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the Assyrian monarch, into green fields, 'a wondrouis wreteh and
weedless,' to eat green herbs, and be wakened and chastised by the
rain-shower and winter's bitter weather. Moreover, in cities there
is danger of the soul's becoming wed to pleastire, and forgetful of
its high vocation. There have been souls dedicated to beaven from
childhood, and guarded by good angels as sweet seclusions for holy
thoughts, and prayers, and all good purposes; wlaerein pious wish-
es dwelt like nuns, and every image wvas a saint; and yet in life's vi-
cissitudes, by the treachery of occasion, by the thronging passions
of great cities, have become soiled and sinful. Theyresetblethose
convents on the river Rhine, which have been changed to taverns;
from whose chambers the pious inmates have long departed, and in
iwhose cloisters the footsteps of travellers have effaced the images of
huried saints, and wbose walls are written over with ribaldry and
the names of strangers, and resound no more with holy hymns, but
with revelry and loud voices."

" Both town aand country have their dangers," said the Baron;
and therefore, wherever the scholar lives, lie nust never forget his
high vocation. Otherartiats give themselves up wholly to tliestu-
dy of their art. It becomes with them almost religion. ' For the
most part, and in their youth, at least, they dwell in lands where
the whiole atmosphere of thte soul is beauty; laden with it as the air
may be with vapour, till their very nature is saturated with the ge-
nius Of their art. Sueb, for exanple, is the artist's life in Italy."

"I agree with you," exclaimed Flemming ; "and such should be
the poet's everywhere; for lie lias lis Rome,. lIis Florence, his
wlole glowving Italy, within the four walls ofhis library. He lias
in his books the ruins of an antique wrorld,--and the glories of a
moder one,--his Apollo and Transfiguration. He musti neither
forget nor undervalue lais Vocation; but thank God that lie is a po-
et; and everywhere be truc to himîself, and to the ' vision and the
faculty divine' he fuels within i.i.

They were right,-those old German Mlinnesingers,-to sing
the pleasant sumner-time ! What a tine it is! IHow Junestands
illuminated in the Calendar! The %windows are aIl wide open; only
the Venetian blinds are closed. Hure and there a long streak of
suaislaiie streams in througli a crevice. We lhear the low sound cf
the wind anong the trees; and, as it swells and freshens, the dis-
tant doors elap to, with a sudden sound. The trees are heavy with
Leaves ; and the gardens full of blossons, red and white. The wltole
atmosphere is laden with perfumes and sunshine. The birds sing.
The cock struts about, and crows loftily. Insects chirp in the
gras.s. Yellow butter-cups stud the green carpet like golden but-
toits, and the red blossoms of the clover like rubies. The elan-trees
reach their long, pendulous branches alhnost to the ground. White
clouds sail alaft; and vapours fret the blue sky with silver thrcads.
The white village gleams afar against the dark haills, Througli the
imeadow winîds the riv 4r,-careless, indolent. It seems to luve the
counitry, and is in no haste to reach the sea. hlie bue onîly is at
work.

I..ople driqvemAt fiom to. tokJrçths, ap.d to be. happy. Most
oftheni have flowers in their hands; buncies of Ilower-blossomus
and still oftenaer lilacs. Ye denizens of the crowded city, how' plea-
sant to youa is the change from the sultry street to the open fields,
fragrant with clover-blossons Ilow pleaisant the fresh, breezy coui-
try air, dashed witih brine from the meadows! how pleasant, above
all, the flowers, the manifold, beautiful flowers !

It is no longer day. Througli the trees rises the red moon, and
the stars are searcely seen. In the vast shadow of night, lite cool-
ness and the dews descend. I sit at the open window to enjov them.
and htear onlv the voice of the summer wind. Like black hulks,
the slhadows of the great trecs ride at anchor on the billowy sea of
grass. I cannot see the red and blue flowers, but I kinow that they
are there. Far away in the meadow gleams the silier Charles.
The traanp of iorses'hoofs souands fromi the w'ooden bridge. Then
all is still, save the continuous wind of the summnier nigit. Some-
times I know not if it be the wind or the sotund of the neiglhbour-
inr sea. hlie village clock strikes ; and I feel that I an tot alone.

