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CRITIQUES ON SHAKSTEARE'S DRAMAS
( Continued from puge 223. )
VII. MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM.

W hen ‘we reflect upon the clements out of which this piece is
composed, our state of mind is much the same, as when in some
anatomical treatise we find megnesia, iron, ehloris, oxygen and hy-
drogen, indicated as the conponents of that wonderful piece of work-
manskip the buman frame.
shesd rude minerals, these stinking gases, should ir combination
forut man, than it is to see the events and personages of a remote

antiquity, the characters and idees of modern days, the fantastic |

heings of the imaginary world, smelted into one harmonious (ho-
snogencous) whole.  The clements scem as dissimilar, as incapa-
ile of producing the result, in the one case as in the other.

When the diffierent parts of’ 2 picee are appareatly in harisony,
the eritic may be allowed to exclaim if any one, upon minuter in-
spe.tion, should be out of keeping.  For instance, he would have
reason to censure the introduetion of ““the national anthem” into
.« play whose epoch was that of Richard T11.
103k even a pretension to such a harmony, censure must more pro-
perly be diveeted against the design than the execution. It may
is¢ allowable to impugn Shakspeare when he makes “U'roilus quote
Aristotle, inasmuch as the picee wherein this happens has some-
thing like an aiv of regularity; but to'attack the unachronisms of
this vre would be to”eensure, not seattered passages of separate cha-
sactars, but the very essence and design.  Iis cecentricity is not
e vesult of aceident, hut of caleulation,
breaking loose from the reason, but the hmagination secretly led

It is not the imagination
aud reguluted by the veason,  Still, were it possible to deeonrpose
threse two elements, and to state the proportions in which they en-
cor, the former would be found to predomirate.

Philosophy made a great stride towards truth, whesn she banished
szl formubn and divisions as those whicl portioned off the mind
sag separate parts, and whea o their place she adopted that view,

ihat the faculties are but the same mind under different phases.

Agreeably to this, we can tow, without a paradox, look upon the ‘
. the fairv-world set in opposition with the grossest beings in this---
His fairy-world is composed

smagination as but the reason s subtilized, the reason, accompanied
liv emotion, under a state of excitement.  Still if we understand the
hing, there is no barm in employing the ancient modes of expres-
SO
achié, the master-piece of Shakspearc’s funey, as we regard Ham-
Jus the chef d'eeuvee of bis matured reasun. Theseus, with bis
Amaron spouse Hippolyte, aud his title of duke--a title which,
by the way, he bears in Chencer, and 1n the tales of the widdleage
S which he figures, throwy into company with fiivies and hobgob-
s of a pure English breed, and rude artisans of the same nation,
i (‘Qx[(lull) enougiy to hl*'htc\ those puey Litaateers who cannot
0 l,vymul the form, whose ‘ﬂk is ot deeency, couvenauce, and the

laws of time and place.

‘Phis seems to be the fittest occasion to say a word as to Shaks-

peare’s watare.  In general bis duties as a drammtic writer forbid
his expatiating at length upon natural seenery, and thervefore we are
in most cases foreed to eolivet vir opinions of his talent in this
way, from the short but brilliant passages besprinkled here and
thete throughout

Joss rigorous, his charaeter and action required little exposiiion,

his dialogue.

and e was at liberty to abandon himself; as he has doue, to a style
of peetry almost purely Iyric, alinost throughout pirturesque. His
nature rescenbles much wore that of the older than the modern po-

ntn, s is wot 2 vague and general picture of some of her larger !
aspects, brought in rather as aceessories than for themselves, but a |
Yivioge velleedon of her in a thousand of he lovely and most deli- |

vate phises. —proving an ocular and funiliar acyuaintance with the
ahjeets he depiets, and a heart intexicated with their eharms.
does not speak of the breath of dowers, the warbling of birds, the

murmuring of fountains.--but he vames his flowers, he shews you

theny tipped with dew, you hear his birds sing each after his l\md
and His fountaing muorma- each after iis manuer.
without being tanie---actual, but never prosaic.

