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A True Btory,

** WHERE is the baby, grandma?”
‘The swect young mother calls

From her work fo the cosy kitohen
With its dalaty whitewashed walls,

\nd grandma leaves hor knitting,
And looks for her all around ;

But not & trace of & baby dear
Can anywhere be found.

No sound of ite merry prattle,
No gleam of its sunny hair,

No patter of tiny footetaps,
No sign of it anywhere,

All through the house and garden,
Far out inte the field,

I'hoy search each nook and corner,
But nothing is revealed.

\nd the mother’s face grew pallid,
Grandmamimna's eyes were dim ;

The father's gone to he village ;
No uee to lock for him,

Anl the baby lost | ¢/ Where’s Rover?”
The mosher chanoed to think

Of the old well in the orchard
Where the oattle used to drink,

**Where's Rover? T know he'd find her ! "
*Roveri” Ir vain they call,
Then harry away to the orchard ;
And there by the moss-grown wall,
Close to the well lies Rover,
Holding to baby's dress,
Who was leaning over the well's edge
In perfect fearlosnens,

She stretohed her tiny arme down,
But Rover held her fas

And never seemed to mind ths kicks
‘Ihe tiny bare fess cast

So spitefully upon him,
But wagged his tail instead,

To greet the frightened searchers,
While nanghty baby said :

‘ Dere's & ’ittle dirl 1n the ‘ater;
She's dust as big as me ;
Mamma, 1 want to help her out,
And take her home to tes.
But Rover he won’s le¥ me,
And I don’s lol\:o hlig)l. (!}o
Away, you naughty Rover
Oh! why “t:g you crying so?"

The mother kissed her saying :
““My darling understand,

Good fy{ovar saved your life, my dear—
And ses ! he licks your !

Kiss Rover.” Baby struck him,
But grandma understood ;

She said : * Its hard to thank the friead
Who thwarts us for our good.”

A Model Superintendent,

MAxY haye read a little book en-
titled * A Model SBuperintendent,” It
is & sketoh of the life of Mr, Henry
P Haven, of New London, Conn., by
H. Clay Trumbuill, This life was one
of the best examples on record, as
illuctrating the relation of & Chrisiian

business man to the Bunday-school |

work, A poor boy, apprenticed at
fifteen years of age by his widowed
mother to & ship-cwner and merchant.
He was so faithful to bis master that
he was promoted in his work from time
to time, and two yesrs before his ap-
prenticeship was ouded, Le nmaxpect
edly found his salary wsi more thaa
doubled. When he attained his ma-
jority he was mede oonfidential clerk,
and two years later wav admitted &
pattner in the house. In time he
became sole proprietor and his business
grew to enormous proportions, wntil
his ships, salling from New London, as
his narrator says, “sooured the utter-

wmost parts of the earth, and peneirated
every navigsble sea inhabited by the
leviathau of the deep.” At oms time
he was preaident of & railioad, director
1n & auvings bank and a trust company,
aud, at the time of his death, president
of a national bank, A man ready for

Auy emergency, always holding offics
of trust,

Al thiy time he was doing business
for the Lord. At she of sixteen
years he was a tencher in the homs

wchool of the Beath

Ohurch of New London. At twenty-.
one years of age he felt he was not
doing enough in this direction, and
oame to his Babbath-wohoo] auperin.
tendent and asked if he knew of any
plsce where neighbourhood mission
work was needed. The reply was:
* Oertainly, I do,” and then told him
of a oall that had just come for some
one o take the oharge of a misslon
sohool in 2n adjolning town, and * You
are just the man” Young Haven
hesitated, it came mo suddenly upon
him. “There is no time like the
present,” said the superintendent;
“the Lord wants you; go at omce.”
The young business man went, He
remained [aithful at biy poet, built ap
& large sohool from a beginning of nine
woholars, The work was never aban-
doned by bim until the end of hix
earthly life. fays his narsator: ' He
wes preparing for the fortieth anni-
versary of that Sabbath-sohool when
he finally entered into rest, Twenty
years after commenoing at the mission
sohool, he was elected saperintendent
of the home chrroh sohool; the home
school meeting in the morning befors
vburch and the country schoal in the
sfiorncon. The results of the wock
oarried omn in thems $wo schools were
wonderful.”

