York hod sent to her. Ihide hud looked ot 1t
rather disdainfully the day before.

«Of course it was kind in Cousin Sue to re-
membier me,” she sid ; *but I don’t like snvh old-
fachioned boeks, I wonder what any one can ses
g0 grand in Dr Jeromy Taylor's writings.”

That mormng Hildi opened the book with yather
more iterest,  The very fitst words she read were,
“ivery day propound to yourself a4 rosary, or s
clirplot of dood works, to present to God at night.”
« like that,” she eried. It lits in beautifully
with all that buppened yesterday,”

Just thea the fiest church-bell began to ring.
Hilde liked plonty of time to arrange her dress.
She was often late beenuse of the vevy special at-
tention she chuse ts give fo the tying of a ribbon
or the fit of a hut. She was to wear her new olive
suit for the first time that morning. Fverybody
knows just what the firss time with a new dress
menns—how anxious one is to feel that it is in
good taste and becoming, and how awkward one is
likoly to feol in the attempt to feel quite at home
in it.

Hilda passed through all this experience on that
first Sunday of the New Year She stood before the
glass at last with a feeling of sutisfaction and o
smile, ag sho anticiputed tho admiration she would
receive from the girls, Suddenly the second bell
began to ring. Hilda temembored that she had
not given a thought to Rose, or a look at the boys
—and they were always suro to heed some help
from her., Ilor futher, too, lie was so pleased
always to hear hev say, “Let me see, father, docsa’t
your cout need a little brushing?”

“This morning, of all othérs, you have been so
seltish 17 Hilda thought, with & blush, and an
ashiamed recollection of the “new puge.” Whas its
beauty marred so soon

The fact made her so very uncomfortable that
she searcely spoko & word on the way to church,
Of cowrse ‘this only made matters worse, as Hilda
kuew, when she heard Roso whigper, * What tnakes
sister g0 cross? X thought she was going to be per-
feetly lovely all through this year.”

Aftor thab it scomed as though so many disagree-
able things happened, und all o purpose to vex
Hilda—as she declared.

The first peaceful moment that canme to her was
that afternoon, in hor Sunday-school class. Miss
Alice Rodnoy was her teacher, and it was enough
to quist any troubled heavt just Lo sit next to Miss
Alice. ‘The lesson wus about this burial of Jesus.
The sweet story of the ministry of tho women
came in just there, Tho girls svemed all very
tender that afternoon. I think had each spoken s
she felt, each would have said that her wish was to
minister, in some way, to Jesus Christ.

This was Hilda's wizh, certainly, and yet she
would not, for a great deal, have had any one suspect
it. She choked down the feeling in her throat, and
turned away, aftor school, with a light, trilling re-
uiark, that puzzled Miss Alice, and sent her home
with an anxious heart.

« I don't nnderstand Hilda Dunn,” she thought ;
“ 1 watched her in meeting yesterday morning, and
T was sure she had decided to be a Christian.”

Hilda did not understaud herself. She under-
stood, however, that she had broken a good many
fine resolutions within twenty-four hours. ¢ Ob,
dear ! sho sighed, “ why cannot people do just
what they have made up their minds to do$”

“There was to be “children’s church” that
ovening, Mr. Winthwop, the pastor, wished the
children to come as a Sunday-school, each class
with its teacher, and sit in the pews on either side
of the middle aisle. And whatever Mr. Winthrop
wished was sure to bé done,

Hilda was there with thie other girla of the class,

HOME AND SCHOOL.
She wos suen s much imterested a4 ve the very }
htule ones ot the congregation.  Mr  Winthrop
gave as his text, * I nol sshumed of the Ciospd
of Christ.”

1ildu found herself repeating the text, and the
two divisions of the sermon : First, * What is the
(fospel of Ohrist?” Second, ** Why wa should not
be ushamed of it."”

Gospel meant “glad tidings”; yes, Ililds knew
that, But, in this case, “Gospel of Chrint” means
Christ himself.  St. Paul wrote the words, and that
is what he meant by them, Hilda bad not known
this,

“Is o feeling of shame ever right? Yes, it is
right to feel ashamed when one has doue what is
improper or ginful. 'When one has been nean, or
cross, or disobedient, or has told a lie, or in any
othor way disobeyed God.

* Why should we not bo ashamed of the Gospel
of Christ? St Paul tells us: ¢ For it is the power
of God unto salvation to every one that believeth)
St. Paul was writing to the Romans, and he knew
how that word *power’ would please them. It
is a strong word.

“We all like power of some kind,” Mr. Winthrop
gaid. At first the boy thinks most of physical
power ; he admires tho an of strong muscle, or
the boy who plays the best gamo of ericket or bull,
As we grow older, we care for wental power; we
vilue most thoss who win prizes at school, or who
wrile or spenk well.” Hildu's face flushed. She
was an enthusinstic admirer of mental power.
“But,” said Mr. Winthrop, * higher than either
physical or mental power is spiritual power—the
power which will enable us to live aright.”