Hloiw difrent is it in the city ! It is late, and the crowd is
gone. Youa step out upon the balcony, and lie in the very bosom
of the cool, dewy ni-git, as if you foldedl her garmnents about you.
The whole starry heaven is spread out overhead. Bienueathl lies the
publie walk witli trocs, like a fathonless, black gulf, into iiosesi-
lent darkness the spirit plunages and floats away, with some beloved
.pirit laisped in its embrace. The lamps are still burning up and
d'own the lone street. People go by, with grotesque siadows, now%
fore-siortened and nuow' le ngthening away into the dairkness and va-
nishing, while a new one springs ui behind the walker, and seerms
to pass himn on the side-walkl. The iron gates of the park shîut witlh
a jangling .lang. There are footsteps, and loud -oices ;.-a tumult,
.- a drunken brawl,--an alarmi of fire -- thien silentce again. And
nlow ait lenagth the city is aisleep, and we, can soe lthe night. The
belatedl mootn looks ov-er lthe roufs, and finds ne ene to w elcome her.

The moconlighît is broken. It lies lhere and there in the squares,
ami the opening of streets,.-angular, like.blocks of whtite anarble.

THE MUTINEER'S WIDOW.

We have been thinking a good dealliately- about thtose " woodenî
w«ails," whîich.for su many centuries "kept the foreigners from fool-
ing us." We liav-e heard of Rlussian fleets, aind of thte power anîd
miagniFicent proîportions cf a Russian Steamr Ship, bult in the docks
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of " Old Father Thaues;" a proceeding, we will venture to assert,
that did not altogether neet the approbation of the " most loved of
all the Ocean's sons;" and turning over a petty nultum in parvo
edition of " Willis's Pencillings by the Way," where three volumes
are put into one, we full upon'a passage strongly characteristic of
American self-importance, where the author declares, with as much
decision as if lie iwere an Admirai of the Red, that from the com-
parisons lie las made between his own and the ships of war of ano-
ther nation, "America may bie iell proud of lier navy 1" Ve be-
lieve sie nay, for a young country, be very proud of lier navy, and
of mnany other things; but we trust, for lier own sake, that Mr.
Willis did not inean te induce a comparison between the war ves-
sels of England and those of A mericai. If he did, lie is more con-
ceited than we deemed it possible for an Amuericai teobe.

We thought thus, as i-e closed somewhiat hastily Mr. Willis's
Pencillings; and hiaving nothing else writhin reaclh, but the pages of
Chaibers' last Journal, our eye rested upon an article headed "IIRi-
chard Parker the Mutineer," the naame brouglat te our remembrance
the famous mitiny cf the Nore. There ras sonething se unlike
mutiny in the fact of the guns of the rebellious ship marking their
respect for the kinîg, iiose comnuands they refused to obey, by
firing salutes on his birth-day noraning-sonetliing so chivalric ini
abstaining from pluader, ihere the wealtht fi our wealthv nation
was ut their nercy- something se frank and manly in the bearing
of poor Parker himself, that we rend the article with siailor interest,
mntil we caie t a Most touching account of the heroie conduct of 1
the widow of the ehief of the mutineers; thenu indeed our interest
becane painfal, and the fact of this extraordinairy woman being now
alive, and in cxtremce want, awoke sympathies whici we hope the af-
fluent will share in. Mrs. Parker and lier husband werc of supe-
rior rank in life, but difficulties came upon iium, and lae sought re-
fuge and distinction beneath the British flag. .induced by the dis-
contented, he first joincd and then directed their movemients; nor
did his wife know' ofihis perilous situation until his sentence of deati
struck upon lier car. She flr tu the palace, but received as an
answer tu lier supplication, that "to ail but I. Parker tercy would
be extended." Afier many difficulties she arrived opposite the
Sandwich, on board whieb Parker was to die. The faint gray of
morning crept along the horizon, and she prevailed on the boat
people of a Sheerness market boat te take ier alongside-hut the
sentinel threatened te fre on then. As the hour drewr nigh, the
wife sav hier husband on the deck between two clergymen.. In
lier agony she called oni himia, and lhe beard and knew lier voice. In
a.few minutes it was all over ; happily, she was insensible ;bt
when ier senses returned, she souglt the key of the ciurchyard
wlere lie had been iiterred-,.it was refused lier. Excited almost

toamadness by the informatipn, that the surgeon would disinter the
body that nightshe näited until tiatnigf.i cauie- tc-g re the
wall -fouand her h usband's grave-seraped away the clay-reioved
the !id-and at last clasped the cold hand of ier iusband in her

