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hie dances, hie has eyes of youth, hoe writes verses, hie speaks holi-
day, hoe smells April and May: he will carry 't, hoe will carry 't;
'tis ln his buttons; hie will carry 't." And hiaving carried it, it is
pleasant to picture this fond pair living their happy life near'tue
banks of Avon's shimmering stream, or wvandering amid the
flowcry meads of Shottery, or throughi the wooded shades of
Charlecote, finding in eachi other's love a treasure

"0Of more value
Than îstanips in gold, or suins iii sealêd baga;

until four years later, driven by the growing demands of a famlly,
now numbering threc, and drawn by the aI1urements of the
draina, qur bard takes the supreme stop of his life, going forth to
earn both faine and fortune iii the great Metropolis. Nor did lis
ardour ever cool. Hor înuch its olbject merited so true an affec-
tion is evident froin one piece of mute testimony to the sterling
moral qualities possessed by Shakespeare's Anne, namnely, that
twenty years after hier marriage, a bequest by Thomas Whitting-
ton, an old shepherd, long in hier father's employ, of forty shillings
to, the poor of Stratford, is confided to hier care for disbursement-
an incident speýaking volumes for hier trust-inspiring, kindly,
reliable nature. All lier other excellencies are celebrated in a
curious poeim, or rhythmieal pun, which has ijeen attributed to
our bard, entitled:

"To THE mrOL 0F 31Y EYE, AND DELIGHT 0F MY IIEART,

A-ýsý HATuAwàty."

"Would ye be taught, ye féathered throng,
With love's sweet notes to grrace your song,
To pierce the heart with thrilling lay,
Listen to mine Atm Hlathaway 1
She hiath a way to Bing s0 clear,
Phoebus might wondering stoop te, liar.
To nielt the s-ad, niake blithe the gay,
And Nature charm Ann hath a way;

She hiath a way,
Ann Hathaway;

To breathe delight Atm hath a way.

When Envy's breath and rancorous tooth
Do soil and bite fair worth and truth,
And merit to distress betray,
To soothe the heart Ann hath a way.
She hath a way to chase despair,


