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20 TALER AND SKETCHES,

“« A clever but very unsetiled fellow from Edinburgh,"’
replied the Iad; “a capital linguist, for he gained our
first bursary three yecars ago; but our Professor says he
is certain he will never do any good. Ile cares nothing
for the company of scholars like himself, and employs
himself — though he excels, I believe, in English com-
position —in writing vulgar Scotch rhymes, like Allan
Ramsay. His name is Robert Ferguson.”

I felt from this moment a strong desire to rank among
the friends of one who cared nothing for the company of
such men as my class-fellow, and who, though acquainted
with the literature of England and Rome, could dwell
with interest on the simple poetry of his native country.

There is no place in the neighborhood of St. Andrews
where a leisure hour may be spent more agreeably than
among .the ruins of the cathedral. I was not slow in
discovering the cligibilitics f the spot, and it soon be-
came one of my favoritec haunts; One evening,.a few
weeks after I Lad entered on my course at college, 1 had
seated myself among the ruias, in a little ivied nook
frorting the sctiibg sun, and was deeply engaged with
the melavcholy Jaijues in the forest of Ardennes. when,
on hearing a Tight feotstep. 1 looked up, and saw the ISd.
inburgh student, whose appearance had so interested me,
not four yards away. IIe was busied with his pencil and.
his caklets, and muttering, as he went, in a half-audible
voice, what, from the mflection of the tones, seemed to be
verse. Ou secing me, ne started, and apologizmmg in a
few hurried but courteous words for what he termed the
involuntary intrusion, would have passed, but, on my
rising anc stepping up to him. ne stood.

“I am afraid, Mr. Ferguson,” ) suid, *tis 1 who owe yow
an apology j the ruins have long been yours, and T am hut
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