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TRE TRJgADI)-WL,'EL (OFLIFE.

SLOWLY, wearily, Timne's great whe,-l inove.,-, round,
Xith evel-y now aîel theri a joit, a jar,
As some slight pebble, or, at imes, a stone
0f greater size and moment is encoantered
Upon the way, and crushed into the dust
Relentlessly ; a joît, a jar, perchance
Scarce Lo be feit upon the upper rim
0f the great circle, pausing flot at ail
By reason of the shock, but stili pressed on,
Driven by forces long accumulating,
Not to be lightly stopped ; a jar, scarce feit
By myriad millions more of human pebbles
Yet clinging, mud-stuck, to the revolving wheel,
Or climbing and struggling, struggling and climbing up,
UTp, ever up, striving to gain a place
Upon the top, but only to be dragged
By the slow revolution of the wheel
Down, down agan,until they too slip off
And disappear beneath, and are o'errun.
So the great wheel rolîs round. And we who climb
Push on, unmindful of the stones that fal
Incessantly upon our every band,
Dreading to look ltehind. As one who waits
Alone the grim ink-blackness of the inight
Fears Lo look back, nor knows the reason why,
But hurries tremblin g on, Ho xve climb up,
Till desperation can no more afford
Us headway 'gainst the wheel's down-dragging sLreîgtlî.
Still we toil, breathless-will not yet give Up,
But persevere to make but even way
Against the wheei, and so to.hold our place,
Though we advance flot. But the ime isshr
Until with heartsick for dismay we see
That now no longer can we c er prevail,
Or even hope to hold our own against
The constant, cruel force which mercilessly
O'erpowers us, and which, at last, we note
Is gaining on us; slowly at first, as we
Renew our efforts to surinount the bull
And gain the headway lost; slowly at first,
But ever faster, as our powers weaken ;
Until at length, with liînbs and heart oi-weary,
We cease to struggle, and can only dling
And watch the nearing brink, which comes so slow
But sure withal ; or sînile, perchance, at others
Scarce yet begun the ascent, whose legs arc strong
And hearts light, and who, bounding nimblv upwards,
Forgetful are, or ne'er have iearned how quickly
Their joy wilI turn to grief, and hopDe to terror.
Others we sec, as we, despondent cinging
And waiting for the end; soine rustful, prayingy,
Expecting to attain Lo bliss hereafter,
Others, again, full of sighs, groans, and curses,
With oaths rebellious on their hin-stained lips,
And fearing to pass o'er th' approaz-hing brînk
To the unknown beyond. Stili on we sweep,
And on, and on, and on-tili, at the edge,
A kind oblivion steals our senses from us.
So we fali off and down, and are o'erridden,
Nor conscious are of death for Life Immortal,
Wbere ail is smooth, and straight, and none grow weary,
And Time's great wheel becomes eternal rest.
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TJIL FRIENDSHIP 0F BOOKS.

T FIE friendship of books is a friendship within teral

or even cover our booksbelves with the great standard
writers in the Englisb ongue, not to speak of the higher
ranks of scbolarsbip, which are utterly beyond us, yet the
average English reader may mark, learn, and inwardly
dig-est the weaith of the ripest thinkers at a cost so tri lingthaf none need be excluded. No doubt we would be
delighted to have at commnand the princely libraries of
iProspero, and the immense scholarship of Squire Wendover
(poor man!); nevertheless, without such large opportuni-
ties and splendid equipment, the intellectual life is not
denied any of us, and our influence on others may be both
sweet and wholesome, notwithstanding.

We have to regret often, however, that we are a good
deal like Old Beattie, of Mickeldale-of ail our reading
we just retain what hits our fancy, and thereby becomes a
part of ourselves. The gigantic memory of Sir Walter
Scott or Lord Macaulay strikes us witb amazement, making
us painfully aware of our own poor resources in this respect.
We have some comfort in believing that George Eliot,
with al ber great ability and unrivalled power in ber own
field of literature, had always to verify ber quotations like
an ordinary mortal. So, if we cannot jump over the moon,
we may clear a fence or two, if the height be but reasonabie.

