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The Shepherd Magnifis His Gift, and
 1s ; 

Famous. 

eIn Edaam’s vale the tuneful Thomson sung;
" 

The Shepherd decked on Ettrick Shaws his bower." 

So sang Thomas Latto, in bis delightful 

poem of old times. “The School Exam- 

ina‘ion,” pointing to the Scottish haunts 

sacred to ths poets; how ‘‘artless Allan” 

sprang from the ‘bleak Lead hills,” and 

how Fergason came to his power in the 

haunts of ‘‘auld Reakie; how Campbell 

<«graced the happy hour” in St. Mungo, 

and how “by fair Kinross Michael Bruce 

souzht the lyric gold.” Bat none were 

more remarkable than the Shepherd. How 

he “*decked in Ettrick Shaws his bower,” 

let his cheerfully egotistic jrurnal tell us. 

«In 1801, believing that I was then be- 

come a grand post, I most sapiently de- 

termined on publishing a pamphlet, and 

appealing to the world at onc. Having at- 

tended the Edinburgh market one Monday 

with a number of sheep for sale, and be- 

ing unable to dispose of them all, I put 

the remainder into a park until the market 

on Wednesday. Not knowing how to pass 

the interim, it came in‘o my head that I 

would write a poem or two from my mem- 

ory. and get them printed. The thought 

had no sooner struck me than it was put 

in practice; and I was obligad to select, 

not tha best poems, but those that I re- 

membered best. I wrote several of these 

during my short stay, and gave them all to 

a person to print at my expense; and hav- 

ing sold off my sheep on Wednesday morn- 

ing, I returned to the forest. I saw no 

more of my poems until I received word 

that there were one thousand copies of 

them thrown off I knew no more of pud- 

lishing than tae man in the moon; and the 

only motive that influenced ms was the 

gratification of my vanity by seeing myself 

in print. All of them were sad stuff, 

though I judged them to b2 exceeding 

good. Notwithstanding my pride of author- 

ship, in a few diys I had discernment 

enough left to wish my publication heartily 

at the devil, and I had hops that long ago 

it had been consigned to eternal oblivion, 

when, behold! a London critic had, in 

malice of heart, presented a copy, and 

quoted liberally out of it last year, to my 

intense chagrin and mortification. 

Hogz was by Willism Laidlaw, iatro- 

duced to Sir Walter Scott; and by his 

advice and encouragement he profited 

in succeediny adventures. This help he 

recogniz:d in some lines complimentary to 

ths “Bo der Minstrel”, at the conclusion 

of the *“‘Queen’s Wake",—with some 

deprecation of S:ott’s former attempts to 

dissuade him trom bis devotion to poetry: 

[} 

“‘Blest be his generous heart for aye ! 

He told me where the relic lay; 

Pointed my way with ready wil’, 

Afar on Ettrick’s wildest hill; 

Watched my first notes with curious eye, 

And wonderzd at my minstrelsey : 

He little weened a parent’s tongue 

Such strains had o’er my cradie suug.” 

| We have omitted to notice how the 

Shepherd's mother, like the mother of 

Burns, had charmed the evening hours for 

her household, and her po:tson, in par- 

ticular, with the wondrous lore of fairy- 

dom,—brownies, kelpies, spunkies, and 

all the mystic people of the Scotch wilder- 

ness, —as well as-with ancient legends, and 

the Border Minstreley, in which Scott, and 

others became so interested. Butto the 

rest of our quotation; which, itis said, 

grieved Scott, that his friendly counsel 

should so have been made public, and taken 

so poignantly to heart by him to whom it 

was given. Unhappily, euch advice is apt 

to be resented, as possibly proceeding 

from envy, or want of faith in the aspirants 

ability, and, in the end, it is nev:r found 

of much avail. | 

«put when, to native feelings true, 

I struck upon a chord was new; 

When by myself I gan to play, 

He tried to wile my harp away. 

Just when her notes began with skill, 

To sound beneath the southern hill, 

And twine around my bosom’s core, 

How could we part forevermore ? 

