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muy foo " had found its way to the contribution for carry-
ng forward ** the standard of the cross.”

*¢ An oxcollontiold lady,” €aid some one ; ! one of our old-
cst mombers, Her father was the first Deacon, but of coursa
sho cannot do much for the choprch.”

Now, bad the sum tutal of Mrs. Hampden's gifts been pub-
lished it wonld have exceeded considerably that of many
who bad s hundred times her means. But what of offerings

- .more precious than monoey 2. )

Fur awsy in Indin is the grave of a missionary teacher,
who in bis brief span of labor was eingularly sucéessful in
winning souls to Christ. If you had asked that missionnry
whero ho firat heard the call and why he gave himsolf to the
work, he would have told you, * I'owe it all under God to
my old Sabbath school teacher, Mrs. Sally Hauinpden. She
toved the mission cause and taught me first to pray and then
to work for it."”

Down in the darkest, poorest, most forlorn region of o
Sonthern 3tate is a church and achool for Freedmen. It is
supported aTmoat entirely by a legacy left by a lady of
wealth in one of our large cities.

* How did your mother come to give so much to Frecd-
men !" nsked some one of that lady’s daughter.

** \Why, the summer before sho died, mother was visiting
in Eaglewood, and there she made acquaintance with eome
old lady: Hampden, I think was the name; and sho got
mothor to read'n parcel of trets about the colored people,
ond mother took the motter up with great intercst, and left
this money.”

Away in a Weatern State was o young clel’i{zymnn. workin,
hard among a wild and rough population. The little churcE
ho had gathered was a city st on o hill, Ho had been a
wild boy, epuilod at firat by every unwise indulgence, and
then whon his parents began to rcap the fruit of the
secd they had sown, driven into complote revolt by equally
unwise scverity. Had yod asked the Rev. Charlea Grey
what bad saved him from ruin, he would have told you, the
prayck, the foithfulness, the love-taught wisdom of an old
woman who had sewed for his mother and had nursed him
whon a bsby.

These are but a fow of the things I could tell. But it was
the general impression that Mrs. Hampden gave sothing
more than the fow cents she could contrive to spare from her
narrow means, and it was a curious circumstance that the
good woman thought so herself. %06/

It was o cool September night, and Mra. Hampdoh was
aitting in her room alone. The building sho liveq in had
boen & tavern in old ataging days, but had been médo over
till littlo of its original “spcct remained. Tho ropm Mre.
Hampden occnpic(;shnd been mado out of parts of $wo others
and had two chimneys, in png of which was her stove and
the other a fire-place.  These two chiinneys the old lady was
nccustomod to reckon among her mercies, for her little open
firo nnswered for morely cool weather, saved her cosl and
gavo out a chgerful blaze; but novertheless to-night there
was 8 cloud on her face as she sat by the fire with hor knit-
ting, and her eyes turned from time to' time with a wistful
look to an old tea-cup of “flowing blue " that stood on the
high mantel-plece,

Tho truth was she had always given twenty-five cents na
hor half-yearly subscription to tho Ladics' g'lisaionnry So.
ciety, and now it was all but time to expect Miss Dawson,
the collector, and with all she had been able to pinch and
save from the very narrow margin of her annuity she had
only five tonts in the old tea-cup which—she dedicated to
mission monoy.

Someswny it wag very hard for the old womsan to bear
what wns certainly a very small matter compared with all
the othor trials n{e had endured. Sheo thought to herself
how hor father had given tho ground for the church aud
most of the timber; and when ** tho acttled minister " came
how her parents had rejoiced ; and how on tho first Sunday’s
Commu&on they had sat in their old high pew surrounded
by all fheir boys and girls. Of all that bright troop of

* brothers and sisters she, now a frail old woman, then '*the

b
baby," woa the solé‘survivor. 8he thought how, year by
year, her contribution bad growu lces, and how she had had
to give up paylug for ber pew ; and now she must resign her-
solf to *‘ doing nothing for the church,”

To be aure, this very Missionory Society owed ita existence
largely to her exertions, and nearly evory subacriber to the
magazines had been secured by her laborions pilgrimages

"from house to house, )

Poor old Mrs. Hampden had a sad evening, and when the
elock struok nine ahe rolled up her knitting with o sigh; and
took tho Bible, as was alwaya her custom. That sight her
chaptor was the Gth of §t. John. She read on till she came
to the 8th and 10th verscs.

¢ There is & lod here which hath five barley loaves and
two small fishes, but what are they among so many? And
Jasne eaid, Make the men sit down.”

* Sally Hampden," said the. old lady, dropping ber book
on the table, “*are you a fool after all these years? You
don’t think the Lord can do anything with five cents, do

au? I doubtif the lad's gift wos worth five cents, and it
ed the whole multitude, and it's been feeding the saints

‘ever since.” And the cloud lifted, and the light shone as

it scemed with w clearer radiance than ever before, and the
old saint fell asleap with thankegiving in her heart.
( To be. Continued )

Caaprer I1

Miss Dawson, the young lady who made the collections for
tho Missionary Society. wus u young lady who had been '‘con-
verted to missiona’“only within the last two years. From
early youth she had been & member of the church, had been
a rogular attendant at its services, and when the atated col-
lections were taken up had given sometimes a dollar and
sometimes less.
Until very lately, however, she had known littlo and cared
less for missions, Indeed, in lier sccret heart she had had a
sort of grudge against them as taking away money that
might have becn spent on her own church—that is to say,
the buildiag, the organ, new carpets, cushions, and such like
necessities. If yon had asked” her she would have told you
that she was a member of the Presbyterian Church, but the
iden of the mighty family of God, of which the company to
which she belonged was but a very small section, had never
penetrated her mind. -
It wae not for want of opportunity that Miss Daweon was
no missionary woman. cr pastor and her aunt, Mrs.
Dillon, who was Presidont of the Misgionary Socfety, had
both done their best to open her eyes, but she opposed to
them a gentle, but obstinate indifferende; and her name had
never appeared on the Sbcicty’s roll, né¥ woukl she, when
asked by Mrs, Hnmg(len, subscribe for the Magazine,
About two years before the date of my story, Miss Daw-
son's oyes had suddenly been opened. 8hohad been visiting
friends in Now York, and had gono to a Wedhesday ovenin,
service, and instead of the cologrutcd divine whom she ha
oxpected to hear, tho desk wus occupicd by an old Indian
minister from the West. She had Leen much disnppointed
at secing the Rev, James Partridge instead of Di. D—.
Boing an Indian, it was not to be expected that ho could have
tging to say which would be of interest to Misq Dawson.
'he Rev. James Partridge was, ae mauy of his peoplo sre,
an orator by nature, and hed been carefully trained in his
youth aftar the fashion of his people. He was o man of edu-
cation anl talent, and he was in dead carnest. .
He naver knew that then ond thero Ella Dawson's preju-
dices and indifference were swept away in a flood of re-

ontant tears, The light streamed in upon the: hitherto
Hosed eyes of hor voul, and sho asked horaclf with shameand
wonder why sho had hitherto beon 5o blind to her Master's
benkoning hand.  She went home resolved to do her part in
the uhnmﬁ). o

That day she put her nafne on the roll of the Church Mis-
sjouary Socioty, an; én a colleotor way wanted she had
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