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a woek before hier call came to her to give up her life
*for His sake.” Sheasys: *“Iameo apg out here.
He has been so good to me, and He does eo ﬁthe blank
in one's heart thatis wmade by leaving home, . . .
We must fut be tod much engrossed in the work itself to
forget the Master, but to remember if Ho likes to call us
away to other work ‘He is at liberty to doso, We are
His bondslaves, juat.to go here snd there as He pleases,
sod He hasmade mg}o glad toleave it all with Him now,
and there’s not a shade of worry.” - !

RS
some of them did ‘cry so when they found they couldn’t -
stay, Well, whilo wa were talking, Miss Price came in .
ond showed ds, on the mwap, where Delia's schcol was,..'
and told us all absut the schuols for the Indians -out.:
West, and even way up in Alssks.” My! the mission-,
aties who go there must-bo awful gogd to go so for away,
Then tut in Utsh among’ the Mormons, they are trying. -
to teach tho children, two ; but in every placo they have .
not near money enough. 'Miss Prico saye her little sis- *:
ters at homo belong to a mission band ahd give s pennya,

Theso are the Inst words recordéd of this brave young
heart, who, at the’early ago of twenty-five, finished her
work, vtud:rooeived the martyr's- crowu.

MOLLIE'S GIFT. o

{Leaflet farved by tho Wermen's Executive Commfites of tho Preaby-
terian Church.)

“Ob, niamma! wo had a new acholar to-day, and
don’t you think, she’s black! Her name is Delia, and

she came all the way from North Carolins,” cried Mollie,.

breathlesaly.

“‘'Talk a little slower, my child ; where does thia little
girt live 7"

Mollie tossed off her hat, and, coming close to her
mother, bogan again. .

** Well, she lives with Miss Oross, up 6u the hill. 8he
was in a Bohool down South, and Miss Cross wrote down
there for a girl ; you know nobody up here will live with
her because she’s Cross by name and cross by nature.”

*That's not very kind, Mollie. Tell me about Dolia.”

‘“ Well, it was Delia's turn to go, because she had been
there longest, and they wanted to take some other girl in
the school right away. Isn’t it funny? Their schools
are not near Jarge enough to hold the scholars, and some
of thom have to wait so long they never get a shance.
Miss Oross wrote o letter and sent money enough to
have Delis come by expreas—just think of that, a girl by
express | and she malry did, They tied a long tag on
her, too, but they let her =it in the passenger car.

‘* When she got in New York the expreas agent put her
in the horse cars to ride to the railroad station, and there
sumebody olse tied another tag on her and sent her
atraight out here. T think she must be glad to get where
she can go to school without crowding somebody olse
out,” :

Mollie's home was in one of thoss rare country dis-
tricts whero nogroes were seldom seen. But tho “law
of heredity ” held its own, and the abolition principles
for which their fathers fought were sustained by these
children as they welcomed the little colored-girl to their
yames aod classes. They tried to make her at home,
just a8 they would had her black cheeks been pink and
white,” or the woolly kinks on her head golden ourls.
Every spare momoent out of school hours saw ber sur-
rounded by an eager group of girls, who listened while
sho told of the school she hiad left. .One day their teacher
overheard one of these talks and thought it a good time
lo do a little missionary work. .That afternoon Mollie
came home with a now storé of information. ’

‘* Mamms,” she began, ‘‘we heard lots more about
Dolia’s school w-day. Besides lossons in books, they
learn’to wash and iron, and bake and sew, and their
teachers tell them about Jesus; too, for, just think!
somo of them have nover heard of Him. Delia saya two

hundrod wero turned away from her school last year, and

day to help these poor children.- Why ! in Delia's schiol
two cents will sond o child to school one day—only a..
gzstago stamp ! Misa Price thought we might have a:':

nd here, but, oli, dear ! I can't join, for I never have °
a penny s week, oven. I wish I could help them some -
way, but I haven't a thing to sell, nor nny way to enrn -
money.” “
- Mollie ended with a sigh, and Moullie’s mamwma gave .
another, for, like all mammas, she loved to, give her little
g}rl whnt she wanted. But thers were many things

ollie must do withont, for they wero poor people. Her
father kept the littlo station on’ the Sure aund Safe Rail--
road, and, that he might be always nesr his work, occn- -
gi[ed., with his family, the rooms on the second floor.

ollie’s one pet and plaything was a beautiful Maltese
kitten, and, next to mamma, ** Kittie Gray " shared all
her troubles. . So, of courss, she must be told about
Mollie’s desire to help thoss forlorn little ones who had
no home comforts, no school, and, worst of all, no God.
Mollie poured it all into Kittie's ear, and received many
a sympathetic purr. .

But she thought, '* Of course you can't help me any,
for'you’re only a cat, after all.”

That night Mollic's usual prayer of ** Now I lay me,”
had a new petition, as she asked God to show her some
WAy to get some money. ’

The next morning, as usual, Mr. Monroe came to take
the train to New York, and, as be entered the litile
waitig-room, stumbled sgainst ** Kitty Gray,” who had
disobeyed orders and stolen in there.

“That's a fine kitten you have bere,” he said, ‘‘and .
it's just what my little girl most wants. What do you
aay to letting me have it 1" .

**Oh ! sir, that's my Mollie’s, and ’twould break her
heart if I gave it away.” o

‘*Well, I'm sorry for that. It's an unusually fine cat.
Tell your child I'll give her a dollar for it if she can
make up her mind to sell.”

Then thbe train steamed in, and he was gone. Mollie’s
father laughed to himself aa he thought how his girl would
scorn evon the large Bugcl of one dollar, when compared
with her loved ** Kit? Gray.” Meanwhile Mollie
started off to achool, sunyy and happy, for she had great '
faith, and, es she bade her kitten good-bye, ehe whispered, -
“I know I'm going to get some money, for I told Jesus
all about it.”

That evening, as she sat fondling Kittie, her father
mid, * Now, Mollie, if you want to make money, here's.’
your changce.” o

*Oh | papa, what is it7 Tell me quiok ¥’ she ex: -
claimed. ) T

* Well, T don’t hardly believe you'll take this, though -

it's good for a dollar.”

“Take it7 Well, I guess I willl You don't knew
how much I want some money.” .

'* Wait & minute, little woman, and I'll explain,” snd
he laid Mr. Monroe's/pygposiﬁon before hor.