*Twas kindness all=I cannot blame— 

For bootless is the minstrel fl sme; 

But sure a bard might well have known 

Another's feelings by his own !" 

Surely it was ncither modest in the 

Shepherd nor just to the kindly Sir Walter 

to say in eff ct,—As soon as I entered on a 

poetic province peculiar to myself, he tried 

to beguile me from it, in crder that he 

might cultivate it without a rival. It any 

one of all the literary set at Edinburgh, 

was the imitator or fellower, it was not 

Scott, but Hogg,—who was always full of 

wounded vamty in reference to literary 

matters. 

His first appearance in a literary period- 

ical was with the publication of ‘The 

Mistakes of a Night,” in the Scot's Maga- 

zine, in Oct, 1794. His * Mountain Bard” 

appeared in 1807, the success of which was 

augmented by the recomm:n ation of Scot. 
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This together with his ¢ Treatise on the 

Diseases of Sheep,” realised him the sum 

of £300; with which he was able to pur- 

chase a farm in Dumfrieshire. But be was 

suecessful in none ot his worldly schemes. 

It seems as if nature had said to ber pecu- 

liar ebildren—You have enjugh to reap 

your harvest of eye and heart; you shall 

pot see your rye and oats flourish, nor 

shal. you be prospered in your sheep and 

cattle. You have much: you cannot have 

everything. So she seem>d to say very 

plainly to Burns ; this was her ultimatum, 

it would seem to the shepherd. Three 

years sufficed to ruin him financially, and 

t> return him cresttallen to I trick, where, 

it is said, his neighbors looked coldly on 

him. They seemel to say,—Thou fool, 

who has rquandered thy substaace on a 

stock firm, and comest back to us for 

employment :—and no man hired him. In 

his despair as a shepherd, be revived as a 

poet, went to Edinburgh, and threw him- 

selt upon his pen. [Feb. 1810]. 

The weekly literary paper, The Spy, 

continued for something less than a year 

required a better manager than himself. 

All he did in the way of literature, whether 

it were “‘musical farce” ‘‘musical drama” 

ended in ivsolvency, until ha published 

[1813] “The Queen's Wake.” This was 

immediately successful, lifting him to the 

beight he bad long dreamed of reaching; 

the cry of praise wis heard from’ many a 

tengue,—and no marvel. It was happy 

alike in conception and execution, and con- 

tained some of the purest poetry that had 

been produced in that era. It comprised a 

series of legendary tales and ballads, strung 

togeth r by a connectional thread of rhyme 

like that in the ““Tales of a Wayside Inn,” 

by Longfellow. Taes> are supposed to 
have been said or sung by Scolia’s native 

bards to Mary Queen ot Scots, during a 

royal wake held at Holyrood, that there 
might be an opportunity to disclose 

“The wondrous powers of Scottish Song.” 

The. man who wrote this has claim to a 

bigh place in the S:ottish Pantheon. But 

the matchless jewel of the whole is “‘Kil- 

meny.” It is as rare a legend in its way 

as that which was wrought into Tam O° 

Shanter. Fhe tradition is of ‘‘a beautiful 

cottage maicdea, who disappears for a time, 

and returns home azein, but, as it were, 

glorified and not of the earth. She has, for 

ber purity, been trausported to the land ot 

spirits and bathed in the river of immortal 

lite. Bat Kilmeny, ‘‘longing once more to 

revisit the earth and her kindred at home,” 

is permitted to return, to the surprise of 

ber mother and kindred : 

“Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been? 

Lang hae we sought baith bolt and dean; 

By linn, by ford, and greenwood tree, 

Yeot you are halesome and fair to see, 
Where gat ye that joup o’ the lily sheen? 

That bonny snood of the birk sae green? 

Ani these roses, the fairest that ever were seen? 

Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been? 

“Bat on earth th: speli of heaven was 

upon her. All loved, both man and beast, 

the pure and spiritual Kilmeny; but earth 

could not detain her.” 

“When a month and a day had come and gone, 

Kilmeny sought the greenwood wene; 

There laid her down on the leaves go green, 

And Kilmeny on earth was never mair seen. 

