ROUGE ET NOIR.

That wlale Vepona Ly that name is known,

Thers shinll tio figure at such rate be set

An that of tme and futhful Juhet,

("'Il"ll[t‘.---l\l nich shall Romeo by his lady
1,

Poar l:a'criﬁcca of our enmity *

No onc who had enjoved the privi-
lege of witnessing Miss Neilsan's Julict
in her prime, would fecl much inclina-
tion to criticis¢ the faded and fatigued
actress, wisclhy retiring from the stage
befure the public has become conscious
of her waning pewers  In her better
days, the silver-sweet discourse of the
lovers in the moon lit garden, which,
at the best, must be sullied by cx-
posurc on the stage, would not have
been vulgarized by such stage tricks
as concluded the scene in its latest
representation.  Nor in that still love-
lier scene, where the newly-wedded
husband and wife separate with the
breaking day, would she have missed
the point that Juliet's cessation of
entreaties for Romeo's stay is cansed
by his resignation to even death at her
bidding.

Llomeo  lat me be ta'en, Iet me be put ta death,
I am cantent, so thon wilt have it o,
Come death and welcome, Juliet willaat so,
How 1a't my soul? let s talk, at as not day.
Juliet—1t is, it 1s ; hie henee, be gone, away !

Onc wonders why it should be ne-
cessan to omt one word of this perfect
scene, still less to commit the profana-
tion of adding to Shakspere. Is
there in Enghsh history, a lovclier de-
scnption of the dawn than here?

Shakspeie must have had fresh ml_]ulict (I11. 2. g9).

his remembrance his vouthful days in
Wanwickshire, when no doubt he had
often secen with keen dclight, the
hunters going forth in the grey misty
morning, singing a ‘hunt up,’ a révedf
to the day. On the stage this scenc

ward graces of his age.  Shakspere
seems o have had in his mind's cye,
a favouri.c subject of his satire, the
travelled dandy, “who sold his land to
sce other men's,” and whose manncers
arc as affected and foreign as his gar-
ments.  “Why is it not a strange
thing, grand sirc, that we should be
thus afflictcd with these strange flics,
these fashivn-mongers, these pardon-
ucs-movs " In the surly clown who
usually stands for him on the stage,
there is httle of Shakspere’s Tybalt
to be discussed. Indeed it is generally
truc that the distinctive individuality
and interest, which Shakspere’s pro-
digal genius conferred on the least
significant persons of his dramas, is
sacrificed in the theatre,
Nor¥.—Thereisa difliculty in mak-
ing out the time of the play which a
Shakspere Club may perhaps be able
to solve. The play begins about g
am. on Sunday I 1, 152). On Sun-
rday evening the feast is held at old
| Capulet’s (I. 2, 820). The balcony
interview takes place tunards Monday
morning {11. 2, 176 and 168-9). Atg
o'clock on Monday morning, Julict
sends to Remeo (11, 5. 1.).  Soon after
12 o'clock, the nursc returns, and
Julict hies to the friar’s cell where she
is marricd JI1. 35, 9-76). About an
hour after their marriage, Tybalt is
slain (I11. 1, 109), and within two hours
more, the fearful news is brought to
On Monday night
Capulet determines that “on Thursday
next,” Julict shall be married to the
County Paris (I11. 4, 18). On Tucs-
day morning, at bicak of day, the
lovers part, and thc same morning
Julict visits the friar, and receives the

incvitably loses its cthezeal beauty,
and its splendour fades into the light
of commoen day.” No actur, T believe,

potion to be drunk on Wednesday
night, and which is to keep her en-
tranced fwo and forty fonrs {1V, 1,90

PAST AND PRESENT.
I
“ Leudator temporis acti se puero.”

How is the old place faring ?  \Who
are our successors, and are they living
up to Trinity's traditions 2 These and
like questions, * Ronge et Noir,” past
men expect you to answer. Is the
Institute as prosy and as popular as
ever?  Are 5S. Simon and Jude still
the most uproanously venerated of
prelates?  And is the solemn mas-
querade ycarly holden—the judicatory
of erring matriculants ?

How well Trinity, aged before her
time, must be remembered by old
graduates !  Her picturesque and
smoke begrimed turrets—variously
paint-freshened by some iconoclastic
hand—her gables half hidden with
unkempt creeper—her yellow-washed
corridors, the home of the winds,
haunted by the inevitable charwoman
{(peace to her aching joints!) leading
no freshman can tell whither. What
a tortuous dance for him! along their
dusty length, here passing a lecture
room—how often the scene of Euclid's
discomfiture, or of the worsting of
heathen sages !—past chapel and hall
and tributory passages, each yiclding
its quota of sombre-togaed seniors;
up winding stairways; through the
much slighted “\Vilderness "—noisy
home of the undergraduate fledgling ;
on, till, with instinctive reverence, the
very corridor abruptly stops at the
library—the scene of many an anec-
dote—the home of the worm and its
food. Twice a week and twice only,
I remember, were we bidden to inhale
the learning of its atmosphere—to
whet our literary appetites. Seated
along those green-baized tables we

might then specuiate on the contents

could pussibly be found cqual to thescyand 104). On her return from the,of its shelves-—the peaceful dormi-
carlict scehies, but later on the part of jccll, her father changes his mind and | tories of crudition —the crumbling
Romev presents no insuperable dim-ldt‘ddcs that the marriage shall oc)tombs of the dead languagss. Warm
culucs, aud m them Mi. Comptun,celcbrated next day, Wednesday IV, looking old volumes, the dusty lubri-

attamned & high de ree of eacellence.

2, 36;. In conscquence of this, Julict

cations of the ancient Fathers, per-

His sclf-restramed passion—the re-jdrinks the potion late on Tuesd=y haps,—decked out in sheepskin, cen-

strant of desperation—when Julict's
death 1s announced, and afterwards
at the tomb, was admirable, and his
cnunciation of the words “Mercutio’s
kinsman!” when Romeo discovers
that he has ignoraantly slain the County
Paris. emphasizes the culmination of]
his perverse fate. It is almost im-
possible for an actor to fail in the réle
of Mcreutio—it acts itself.  But much
of his wit has its cdge blusited by the
niisrepresentation of Tybalt's charac-
ter, which scems the rule un the stage.
It is wniten down plainly enough that
Tybalt was possessed of all the gen-
tlemanly accomplishments and out-

night. On Wednesday moming she
1s buricd, and on Thursday, apparently,
though this is not free from doubt,
Romco receives the news (V. 1,20-34).
On Thursday night latc, Romco is at
the tomb, and shortly after the friar
comes ‘at the prefixed hour of her
waking’ (V. 3, 253). As the potion's
force was to last only two and forty
hours, Julict should have awakened
atout five or six o'clock on Thursday
cvening, at the latest, according to this

day morning (V. 3, 173, ez seg). The
friar's medical reputation is clearly at

stake!

calculation, whercas 1t was ncarly Fri-|

turics ago, for our dclectation—in
their well-worn © leathern jackets "—
the battered uniform of the Crusaders
against Schism—bclow, irregular rows
of variegated bindings, cach with its
individual pretensions, too sclf-reliant,
too personally self-assertive for the
company above; copper-clasped veter-
ans upholstered in yellow hide—novel-
ists in a demi-toilet of calf—the ortho-
doux and the heterodox Iettered toge-
ther {a strange confusion unworthy of
the dispensation), to the right, more
modem creations, aparently, dressed
in their linen frocks—speculation’s

children—probationers on their good

¢




