
4 McGILL UNIVERSITY GAZETTE. [December ist,
1882.]the only commentator who has expressed a mean opinion of this play. I 

Yet by all alike it is confessed to contain some of the most powerful 1 
passages in Shakespeare and no one can read it without experiencing some
thing of the feeling that thrills through us when we are in contact with the . .
greatest works of the greatest minds, with |ob and the epistle to the ' i o prevent any misunderstanding as to the scope of these remarks, some 
Romans, with Agamemnon and <Edipus, with Lear and Macbeth, —a feeline 8, 'production will, I trust, be permitted me. In the first place, I am 

e for the master mind that conceived it, of reverence as in one treading Pa|nfully conscious that what 1 do not know about still-fishing would in 
holy ground and listening to accents of the immortals I proper hands- “ make a verX larti<-‘ l>ook." but this 1 submit should not

The true verdict with regard to our play is more justly given by the ereat I V,!5ve,ll a less, experienced brother from profiting by my misfortunes. 
Hallam. when he says that “ Measure for Measure is perhaps, after Hamlet herclore’ >'e skllful 1'shermen who know each lake and stream where fishes 
Lear and Macbeth, the play in which Shakespeare struggles, as it were’ T* , con«re«a,e’ ea,ch defll> fashioned hook, the proper bait, how long 
most with the over mastering power of his own mind : the depths and a how slrong,a rod to “se’1and who can .judge the weight ol any fish 
intricacies of being, which lie has searched and sounded with intense , ten pounds or so), think not 1 we'd presume to write for you. I
reflection, perplex and harrass him ; his personages arrest their course of have btxn , m my carlle,sl childhood a second edition of the father of his
action to pour forth, in language the most remote from common use COU,llry' and yc arc hopelessly beyond me. My experience in still-fishing
thoughts which few could grasp in the clearest expression ; and thus he bu,1 mo? ,nrtru*,lve- 1,l,av1L' afr,end who is really a good fellow
loses something of dramatic excellence in that of contemplative phil- , rt* an7 as far as 1 know* he had no cause to treat me as he did. 
osophy." As Shakespeare says in the play before us “ the phrase is to Unfortunately for me, however, ne was - passionately fond of fishing." Shall 
the matter;' he cannot express his adumbrations in regard to the , CVf « »!^et tb? be suggested that we should go for a couple of days' 
mysteries of life and death, of human character in its various idiosvn- .,mut.fishing. In Montreal the weather was beautiful. The balmy air of
crasies, its developments and its degeneracy, in the same transparent style 1 ÜE””8’ gvntle sPnn8
will, which h.. tells us of the lov=s of Romeo and Juliet, or Inter of a 1 î2eTm,ll " , ,, , --
Ferdinand and Miranda the air of heaven and do other poetical things ot that nature,

