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Notches on
The Stick

wmmmmmO
The Shepherd of the Noctes.

Hogg' a puir shepherd on the hills
Wha could no read, felt fitta® trills
O music in his soul.—Tohomas C. Latto.

There is the Ettrick Shepherd of fact,
and the Estrick Shepherd of fancy; i.e.,
of ““Ths Noctes Ambrosiar:x.” The one
is the other, bedizened, tricked and fan-
tastically adorned. The fantasias of one
mind are put into the lips of a man who
could not, like Coleridge so squander a
merchantable product. In the riant ex-
uberance of these papers he sppears with
exaggerated floridness ot diction, and ap-
coyphal eloqience, as well as grotesquely
exaggerated foibles. Wilson's dashing
spirit would not pause at the point of pru-
dence ; but he had no'hing to fear, krow-
ing well bis game. Well he knew the shep-
herd would set the things that tickled over
against the things that galled; and that
to be playfully representzd as a guzzler,
a zany, a buffoon, was the sort of offence
his vanity would overlook. Wilson meant
no harm ; he used bis too willing friend to
raise a popular ha! ha! and set the tables
in a roar; for every well-furnished play
must have its waarer of the cap-and-bells,
in whose pied noddle wit and wisdom do
most reside. \Ve cannot imagine Words-
worth, or Southey, much less Tennyson,
tamely submitting to such dramatic pre-
sentations ot themselves, however adapted
to their proper styles; but though Hogg
affected displeasure, and fo netimes, doubt-
less, felt it, it does not sppear that he
deeply resented anythicg that did ro! aim
at detraction from his poetic or literary
merit, or withhold from him the applause,
or more tangible reward, he desired. He
was exceedingly jealous of his popularity
and as tolerant of anything that could
extend it; and the fact is, the ‘‘Noctes”
gave his name such amazing currency &s
greatly to heighten his reputation,and to in-
erease the market value of his productions.

As a specimen of how high Wilson
could get the sheph:rd set up, on willie-
waughts out of of the cuggie, take this:
“‘Curse the Ridicals, who would be de-
stroying the old aristocracy of the land!
(Sings the second Epithalium,—Wat o’
Buccleuck.) There’'s a song for jyou,
Timotby. My bluie’s up. 1 bless heaven
1 am a borderer. Here’s the Duke's
health—here's th: Kiag’s health—here’s
North's health—here’s my en  health
—here's your health —here’s Ebony’s health
—here’s Ambrose’s hegl'k—the health o'
a’tha coatrioutors anl a’ the subscribers.
rOf Blackwoeds Magezine in which the
““Ncctes” appeared as a serial.] That
was a willy-waught ! I haena left a drioble
in the jug.’ It somuch liguor did npot fly
to his head, one would think so much non-
sense woull make a serious driught on his
patience. And as for a specimen of the
imputed style, take the following, no whit
fiser than many we could s3lect. Read a
page or two of the Siepherd’s prose, and
then suppose him to utter by the yard
these unpremeditated felicities ! ‘I was
cnce lyin’ halt asleep in a sea-shore cave
o' the Isle o’ Sky wearied out by the
verra beauty o' the moon licht that
had been keepit lyin' for hou-s in
fang line o’ harmless fire, stretchin leagues
an leagues to the rim o’ the ocean. Nae
sound, but a faint, dim plash-plash plash
o' the tide—whether ebbin’ or flowin’ I ken
not—no against, but upon the weedy sides
o' the cave— ...... I could na thole
to leeve on the sea-shore. That everlastin
thunner sae disturbs my imaginatior, that
my soul has nae restin its ain solitude,
but becomes transfused as it were into the
michty ocean, a'its thocats as wild as the
waves that keep foamin’ awa into naething,
and teen breakin’ back agein into transi-
tory life—for ever and ever and ever—as
if neither in sunshine nor moonlight, that
multitudinous tumultuousness, frae ths
creation of the world, had ever ance been
stilled in tha blessedness o’ parfect sleep. .
.. .. Only new poets spurtin’ up, sir,
amang us, like fresh daisies amang them
that's withered ' This is Wilson, when h2
has had some time to think about it, in-
stead of the shepherd when he has not;
they may be dashed from the pen of one,
but they do not flow from the tongue of thz

othsr ; and yet there is a spice of the shep-

herd there.

