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THE SEVEN APPLES.
Onieday llobert's fatlier sa%,. lîir playiiîg

wvith some boys wlîo wvere rude and unniaxi'
uerly. Hie liad observed for soe tinle a
change foi, the %vorse in lus son, anîd now lie
kniev tlue cause. Hie w'as very serry, but lie
said nothing te Rlober't, nt the tiinue. Ini the
evening lie brou~glit; fronu the gardeti six rosy
ciiceked aplules, mut theni oui a plate and pre-
sented tiieti to Robert. le ivas mucu pleased
at lus fatlier's kindniess, anîd tiuauked iuii.
"You mîust;. lit- tietin aside for a fewv dîîys,

that they mîaiy becoine nielloiw." said thte
fatiir an Iobert ciceruily plared the
apples in is tuotluer's store roorn.

Jîîstias lie %vas îîutting tiieui aside lui1S
fathier laid on thîe plate thte sevenîlu appie,aud
desired liîmn to aliowv it to reniain there.

"But, fatlier," said Robert, "Luhis apple -%vill
spoil ail tae otliers."

"Do you tliink sol Wliy sluould net thie
fresî ýapples raLlier matke thte retten one
fresli " said luis fatiier; anîd with tiiese wvords
lie situt the door of the rooiî

Eiglit days afterward lie asked lus son to
openi thxe door anid takec eut the appies. But
wluat, a siglit prcseuîted itielf 1 'llie six appe
wvîicli 1usd beetu se round anidrsycekd
%vere quite reucîî anîd spread a bad smel
threui the rooni1.

" Fathier," cried lie, " did I uuet tell you that
the rotteii apple %%-uld spoil tlit good oiîesl
Yen did net listen, te nie.'

" My boy," said Lte fatiier, " lave I not toid
you of ten that the conîpauiy of had chlldren
%willi nake you bad I YeL doyou listes te me!
Sc in tie state of thea apples thuat %%hichi viii
happaen to yoit if you iceep eemipany w'ith
wvick-ed boys."

A BAND 0F MERCY BOY.

A short tii-e age, as 1 ivas cressing Market
Street, near Tîventy-second street, a bey, neot
over tan years old, vliiad been wvalkin
just before ne, ran iiuto the street and pîcked
up) a broken glatss pitelier. I suppesed lie
int iîded tua pieces as missiles, since tha
desire te tlirov sc.îietiuing seenus instincet in
ei'ery boy. Çoiiseiluexîtly, I ivas nîucu sur-
uriseLd wvlen lie Lossed tlîe pieces itîto a vacant
lot at the cerner and %valked q uietly oit. As
liepnssed nie, wiîistliuîg I saiàd

W~hy did yen pick u'ý tiîat pitelier?"
"«I was afraid it nuiglit eut soine iîorse's

foot," lue u'eplied.
"Mfy next question was a uatural eue:
"Are you a B3and of Mercy boyi

He siuiled as lue said :
"O, yes; tiuat's wvly I did it."
Tîte'bands ef niercy ivere drawni very

closely arouud te dear littie feiioîv's iueart,
I ai sure.-Scueot aitcI Ilonic.

HEAVE YO'U A RE ART?

R. MOFFAT, the African traveller
iM1~ and înissionary, used to tell the fol-
IM~ lowing story: Net long age a
IUywoman. camne to mie, bringiixg a boy

%vith lier, liaving travelled fifteeîî
miles, and, she -nid she wishued for a New
Testament. Slie brouglit, the price ia her
hiand. 1 said te lier: "My ï dwmn
there is not a copy to be o iad.'

"Whaizti Ai iLt.o retura empty?"
"1 fear you vi.
Ol said slie, "I1 borrowved a copy once,

but the owîîer lias couic and taken it away,
and now 1 sit; with iny family sorrowful, be-
cause we have no Book to talk to us. My boy
can. read, and lie is teaching me to read. He
remis and I prav. Now we are far from, any
one else. W e are living at a cattle outpost,
and ve hiave no one to teach us but the Book.
Oh," -said slîe, iu true Sechuana style, " go
and try to find a Book. O uîy father 1 O my
miotiier! 0nîy eider brother!1 do go and try
to find a Blook for me. Surely there is one to
be found; do not let me go back empty."

I feit for lier, for she spoke earnestiy and
feelingly, iîtii I began to feel my owvn eyes a
littie wvatery, and I said "Wait a littie, and
1 will sec what I can do.'

1 searclied liere and there, and at last -I
found a copy aiid brouglit it to the good
wonian. Oh, couid you have seen how her
eyes brighteued, hiow she ciasped miy hands
anîd kissed tliem over and over again 1 Away
she went wvith lier Book, rejoicing with a
lieart overflovi ug,%vitli gratitude.

" Oh," she eîaid, " I ku-ie% you had a heart. 1
toid you you had a lieart 1"

Reader, is your heart, touched by the
thougb t tliat; millions, both at home and far
awvay, do not yet know the Gospel ? And are
you doing ail you eari to help to send it to
theni -Bible Society Glcarnngs.
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