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From Blackwoods Magazine 
LOGAN BRAES. 

How beautifully emerges that sun stricken 

Cottage from the rocks, that all around it are 

floating in a blue vapoury light! Were I so 

so disposed, methinks I could easily write a lit- 

tle book entirely about the obscure people that 

have lived and died about that farm, by name 

Lotgan Braes'. Neither is it without its old tra- 

ditions. One May day long ago—some two or 

three ceuturies since—that rural festival was 

there intvruP'ed by a thunder storm, and the 

party of souths and maidens, driven from the 

budding arbouts were all assembled in the very 
heart of the thunder, and the master began to 

read, without declaring it to be a religious ser- 

vice, a chapter of the Bible; but the ftequent 
flushes of lightning so blinded him, that he was 

forced to lay down the Bock, and all sat still, 
without speaking a word, many with pale fa- 

ces, and none without a mingled sense of awe 

and fear. The maiden forgot her bashfulness 
as the rattling peals shook thr roof-tree, and 

hid her face in her lover’s bosom; the children 

crept closer and closer,each to some protecting 
knee, and the dogs came all into the house, and 

lav down in daik places. Now and then there 

was a dark convulsive, irrepressible, but hall- 

stifled shriek—some sobbed—and a loud his- 

tencal laugh from oue overcome w itb terror 

Now the muttering thunder seems to have 

changed its place to some distant cloud—now, 
as if returning to blast those whom i’ bad sp.ti 

* ed, waxes louder ant! fi; rcer than b. fore—till 

the Great Tree that shelters the house is shiv- 

ered with a noise like the masts of a ship car- 

ried away by the board in battle. ‘Lo.vfc—fath- 

er, look—see yonder is an angel all in white (le- 

apending from heaven,’ said lit'-e Alice, who 

had already been almost in the attitude ol 

prayer, and now clasped her hands together, 
and stwadftk&tly,and without fear of the light- 
ning, eyed the sky ‘One of God's Holy An- 

gels—one of those who sing before the Lamb; 
& with ad inspired rapture the fafr child sprung 
to her feet. ‘See ve her not—father—mother? 
Lo she beckons to me with a palm in her hand, 
like one of the palms in that picture in our 

Bible, when our Saviour is entering into Jeru- 

salem! There she cimts, nearer and nearer 

the earth—Oh! pity, forgive, and have mercy 
oo me, thou most beautilul or all the angeis— 

even for His name’s sake.’ AH “’TV” ‘'j , 
mwar,u tbc hiaek h‘ avcns, and then to the 

raving child. Her mother clasped her to her 

bosom, afraid that terror had turned her brain— 

and her father going to the door, surveyed an 

ampler space of the sky. She flew to his side, 
and clinging to him again, exclaimed in a wild 

outcry,‘On her forehead a star! on her f >rchead 
a star! And oh! on what lovely wings she is 

floating away, away into eternity! The angel, 
lather, is calling me by m> Christian name, 

and I must r.o more abide on earth; hut touch- 

ing the hem of her garment, he wafted away to 

Heaven!’ Sudden as a bird let loose from the 

hand, darted the maiden from her father’s bo- 

som, and with her face upwards to the skies, 

pursued her flight. Young and old left the 

house, and at that moment thef forked light- 
ning came froru th’e crashing cloud, and struck 

the whole tenement into mint. Not a hair on 

any hrad was singed; and with one accord all 

the people fell down upon their knees. From 

the eyes of the child, the Angel, or Vision of 
the Angel, had disappeared; but on her return 

to heaven, the Celestial heard the hymn that 

rose from those that were saved, and above all 

the voices, the small sweet silvery voice of her 

whose eyes alone were worthy of beholding a 

Saint Transfigured, for she had known no sin, 
and her spi’ it was taken, as the tradition says, 
that veiy night to the abodes of eternal bliss. 