Hogg claims in his ‘‘Autobiography,” to
bave advanced the hint that led to the estab-
lishment of Blackwoad’s Magazine, and to
have be2n off ;red the editorship of it, which
he refused, on account ot living in the
country ; but upon comparison of his ac-
count with those of Lockhart and Priagle,
it must be suspected that these s'a‘ements
were the cffspring of *‘that inherent van-
ity” which ke confesses. ‘It is notorious
and true, however, that he became and
continued for some years, one of its chief
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contributors.” He at length, disagreeing
with Blackwood, and resenttul against him,
rather than against Wilsin,—discontinued
his contributions. Referring to the Pro-
fessor, whose generosity and nobleness of
heart he confesses, he says: ‘““My friends
in general bave been of opinion that he
has amused himselt and the public to often
at my expense ; but except in one instance,
which terminated very ill for me, and in
which I bad no more concern than
the man in the moon, I never discerned
any evil design on his part, and thought it
excellent sport. At the same time, I must
acknowledge tta'it was using too much
freedom with an author to print his name
in full to poems, letters and essays, which
he himself never eaw. I do not ray that
he has done this; but either he or some one
glse has done it many a time,” who this
“some cne else’” may, we can infer from
his remarks concerning Blackwood : ‘-That
magezne of his, which owes its rise prioci-
pally to myselt, Las often pu! words and |
my mouth of which I
have been greatly ashamed, and which have
give much pain to my family and relations;
and many of these after a solemn written
promise that such freedoms sbould never
be repeated. I have been urzed to restrain
and bumble him by legal measure¢s, as an
mcorrigible offender deserves. 1 know I
have it in my power, and if he dares me to
the task, I wantbut a bair to make & tether
ot.”

Howitt observes, referring to this abuse
of the Shepherd,—‘‘It must bs confcesed
that no justification can be off:red for such
treatment. Sach was my own opinion, de-
rived from this scurce, of Hogg, and from
prints of him, with wide open mouth and
huge straggling teeth, in full roars of
drunken laughter, tha*, on mieeting him in
London, 1 was quite am2z:d to find bim #o0
smooth, well-looking, e¢nd gentlemanly a
sort of person.” * |

As a consequence of this fondness for |
popularity peculiar to Hogg, and his de-
sire to be petted by the leaders of the time,
he bad some disagreeable experiences. A
certain childish ill-humor seized bim, upon
disappointment. Ile was at first ireful,
and aiterwards sullen, with S:ott, who re-
fused & contribution to a volume o! poems,
which he had solicited from the chief poets
ot bis time, and which he designed to issue
for Lis personal benefit. To this m:ndi-
cancy S:ott refused to accede; and this, |
perhaps, influenced the decision of others.
To Sir Walter, Hog 7 attributed the failure
ot his project, however; and the abortive
plan was succzeded by *‘The Poetic Mir.
ror,”—a volume of imitative poems in the
mannuer of Wordsworth, Scott, Byror, and
others, as supeifially successtul as such
things can be expected to b2.” Sc.tt was
hoywever, all sunshine under this cisplea-
sure, and the cloud presently melted from
the brow of the shepherd. Bat the dzepest
resentment of which he was capable he
felt when any slur was cast on his poetical
pretension, or when his right to be con-
sidered as a poet at all was challenged.
This is shown clearly by an incident that
occurred during a visit to the Lakes.
The following ‘‘scene” was at Rydal; and
of it let James give his own account:

‘] dined with Wordsworth, and called
on himself several tim3s afterwards, and
certainly never met with anything but the
most g2nuine kindness; theretore people
have wondered why I should have in-
dulged in caricaturing his styla (?) in the
‘Poet Mirror.” 1 have often regretted that
myself; but it was mer.ly a piece of ill-
pature at an affront which I conceived had
been put upon me. It was the triumphal
arch scene. This anecdote has been told
and told ggain, but never truly; and was
likewise brought forward in the ‘Noctes
Ambrosiar:,” as a joke; but it was no
ioke ; and the plain, simple truth of the
matter was this :—