But O the words that fell from her mouth 

Were words of wonder and words of truth; 

But all the land were in fear and dread, 

! For they kenned na whether she was living or cead 

It was na her hame, and she conldna remain; 

She left this world of sorrow and pain; 

And re‘urned to the land ofthought again. 

Pare this is as the dew-drop ; delicate as 

a wind-flower; full of rarest most poetic 

suggestion. This is i's m-aning; ‘‘that 

purety of heart makes an earthly creature a 

welcome den’z>n of heaven; and the tone 

and imagery are all fraught with a tender- 

ness and grace that are as unearthly as the 

subject of the legend.” No wonder if the 

poem ran rapidly through many editions, 

and if it recommended him to Blackwood, 

gs his future publisher, and brought him 

into contact and upon familiar terms wite 

many of the literary men of his time. Yet, 

with all his complacency and satisfaction, 

there were some seeming slights, exceed- 

ingly irksome to him. He says that Jef- 

frey never noticed the poem till it had got 

into the third edition, and that he ncver 

paid attention to any of his after writings. 

He supposes Jefirey wished to atone to 
Anster for some odious comparison be- 

tween Hogg and hims:lf; but thinks he 

can contrive to sail his poetic ship without 

any wind {rom the prince of reviewers. 

«Oa the appearance of Mr. Wilson's 

¢“]sle of Palms,” says the Shepherd, ‘I was 

so greatly taken with many of his fanciful 

and visionary scenes, descriptive of bliss 

and woe, that it hada tendency to derert 

me occasionally of all worllly feelings. I 

reviewed this poem, as well as many o‘hers 

in a Scottish review then gomg in Edin- 

burgh, and was exceedingly anxious to 

meet with the author; but this I tried in 

vain for the space cf six months. All 

could learn of him was that he was a man 

from the mountain of Wales, or the west 

of England, with hairs like eagle's feathers 

and nails like birds claws, a red beard, 

and an uncommon degree of wildness in 

his looks. Wilson was then utterly un- 

known in Edinburgh excep’ s’ghtly to Scott 

who never introduces any one person 

to ano‘her, nor judges it of any avail. 

However, having no shift left, I sat down 

and wrote him a note, telling him that I 

wished much to see him, and if he wanted 

to see m2, he might come and dine with 

me at my lodgings in the road of Gibriel, 

at four. He accepted the invitation, and 

dined with Grieve and me; and I found 

him so much a man according to my own 

heart, that fo* many ycars we were seldom 

twenty-four hours asunder when in town. 

I afterwards went visiting h'm, stay- 

ing with him a month at his seat in West- 

moreland, where we had som2 curious do- 

ings among the gentlemen and poets of 

the lakes.” He kad now met the man who 

was destinad to give th? Shepherd quite as 

great a vogue as he had attained by his 

own most successful writings. 
Pastor FELIX. 

PRE 

Delay . Death. 
re drd 

One Dose Relieves—A Few Bottles Always 
Cure, 
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“For ten years I have sufizred greatly from 
heart disease. Fluttering of the heat, palpitations 
ard smoothering spells have mad : my Ji'e miserable 
When dropsy s«t in my physicis» said I must pre- 
pare my family for the worst. All this time 1 had 
seen Dr. Agpew’s Heart Cure afvertised. As a 
last resort I tried it, and think of my joy when I 
received grea relief from one dose. Oae bottle 
cured my dropsy, and brought mn» out of ved, and 
five bottles completely cured my heart. If jou are 
troubled wi h suvy reart afl :ctisus, and are in de- 
epair, as I was, use th s remedy, for I Enow it will 
cure you’'—Mrs. Jam<s Adams, Syracuse, N. X. 

IN PRISON AND, OUT. 

The Strange Sensation of Prisoners Upon 

Obaining Liberty. 

How does it seem to comz out of prison 

after many years of confiaement ?, Nobedy 

can answer, unless it be those who have 

experienced it. The West Lebanon G:z- 

ette quotes the talk of Warden Harley, of 

the northern penitentiary, a kind-hearted 

man, who says that after a convict has been 
in prison for twenty years it is aften a 

cruzlty rather than a m>rcy to pardon him 

out. 

