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43 TALES AND SKETCIES.

* The magazines were produced ; and I heard for the first
time, in a forcign land, and from the recitation of the
poet’s brother, some of the most national and most highly-
finished of his productions. My cyes filled, and my heart
wandered to Scotland and her cottage homes, as, shutting
the book, he repeated to me, in a voice faltering with
emotion, stanza after stanza of the “ Farmer’s Ingle.”

«Do you not sce it?—do you not see it all?” ex-
claimed my companion ; “the wide smoky room, with the
bright turf-fire, the blackened rafters shining above, the
straw-wrought settle below, the farmer and the farmer’s
wife, and auld grannie and the bairns. Never was there
truer painting; and oh, how it works on a Scotch heart!
But hear this other piece.”

He read “Sandy and Willie.”

« Far, far ahead of Ramsay,” I exclaimed, — “more im-
agination, more spirit, more intellect, and as much truth
and nature. IRobert has gained his end already. Ilurrah
for poor old Scotland!— these pieces must live for ever.
But do repeat to me the ¢ Farmer’s Ingle’ once more.””

We read, one by one, all the poems in the Magazine,
dwelling on cach stanza, and expatiating on every recol-
lection of home which the images awakened. Dy com-
panion was, like his brother, a kind, open-hearted man, of
superior intellect ; much less prone to despondency, how-
ever, and of a more cqual temperament. Ere we parted,
which was not until next morning, he had communicated
to me all his plans for the future, and all his fondly-cher-
ished hopes of returning to Scotldnd with wealth enough
to be of use to his friends. IIe seemed to be one of those
universal geniuses who do a thousand things well, but
want steadiness enough to turn any of them to good
account. Ile showed me a treatise on the use of the
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