If we can retain the tone and~ flavour of our choice
authors most of us are satisfied with the result, leaving
the polyglot accomplisbrnents of the few uncoveted. Our
mental food, however, is a matter of serious consider-
ation. We do not eat every dish that is set before us, be
iL gerved ever so daintily. We respect our stomachs (that
great seat of the imagination>, and have learned to have a
wholesome drcad of dyspepsia. But there is of ten a dispo-
sition to treat our mînds witb mucli less considei-ation
than we do our bodies, intoxicating ourselves, nauseating
ourselves, and enervating ourselves with extraordinary
compiacency, as thougb we imagined there was laid- up
somewhere in us an apparatus tlîat would act as a safety

valve, witbout trouble on our part, aiqi dei;aeii at Lme
our moral froin our inteilectual life. Wliat we read, how-
ever little that may be, cani neyer cease to heoune main
leineni. in the moral atmosphere of our lives. The power

of literature, be it ever s0 pour, or ever so excellent, lies
not simply in what it says to us, but in what iL maltes us
say to ourselves. Suggestion is more powerful tharn state-
ment. The human niind is a mysterious storehouse, laying
Up good and bad with remarkabie indifference, and without
conscious effort, and the impression once made may ho
dormant for years, only to spring to life- at the touch of
some chance word, or sigbt, or look, or musical note, which,
after the lapse of years, miay have power, for good or evil,
to ire the whole train of forgotten nemuries, conipelling
the burying-places of the mind to givo up their dead ; and
they are indeed fortunate who have

No feu--, tolbeat away, no ,trife to heal,
The past unsigheti for, andi the futurre sure.

Our mental good is of miore consequence thani we cgii
well estimate, particularly su in youth, for the spring imie
of life holds within itself the promises of the future.

My inherîtance, Lowv wide and fair;
lime is miy fair seed field, of limne lVin beir.

Oliver Wendell. Holmnes lias told us that the training of
a child should begini a hunlrt-d years before ho is boni.
But it really berzimi many liundred years before we appear
upon the stage of imie. Wie are beirs to aIl the age4, and
whatsoever t hiîgs are lovely, whatsoever Lling s are of good
report, ini the life and thoughit of the paL belong te us--

Whirlî he mnay reati that bindi, the sheaf,
Or builtis the bouse, o- digs tire gi-ave.

Thiuk how m-uch poorer the world would have been
without Mo-ses and lsaiah, witbout Huomer and Dante,
without Paul and Seneca, without Marcus Aurelius and
Ctesar, without Epictetus and Plato, witlîoit David and
Milton, without BiJnyan and Shakespeare, notteLunrtion
any others of that noble arîmy of seers, aposties, poets,
historians, and soldiers, hrougb wbose inspired genius
the humai interests of the past and present are linkeci
Logether. Whatever tire moneyed interesLa of Lhe world
may say to the contrary, tbouglit rules, and when al tle
bustling and shouting that would stifle it are hushcd, and
even the great works which iL gnided the band of mani Lu
do have perislîed, or romnain only in faded sple.ndour to
tell of pouîp and glory gone forever, iL sbaîl remain witb
us sLill in flie world uf wisdom and of beauty, andi shal
nuL pass away.

The writer can remieuilier Llîat crisis in bis mental life
uvien the lîeauty and errur and grandeur of the 'greaL
isiasters in thse Eriih ongue firsttoo pss-so 'f bis
soul. Duubtless others eaui do the samne. IL is the iiour
of tihe soul's awakening. IL may ho hruugb a book, a
friend, a sermion, a lecture, a great surrow, or a great juy;-
but by whatever means iL cumes Lo us, iL is the begitnning
of a new lîfe, a veritable new birth-a birth fromi abuve.
Wbien the first whoie and complote Shakespeare came into
the writer's liands iL vas a great occasion, and bouour
demanded that the bulky volumie sbould bu read from the
hegiuning, and the first play was IlMacbeth." Retiring
eariy with a solitary candle, wbicis served to make the
darkness of a large bedchamiber visible, leaving ample rons
for imagnation Lu caîl spirits froin the vasty deep Lu people
the dark recesses, and peer out between flise ample curtains
that draped the anciesît four-poster of forty years ago-
witb aIl these suggeestive accumpanimuenis the eager studont
of twelve years sat down Lu the perusal of Shake8peare's
great ragedy. IL was nu work of fiction at that moment,
but a real and Loirible histury, painted by a maiter-band.
The weird sisters were nuL creatures of the l)oet's brain,
but real and embodied spirits of evil, uueartbly, wild,
blasted things ; creatures accursed, whose very looks were
like sword-thrusts, and their Lunes like a breath fromi the
bottoînless abyss. Tben tbat dagger of the nind whîch
lures Macbeth Lu comnmit the deed of blood, and the swift
vengeance wbich remurse inflicts upon thein bothb