‘It clanced one night, when I was there.
that thers was a resplendent arch across
the z2uith, from tha one horizon to the
other, or something like the Aurora Bore-
alis, but much iighter. It was a scene that
is well remembered, for it struck the coun-
try with admiration, as such a phenomenon
had never before been witnessed in such
perfection ; and as far &s I can learn, it had
been more brilliant over the mountains and
pure waters of Westmoreland than any-
where else. \When word came into the
room cf the splendid meteor, we all went

form at Mount Ryda'!, we were walking in
twos and threes, arm-in-arm; talking of the
phenomenon, and admiring it. Now, be it
remembcred, that there were presen’,
Wordsworth, Professor Wilson, Lloyd,
DcQuincy, and myself, besides several
other literary gentlemen, whose names I
am not certain that I remember aright. Miss
Worlsworth’'s arm was in mine, and she was
expressing some fears that the splendid
st anger might prove ominous, when I, by
ill luck, blundered out the following re-
mark, thinking that I was saying a geod
thing :—‘Hout me'em ! it is neither maie
nor less than joost a triumphal airch, raised
in honor of the meeting of the poets.’ That’s
not armies. eh ? eh. ““That’s very good,”
said the Professor, laughing. But Words-
worth, who had De Qnincy’s arm, gave a
grunt, turned on his heel, aud leading the
little opium chewer aside, he addressed
Lhim in these disdainful and venomous
words :—Poets ! Poets? What does the
fellow mean ?—Where ara they ?°

““Who could forgive this? IFor my part,
I never can, and never will! I admire
Wordworth, as who does not, whatever
they may pretend? But for that short
sentence I have a lingering ill-will at him
which Icannot get 1id of. It is surely pre-
sumption in any man to circumscribe all
human excellence within the narrow sphere
of his own capacity. The *‘Where are
they ' was too bad. I have always some
hopes that De Quincy was leeing, for I did
not myself hear Wordsworth uiter th:
words.”

Perbaps a higher wisdom would have
countelled silence on such a theme. Indeed,
such injudicious confidences have, in tte
minds of many brought odium on the Shep-
herd. We bave notcd a somewhat super-
cilious tone 1 some very recent papers
concerning him. But, surely it is a very
cool propriety which is offended go. Every
man has his faults; and it may be
that bis peccadillos, like gnats end
mosquitoes, may be offensive out ot
a'l proportion to the reil barm they can ac-
complish. So we must regard the virtues
of the Shepherd. He was honest, and ex-
ceedingly irank ; he was warm hearted, and
generous, to a fault, and liberal to the
neecy, in excess of his means. He was an ar-
dent aspirant after literary excell :nce,—and
as ardently desired recognition of his accom-
plishments ; while behind that burly selfex-
ultation, and rudeness of demeanor, there
dwelt a toul rich in love and beauty. He does
not in Lis writings, seek so much ‘o retard
the credit of his literary brctherhood as
to advance it, When Scott and Wilson
off :nded him, like an enraged toy, he was
unmeasured in his vituperation ; but, in the
end, his regard was ot lessened; and he
gratefully records their unfailing and cor-
dial kindness, and their refusal to be ol-
ferded with him. ‘Of Southey, Lockhart,
Sym, [the Timothy Ticklerof Blackwood |

| Galt, etc. his reminiscenses are {ull of lite

and interest. Of Wordsworth’s poetry
he entertainzd the high notion that a true
pozt must ‘“do ;" and to have been approved
by Wordsworth as]a poet would have been
to him one of the deepest sitistactions of
bis life. Wordsworth did, indeed, write
an elegy on him when he was dead, and in
his grave ; but one word in a living ear 1is
worth for joy and encouragement, ien

thousand, spoken over the tomb.
Pastor FrLIX.

CRUEL SCIATICA.

Incessant Pain—-TOormented—Racked—Life
Despaired of.

Jobn Marshall, Varney, I’. O., of Gray,
writes these strong words: ‘‘For two
years | was completely laid up with sciatica.
I doctored without any permanent relief.
I bad given up hope. A friend saw the
notice ot a cure of what seemed a parallel
case to mine, by South American Rheu-
matic Cure, and knowing my little faithin
the etlicacy of any remedy, he procured a
bottie himselt and brought it to me. I took
it, and, to make a long story shors, it
eaved my lite. In a day or so I was out of
bed. and in three days I was able to walk
to Durbham, a distance of four miles, to
purchase another bottle. I am now entirely
cured.’

A Practical Scheme.

