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* How swoot the name of Jesus sounds
In o beliover's ear!
Itsoothes his sorrowa, heals his wounda,
And drives away his (car.”

« The ear of little Dirni was a believer’s ear,” she said,
tendérly; * she lived long enough to let us know that.
The little story I hdve told you about her is only one of
» hundred that I' could tell, They know so little of
Josus and they live so muoh! Oh, if they only all
knew! [ want to beg of you to try to help them to do
that.

“* When ears are deal, und they cunaaot hear
‘The-sound of the Sabbath bel],

Oh, should not we for the dear Lord's sake,
The sound of 1ts mesaage tel}? "

* Remember that the way you can tell it is to send
thoss who have tongues, Pennies talk. . You sll belong
to the Extra-cent-a.day Band. I see you have your
Lenten oovelopes here.  SBumebody will pass thom
around protty soon. I hope you will look often at the
lovely picture on the front side. Remember, as you put
in your pennies; that He is really looking | ”

As tho ushers passed the pilo of envelopes along the
sisles, the one nearest the row of open side windows was
astonished by a small and rather grimy haud thrust in
his face. . :

" Gimme one 1" said a voice from beldw the window-
ledge, whilo the arm and hand alone were visible. The
usher did not like the looks, and passed on to more
promising spplicanta.

* Kept in long enough!"” waa Joey's grumbling re-
mark as Hester appeared.

**Guess you wouldn't have thought it was long,” said
Hestor, warmly, *‘She was just dear ! It was beauti-
ful, the whole thing, from beginning to end, and you'd
havo eaid o !"

“Bumph !" said Joey.

 We're all going to give s penny a day, all through
lont, for an Eastor offering,” said Hester complacently.

** Pennies ! " said Joey.

**Yos, one a day, that's the plan, and it's real easy.
You can spatre them, and oever knuw what hurt you.”

Joay satd nothing. He did not open his lips again all
the way home. All next day his whistling was more
thoughtful and less aggressive. Heéster said she believed
he was inventing something.

For the next month or su, Joey was absorbingly buay.
1t did not have the effect of making him' silent. ]!e
whistled like a factory escape-pipe. But he seemed to
have no time on his hands for dawdling. Tho organ was
left to other musiciang, and the keys were whiter in con-
sequonce.  He did erraads, huuted up odd jobs, was
willing to do any nameable service ** for a consideration.”

One morping, just before Easter, Hester was *‘ap-

proached " in a tentative sort of way on an old subject.

‘* Say, Het!"”

N I:IJ name has six lettors in it.”

** Well, you can stick 'em all in when you write it.
You know that night o’ the thing-um-bob {ecture-—-mim
si0nATy or somep'n.”

"' Well 7" .

. “:I,'hey passed round some envelopes with pictures on
“ Yes,” said Hester, in surprise. ‘I got one. But
how did you know 1"

‘I was there.”

“Oh, yes, I know. Waiting outside. And O, Jooy,
the funnienst thing happened ! Just as one of the ush-
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ers went by the windows, there was an arm stuck in—
the blackest Jittle rough paw it was—and somebody said,
*Gimme one!'"”

*“Yes, 'twas me.”

s You ? ”

*“Yes, I wonted one. Wasn't that a good lecture,
though ! I feit so bad for little Ditni. I want 'em to
know about the—the SBaviour, Het. I've earned some
money this vacation—two dollars, that's all. But I want
to do sumething for Him. I love Him.”

‘“ Have you told father 7"' asked Hester, after a mo-
ment’s respectful silonce. She knew it was their father’s
one absorbing wish that his children should each in his
own way and time witness that good coufession.

‘* Yes. That is, T told mother, Put this in your en-
velope, Het. He wouldn't gimme one.”

“Josy 1"

‘“ Ask away."

1 want to know—what—made you think of it1”

*D'ao. Well, p'rhaps. See here.”

Joey eat down on Hester’s new muff and squirre] cape,
which she had just laid on the arm of the Morris chair
for safe-keeping. He took a broken-backed card from
a crumby pocket, and spread it out on his trouser knee
lovingly.

Hester atarted to take it, but stopped as she saw the
condition of the lilies and roses on it. 8ume words in
gold ink could still be read quite plainly,—

‘“ Wrnar Hasr Taov DoNe vor Mr?”
** Not, a thing, hardly—never ! said Joey, nodding
his thatchy brown head, regretfully. ‘' But ¥'m a-goin’
to."
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** Well, dearies, what is it 7" asked Mice Marioa, look-
ing around the circle of her eager-eyed little fluck.

They hung their heads and smiled, and looked at one
another speechlesa.

“ This must be something very important,” laughed
Miss Marion. *‘* Won't somebody please tsll me about
it! Won't you, Kittie 7"

Thus singled out, Kittie Osborne 8lid one small hand
coaxingly under Miss Marion's armi, and, getting very
red in the face, anid :

“It's just that we want to.be a society, please, Miss
Marion.  All our sisters are in societies, and we thought
maybe we could make one,—just a small one,—just all of
us together, if somebody would only show us how. They
say wo sre too little to help anything, and that's what
societies are for. But you don't think we are,—do you,
Miss Marion 77

Miss Merion sat down in a cheir at the end of the
aisle, and drew them all close around her.

* Indeed, I do not! I think that you could be &
lovely society, and I can's tell you how giad I am that
you wish to help. But you must remember, little girls,
that, if we are really going to help anybody, we muat be
willing to give up some of our own pleasure to do it, -
You know that,—don’t you?" = :

** Yes'm,” eaid the little girla.
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