For several hundred yeais has that farm 

belonged to the family of the Logans, nor hits, 
ton or daughter ever stained the name—wl.Uc j 

some have imparted to it, in its humble annals 
what well may be called lustre. Many a time 

have I stood when a boy, all alonr, beginning | 
to be disturbed by the record of heroic or holy- 
lives in the kirk yard, beside the Grave of the 

Marttbs— the grave in which Christian and 
Hannah Logan, mother and daughter were 

interred. Many a time haVe I listened to 

the story of their deaths; from the lips of one' 
who knew well how to stir the hearts of the 

voung, “till from their eyes they wiped the 

tears that sacred pity had engendered.” Up- 
wards of a hundred years old was she that »le- 

quent narrator—the Minister’s mother—yet 
the could hear a whisper, and read the Bible 
without spectacles—although we sometimes 
used to suspect her of pretending to be reading I 
of the Book, when in fact, she was reciting from 

memory. The old lady often took a walk into 

the kirk-yard—and being of a pleasant and I 
cheerful nature, though in religious principle 
inflexibly austere, fnany were the most amusing 
anecdotes that she related to me and my com- 

peers, all huddled around her, “ where heaved 

the turf in many a mouldering heap.” But the 

evening converse was always sure to have a se- 

rious termination—and the venerable matron 

could not be more willing to tell, than we were j 
to bear again and again, were it for the twenu- 

eth repetition, some old tragic event that gath I 

ered a deeper interest from every recital, as if i 

on each we became better and better acquainted i 

with the characters of those to whom it had i 

befallen, till the chasm that time had dug be- I 

tween them and ns disappeared; and we felt for I 

he while that their happiness or misery and 

>urs were essentially mingled and interdepen- 
lant. At first she used, I well remember, to fix 

her solemn spirit-like eyes on our lares, to maik 
the different effects her story produced on her 

bearers; but ere long she became poscssed whol- 

ly by the pathos of her own narrative, and with 

fluctuating features and earnest action of head 

and hands, poured forth her eloquence as if so- 

liliqulzing among the tombs.—“ Ay, av, my j 
dear boys, that is the grave o’the Martyrs. My 
father saw them die. The tide o’the far ebbed | 
sea was againr beginning to flow, but the sands ; 
o’the bay o’ death lay sae dry, that there Were 

but fe.v spots whare a bairn could hae wai its 
feet. 

“Thousands and ten o’thousands were stand- 
ing aroun’ the edge of the bay—that was in 

shape just like that moon—and twa stakes were 

driven deep into the sand, that the waves o’ the 

returning sea micht na loosen them; and then 

my father, who was but a boy like ane o’ your- 
selves noo, waes me, didna he see wi’ his uin 
een Christain Logan, and her wee dochter Han- 
nah, for she was but eleven years auld, hurried 
along by the enemies o’ the Lord, and lied to 

their accursed stakes within the. power o’ the 
sea. He who holds the waters in the hollow o’ 
his hand, toucht my father will not suffer them 
to choke the prayer within those holy lips; but 
what kent he o’ the dreadful judgments o’ the 

Almighty? Dreadfu’as these Judgments seem- 
ed to be, o’ a’ that crowd o’ mortal creatures,- 
there were but only two who drew their breath 
without a shudder—and those twa were Chris- 
tian Logan and her beautiful wee dochter Han- 

nah, wi’ her rosy cheeks, for they blanched not 

in that last extremity, her blue een, and her 
gouden hair, that glittered like a star in the 
darkness o’ that dismal day ‘Mo’.her, be not a- 

fraid,’ she was heard to sav, when the foam of 
the first wave broakc about their feet—and just' 
as these words were uttered all the great black 
clouds melted away from the sky, and the sun 

shone forth in the firmament, like the all seeing 
eye of God. The martyrs turned their laces 

a little towards one another, for that the cords 
could not wholly hinder and wi’ voices as stca 

dy and clear as ever they sang the psalm wi’ 
within the walls o’ that kirk, did they,'while the 
sea was mounting up—up from knee, waist, 
breast,neck, chin, lip,—sing praises and thanks- 

givings unto God. As soon as Hannah’s 
voice was drowned, it seemed as if her mother, 
before the water reached her own lips bowed 