A ;»rominmt fellow-cltizen, on the
day of Mr. Haven's funeral, sald: “I
never saw a man who could do so
many things, and do them all so well
s Henry P, Haven,” Aud his narra-
tor adds: ¢ (ould more than this have
been said of him, if he had ot been a
devoted and untiring Sabbath-school
superintondeat’ On the contrary, it
may rather he affirmed thet it was
becawse Mr. Haven was so falthful in
his Sabbath.school work that he was
80 succemsful in the other departments
of his life work.”"—Pilgrim Teacher,

The Pedlar on London Bridge,

. Ir was & bright May morning early
in the present contury. London Bridge
wes densely orowded and almost im-
pessable, as it was wont to be in those
times, for it was not the stately struo-
tare of Resnie with whish we have to

deal, but the old, narrow, many-arched | meo

bridge which for centuries had formed
S e ey
i uthwar
)In one of the abutments, ndar the
city side, on the day referred to, s man
was very busy advertising sovereigns
for sale, ¢ Here you are, ofmtlomu,”
he vociferated; ¢ ‘0 c{an sover.
eigus, ane penny apiece. Oaly a p nny
spelos-—real nv-n?o, frech from his
Majosty’s mint! Here's an oppor
tunity that will never happen again—
oaly » y for & real en sover-
eigu, twenty shillinge’ value, two hun-
dred snd pence—all for one
penny! Don't let the chanoce slip,
tlimen; it will never come againt
g:v & hundred sovereigns for a hun.
d“'.l(“h ’:l’ rged by, taking littl
Y orowd su ) ttle
notice of him, or when any one did
make a response to his invitation it
was 10 express surprise at his folly in
that the public could be so
akanmin. «“ '!;cn'vo brightencd lug
those farthings o Yours pretiy amartly,
said one; “if youd’g sell 'em for »
peany you might some business.”
¢ Best mind what you are at, my Ld,”
growled an old city olerk; “if you
atbemapt 40 pass off thoss Brummagem
battons as sovereigns you may have

The pedlar listened to these remsrks
with the utmost composure, He did
not appear to be in any way disturbed,
though he had stood for nearly three-
quarters of an hour without receiving
& single bid for his wares ; nor did his
eye turn aside from the tray which was
slung by a band round his neck, exceph
to %lanoo at & man oconpying the same
niche in the bridge as himself, who
was loaning oareleesly agaiost the par-
s{xet, referring every now and then to
the watch which he drew from his
poocket.

Presently it seemed as if a oustomer
had come at last. O papa,” said a
little boy, “ those are the things mother
is slways wanting, T.ook hers; I've
got fourpence which she gave me for
bringing & good character home from
school. ~ I'll'buy four of the sovereigns
aud take them home b0 her if I may.”

“You're & boy, Dicky,” said
the father, “but I am sfraid you're
mother wouldn't get much good out of
them, They're only pretense, my iad,
In this world no one ever parts with
snything under its value. You may
give good money and get what's worth
very little for it ; but you'll never give
what is worth very little and get good
money for it. Come along and buy
yo\érhenlln’ eyes.” ,

peir passed on and presenmtly
another man stopped and looked wist.
fully at the tray.

“If th.y were only real,” he mut.
tered, *twenty of them would kee
me out of jail sud I might come
right again, There's many a man now
to whom twenty real sovereigns
no inore oconsequence than that chq{-
medals would be, Ab, but though he
doesn't want them himself, he won't
give them to ma.”

