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ciMisery acquaints a man -%vith strange bedfellows." "iBetter a
littie chiding thanl a great deal of heart-breali." IlMelancholy la
the nur-se of phrenzy." "iSociety is the happiness of life."
"iCeleritv is neyer more admired -,ýhan by the negli!gent." "cIf
money go before, ail ways do lie open." "O0nemnay smile and
smile and be a villain." "tSuspicion always haunts the guilty
mind." "iA man's good fortune niay growv out at heels." "iAl
diffieulties are but easy when they are knowx." "lDirect not him
whose way himself wvil1 choose." And to cite but one more, and
that one of Shakespeare's best: "lModerate lamentation is the
right of the dead; excessive grief the enemy to flic living."

From Shakespeare nflght very easily be framed a Phulosophy
of Lile. Few have known better than. he how ",to suck the sweets
of sweet philosophy." Seldom does his observation, "lby the heart's
stili rhetoric, disclosed with eyes," deceive him, finding comnfort
for misfortune even îr. ciAdversity's sweet milk, philosophy."

Shakespeare's outlook on life in general is the calm outlook of
a philosophie mmnd. Hle reads the world with an accurate and
judicial eye; first noting facts and then connoting the facts witb
their causes and consequences. The dialogue betwveen Cella and
Rosalind, in etAs You Like Lt," la an illustration in point:

"Bos. . . O , how full of briers is this working-day world!
Gel. Tlîey are but burrs, cousin, thrown upon thee in hioliday

foolery: if we walk not la the trodden paths, our very
petticoats will catchi themi.

Bo.I could shake themi off niy coat: these burrs arc in niy licart."

The samne union of eye-sight and insiglit that constitues the sage
is seen in Wolsey's pathetie soliloquy:

"Farewell, a long farewell, to al rny greatness!
This is the state of man: to-day he puts forth
The tender leaves of hope; to-inorrow blossomas,
Axxd bears his blushing hionours thick upon himn;
The tliird. day cornes a frost, a kcilling frost;
And-whieu lie thinks, good easy nian, fully surely

is greatness is a ripening-nips his root,
And thon lie fails, as 1 o'

Something of the moral philosopher is shown Li the following
profound refiections:

"The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices
Make instruments to scourge us."

"lTo wilful menx
The injuries that they themselves procure"
Muet be their echool-nmastere. "

441


