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rupting him, "an' yet drinkin' ale on Saturday at e'en wi'

old John Hogg.".
" 1

" "Wed, weel, laddie, it's easier for the best o' us to find.

fault wi' ithers than to mend oorsels Ye have the head,

onyhow; but Jamie Brown tells me it's a doctor. ye're

gaun to be, after a'."

"Nonsense, John Hogg; I wonder how a man o' your

standing"-..

"Nonsense, I grant You," said one of the students;

but true enough for a' that, Bob. Ye see, John, Bob an'

I were at the King's Muirs last Saturday, and ca'ed at the

pen&clc, in the passing, for a cup o' whey, when the gude
wife telI't us there was ane o' the callants, who had.

broken into the milk-house twa nichts afore, lying ill o' a

surfeit. 'Dangerous case,' said Bob; but let me see him.

I have studied to small purpose if I know nothing o' med.

icine, my good woman.' Weel, the woman was just glad.

enough to bring him. to the bed-side; an' no wonder: ye
never saw a wiser phiz in your lives, Dr. Dumpie's was

naething till't; an', after he had sucked the head o' his

stick for ten minutes an' fand the loon's pulse, an' asked

maii' questions than the gudewife liked to answer, he

prescribed. But, losh! sic a prescription! A day's fasting
an' twa ladies o' nettle kail was the gist o't; but then

there vent mair Latin to the tail o' that than oor neebour

the doctor ever had to lose."

But I dwell too long on the conversation of this even

ing. I feel, however, a deep interest in recalling it to

memory. The education of Ferguson was of a twofold

character: he studied in the schools, and among the

people; but it was in the latter tract alone that he ac

quired the materials of all his better poetry; and I feel as

if, for at least one brief evening, I was admitted to the priv-
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