Ha too resumed his way,
pu‘l‘l:rv hat ti;’ the time m :;kod the

of lounger m,

“ Just & quarter to twelve,” was the
snswer. ‘You have exactly fifteen
minutes to stay, and that is all
Halloa,” he added under his breath,
“here is & oustomer at last, I do
belisva.”

As be replaced his watch a man
baving the sppearance of a decent

hando, a small bundle,
stopped for a moment or two, eyeing
with curiosity the coatents of the ped-
la's tray. Then he tcok np one of
the coing and turned it over,

“ Well, it's & olever sham.” he said,
“and it wiil phn; ;:y ‘g::lo boa‘ I;ve
ust got a peuny [ler paying for
Zhe g:t“d r, and I'll take ons of
e hl:i:‘dh f'; acoordingl

He own his penny Y
received one of the coins, and went on
bis way. He could not put it inside
his bundle very well, and he had a
hole in his pocket, s0 he was obliged
to keep it in his hand. As he passed
on into Grace church Street, under the
window of the large jeweller’s »
crowd, which had gathered a: s
fallen horse, foroed him into the door-
way, and he tcok the apportunity of
examining his purchase again,

“ Well, it is uncommon like, that I
must say,” he exolaimed, “Ibl;nvon’b
flagered t00 many of thees, to be sure;
bn?alllhvonoenm o8 like this aa
one pes is to ancther. Thare can't be
any chanoe of it being a real one, I
suppuss, that wou'ld be too good a joke;
mdyatthminnolmminuking
and this chap will tell mo what it is
uﬁninute.” o jo

e stepped up to the jeweller's
counter scoordingly, and laying his

are of

coin on it, inquired of the man ** what
that might be.”

“That1” said the jeweller, taking it
oarelessly up and weighing it on his
finger, “why, what should it be, my
good man, but & sovereign t”

“A sovereign, a real sovereign!”
exclalmed the other, “you don't mesn
it to be sure! Just look again, sir, if
you please, and make oertain ¢

“There's no need to look again,”
said the shopman rathor sharply; *I
should know gold by this time when I
wee it, It's an good a sovereign ax ever
came from the mint, and is quite new
into the I'll give you tweaty
shillings for it if you want to change it.”

The journeyman stared omoe more
in the jeweller’s face, and thea
short round he made for the door,
elbowing his way without ceremony
through the crowd gathersd in Grace-
ch:::g Street, and then tnmlnign down
one of the narrow alleys which in those
days intervened between the broad
thoroughfare and the river he hurried

on with all the he could com:
mand, Presently he o near the
entranoe to the bridge, still fight-

ing his way vigorously, reached the
embrasure where he had left the dealer
in sovereigns. Alss, he was gone, and
his place was ocoupied by & vender of
ingerbread nuts, who was commend-
his ariicles with an earnestness
which far exceeded that of his pre-
decessor,

‘' Where is the man who was selling
the sovereigns!” exclaimed the jour
neyman, breathlessly.

“Man with the 1” re.
peated the person addressed. I don't
know of any such. There was & chap
here with QI tray tbo\g ﬁvh: :}num

just a8 I come up, but ut u
mul and walked gﬂ' with his frlaus
just as twelve o'clock struck.”

wed for s, sk 0o ponnt st
¢ or sale, at one penny .
for an hour on London Bridge during
the most busy portion of the day, The

::lsarty had contended that they
all be bough$ up the moment

ware :xlrod to view, the other
g:t'the would totally disregard
them, The experiment was tried and
with the resuls which has been related ;
of the hundred %0 ouly one was
rold, and that to a xian who had ao
belief in the value of his parchase.

It seem sirange to us that men
Mﬂu lhown_ g0 litile discern-

purchass
of it; and they only find out ita wewe
value when it comes t0 be tested
use. Here a‘;oothepnciom*"na
offered ing tue briel of
Ruman ifa) The angel itk vt |
by aad mark the j
passes by, and when the haur is
the offer is withdrawn. Vain will it
iho ok Thers 1 20 sepemtomes
peat. BO repentance
the grave.—Swnduy at Home,
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