
SABBATH SOHOOL RECORD. 6

Zante.
There was once a little ASrican boy,

who lived a happy life with his f&ther
and mother and littie sister. lie had
a littie dog that used to roll on the grass
beside him, or scamper away as liebade
it, and the boy was as happy as a king.
One moraing as lie woke UP from sieep,
his father told him it was his birtli-day,
lie was eleven years old. So the uittie
feiiow jumped Up and thouglit he would
have more fun than ever that day. Hie
called hie dog, and they set off rutining
together. Tliey wandered furtlier and
further from home. The boy took of
hie3 hat and filled it witli the briglit beau-
ti fiowvers that lie gatliered by the
wayside; and the dog wagged bis tail
and jumped upon him with deliglit.
The sky was blue overhead, and the
sun was scorching, so, that tliey were
glad at last to turn down a shady lane.
There they sat down on a swveet bank,
the boy and the dog, and they both fell
asleep. Ail at once a nois3e woke up
the boy, it was the barking of his dog;
andi wheni he turned his head he sav a
tall white man standing by bis side.
The boy lied neyer seen a ian witli a
wliite face before, and le tram bled %vith
fea r.

The ian spoke in a harsh, rough
voice, and putting a ropa round the
boy's waist, he kicked liai, and told
liii to be gona.

&CO moder," cried the little negro,
"moder, ioder!1 comne to me."

&GYou Mil neyer sea your rnother
again," said the cruel man, c-maka
haste sir, le off' %ith you -;" and le
beat liii wîth a knottad stick which .îe
had in hib hand. The faithful littie docg
ran after his master, but the man gave
hirn many liard kicks to kaap, hiru back,
and at latt, losing ail patience with the
dog, lie took lis gun froin his side atnd
shot him. The por boyi.am bis fahtta-
fui dog lying on the ground, c<>vered
%vith blood and moaning piiemoisly; but
le could not stay even to give him >)ne
loving coax ; the -,,ave dealer hur.-ied
hum along to the sea-slîor.x Fiere lie

was thrown into a boat and taken to a
ship which. 1-y at anchor opposite, and
tien crowded with, hundreds of other
siaves into a dark liole, where they could
flot stir and could starcely breathe.
Meanwhile, a crowd of frantic, parents
were standing on the shore, weeping
over their lost children. 4eZante !
Zante P" cried out a weil.known voice,
which the littie boy in the dark hold
could distinguish as his mother's; but
alas! the ship sailed on, the cries be-
came fainter and (ainter, and at last
died quite away, and little Zante's lieart
was ready to burst. Many of the slaves
died on this dread fui voyage, and every
now and then the door was opened in-
to the wretched hole in which Zante
and his ellow.sufferers were confined,
and somne dead bodies taken out of it.
But Zante Iived, and when the voyage
w-as over he was sold for a slave. Day
alter day the littie negro worked be-
neath. P burning sun, and wished he
vrere in bis grave. Tears rolled down
his clieeks as lie tliought of bis mother,
and lie said to himselt, " If 1 could lie
bv de side of moder 1 would flot mind
working so, bard ;"' but when the cruel
task-master saw his tears, he only
brouglit down the whip with double
force upon his back.

One day Zante became so ili froni
his bard work and his master's cruelty,
that lie thouglit lie muet have died be-
fore bis task was over. As soon as it
was done he crept away to a tree twhere
he rniglt sit and weep alone. There
be set hiniseif dotvn upon the grass
and called upon lis fatiier's god. Hie
calied on bis mother to corne and corn-
fort hiru. But no voice answvered hirn,
no coniforter came; and worn out with
fatigue lie dropt asleep. In lis sIeep
he dreamed ffhat he saw,, his maother,
that lie lèIt her U.s,, and heard lier loy-
ing wvords once more. Oni awaking,
and fifidiang hirnsell( alouie and miserable,
he sobbed aloud.

"Don't cry, tny litt!e int, 8aid a
kind voice near hix 1 know wliat
can make you happIy." Turning
round, the littie negro :sawv an Englishi