Metbiouglit, 1 heard a x oice crv, siepn more!
Macbeth Luas uniiriler sîep. tire innocent sieelo,
Sleep tlat puts iii the raivelti slieeve of care,
rlie deathi ut eacil day's life, sore labouirs bath,
Baini,of h urt iiijîds great nature'4secoid conursie,
('turf nourislier ilu lites ,feas;t.

Sleep bas (lied by violence, the very atmospherè rocks
of slaugbter, and retribution bas already fallen upois the
bapless Tisane of (lamis, and a worse marn might bave
escaped the terror of bis crime, but-

High iiuud.sI of native p)ride anti force,
Most dleepfly feel tby paugsq, Reiiorsi-
Fear for their scourge, nîcan villaiîîs have,
Tiroir art the torturer oftitre brave!

There la notliing bei-e of tir(-launî of auoîiiur puet
wiien lie telas thiat

Tired natures8 sweet res;torer, h)aliyyqleli,
Ife, likze the world, bis ready visit pays;
Where fortunie iiles, the wrietelieîl lie traî
Swift oui bis dowuy pinionis files froin woe,
Andi ligbhts on eyelids, uusullied withî a tea,-.

Nor Shakespeare in another of bis plays, wiseulih, says:
t) sleep), 0 geritle .sleep,

iNaLtuire'4 sft unurse, lioxvhave I trigbted thice,
Thait thounonu more wilt weigb mny sycl1s dowuî,
And steep îny sense.s ilu turgetfiilness ?

Canst thoui, 0 partial sleep! give tby repose
To tire wet seaboy lu an hour su rude,
And lu the calme4t and must stillest night,
Witb ail appliances and neans to boot
])eny it Lua King *

But in Macbeth sieep bas been killed by crime, and
bell bas found the criminals in the very hour of tbeir
success. They have slipped intu a darkç river whuse
current is Loo strong, and Lhey are being swept on Lu swift
disaster. AIl the perfumie of Arabia cannoit sweeten Lady
Macbeth's littIe band, or undo the terrible past, and Mac-
beth looks upon the wreck of bis own life, and confesses
that lie bas lived long enougb, bis May of life bias fallen
iintu the sere and yýllow leaf.

And that which scc-inpany ulti age,
A s lhnonu-, love, uîhedience, troops ut frieis,
He iust îlot b o, ktî, have, but t li teir steal,
(Curses iut loi, but tieep), nith-iî,ioîir, hreatli,
wLîlch the î,îu 'r heart wolidtain (lei. and tiare not.

llaving m ade my tirat plunge into Shakespeare, and
sui-vived iL, I settled down Lu something lîko a study of
bis life and writings, but nover have I leat the sense of
that.first night wben a]] alune in the bush of the nuiidnight
hour I saw the weird >iates-s and Batiquo's gury iocks,
and heard Maeduff's startled cry-

() iorror! h' î-u-'îî-horror!
T ouptie, nurl eart canuot courseive nur naine tbee!

Alost saCril egloils niurder baith ruîke, ou s
'[hle Lords anoiiiteti temple, amii sto le tlienre-T

hîe life o' the building.

Many years afterwaî-ds 1 visited tire anicient Castie of
{ilamis, whicb traditioni links with tho stury of .Macbeth,
and being someNvhaf sun-down in health and over-fatigued
besides wi.h proloniged wanderings among the old armour
and records of the castle 1 was seized witiî a sudden
faintness wbich made iL iecessai-y for me Lu lie down, and
the bcd chamber near whicb 1 stood at the moment was
courteously placed at nîy disposai. Whien I recuvered 1
foiind I was uccupying Dunican's Chamber, the chamber
tradition links with the murder, anti certainly witb iLs
iumperfect light and sombre furnishings it was bette,-
adapted for a veritable chamiber of hurrors thaîs the sleep-
ing apartment of a King.

