may at any
moment summon us before the judgment
seat, and yet be afraid of Hlm. M%-ake your
peace witb God to-niglit. 110w tender and
compassionate it is of our Heavenly Fatber
tbat H1e comes seeking af ter us to offer us
lforgiveness and peace.-Louis Albert Banks,
D.

We bave oniy one mouth, but two ears;
wbereby nature teachès us that, we sbould
speak littie but bear mucb.-Zeno.

Let us learn to regard our life bere as the
scbool-tlme, the training-ground, the awful
yet dellgbtful tbreshold for the eternal ages
.of the l1!e wlth God.-Bishop Thorold.

The Young Doctor.

Tuenty years ago, a discouraged young
doctor in one cf our large cities was vislted
by bis oid father, who came up from a
rural district to look after bis boy.

"Well, son," lie. said, "bow are you get-
ting along?"

"i'm not getting along at ail, -was the
disheartened answer. "I'm flot doing a

The old man's countenance fell, but lie
spoke of courage and patience and persever-
ance. Later in the day, lie went with bis
son to the "Free Dispensary," wbere the
young doctor had an unsalaried position,
and wvbere bie spent an hour or more every
day.

The father sat by, a silent but intensely
interested spectator, whule twenty-flve poor
unfortunates received belp. The doctor for-
got bis visitor, while lie bent bis skilled.
energies to this task; but hardly bad the
door closed on tbe iast patient, when the
old man burst forth:

"! tbought you told me you were not do-
ing anytbing!" lie thundered. "Not doing
anything! Why, if I bad belped twenty-five
people in a month as mucb as you bave lu
one morning, I would thank God that my
life counted for something."

"There isn't any money ini it, thougli," ex-
plained tbe son, somewbrat abasbed at bis
companion's vehemence.

"Money! " the old man shouted, still scoru-
ful]y. "Money! What is money In compati-
son with being of use to your fellow-men?
Neyer mmnd about money; you go riglit along
at tbis work every day. l'Il go backi- to tbe
farm, and gladly earn money enougli to
support you as long as I live,--yes, and sleep
sound every niglit witb the thouglit that 1
have belped you to belp your fellow-men."

"That speech," I said to a friend of mine,
one who bas spenit many years as a conspie-
uous]y successful teacber, "'went into the
bones of the young doctor's life, and
strengtbened hlm for a life of unselfisb use-
fulness."

"Ahi!" said the professor, "' tbat one
speech was worth years of text-book teacli-
ing! And yet it -was made -witHout an ini-
stant's preparation."

'Far f rom it," I answered quickly. "It
had taken sixty years of noble living, strug-
gling against sin and self, pressing forward
in patbs of righteousness, bearing tbe cross9,
foTh"wing bard after the Perfect Man, to
prt-,are tbat old Christian to make this
speech. Then the moment came, and lie was
ready to teacb the glorious lesson."

For this teaching without text-bcoks, tel-
low-teachers, life's normal scbool bolds
daily, bourly elasses!-Sel.

«&qod
You and 1 are in the world-not, merely

to prepare to go out of It some day, but to
serve God in it now.-Henry Drumnnond.
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