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A STURY OF TWENTY YEARS AGO.

Mr, B, was a preat merchant i Baltimore.  One moen.
ing he was passing aver the vessels that lay at the wharf;
he stepped upon the deck of one, at the stern of which he
saw a nepro, whuse dejected cuuntenance gave sure indica.
tion of distress. He accosted him with ¢

ey ! m?- man what is the matter § *

The negro lifted up his eyes and looking at Mr. B, replied &

“ Ah 1 masss, I'se in great trouble.”

** What about 2”

“Kase 1'se fotched up here to be sold.”

“What for? What \mvc you ticen doing? lave you
been stealing 2 or did you run :\wnr ? or what?"

*No, no massa ; none o' dat. lts bekase I didn't mind
deaudas.”

*\What kind of orders?”

“Well, massa stranger, 1 will tell you. Massa Willum
wetry strict man, and a werry nice man, too, and everybody
on de Placu rut to mind hum, and 1 brake frew de rule, but
1 didn't 'lenh to biake de rule, doc ; 1 forgot myself and 1
got too high.”

I is for getting drunk, then, is it?"

¢ 0Oh, nu, sah; not dat nuther.”

“““Then teli me what you are to be sold for,”

“ For prayng, sah."”

*“For praying! That's a strange tale,
master permit you to pray 2
: “l Oh, yes, sab, he lets me pray casy; but 1 hollers too

oud.

‘¢ And why do you halloo in your Smycrs 12

¢ Kase the spint comes on me and 1 gets lxai:py ‘fore I
knows it ; den 1 gone, kan't trole mysclf ; den I knows nut.
ting ‘bout :massa’s rule.”

h::‘ ;\ml do you suppose your master will really sell you for
l ( "

*Oh, yes; no help for me now. All de mien in de world
couldn't help me now-—Kase when Massa Willum says one
thing he no do anoder.”

“ \Vhat 1s your name?”

4 Moses.”

““\Vhat is your master’s name 2 *’

¢ Massa s name s Colonel Wm, C—.’

¢ Where does he hve 2"

* own on the Lasin Shoah.”

¢ Is hc a good master and does he treat you weli? "

*¢ Uh, yes; no better in de wuld.”

¢ Stapd up and let me look at you.”

And Moses stood up and presented a robust frame ; and as
Mz. B. stnpped up his sleeve, tis arm gave evidence of un-
usual muscular strength,

** Whetre 1s your master?

** Yander he s, jos comin’ to du warl,”

As Mr. B, started for the shore he heard Moses give a
heavy sigh, followed by 2 deep groan.  Moses was not at all
pleased with the present phase of affaiss.  f1e was strongly
impressed *vith the idea that Mr. B. wasa trader and -
tended to buy ham, and st was this that made ham so une
willing to communticate to Mr. B. the desired nformation.
Mr. B. reached the wharf just as Colonel C. did.  He m-
troduced himself and sad .

¢1 understand that you want to sell that negro man yon-
der, on board the schocner.”

Coloucl C. replied that he did.

¢ \Vhat do you ask for him 2"

¢*1 expect to get seven hundred dollars,™

*¢ Ylow oid do you reckon him to be?"

“Somewhere about thinty."

¢¢1s he healthy 2"

¢ Very; he never had any sickness in his life except one
or two spells of the ague.”

*“Is he hearty 2"

*Yes, sir ; he will eat as much as any man ought, and 1t
will do him as much good.”

*¢Is he a good hand?™

*“Yes, sir; he is the best hand on my place. e s
steady, honest and industrious. e has been my foteman
for the last ten years, and 2 more trusty negro I never
koew.”