| r.nJ gave up ihe ghost. While the people 
were all gazing, the heads of both martyrs 
disappeated, and nothing then was to be seen 

on the face o’the waters, but here and there a 

bit o’ white breaking wave, or silly sea-bird 
that had come from afar, floating on the flow 
o’ the tide into that sheltered bay. Hack and 
back had aye fallen the people, as the tide was 

roarin’on wi’ a-hallow soun’—and now the wa- 

ter was high above the heads o’ the martyrs, 
what chained that dismal congregation to the 

sea-shore? It was the countenance o’ a man 

that had suddenly come down from his hiding 
place among the moors,—and who now knew 
that his wife and daughter were bound to 

stakes deep down in the waters o’ the very 
bay tnat his eyes beheld rolling and his cars 

heard roaring—all the while that there was a 

in heaven! Naebody could speak to him 
—although they all besecched their Maker tn. 

have compassion *upon him, «nJ not let his 
hrart break and hts reason fail in the uttermost 
distraction o’ despair ‘The stakes! the stakes! 
Old Jesus! point out to me, w ith thy own scar- 

red hand, the place where tny wife and daugh- 
ter are hound to the stakes—and I may yet 
bear them out of the sand, and biing the bodies 
ashore—to be restored to life! O brethren, bre- 
thren, said ye that my Christian and my Han- 
nah have been for an hour below the sea?— 
And was it from fear of fifty armed men, that 
so many thousand fathers and mothers, and 
sons and daughters, and brothers and sisters, 
rescued them not from such cruel cruel death? 
Af’er uttering many more raving words, he 

suddenly plunged into the sea, and being a 

strong swimmer, was soon far out into the bav, 
and led, as if bv some holy instinct, even to the j 
verv place whete the stake was fixed in the 
sand! Perfectly.resigned had the martyrs been 
to their doom—but, in the agonies o' that hor- 
rible death, there had been some struggles o’ 

the mortal body, and the weight o’ the waters 

had borne down the stakes, so that, just as if 

they had been lasncd to a spar to enable them 

to escape fiae shipwreck, lo! both the bodies 
came floatin’ to the surface,and his hand grasp- 
ed, without knowing it, his ain Hannah’s gow- 
den hair—sorely defiled, ye may wcel think, wi’ 
the sand; and haith their fares chang'd frae 
what they ance were by the wrench o’ death. 
Father,mother, and laughter came all together 
to the shore —and there was a cry went far and 
wide up even to the hiding places o’ the faith- 
ful among the hags ar d cleuchs i’ the moors, 
that the sea had given up the living, and that 
the martyrs were triumphant, even in this 
world over the powers o’ Sin and o’ Death. 

Yea, they woe indeed triumphant; and well 

might 'he faithfu’ sing aloud in the desert, ‘O 
Death where is thy sting, O Grave where is 
thy victory? for those three bodies were but as 

th ■ weeds on which they lay stretched out in 
the pitying gaze of the multitude, hut their spi- 
rits had gane to heaven, to receive the eternal 
rewards of su ctity and truth.” 

Not a he si n all the pai ish—scarely except- 
ing M ouns T v.sani itsef—all round and about i 

which my ti'- outd in some dreamy hour rise 
to life a giea •hitude of dear old remcm- 
bran< os, all ton* myself, than Logan Braes 
The old people w. ed, when we first knew 
them, to think somewhat apt to be surly; for 
they were Seo ders; * >d owing to some una- 

voidable prejudices, w 1,'k we w ere at no great 
pains to vanquish, we Manse-boys recognized 
something repulsive in that must respectable 
word. Y**t for the sake of that sad story of the I 
Martyrs, there was always something affecting ] i 

to us in the name of Logan Braes; and though ! < 

Betlane was of old a Pagan Festival, celebrated 1! 
with grave idolatries round fires a blaze on a ! 

housand hitls; yet old Laurence Logan would 1 « 

iweeten his vinegar aspect on Mav-day, would t 

»ipe out a score of wrinkles, and calm, as t 
ar as that might be, the terrors of his shag- 
jv eye brows. A little gentleness of manner c 