The paster of a prominent church in
Chicago is about to ¢s'ablith what he calls
a ‘Univerti'y of Applied Christianity.” It
is proposed to construct a large building,
to be fitted up with class rooms, study
rooms, reading rooms, club rooms, lecture
rooms, and every spartment necessary to
the work contemplated, as well as in im-

mense auditorium. Concerts ard lectures
will be given in imitation of L.ondon music
hall methods, the prices being within the
reach of all, and the production of a stan-
dard which will refl:ct the better taste of
tbe audi'ors. There will be workingmen's
clubs for the help of the workers, such as
there are at Toynbee Hall in Londoa. In
the basement will be a gymnasium and
bathroom, and 1n the club rooms there will
billiards and other attractions, so that the
attendant may enjoy everything except liq-
uor, to which membership in a club might
ertitle him. There is to be no theology,
no doctrine, no dogma, but practical Christ-
iar work without reterence to denomination

out to view it; and on the beautiful plat-

or creed.
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All who use it are amazed at its wonderful
power and are loud in its praise ever after,

for INnternal as much s BEXternal vse

snouia nave it
Every- Mother { ! T
for the many common ailments which will
occur in every family as long as life has woes,
Dropped cn sugar suffering children love it,
Do not forget the very important and usefu!
fact, that Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment cures
every form of inflammation, Internal or Exter-
nal, It is a fact, proven by the investigations
of mcdlcgl science, that the real danger from
disease is caused by inflammation; cure the
inflammation and you conquer the disease.

A1CON’S
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Could a remedy have existed for over eighty
years except for the fact that it does possess
}-‘.\‘lmot:dnmry merit for very many Family 111s?
I'here is not a medicine in use today which has
the confidence of the public to so great an ex-

“» tent as this wonderful Anodyne. It has stood
4 upon its owa intrinsic merit, while generation
. after generation have used it with entire satis-

faction, and handed down to their children a
knowledge of its worth, as a Universal House-
hold Remedy, from infancy to good old age.

Our Book “Treatment for Diseases” Mailed Free.

Originated in 1810 by an old Family Physician. Doctor’s S
i -4 ' iss e A Y an. r's Signature and Direct §
Be not afraid to trust what time has endorsed. At all Druggists. I. S. Johusonlzyzg?l{:;:;?l’l.bﬁt;;‘;

CARRIAGES !

CARRIAGES!

Handsome and Comfortable, well constructed and

elegantly

Here Are Two

finished.

Distinet Styles.
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A very handsome and convenient carriage for all purposes.

Perhaps one of the most ser

riages built. Rides

DOUBLE-SEATED BUCCQCY.

viceable and comfortable car-

as easy as a cradle.

For prices and all information apply to

JoHN EDGECOMBE & SONS,

TF'reder-icton. IN. B.

Or at Warehouse, Corner

Brussels and Union Sts.

A CONFUBION OF DATES.

Some Well Known Events That Tell of Such
Confusion,

The fact that down to 1752 the histori-
cal year in Fngland commenced on Janu-
ary 1, while the civil, ecclesiastical, and
legal year began on the 25th of March, led
to much confusion ia dates, as the legis-
lature, the church, and civilians referred
every event which took place between
January 1 and March 25 to a different
year from the historians. Remarkable ex-
ampes of such contusion are afforded by
two well-known events in Eoglish history :
Charles I. is said by most authorities to
have b2en beheadell January 39, 1618,
while others with equal correctness say it
was January 30, 1649 ; and so the revolu-
tion which drove James 1[. from the throne
is said by some to have taken place in Feb-

ruary, 1688, and Dby others 'n
February, 1639. Now these discrep-
ancies arise from some using the

the civil and legal, aad others the histor-

ical year, though both would bive assigned
any event occuring a'ter the 25th ot March

to tke same years—viz , 1649 and 1689.
To avoid as far as possible mistakes from
these two modes of reckoning it was usual,
as o‘ten s2en in old beoks or manuscripts,
to add the historical to the legal date,
when spegking ot any day between January
1 and March 25. thus:

8 ( 1. e. 1649, the civil and
Jan. 40, 164-: legal year,

9 (i. e. 1649, the historical
year,
or thus, January 30, 1648 9.
This practice, common as it has long been,
is nevertheless, often misunderstood, and
even intelligent persons are sometimes
perplexed by dates so written. The ex-
planation, however, is very simple, for the
lower or last figure always iudicates the
year according to our present cilculation.

Natural History.

‘Mammy,” said Pickaninny Jim, ‘what
makes de folks say dat er mule is d2 mos’
sure-footed animal dat grows?’

‘Don’ you know dat ¥’

‘I sho'ly doesn’.’

‘Well, when yoh gits a chance yoh
wanter watch a mule kick an’ see how he
rebber misses ’s aim. Den yob’ll know
why dey calls "im sure-fosted.”—Washing-
ton Star.