SSo much for the daring of woman's love, but w%-oman's deterini-
utat ion,-urged-hy the-sane cause, aroused her1 the young and lonely
widow, froin the enjoynent of tiis melancholy pleasure. Slhe again
scaled the wall, told lier story to tio woimen, who called furth a
kindly spirit in several men, aund uidertook to rescue the body fron
its ignonminious grave, and place it at the vidow's disposal; she
suceeded in conveying it to London, but the news of the exhuma-
tion iad anticipated lier arrival. She wislhed to convey it tu Exe-
ter or Scotland, but the Lord Mayor prevailed on lier to permit it
te be decently interred in Whi techapel cliurcihyard. li that church-
yard no lie the reiains of Richard Parker-a mai iwo iniglit
have deserved a better fate.

There is somcthing peculiarly beautiful in the earnest and devot-
ed affection of this iaitliful-liearted wî'oman ; and the late King
William, hearinîg she had becone blind. graciouslv sent lher at one
time ten, at another twenty pounds. An appeal ias lately been
Made in her favour, and our motive in detailing in su fewr words,
what might bu enlarged into a romance, is simply for th'e purptose
of drawing public attention to the situation of Mrs. Parcer, as tle
sure ierald of that relief whiich the public are ready ta bestow wlien
they know it is eiieded and where it is deserved. uThis extraordi-
nary wuonan lias completed lher sixty-nintlh year,. and is in a state
of utter destitution, we wili iot say without friends-for wve hope
this appeal w'ill raise ump iiany.-Briti.

SHAKESPEARE'S COTEMPORA RIES.

SIt is not so muîci," says lazlitt, "Ilin one faculty thatt Shaiks-
peare excelled his fellowîs, as in that wondrous combination of tailent
wichu iaide him beyond controversy eminent above al." 'The fruits
afîtheir genius aire necither su fair, so rich, rnor su abondant as those
of Iis; but yetbthey are good fruits---sound, pleasant, antd whtole-
somne. If a masculinîe anid vigorous.tone of thaought is to be in..

spired---if pîrofountd lessous of htuman m ture are to be lear-ned--if
lthe best antd noblest symp1 athies anîd feelings are to be rouased, by
the scenes of Shtakspeare, so are they also by those of lis contempo-
maries. It is a fastidiousness whichi objects-to their general porta-
sal on lte score of the coarseniess anîd indelicacy whicht prevails tee
mucin thedîir languauge. Titis is a, fauhinc îîideal to the compara-
tive rudeness cf the age, and ne-ither flowing fromu depravity cf
thouaght nor tending toenagender it. Grossness cf expression is re-
voltiang, not seducinug, te the modern'raider; and thtose who seek

te in8ane the imagination by licentious.scenes and descriptions,
carefully avoid infusing in their poison any thing offensive te the

taste. There is more mischief in a page of Balzac, or George Sand,
or Victor Hugo, thati in all.the volumes of the Elizabethan drana-

tists. In their moral vorks the.tóne is sterl and lofty. Vice is

painted in all its varieties, and in all its blackness. It is never hid

under a ansk of sentimental delicacy and refmnement. Itsfeatures
are always hideous, its acts revolting, and its consequences terri-

ble; nor is there teo fuund a scenc of vicious indulgence unat-

tended with circunstances se dismal as te excite any emotion but

fear and horror. Virtue, tn the other hand, appears in all her sub-
linityand beauty. That such pictures should be stained with de
formnities---and those of Shakspeare himiself are net ft'ee from them

is nu suflicient reason against their exhibitiun.
The sanie i:ilnaturity of taste which led to coarsenaess of language

in the old drainatists, ld aiso to nany of the other fatilts which lie

open to the censure of modern criticism, and render iost of their
works unafit for the mnodern stage. But there was ilittle rriticismî iin