;oes a long way with children, as we were all v 

hen, when it is seen naturally, and easily worn j 
or our sake*, and in sympathy with our accus- s 

omed glee, by one who, in his ordinary deport- c 

ment, may have added the austerity of religion 
to the venerabieness of old age. Smiles from 

old Laurence l^ogan the Seceder, were like rare 

sun glimpses in the gloom, and made the hush 

of his house pleasant as a more cheerful place; 
for though the restraint laid on reverent youth 
bv a feeling akin 1o fear, the heart ever and 

anon bounded with freedom in the smile of the 

old man’s eyes. Plain was his own apparel, a 

suit of hodden grey. His wife, when in full j 
dress, did not re.mind me of a Quakeress, for a 

Quakeress then had I never seen; but I often 
think now, when in company with a still, sen- 

sible, cheerful, and comely visaged matron of 

that sect, of her* of Logan Braes. No nuser ; 

was she of her tears, or her smiles, or her words,, 
or her money, or her meal, either among those ; 

of her own blood, or the stranger or the beggar 
that was within her gates. You heard not her 

foot on the floor— ye^never was she idle—mov- 

ing about in doors and out, from morning till 

night, so placid, and so composed, and always 
at small cost dressed so decently, so becoming- 
ly to one who was not yet old, and h^d not for- 

gotten—wliy should she not remember it that 

she was esteemed in youth a beauty, and that it 

was tiot for want of a licherand younger lover, 
that she agreed at last to become the wife of the 

Laird of Logan Braes. 
Their family consisted of two sons and a 

nen e. 

Never were two brothers more unlike. in all 

things—in mind, body, habits and disposition— 
than Laurence and Willie Logan: and I see,, as 

in a glass at this very moment, both their im- 

ages “Weewise Willie”—for by that nan)£ 

he was known over several parishes—was one 

of those extraordinary creature* that one may 
liken to a rarest plant, which nature sows here 
and there—sometimes for ever unregarded— 
among the common families of flowers. Early 
sickness had bcerv? his lot—continued with 
scarcely any interruption from his cradle to 

school years—so that, not only his stature was 

stinted, but his whole frame was delicate in ihe 
extreme; and his pale small featured face, re- 

markable for large, soft, down-looking, hazel 

eyes, dark lashed in their lustre, and a sweet 

feminine character, that corresponded well, 
with his voice, his motions, and his in door pur- 
suits—all serene and composed, and interfer- 
ing with the on-goings of no other living thing 

All sort* of scholarship. 9uch as the parish 
schoolmaster knew, lie mastered as if by intui 
tion. His slate was quickly covered with long 
calculations, by which the most puzzling ques- 
tions were solved; and ere he was nine years 
he had made many pretty, mechanic I conlfi- 
vances, with wheels and pullies, that showed in 
what direction lay the natural bent of his geni- 
us Languages, too, the creature seemed to 

see into with quickest eyes, and with quickest 
ears to catch their s.uiuls—so that, at the same 

tender age, he mii;ht have been called a lin- 
guist, sitting with his Greek and Latin books 
on a stool beside him, by the fireside, during 
the long wintci nights. All the neighbors, 

"who had any Jiooks, cheerfully lent them to 

“Wee wise Willie,” and the Manse boys gave 
him many a geliglvtful supply. At the h^ad 
of every class he, of course, was fejund—but no 

ambition had Iip to he tin re—and, like a bee 
that works among Many thousand others on 

the clover Jcof, hrr«J»»*s»”<■ 'iietr murmurs, and 
intent wholly on its own fragrant toil, did he go 
from task to task—although that was no fitting 
name for the studious cleaiure’s meditations, 
on all he read or wrought—no more a. task for 
him to grow in knowledge and in thought, than 
for a lily of the field to lift up its head towards 
the sun. That child’s religion was like all 
the other parts of his character—as prone to 

tears as that of other children, when they read 
of the Divine Frieud dying for them on ihe 