Before Shakespeare wrote Measure for Measure, a feeling of melancholy T** °f IVe’ a”d “V1 m?ment °f Wl7",css ‘ ™'»ented. Bro 
seems io have been slowly gaining the mastery over his mind, showhm u,inT,melf CqUJPPfd, "i ' T*? T*’*?' ?IWle*,‘M,d ,our H» 
itself as plainly in the conceits of Jacques, as afterwards in the outbursts of b7? ,p"cld> 1 bade 1 fond ldluu lo d,osc <* ',rl™ds »'!° «re
Timon. This strain of melancholy during, which as he says the native hue 7,7 ri''a';h' “Kl ”'r T T" a'ray 1,1 ,a cJ°,udk’" e™”,”g
of resolution is sickbed over with the pale cast of thought,' seems not , '4 * * * 1 ?, C7rlaee for d* haU"ts ol thc •If*''*! I.'oaunes ; Browne 
lo have been confine,1 to him and Ins works There was in those days ±^,0"' "if W*. of .m'’""8 ™nque-st and eager for the fray, and 1 
w rites Mr. Moberly - a conscious struggle in men's minds between cheer- "S, h 77 Çb,het ' h“ ,c,¥t ,h.u comfortable tram my troubles 
fulness and melancholy, more real, natural, anti widely felt by far than commÇn,cd, « *» necessary to drive about nine unies lo the tisl.mg- 
tlut w hich we remember in our own days, as showing from the conflict S “’71’ *7 “ î *foaM7,,e, “"vcyance «• an antique of 
between the poetical principles,,! Byron and Wordsworth."* An evidence 8 popula!ly “">«• » buck-board Nine miles is n.it-
of this prevailing tone we find in the • Anatomy o; Melancholy." published T ,al*r”üï8 dls,a"“' bu‘ °» * buck-bmud, over an uphill
by Robert Burton in tfizo ....... arc but the outcome of their time ,°„d alien n » h v °f- can"°" - bai's’ ,w"h »!nler '"'«“"’S 111
lion lo the phenomena of melancholy mus, have been w idespread and long ‘ , f s|T8'r and "S hooks lingering in the bosom oi your mexpress,
continued in England before an author could have written and a public Ï o ,^a8peCt°f *= “ chaln8cd' »‘'Wever, tins was but a loretaate
eared to read a book devote,I to the subject. By an easy generalisation 1 fT , J 7 '"C' , i , thr7 l,OUrs' by dl"5 of mcfsmS
it is often said that the present and the immediately proceeding - entnries “ P8 of,'!“ °" l.hc PJ" who accompanied us, and
are the centuries of doubt, while the times of Shakespeare and Dame were ^ ou,Œ,^ „ ? ' Ï ^ lhc,s'^*sx pla“s’ « arnvcd
ages of faith; and an essay has only lately been read before the New Shak, 1™, d, w , d col?l,ally **""11*1 by a. ,,lassll,c
pete Society of London, contrasting Shakespeare with George Eliot from î'“ “ ° “,,c| ruc ",'''ard,."jSS °f h» Inendsh,,, by sampling my left 
this point of view. The reader, Peter BaySe. believes that Shakespeare weL ™l2v nrorided ” ,eU“ ,mmcd,attlv' a,,d
belonged to the age of l'aith and no Science, while George Eliot was ol 
the age of Scepticism and Science ; that he was a mirror to human nature
in stable equilibrium ; she. one to it in unstable equilibrium : with George had been waitiiiu on the window nine*
El,or. man was more a drift-log, swayed hither and thither by the tide of KSxistep^ briskly hand tt fmv K 
circumstance, than with Shakespeare. I here is doubtless a great deal of L-lll ■ l • i t, ^ , y. 8
m„h in ,1,1s generalisation, gl,n,„y, bu, wha, is „ne of the human te hid’ SS^ Z tZÏÏÎ 2ÏÎIndTviduaf h Shake^aré a, '° ,bS «"rselve, with the thought, ,Cas we could not see them, they might
dmblof »Dili„„dZ»,»l,f scePuclsm a"d us. That night I dreamed of war's alarms I heard the trumpet,nil, fell

SÉEES'EE'EEiËrSE'rÊ SESLTTjSîzrfMc*r
mmThtnthCeaL°lLh1’ofXrer'!aliWa,rrl,nU j", "'W"" and ^ aghTL'^I^“when Tdréssÿ “found dim 7hat'"lhis'war’only

W° hale iLèn tàîâhf bv Mr m ï? Î , 77"”?,' alwnl mindednere un his par. ami ÛK he had in some way associated the 
^ a’n^gc^of unfixedness o^bclief Kt"^^ 0,1 k ^ ^ ^ ” ™=at >