Little as we know cf Shakespeare's life, we love Lu
weave tisat littIe into sottie picture of thimnani and bis
surrounchings, i f bappily we may bring the Lhousand-souled
writer witbin the scopie of our understanding and heart.

Ve cari ail imagine himn a young mai starting for
London withi ittie money in bis purse, a defective educa-
ion, if we ai-e Lu believe that hie had Ilsinali Latin and

less Creýek," and weiglittd by an early aiid probably
unhappy iarriage ; ho this as iL mny, xve ind him at
about Lwenty-twu in Ltme full streans of London life, living,
we may suppose, the umrstrained life of Marlow, Green,
and the rest cf the "piaywrighits " of the period. [le tries
lus "lprentice baud on Titus Andronicus, the Cumiedy of
Errors, and Lthe firat part of Henry Vl. But more froiics
of intellect and action could nuL long satisfy a mind like
Shakespeare'u, and witb the Midaumumer NigbCas Dreanu
we have the unfolding cf the finer qualities ut, bis genius.
IL is a marx-ellous blending cf classic legond, iiiedi.e val fairy
land, and the clownisbh ife cf the Englisli mechanie of that
day, making under the magic toucb cf the great master a
strange and beautiful web cf puetic fancy ini whicb threads
cf ilîken splendeur are mun together in its texture with a
yarn of houmpen homespun. As we study bis eariier and
laLer piays we note the change that passes over them. The
liglit and airy fancy we find in bis earliest efforts gives
place te a Lune of saduess and thought. Hie had prospered
and become famous, the Queen patronized hin, the peuple
loved him, hoe had nmade many and puwerful friends,
when suddenly ail bis life was darkened at high noon.
lis beat and dearest frienda were ruined. Essex peîished
on the scmffold ; Southampton, Lu wbom ho dedicated bis
sonnets, was sent to the Tower ; Pemibroke was banislîed
from Court, andd hieînay biniself have fallen umder sus-
picion. Vfnder the pressure of public and private ilîs lhe
Lurns Lu the study cf thse sterîser and more tragic aspect of
life. The last days cf Queen Elizabeth were drawîing Lu a
close, and the puet, like bis own Hamiet, felt tîsat "lishe
imes were cut cf joint." Measure for Measure, Julius

Casar, Othello, Macbeth, Lear, and some others bear
witness tu the change that bad passed over him. He
stands aside frein the crash that overwbelmed bis frienda,
gazing sadly on the cbanging world around bim. The
darker sins of men, the unpitying fate wbich slowly
gathem-s round and falis on men, the avenging wratb of
conscience, the cruelty and punisbnient of weakuess, the

reachery, iust, jeaiousy, ingratitude and madness of men,
the foulies cf the great and the flckleness of the mob are al
wîtb a thousaîud varying mouds and passions painted and
foit as hbis own.

Wiiile friends were faiiing around bum, and hopos
fadinsg, lie was passiug througb seas cf inward suffering,
sud bis work retains for us the colouring cf Isis mind.
Failure seeined everywhere. Hamlet's fine and penetrating
intellect is useles for want cf tise capacity for action.
The virtue cf Brutus is foiled by iLs ignorance cf mankind,
Lear's nighty passion batties hopelessly against Lise wind
and ain of fate. The poison of a viliain mars and ruins
Othello, a woman's weakness cf body and power of con-
science dashes the cup fmomr the hand cf Lady Macbeth;
luat and self-indulgence biast the hemoism cf Anthony;
and pride ruina the nohieneas of Coriolanus. Tise religicua
questions that agitated Loughtful minda in the days cf
Queen Elizabeth 1usd no place in the works cf Shakespeare,
wben hie Louches on questions cf religion iL is with rover-
once, but alec witb impenetrable reserve. IlTo die is to
go we knownot whither, we are sucb stufl as dreamas are
made of, and cur little life is roîsnded with a sleep. Thon
toward the ensd cf bis life the cioud cf sadissa passes
away and bis last works are touched by a loving calm, as