**Why do you wish to sell him?”

“ Becaase he disobeys my orders.  As I said, heis my
foreman ; and that he might be available at any moment 1
might want him, I built his hut within about a hundred
yards of my own house, and 1 have never rung the bell at
any time of the night or momipp that the homn did not
answer in five minutes afier.  But two years ago he got re-
ligion and commenced with what he terms family prayer—
that is, praying in his hut every night and morming, and
when he began his prayer it was impossible to tcll when he
would stop, espeaally if {as he termed it) he got happy.
‘Then he would sing and pray and halloo for an honr ot two
together, and you might kear bim ncarly a mile off. And
he would pray for me and my wife and my children, and our
whole {amily connections to the third generation, and some-
times, when we would have visitors, Moses' prayers would
interrupt the coaversz*ion and destroy the enjoyment of the
whole company.  The women would cry and the children
would ¢ y, and it vould get me almost frantic,.and cven
aftet 1 hat zetired, it would sometimes be almost daylight
tefore I could go to sleep, fot it appeated to me that 1 could
hear Moses pray for thrzee hous aftet he had finished, 1
Lore it as Jongas 1 could, and thea forbid his praying any
more—and Moses promised obedience, but he soon trans-
gressed, and wy sule is never to whip, but whenever a negro
beeemes incomnigible, T sell him.  Thiskeepsthem ir better
subjection, and isless trouble than whipping,  And I par-
doned Moscs twice for disobedience in praying so Joud, bot
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the third time 1 knew 1 must sell him, or every negro on the
place would so0n be perfectly 2egardless of all my orders.”
*“Yoa se'okc of Moses” hut. I suppose from he has

a family?
“Yes he has a woman and three children, or wife, I sap-

pose he calls her now—(or soon after hé ot religion he
mkc«l"mc if they might be married, and | presume they

were.

*\What will you take for her and the children 2"

“ICyon want them for your own use, 1 will inke seven
hundsed dollars 3 but T shall not sell Moses .« them to go
out of the State.”

1 wish them all for y own use aud will give you the four-
teets hundeed dolars.”

Mr. B. and Colonel C. then went to Mr. I3 ’s store, drew
up the writings and closed the sale, after which they retumned
to the vessel 3 and Mr. B. approached the negro, who sat
with his eyes fixed upon the (lcck. wiapped in meditation of
the most awful forebodings, and said ¢

5Vell, Moses, I have bought you.”

Moses made a low bow, and every muscle ain lus face
worked with emotion as hie rephied :

“Is you, Massa? Where is I gwine, tassa?2  Is [ gwine
to Georgia?"

“No' sald Mr. B, 1 am a merchant here in this city.
Yonder is my stoie, and I want you to attend on the store,
and 1 have purchased your wife and childien too, that you
may not be separated.”

** Bress God for dat; and, massa, kin 1 go to mectin’
sometimes ? "

** Yes, Mosces, you can go to church three times on Sab.
bath and every night in the week, and you can pray as often
as you choose, and as loud you chwose : and @-ch time you
paay, I want you to pray for me, my wife and all my child.
ren; for if you are a good man, your pruyers will do us no
harm, and we need them very much : and if you wish to,
you can pray {or everybody of my name in the State it will
not injure them.”

While Mr. B, was dealing out these privileges to Moses,
the negro’s eyes danced in their sockets, and his full heart
laughed outnight for gladness, exposing two rows of as even,
clean svones as any s\frican can boast : and s heart’s re-
sponse was, ** bress God, bress God all de time, and bress
you, too, massa ; Moses neber tinks ‘bout hie gwine hab all
dese commodationers ; dis make me tink "bout Joseph in de
Egypt.” And after Moses had poured a few blessings on
Cofoncl C. and bidden him a warm adieu, and requested
him to give his love and farcwell to his misttess, the cluld-
ren and all the servants, he followed Mr. B. 1o the store, to
enter upon the functions of his new office.

The return of the schooner brought tu Moses his wife and
childten.

Farly the nextspring, as \Mfr. B was one day standing at
the store door, he saw a man leap upon the wharf from the
deck of a vessel, and walk hurriedly towands the store.  He
snon reeognized him as Colonel ¢ They exclanged salu-
tations, and to the Colonel’s inquiry after Moscs, Mr. B. re.
plied that he was upstairs wmeasuring grain, and invited i
to walk upand see hitn.  Soon M It’s attention was ar-
rested by a very confused anise above e listened and
heard an uasual shufiing of f~et, snme one sobbing vivlently
and some one tatking very hurriedly ; and when he reflected
on Colonel C.'s movements and the pecaliar expression of
his countenance, he became alarmed and went up to sec
what was transpiring.

\When he reached the head of the stairs he was startled at
sceing Moses i the middle of the floar down upon one
hnee, with his arm around the Colonel’s waist, and talking
most rapadiy, while the Colonel stood weeping audibly. So
soon as the Calonel cnuld sufficiently control his feclings, he
told Mr. B. that he had never been able to free himself from
the influence of Moses® prayers and that duning the past year
he and his wife and childrcn had been convested to God.