England in those daTs. The Englisi drama did not grow byslight
degrees, but spraug ut once into the greatest strength and vigour
vhich it alis ever reached. Sir Walter Scott observes, that between
Gorboduc, the oldest Enaglish tragedy, and the plays cf Shakspeare,
the interval did not exceed twenty yeiir: and Slaakspeare appeared
in the imidst of a host of others, almost any one of whom woulud
have conferred lustre on a less illustriouas age. --- London Spectotir.

A TR AVELLEIR.

As we were about leaving the hotel at Philndelphia this morn-
ing, there seemed some delay froin a passenger in tle third story.
lretty soon, we heard a sharp altercation up stairs, followed by
the appearance of a short fat iman with a red face, win preceded ai
negro witlh an airi full of boots. 'lie short fat mat hubbled te the
bar, and in a sort of ominous whisper, as thougli lie tuok some cre-

dit for net being in a towering passion, said,
"JIandlord, wOhere are nV noo-rs ?"

Why, really, sir, 1--- wvlat nuîtmber were theiy ?"
" What lias that te do with it," said the fat inuit, beginnirg te get

excited. "l I ldon't k-noN fthe numîber ; I believe they were 8, with
low' heels anid pîegged."

" Ah, you mistake, what is the nuiber of your room?"
" Forty-five."
"-And did-you put the numbèr on your boots, when vou took

them off?"
W-3Vhatliave I te do with marking boots? -Do you think I car-

ry a bottle of ink li ny pocket to prevent my boots being stolen?""
But there was a piece of cbik on te stauîd wiere you took eent

" A piece of tlhunder and lightning," said the otler. " l'Il tell
vou what Landlord, this woi't do. The simple question is, Wiere
aire ny boots? I took tliem offin this house, and you are respon-
sible for them. That's lawe al over the world."

Carriage vaiting," said the driver.
Let it wvait," said the fat mani. " Suppose 1 can go without

ny boots?"
" Ilere be one pair that wern't man.rked," said the bLack, " are

them um?"
S hlein um, you raseal, wly they are an inch too short, and the

heels are two inches high."
Carrinage waiting, and the boat will leave if I wait any longer,"

shouted- the driver, while ive were all in the carriage and urging
him t start.

''he fat iman gasped'for breath. "Lanilord, I again ask, waauER
A RE MY BOOTS.

" Why, really, sir, I--"
"Go or not," said the driver.
Theshort nan seized the unmarked boots, and strained and pull-

cd till lie got theim on, and groaninîg as though lis feet were in a
vice.

l'Il tell you what it i, Landlord, I call all tiese people to wit-
ness-"

Carrinage starting," said the hystanders.
The fat man started te, anid was just getting into the coach, whien

the black touceld his coat tail, saying, " Remember the servánit,
sir ?"

"Yes,"said the other, turning round and laying his cane over the
waiter's iead, « take tlat, and tliat, and try and sec if you eaunre-
mnember me, and -my boots, too.

After we reached the boat, and for a long time, the fat man seeni-
cd lost in a reverie, looking atiis new boots. I once heard Iima
muitter, " After all, if I get the heels cut of,; they wont be so very
uncomfortable, and ine did leak a little."

hus may we draw c.omfort from lte worst of ills, for whiat isi
wôrse than losing one's boots vhe±n the carriage is waiting, auid thec
boat about to start?

EFRE FaoM THaE JIAYs oF THu: SUN.---Theia boardintg house of
Mrs. Broome, in H-airtford, wvas set on fire regently by Lte suni, and
several] articles of clothiing, a chair, &c. consumud. The fire w'as
commîunicated to a portion of the attic, by At pane af glass in the fam
light, whîich formed a convexiens, an<d broughtl suchi a focus to bear
on some clothing, hanginig on lthe partitioni, a~s to set themi on
fire.
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