cross; but it was profoutnler far than theirs 
when it shed no tears, and only made the pale- 
ness of his countenance more like that which 
we imagine to he the paleness of a ghost. No 
one ever saw him angry, complaining, or dis 
pleased, for angelical indeed was his temper, 
purified, like gold in fire, by disease. He 
shunned not the company of other children, but 
loved all, as by them all lie was more than be- 
loved. In few of their plays could he take an 

acme snare—out siwing a nine way on, sun 

attached to the merry brotherhood, though in 
their society he had no part to enact, he read 
his hook on the knoll; or happy, happy dream- 
er, sunk away among the visions ot’ his own 

thoughts. There was poetry in that child's spi- 
rit; but it was too essentially blended with his 
whole happiness in life, often to be embodied in 
written words. A few compositions were found 
in hrs own small beautiful band-writing after 
his death—hymns and psalms! Prayers, too, had 
his heart indited—but they were not in mea- 

sured language: framed, in his devout simplici- 
ty, on the model of our Lord’s. How many 
hundred times have we formed a circle round 
him in the glooming, all sitting or lying on the 
green sward, before the dews had begun to de- 
scend, listening to his tales and stories of holy 
and heroic men and women who had been great- 
ly good and glorious in the days of old! Not 
unendeared to his imagination were the patri- 
ots, who living and dying,"loved the liberties 
of the land—Tell—Bruce—or Wallace—he, in 
whose immortal name a thousand rocks re- 

joice, while many a wood bears it on its sum- 

mits, as they are swinging to the storm. Weak 
as a reed that is shaken in the wind, or the stalk 
of a flower that tremblingly sustains its own 

Fresh blossoms beneath the dews that feed their 
transitory lustre, was he whose lips were so el- 
oquent to read the eulogies of mighty men of 
war riding mailed through bloody battles. 
What matters it that this frame of dust he faint, 
frail, and of a tiny size,—still may it be the ten- 
ement of a lordly spirit!,But high as such war- 
fare was, it satisfied not that wonderful child, 
for other warfare there was to read of, which i 

ivas to him a far deeper and more divine dc- I 
ight, the warfare waged by good men against 1 
he legions of sin, and closed triumphant in the | 
•ye ofGod—let this world deem as it will, on ob I 
irurest death beds, or at the stake, or on the | 
caffbld, where a profounder even than Sabbath t 

ilence, glorifies the martyr far beyond a shout ; 

hai, from the immense multitude, would have t 

orn the concave of the heavens! j 
What a contrast to this creature was his el- r 

ler brother! Laurie was seventeen years old I 
then I first visited Logan Braes, and was a t 
►erfect hero in, strength and stature. In the 1 
fternoons, after his work was over in the fields i 
r in the barn, he had pleasure in getting us a 

Manse-boys lo accompany him to the Moor 
Locks for an hour’s angling or two to the eve- 

ning, when the large trouts came to the gravel- 
ly shallows, and, as we waded midleg deep, 
would sometimes take the fly among our very 

feet. Or would go with us ittU> the heart ot 

the great wood,io show us where the foxes had 

their earths—The party being sometimes so 

fortunate as to see the cubs disporting at t ie 

mouth of the briery aperture in the strong and 

root bound soil. Or we followed him, so far 

as he thought it safe for us to do so, up the 

foundations of the castle, and in fear and won- 

der that no repetition o( the adventurous feat 

ever diminished, saw him lake the young stall- ^ 

ing from the rrevicc beneath the tuft of wa.l | 
flowers. What was there of the bold and da- 

ring that Laurie Loe-an was not, in our belief, 
able to perform? We were all several years 
younger—boys from nine to fifteen—and. he 

shot up into a sudden manhood—not only into 

its shape but its strength—yet still the boyish 
spirit was fresh within him, and he nevet ^ea-1 
lied of us in such excursions. 1 he minister 

had a good opinion of his principles knowing 
how he had been brought up, and did not dis- j 
countenance his visits to the Manse, nor ouisto 