Moscs responded s ** Bress God, Massa C., doe T way up
hea, 1 neber forget you in my prayers; i olles put de old
massa side the new one.  Bress God, dis make Moses tink
about Josephin de Lgypt again.”

‘The Colonel then stated to Mr. B. that lis olyect in com.
ing to Balumore was to buy Moses and lus family back
again.  But Mr. B, assured him that was out of the ques.
tion, for he could not part with him ; and he intended to
manumit Moses and his wifc at forty, and his children at
thirty-three years of age.

Moses was not far wrong in his reference to Joseph.  For
when Joseph was sold into Egypt God overruied it to his
good, and he obtuned lnlcssmgi that were far beyond his
cxpectations ; so with Moses, he eventually proved the in-
strument in God's hands of saving the 1.an’s soul who sold
him.

O1d Moses is still Jiving, and at present occupies a com-
fortable house of lus own, and is doing well for both worlds,

RUBERT DICA.
“ POET, ARTIST, 'HILOSOPIER, AND I1xR0.”

The most northem county of Scotland i1s Casthaess, a wild
region of mountasrns, marsh, and rock.ribbed hexdlands, n
wlich the stosms f the Atlantic have worn every vanely of
fantastic indentatson.  Much of the land has been reclaimed
in modem days ty nch propuetors.  These are manufac-
tures of linen, wool, tope. and sti. ¥, besides important
fishcnes 3 so that forty thousand people find habitation and
subsistence 1 the county. There are castles, 0o, ancient
and modern ; some in nuns 3 some of yesterday, the summer
home of wealthy people from the south.

The coast 15 among the most picturesque in the world.
Thurso is the most northern town of this most northern
coupty It situated on Thurso bay which affords a pood
harbour, and it has thus grown to be a place of three or four
thousand inhabitants. From this town the Orkney Islands
can be scen, and a good walker can reach in a day’s tramp
Dunnct Head, the lofty promnntory which ends the Island.

Here lived, laboured, siudied, and died Robert Dick,
baker, a man whose name should never be pronounced by
intelligent men but with veneration.

Iie did not look like a hero.  When the boys of the town
saw him coming out of his baker’s shop, in a tall, stove-pipe
hat, an old-fashioned dress-coat, and jean troasess, they used
to follow him to the shore, and watch him as he walked
along it with his cyes fixed upon the ground.  duddenly he

would stop, fall upon his hands and knees, crawl slowly on.
ward, and then with one hand catch something in the sand 3
an insect, pethaps. e would stick it upon a pin, put it in
his hat, and go on his way ; and the boys would whisper to
one another, that thete was a mad baker in Thurso.  Once
:w jriched up a nut upon the heach, and said to his compan.
on ¢

** That has been brought by the ocean current and the

\w\':\mn}; winds, all the way from vne of the West India
slands,’

He made the most astonishing journeys about that fag.end
of the universe in the pursuit ol‘inowlc ge.  Wereadof his
walking thirty-two miles in a soaking rain fo the top of a
mountain, and bringing home only a ]‘ﬂam of white heather,
On another day he walked thirty.six miles to find a peculiar
kind of fern.  Aynin, he walked for twenty-four hows in
hail, rain, and wind, reaching home at three o'clock=in the
morning.  But at seven he was up and ready for work as
usual. flc carticd heavy loads, too, when he went searching
for minerals and fossils, In one of his letters we read:

** Shouldenng an old poker, a four-pound hammer, and
with two chisels in my pocket, I set out. ., . . What ham.
menng -what sweating ! Coat off; got my hands cat to
Llceding.™

In another letter he speaks of having **threc pounds of
iron chisels in his trouscra® pockel, a four-pound hammer in
one hand, and a fourteen-pound sledge-hammer in the other,
and Ins old beaver hat filled with paper and twine,”