‘There are exceptions,” Mr. Mr. Harley 

says, ‘but the ruleis that such prisoners 

have no friends in the outside world, and 

toon find themselves miserable and long- 
ing again for prison. Oae sech exception 
is that of a man who was in prison for 
murder, and was recently pardoned by 
Governor Matthews. He bad served 
twenty-nine years on a lif: sentence. I 
received a letter from him the other day. 
He is in Nebraska with his brother, and is 
bubbling over with gratitude. 
‘Sometim 8 a small favor gran‘ed to a 

prisoner app-ars a grea’ one to the poor 
fellow who 1s cut off irom th: outside world. 
The other day 1 asked a ‘lifer * from Tip- 
pecaioe County, who has been in prison 
twenty-nine years, if he had ever seen a 
street-car. He suid no. ‘I will show you 
one,” | said, and took him outside the 
prison walls. He was all of a tremble 
when the car came by. 
‘Two dogs were running past at the 

same time. He was greatly interesed in 
the dcgs. ‘How beautitul they are! he 
exclaimed. As a matter of fact, they were 
the commonest of curs. ‘Why,’ sail he, 
‘those are the first dogs I have seen for 
fitteen years I" Fitieen years ago,’ he said, 
m:ditatively, as if calling up an ex:eed- 
ingly choice and pleasant recollection, ‘I 
saw a little dog one day in th: prison- 
yard.’’ 

I0YEARS A SUFFERER, 

From Kidney Disease—Gravel and Stricture 

—An Absolute Cure Found in South Ameri-, 

can Kidney Cure—A Remedy that Never 

Fails in the Most Distres sing Cases. 

The solid evidence of experience is be- 
hind South American Kidoey Cure. Mr. 
Wilbur Goff of Coippewa, Ont , is simply 

one ot hundreds who have spoken in equally 
strong terms. He says: ‘*After taking 
six bottles of South American Kidney Cure 
I am completely cured of stricture and 
gravel, having suffered from these cowm- 
plaints for over ten years. I found great 
reliet after taking one bottle but contiaued 

the rem:dy until I was perfectly cured and 
I am now enjoying the best of health.” 

Johnson’s 
Anodyne 

Liniment 
It is the original. 
It is the best in use. 
It is unlike any other, 
It is the oldest on earth. 
It is superior to all others. 
It is the great vital and muscle nervine. 
1t is for internal as much as external use. 
It is used and endorsed by all athletes. 
It is a soothing, healing, penetrating Anodyne. 
It is what every mother should have in the house. 
1t is used and recommended by many physicians everywhere. 
It is the Universal Household Remedy from infancy to old age. 

It is safe to trust that which has satisfied generation after generation, 

1t is made from the favori‘e prescription of a good old family physician. 

It is masvellous how many ailments it will quickly relieve, heal and cure. 

Our Book “Treatment for Diseases and Care of Sick Room,” Mailed Free. 

Sold by all Druggists. I. 8. JOHNSON & CO.. 22 Custom House Street, Boston, Mass. 
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8 Watson's from deleterious ingredients.” 
Du ndee THE —Testimony of the Dundee Public Analyst 

8 Whisky DAINTIEST CHARD JACKSON & Co. 
Bsn THE WORLD Agents, Montreal 
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«« The Ideal Tonic.” 

’ Tones up the System, 

CAM PBELL S Restores the Appetite. 

QUININE WINE ro qrousie: wie 

CARRIAGES! CARRIAGES! 
Handscme and Comfortable, well constructed and - 

elegantly finished. 

Here Are Two Distinct Styles. 

Fa 

SINCLE-SEATED BUCCY. 

A very handsome and convenient carriage for all purposes, 

pe— — 
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DOUBLE-SEATED BUCCY. 
Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable “car- 

riages built. Rides as easy as a cradle. 

For prices and all information apply to 

JouN EDGECOMBE & SONS, 
Fredericton. IN. 1. 

Or at Warchouse, Corner Brussels and Union Sts. 