Logan Braes. Then what danger could we 

be in, go where we might, with one who had 
more than once shown how eager he was to 

risk his own life when that of another was in 

jeopardy ? Generous and fearless youth 1 T o 

thee I owed my own life—although seldom is 

that rescue now remembered—(for what will 

not in this turmoiling world be forgotten;) 
when in the pride of the laic acquired art ol 

swimming, I ventured—with my clothes on too, 
—some ten yards into the Urotntr l-ocn, to 

disentangle my line from the water lilies. It 

seemed that a hundred cords had got entangled 
round my legs, and my heart quaked too des- 

perately to suffer me to shriek—but Laurie Lo- 

gan had his hand on me in a minute, and brought 
me to shore as easily as a Newfoundland clog 
lands a hit of timber. But that was a momen- 

tary danger, and Laurie Logan ran but small 
risk, you will say, in saving me; so let me 

not extol that instance of his intrepidity. So 

fancy to yourself, gentle reader, the hideous 
mouth of an old coal pit, that had not been 
worked for time immemorial, overgrown with 

thorn, and briars, and brackens, hut still visi- 
ble from a small mount above it, for some yards 
clown its throat—the very throat of death and 

perdition. But can you fancy also the child- 
ish and superstitious terms with which je all 

regarded that coal pit, for it was said to be a j 
hundred fathom deep—with water at the hot-1 
tom—so that you had to wail foi many mo- 

ments—almost a minute—before you heard a 

stone, first heating against its sides; from one 

to the other, plunge at last in the pool pro- 
found. In that very field, too, a murder had 
been perpretrated, and ike woman’s corpe flung j 
by her sweetheart into that coal pit. One | 
day some unaccountable impulse had led a j 
band of us into that interdicted (Hd, which 
I rcmtmber was not arable; hut said to be 
a place where a hare was always sure to be 
found sitting among the bin weeds and thisles. 
A sort of thrilling horror urged usvon closer 
to the mouth of the pit—when Willie Logan’s 
foot slipping on the brae, he bounded with in- 
explicable force— in among the thorns, briers, 
and brackcus—through the w hole hanging mat 

and without a shriek, down—down—into des- 
truction. We all saw it happen—every one 

of us—audit Is scarcely too much to'say, that 
we were for a while all mad with distraction 
Yet we felt ourselves borne back instinctively 
from the horrible grave—and as aid we could 
give uone, unless God had granted to our pray- 
ers an angel’s wings—we listened if we could 
hear any cry—but there was none—and we all 
flew together out of the dreadful field, and 
again collecting ourselves together feared to 

seperate on the different roads to our homes. 
“ Oh ! can it he that our Wee Wise Willie has 
this moment died sic a death—and not a single 
ane amang us a greetin’ for his sake ?” said one 

of us aioud; and then indeed did we hurst out 
into rueful sobbing, and ask one another who 
would carry such tidings to Logan Braes. All 
at at once we'hcard a clear, rich, mellow whis- 
tle—as of a blackbird—and there with his fa- 
vorue coney, searching lor a stray lamh among j 
the knolls, was Laurie Logan, who hailed us ; 

with a laughing voice, and then asktd us, j 
“ Where is Wee Willie?—hue you (lung him 
like another Joseph into the pit?” The conster- 
nation in our faces could not be misunderstood; 
whether we told him or not what had happen- 
ed I do not know; but he staggered as if lie 
would have fallen down; and then ran off with 
amazing speed; not towards Logan Braes; but 
the village. We continued in a helpless horror 
to wander about back and forwards along the 
edge of the wood, when wc beheld a multitude 
of people rapidly advancing, and in a few min- 
utes they surrounded the mouth of the pit. It 
was about the very end of the hay-harvest; and 
a great many ropes that had been employed 
that very day in the leading of the hay of the 
Landlord of the Inn, who was also an extensive 
farmer, were tied together to the length of at 
least fifty fathom. Hope was quite dead; hut 
her work is often done by despair. For a while, 
great confusion prevailed all round the pit- 
mouth,but with a whitefixed face Sc’glaringeyes, ■ 