But who and what was this man,.and why was he per.
forming these labonous journeys? Robert Dich, born in
1811, was the son of an excise officer, who gave his children
a hard step-mother when Robert was ten years old,  The
boy's own mother, all tenderncss and affection, had spoiled
him for such a life as he now had to lead under 2 woman
who loved him not, and did not understand his unusual cast of
character, his love of nature, his wandering by the sea, his
comng home with his pockets full of wet shells and his
trousers damaged by the mire.  She snubbed him; she
whipped him. 1le bore her ill-ticatment with wondesful
paticnce; butitimpaired the social side of him forever. Nearly
iifty years after he said to one of hiis few friends ¢

* All my naturally buoyant, youthful spirits were broken.
Tothisday 1 feel the cffects. 1 cannot shakethemoff. Itis
this that sull makes me shrink from the world.” 2

At thirteen he escaped from a home blighted by this wo.
man, and went appientice to a baker; and when he wasout

of lus time served asa journeyman for three years; then set u?"

a small busiaess for humself.in Thurso. It was a very swmal
business indeed ; for at that day bread was a luxury which
many peuple of Catthness only allowed themselves on Sun-
Jdays; thewr usual faie being vatmeal.  He was a baker all
the days of hus life, and his business never increased so as to
ollige hun to cmploy even a baker's boy. lHe made lus
bread, lus biscua, and lus gangerbread, withoutany assistance,
and when it was done, 1t was sold wn hus hittle shop by an old
huuseheepes, who lived with him ull he died.

“The usual course of his day was this:  He was up in the
morming very carly, at any time from three to six, according
10 his plans for the after part of the day. He kneaded his
bread, worked the dough into loaves, put the whole into the
aven, waited till it was baked, and drew it oul.  llis work
was then usually done for the day.  The old housckeepes
suld 1t as 1t was called for, and, 1in case her master did not
ret home in time, she could set the sponge in the evemng.

“sually he could get away from the bakehouse soon after the
middle of the day, and he had then all the afternoon, the
eveng, and the night for studying nature in Caithness. His
profits were small, but his wants were few, and, during the
greater past of lus life, he was able to spare a small sum per
annum for the purchase of books.

1f this man had cajoved the oypoxmnilics he would have
had but for kis mother's death, he might have been one of
the greatest naturalists that ever lived.  Nature had given
him every requisite—a frame of iton, Scotch endurance, a
poet’s enthusiasm, the insunct of not believing anything in
science till he was sure of it, till he had put it to xf)xc test of
tcpeated observation and experiment.  Although a great
reader, he derived most of his knowledge directly from na-
ture’s self. 1lc began by merely picking up shells, as a
child picks them up, because they were pretty ; until, while
still 3 man, he had a very complete collection, all nicely
arranged in a cabinet, andlabelled.  Youth being past, the
shy and loaely young man began to study botany, which be
pursucd until lic had secn and felt cverything l{:\l grew in
Caithness.  Next he studied insects, and studied with
such zcal, that in nine mooths he had collected, of beetles
alonc, two hundred and fifty-six specimens.  There are still
in the Thurso museum, two hundred and twenty varicties of
bc@;;. and two hundred apd forty kinds of buttesilics coltlccted
by him.

)&ﬂy in life, e was powerfully attracted to astropomy,
and read everything hic could tind upon the subject.  Bat he
was on¢ of those siudents whom books alone can never
satisfy ; and, as a telescope was very far beyond his means,
he was obliged to devote himself to subjects more within his
reach.  He contrived out of his small savings to huy a good
microscope, and found it indispensable.  Geology was the
subject which occupied him longest and absorbed him most.
He pursued it with untiring and intelligent devotion for
thirty yeaws. e found the books fall of mistakes, because,
as he said, so many geologists study nature from a gig, and
are afraid to get a little inud on their trousers,

“\When,” said he, **1 want to know what a rock is, I gro
toit. 1 hammerit; I dissect it. I then know whattreally
is. . . Thescience of peology ! No, no; we must jast work
paticntly on, rellect feits, and in course of time geology may
dev “apinto a science.”

i suppose there never wasa man whose Jove of knowledge
was morce disinterggted.  He used to send curious specimens
to Hugh Mller, cditor of 72c Hatness, as well as a geo-
logist, and Mr, Miller would acknowledge the gifts in his
paper.  But Robert Dick entreated him a0t to do so.

“ 1 am a quiet creature,” he wrote, “*and do not like to
sce myself in print at all.  Soleave it to be ondersiond who
found the old bones, and let them guess who can.”

As long as hic was in unimpeired health, he continued this

-



