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“ Stu|i that rubbish, ami do as 1 bid 
you, or you shall feel the lash ** Mr.

“ It’s nut like John to be stingy,’’ said Leary’*. temper lud got the bvjtvr of him. 
Will—and then the boys parted.

The next morning Ed. Dayton had favorite slave, 
forgotten to bring the book, and then 
when Martin, two days after, ventured to boyish days had he felt the overseer's whip, 
remind him of his promise, he said that ami he shuddered at the thought. Look 
the book was his sister’s, and that she ing appealingly at his master's face,he said : 
didn't like to lend her books.
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or he would not have spoken so to his
Institute.

The old negro started ; never since his
“ 18th Deut.
“ «5th. .Josh. iii. 507....

HE IN TIME. “ Massa Leary, I would work my tin- 
Seeing the state of the case, Martin saitl gers to the bone for you, you that I 

nothing altout the library ticket, of which 
he heard no more, to his great disappoint-

“ 11k in time for every call ;
It you can, he first of all,

He in time !
If your teachers do but find 
You are never once behind,
Hut are, like the dial, true,
They will always trust in you.

He in time.
11 Never linger ere you ‘tart ;

Ever go with willing heart,
He in time !

In the morning up and on ;
First to work and soonest done ; 
This is how the goal's attained ; 
This the way the prize is gained.

He in time !
“ Those who aim at something great. 

Never yet were found too late,
He in time !

Life to all is but a school ;
We must work by plan and rule ; 
With some noble end in view,
Ever steady, earnest, true,

He in time !

rivd as a baby in my arms ; but 'deed, 
massa, old Sambo cannot grieve his 
Lord.”ment, for he dearly loved books.

He was g ling home Friday night, feel
ing rather tired, homesick, and lonesome, 
when John l it/. Adam came running after 
him with a book in his hand. “Here’s

Mr. Leary made no reply, but beckoned
to one of his overseers, and, pointing to 
old Sambo, ordered him to be Hogged.

Cruelly fell the sharp blows on the old 
slave’s shoulders, but no cry escaped his 
lips except the words, “ Lord, help me,” 
“ Lord, hold me fast.” Mr. Leary 
amazed at his endurance, knowing that 
naturally he was anything but brave, 

night, so it’s at your service, and keep it as , Suddenly lie ordered the overseer to stop,
anti in a low voice told him to have Sambo

Atkinson,” he said, out of breath, “I 
couldn’t promise it the other day, because 
I didn't know whether father wanted to
send it away to grandma or not, and it was 
lent to my cousins, but it came home last

long as you like.”
41 Oh, thank you !’’said Martin, brighten- well cared for. “His religion is worth 

ing, and regretting his hasty judgment of something if it makes him stand this beat-
John, “ I am sure you are very good,” and ing rather than tell a lie,” muttered the 
then the boys parted, and presently Martin master to himself, as he strode away, 
was joined by Ed. Dayton. I In the evening the slave-owner

“ I think Fit/ Adam is a regular mean round to the negroes’ quarters to inquire 
fellow,” sai<! Ed. “ I just asked him this after old Samito, for he was not naturally 
morning to look out some references fur cruel, and now his anger had cooled 
me in some lxioks I know he has at home. down.

PROMISING.

“ How obliging Ed. Dayton is,” said 
Martin Wells to Will Buchanan one day 
when they left the schoolhouse together, 
“lie says he will lend me any book he 
has, and he has so many nice ones.”

“ Oh, yes, he’s very good about making 
promises ! ” said Will, dryly.

“ And he said he’d get me a ticket to 
the Mercantile Library, or speak to his 
father—he’s one of the managers. There's 
some arrangement by which they give 
tickets to a numlier of boys. Wasn’t it 
kind in him ?”

and he wouldn’t promise to do it, !>ecaii.>e 
he said he thought his father wanted him and his heart smote him ns he heard the

lie found the old man ill and feverish,

this evening. I’d like to see the time poor slave mutter to himself, “ No ; young 
when I couldn’t pr miise to oblige a massa not mean it, only angry.

Lord, do bless our massa ami teach him
“ Ami Fd like to see the time when you Thy love.” 

would keep your promise,’’thought Martin. Again, as the old man turned on his
“ If people always keep their promises, mattress and gave an involuntary cry of 
they are generally rather careful how they pain, he prayed, “Lord Jesus, give old 
make engagements. It don’t cost any one Samlwi patience, let him not deny Thee, 
much to promise who never perfoims.”— Oh ! keep him from telling a lie.”
Clara F. Guernsey % in ChihCs World. Mr. Leary did not speak, but quietly

left the hut and gave orders that he should 
be carried immediately to his own 
to be properly nursed.

The next day he went to the comfortable 
room where Sambo was lying, and placed 
his hand gently on the big black arm. The 
old slave opened his eyes, and a bright 
smile lit up his face as he recognized his 
master, and saw that he was looking at 
him kindly.

“ Massa !” he exclaimed.

Martin was a stranger in a strange place, 
with little money to spend, and Ed. 
Dayton’s pleasant words and obliging 
offers had made a strong impression upon 
a mind naturally sensitive and grateful.

house
OLD SAMBO.

“ No, massa, not that ; ask anything 
but that ; old Sambo dare not tell a lie.”

“ You must, if I bid you,” replied the 
a large slave

owner in the West Indies some seventy 
years ago, and hail ordered an old negro 
to take a load of fish, which he knew w ere

“Oh, certainly, very kind of him,” said 
Will, who knew pretty well the nature of j master, angrily, lie was 
Ed. Dayton’s promises, but would not 
prejudice a stranger against a schoolmate.

“So different from John Fitz Adam, "con
tinued Martin ; “ I wanted to see ‘ Atkin- stale,and sell them in the town as fresh, 
son’s Silieria,’ and I knev he had it, and I “ Aye, Sandni ; I’ve come to ask you to 
did venture to ask him to let me take it this , “ the old times, w hen Sambo didn't mind forgive me. I never intended to have you
week, ami all he said was he 4 couldn’t ; a lie, are gone ; now he’s serving a new, badly hurt. I only wanted to scare you,
promise.’ It’s the first time I ever asked i good Massa, the Lord Jesus Christ, and and make you give up those silly
a favor of any one in this school,” said , can’t tell lies any more.”

“ Massa, replied the old man, gently,

notions. If it were not for them you and