soeci'idl'v ,h^3cMlminwihor r”” discov,!ri« ,°f >ci=nce in the pas, and When I surveyed myself in wha, wa, called by courtesy the looking-glass- 
inllience unim thè mfod of a"d «'’"'e" » g™t an although i, seemed to me to hear a much stronger resemblance to a battered
dUnZd ,Si£ w , ,C,r C.0n,em,p?:aT' ,0Uld ,hC,rufor''' bL ,"1 F'l-1 started back in horror. On my forehead was a lump about the 
nSrinihri U, "!! the time as much to tins cause sire ol a door-knob, which had tightened the skin and gave my eye 
fo as dentvr,IZZ M X, Tf 7 TT* Mo"<olian appeamnee, while other parts of my face Were i
at least Shik'snear '- ' Im h lr. loberl) itmbutes a We have mangled and sanguinary condition. The only lavatory appliances provided
i'know nm P' Î ?’ n"8 S" h l *)aVuofla,|,j<bu'' ”'h>-'rclote, were a pint jug of very soft water and a tin saucer. Aradian simplicityit f f -f" my '-unh, forgone all custom of ere, Browne called u, well, pertiap. it was. I never thought much of that kind
ft m'e he earth sé. f , ” 3V ? ^ d,spo'',"°":that *» «-«Hy of thing anyway, and when I, comes to a question of solid comfort, give meframe, the earth seems to me a stertle promonto.y ; thts most excelle,,, modem civilisation every time-as Brother Jonathan would say. However,

, „ , «'b '«ok you, this brave o erhangmg firmament, this majeshc „e were going to thc lake and it didn't much matter.
,n,I, . fin,W 60 dC,n erc; y " VpT»."0 othcr "> mc' '■»"» fou The impartial narrator has much pleasure, at this point, in noticing a
nhv, ra d rt d °f f31”"» ' , I f “"‘'“’“"S lhu d'lfercnl tact which reflects great credit on Browne. As has been noticed, he was
f and ,hc d7arfine =lTcct of he„n<!W thcory upo" dle l,uman kind and unselfish at heart, whicl, trait of his character had on this occasion
fo r, lenn , ‘ FT* ”, ^ m,an 1 hJ ; ' Ho" developed itself ir. the sha,« of a plentiful supply of crackers and cheese, for
IdmlraM ' ^ 7 u m.f?cul,y ! f”™ a,,d "J011"8' h?w “PreM ani1 "hid, I was devoutly thankful. Having parmken of this historic refresh-f action, how like an angel in apprehension, how like a god ! ment-ft,* the account of the signing ol Magna Charta, after which the

i Id ,, uParaf7’ ,°.f ammal5' And yM mc' ”ha‘ , Barons adjourned to cragurs and scheeze,” ts the MS has it)-we were
« . Man delights not me, no nor woman neither. at last (in the words of Browne) “prepared for the realization of our
A™i ade,rwards describes man what should such fellows as do fondest hopes". Browne was jubilant, while I was cold and “ nncomfort-
mwlmg between earth and heavenl we are arrant knaves, all ; believe able," the combined effect of late frost and mosquitoes. On the way to
dt LJ l • h m°d°d °[lmel,a"cholv and d,st™sl ”= find re»ec,ed m ‘he lake 1 managed, with my usual good fortune, to entangle not only 
the Sonnets, winch are doubtless to a great extent formal confessions, and ! myself but several trees with my fishing line-and on the lasri occasion I 
njrervades the I ragedies wntten between the years ,602 and ,608. | did so, Browne came to my aid and by a mutual effort we landed the hook

I in the fleshy part of his thumb, after which he decided that I should be
; trusted with nothing more dangerous than the bait until I was in a position

to “apply the hook to something more useful than himself," at which re-
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who testified to the true inwardness of his friendship by
......‘ ' now late we decided to retire immediately, and
accordingly provided with an odorous tallow dip and a room so small 

that it was almost necessary to go outside to turn round. Of course it 
was close, and Browne at once opened the window. The mosquitoes that 

, attracted by the scent of city 
gan. We closed the window and 

Miicu un many ui mem as we cuuiu at last. Browne, in despair, suggested that 
we had better put out the light and go to bed, which we did, consoling 
ourselves with the thought, that as we could not see them, they might miss
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( To he Continued.)
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