Laurie Logan advanced to the very brink, with 
the rope bound in many firm folds around him, 
md immediately behind him stood his grey 
beaded father unbonneted, just as he had risen j from a prayer. “Is’t my ain father ihat’s gaun 
:o help me to gang doon to bring up Willie’s *1 
iody? O! merciful God, what a judgement is 1 
his! Father, father, Oh! lie down at some dis- ] aneeawa’fare the sight o’this place. Robin \ 
\lison, and Gabriel Strong, and John Borland, \ fl haud the ropes firm and safe. O’ father, fa- i 
her, lie down, a bit apart frae the crowd; and 
lave mercy upon him, O thou, Great God, have 1 

nercy upon him!” But the old man kept his 1 

ilace; and the only one that now survived to [ lim disappeared in the jaws of the murderous f 
lit, and was lowered slowly down nearer, and c 
learer to his little brother’s corpse. They had 1 
poken to him of foul air, of which to breath is 1 

leath, but. he had taken his resolution, and not { nother word had been said to shake it. And J 
;ovr» for a short time, there was no weight at the s 

ine, except that of its own length. It was plain c 
hat he had reached the bottom of the pit. Si- t 
:nt was all that congregation, as if assembled t] 
i divine worship.” Again there was a weight 

* 

t the rope, and in a minute or two, a Yoice was 

heard as down tliepit that spread a sort of wild 
hope—el se, why should it have spoken at all— 

and lo! the child, not like one of the dead, 

clasped in the arms of his brother, who was all 

covered w iih dust and blood. 
“Fall al 1 down on your knees, in the face o’ 

heaven, and sing praises to God. for my bro. 

ther is yet alive!” And, as il WHh one heart, 
the congregation sahg aloud, 

“All people that on earth do dwell, 
sing to the Lord with cheerful voice, 

Ilim serve with mirth, his praise forth tell, 
Come ye before him and rejoice. 

&c. Ac. !tc. 

But during that Psalm, father, mother, and 

both their sons, the rescuer anti the rescued; 
and their sweet cousin too, Annie Raeburn, the 

orphan, were lying embraced in speechless, al- 

most senseless trances, for the agony of such a 

deliverance was more than could well by mor 

tai creatures be endured. 
The child himself, was the first to tell how 

his life had been miraculously saved A few 
shrubs had for many years been growing out 

of the inside of the pit, almost as far down as 

the light could reach, and among them had he 
been entangled in hi* descent and he’d fast. 
For days,and weeks, and months after that de- 

liverance, few persons visited Logan Braes, for 
it was thought that old Laurence’s brain had 
received a shock from which it might never re- 

cover; but the trouble that tried him subsided, 
and the inside of the house was again quiet :ts 

before, and its hospitable door open to all the 
neighbors. 

STRIKING THOUGHTS ON DEATH. 
There is, perhaps, no feeling of our nature- 

sovaguf, so complicated, so mysterious, as 

that with which we look upon the cold re- 

mains of our fellow mortals. The dignity 
with which death invesis even the meanest of 
his victims,inspires us with an awe. which no 

living thing can create. The monarch on his 
throne is less awful than the beggar in his 
shroud. The marble features—the powerless 
hand —the stiffened limbs—oh/ who can con- 

template these with feelings that can he defined! 
These are the mockery of all our hopes and 
fears, our fondest love, our fellesl hate. Can it 
be .that we now shrink with horror Irom the 
touch of that hand, which but yesterday was 

fondly clasped in our own? Is that tongue, 
whose accents even now dwell in our ear, for- 
ever chained in the silence of death? These 
black and heavy eyelids, are they forever to 
seal up in darkness the eyes, whose glanc es 

no earthly power could restrain? And the spi- 
rit which animated the clay where is it now? 
Is it wrapped in bliss or dissolved in wo? 
Does it witness our grief and share our sorrpws? 
Or is the mysterious tye that linked it with 

mortality forever broken? and the remem- 

brance of earthly scenes, are they indeed to the 
enfranchised spirit as the morning dream, or 

the dew upon the early flower! Reflections 
such as these naturally arise in every breast. 
Their influence is felt, though their import 
cannot always be expressed The principle is 
the same, however it may differ in its op- 
erations. • -♦ 