“Live aright!” Tumn caught these words
Yes! live aright from day to auy. To be kind and
patient, obedient, unselfish—the power to become
all these can come to us oniy through the Lord
Jesus Christ. Our best resolutions are weak, ex-
cept as they are made in the strength that he
offers to ws, Was Mr. Winthrop thinking of
Hilda? She wus sure that he was looking directly
at her.

“But what if we are sshamed of this power—
ashamed of Ohtist himself1”  And then Mr. Win.
throp told of many ways in which we are all
tempted to deny our Saviout.

Presoutly lte said very earnestly, My dear young
prople, the time is coming when you and I would
rather have one smile from Jesus Chuist than all the
smiles of all the great who have ever lived. Then,
what if we have been ashamed of him? Do yon
remewber what he szid? ¢ Whosoever shall be
ashamed of mo and of wmy words, of him shall the
Son of man be ashumed when he shall come in
his own glory, and in his Father’s, and of the holy
angels.””

Hilda leaned her head upon her hand, and lis-
tened almost breathlessly to every word of that
sermon.

Then Mr. Winthrop said, so solemnly, * At the
last, Christ way say to some of you, *Yes, I re-
member you; you were a scholar in a certain
Sunday-school. You heard often of my love and
sufferings on the cross. You were invited to come
to me and be saved. Your heart felt very tender
toward me sometimes, wien you thought of wy
lova for you, but you tried to hide your feelings;
you did not decide to come out bravely and be my
disciple. Ashamed of me! and now—now [ nin
ushamed of you. You must go away from my
presence for ever!’”

« Will that ever be true of me1” thought Milda,
with a sob. ¢ Am I ashamed of Jesus Christ? Ts
that why I do mot want people to think I hLke
prayer-meeting? Is that why I always'laugh, and

pretend to be thinking of gomething silly, when

3

Miss Abes tulks to wio of thess thmgst  Me, Win-
thirop tatks about the power we wust b ve to help
us live srght. Is it beeainse [ hove aefused this
power, that 1 have spoiled the first new leaf of my
New Yeurl”

Hilda could not keep biele the tenrs. She was
not ashamed of thewm any loyger, however.  She
went home with o full heart  She ran updnirs,
and locked hoy ol o b own room. It see e to
her that she had been blind ol her life, and that
obly now her eyes had Been opened to seo that it
wis Christ whow she needed—Chuist the hope of
glory, and the power of Gad unte salvation to every
one that believeth.

There, in the quiet of her ro-wn, she fell at his
feet, and the words that emme from her heart
Were i—

*“ Just as I am, and waiting not
To rid myself of one dark blnt,

To thee whose blood can cleunse each spot:
O Lamb of God, I come, I come!”

And ho met lier, even as in the parable the father
met his lost sou.

Thus there came to Hilda the divine power that
could alono help her to turn over, with faith and
love, .a new leaf in her book of life.—New York
Observer,

The King's Daughters' Song.

Gorxa fort.z on gentle errands,
As tho Muster went beforos
Light the littte eross we carry,
Heavy was the cross he bore,
But the little crosses bearing,
Thug we share the Master’s shame,
Thus his royal glory wearing,
Marching ouward “ in his name.”

Lift we now the weary burdens,
Smeoth away the mark of care,
To the fevered, aching pillow
Bring the tenderness of prayer.
Even iv a world of sorrow,
Song of hopo "tis ours to frame,
Looking for a biiglter morrow,
Marching onward **in his name.”

Day by day to high and lewly
One dear word wo try to give,
Consecrated gludly, wholly,
Jesus Christ wo try to live,
Till we reach the home of beauty,
\Where the seraph raptures flamne,
Love shall arm our souls for duty,
Marching onward ‘“in his name.”

Japanese Civilization.

As illustrating his claim that the Japanese are
a more civilized people than the Americans, a
gentloman at a recont Boston dinner-table cited
Professor Morse's statement, that if, in a Japuanese
vity, one picks up a stone to throw at a dog, the
dog does nnt run, beeause ho has never had & stone
thrown at him, and does not know what the action
means.

Manifestly, if such a state of universal gentle-
ness und kindness pravails in Japan, that not even
a stone is thrown at a dog by a boy, there must be
a very high and thorough civilization permeating
all classes of the population. .

This argument may not be accepted as complete
by the sciologists, who would, doubtless, maintain
that it requires something else than gentleness and
humanity to make civilization. But certainly the
fact is to bo taken as an excellent item of evidence
in making out a case of high civilization for the
Japanese,

And it is n significant fact that it was reserved
for our own XEuropean-American civilization to
introduce the completest refinement of oruslty to
animals.—Bosion Transeript,
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