Jl Dutch Sermon.—The following admirable 
production, delivered before a company of vo- 

lunteer soldiers,during our revolutionary strug- 
gle, upon the eve of their going “forth to glori- 
ous war,” was calculated to inspire them with 
more than Herculean strength and courage:— 
“Mine friends, yen virst you corned here, you 
was boor, and now, frients, you is prout, and 
yous gotten on your unicorns, ant dem vits you 
like a dongs upon ar^ hog’s pack; now mine 
frients, let me dell you dis, a man is a man if he’s 
no bigg* r as my dumb. Ven Tavid vent out to 
fight vid Goliah,he dook noting vid him put one 

sling; now don’t mistake me, mine frients; it 
was not a rum sling; no, nor a gin sling; no, 
nor a mint vatcr sling; no, it was a sling male 
vit an hickery sthick. Now ven Goliah secs 

Tavid coming, he says, you little tampt scoun- 

drel, does you come to vight me? I will give 
you to the pirds of the fielt, and dc peasts of 
the air.” Tavid says, ‘Goliah, Goliah, the 
race ish not always mit the shwift, nor ish the 
pattlc mit the strong, and a man is a man if 
he’s no pigger as my dumb. So Tavid lie fixes 
a sthone in his shling, and he'd rows it at Go- 
liah, and knorks him rite in the vorehcad, and 
den all the pre'y calls comes out, ant! strewed 
flowers in his way, and sung, ‘Saul is a neat 
man, for he has kilt his dousands, put Tavid is 
crealer as he, vor he has kilt Goliah.’ Now 
mine frients, when yoti coos out to vight mit 
the tampt Pritish, remember vat I dell you, dat 
a man is a man, if lie’s no pigger as my dumb.’ 

White L»etu\. 
lu*t received from the manufactory of M. tsf S. iV. Larin 

j Kegs whitehead in oil, warranted superior to 
any in the District. This manufactory re 

:eived the premium for the best white lead, at the lu.rt 
exhibition of American Manufactures in Philadelphia. 7 mo 13_M. MILLKIt & SON. 

Look here!—More Land for Sale 
The subscriber having recently » 

been seized with one of those sort 
of Tallahassee fits, and for his relief ] 
he will sell the greatest bargain 

n Land and improvements, ever known in this coun- 
ry—-which is the nlace whereon he now resides, and 
tnown by the name of 

StftffoTit Springs. This tract of land contains 500 acres, about half of it 
s standing in fine timber of good quality, the cleared 
and tolerably well improved, with Orchards, &c. &c. 
here is about twenty acres of meadow land, now ta- 

'n ffrass> *nd *• much more of prime meadow 
and to clear, heavily timbered. There is a Dwelling douse on this tract of f.and, about one hundred feet in 
ength, two stories-high, with a long porch on each 

*we^ caIc,1latcd to entertain large companies; with 
II other necessary buildings, in good order. There is 
Iso a valuable Tannery and Cotton Picking Machine 
tow in operation, attached to this property, which can 
ic bought with or without the premises, on good terms 
o suit a purchaser. It is believed that this place has 
in it the best yvatcr this side of the mountains, and as 

lealthy as on the top of the Hlue Ridge. It lies in the 
Drk of several public roads, near the comer and lines 
f the upper part of Stafford, and the lower edge of 
‘anqnier and Prince William Counties. I have no a oubt from the situation of this land, it is well calcula- 
te! to make one amongst the handsomest places in all 
tns section of country. It is believed to be a fine sit- 
ation for a country store. I deem it unnecessary to j *v* a further description, as persons disposed to pur- base, will view the premises, and then I feel sure 
ier.e WJ*J “e a bargain. The subscriber intends con- 
nuing hisi Boarding House F.stablishment, for the ac- 
ammodation of hi* customers, during the present sen- 
>n of the springs, on moderate terms, 
luly 6—eotf L. DICKINSON. 