1ille often remind you of a versified hierbary, or a collection of driel

plants and flowers; heve, the veil of poetry, the gauze of the most

11

patnted style of diction, is east over the processes of nature, 11y

landscapes are gqoite as frosh and quite as natural as those of Chau-

Lan.

auage fatls us often, but never more than when wee essay to define

cer, but, unlike his, they ave wever ame or long drawn out,

ihe charm which natural objects possess, when we see them decked

in thenaive and somewhat quaint style of our older poets, We

Jiwow: of no-deseviption, whether in Latin, Italian, or French, in !

which the language and the object appear to us in such exquisite
harmowy.s. “Our wodern poets seem to us often to look at nature
fom a
Jine of bards, beginning with Chaucer, and ending, we suspect, with
‘Thomsen, who, with less parade of words, but with morve real ten-
derness,»have deseribed her asshe is, proving-that they had dwelt
and tingered over and felt thelr luspiration in the scenes thenselves.
T this line Shakspeare,'as in eech one which ke has attampted,
holds the first plnce. - ,-Lndca\'utm Liave been made to eontitue and
improve upon their style.
lave-seated themsel ves amcng some cf the fairest spots in our js-

v

In our own days a groupe of little men

*-gee  Los enfuns J° Edouard” of Casimir Delavigre,

Our wonder is hardly greater that

! land, where thev witch' nature, if ve are to believe their owi ac-.
' counts, with a most praiseworthy attentiveness, comparing and cor-"

! recting their observations together.
forth a statement of thieir operations to the public.

From- time to'time they send

! which they pretend is:forced, that they are minute pbilosophers and
microscopic poets, who are altogether unworthy totread in the foot-
steps of their forefathers. '

There is a strohg - resemnblance between 'the colouring of this
piece and that of Milton's poetry ; especially the lyric portions of it,
which convinee us that he must -have drawn largely from'his great
forerunner, ' :

Ve have here four groups of personages, which are sometimes
separate, but more frequently in contact, interesting in both aspgets,
but mest amusing when together, on account of the vivid eontrasts

But where there is |

i can present no equal,

Aund so cploying them, we pronounce this piece to be the |

In this instance his duties were -
' parts of the play itseif, probably have a double design.
" donbt, contain an indirect” allusion to those green-room scenes, to
~which Shakspeare had been lately intreduced, aad whose absurdi-

ties he wished to ridieule.

‘He

He is pncxsc, !
Viegil and De-

a window, or to observe her in & hot-bouse: Lut there was o

which arise from their contact. Theseus and IHippolyta—the lo-
vers—the craft's-men, and the supernatural personages.
his pieeas, the action is abundant and even.complicated, but with-
out the slightest entanglement.  The fairies greatly assist in carry-
ing forward the plot, and ell the while that they are performing
this useful lubour, enchant us by the graces of their motions, the
philanthropy of their natures, and the charming spells, and incan-
tations which thev utter,’ After the intrigue is unravelled, and the
fate of the principal characters decided, there is still a new.call up~
on our interest in' the masque performed by the amusing mecha-
nics. This engrafting of a play upon a play, of ‘which the present
is nct the only instance in his writings, reminds us of the somewhat
similar practice of theold romancers, of inserting a story within the
mainone. There is this difference, however, that in the latter case
the episode leads off the attention from that within which it is-in-
serted.
(Herem
of the-aneient Masque,

ight be placed some remarks on the origin and nature
of which this picece is an exanple.)

Tt has many fuatures in common with the Tempest, which we
think it excels, in splendour of poetry at least. The Tempest,
however, possesses one character, that of Calliban, to which this
It is impossible to imagine more lively or

more himourous contrasts than this exhibits. The graceful shapes of

Titania, and Boitom the Joiner.
out ot the current of popfxl:n‘ superstitions, brought into England
by our Saxon ancestors. We enter into no .compnrisoh between
these-and the ancient mythology, but when we read the brilliant
pottry of this picee we do not'envy Homer or Virgil their Satyrs,
their Fauns, their Naiads, or their Sylphs. These superstitions
have, no doubt, undergone a very considerable transformation™ in
He has done for

The dialogue

his mind ere they could assume so vivid a form.
them what Hesiod did for the ancient mnythology.
never fetters him lme, he inter wem es upon it ]onfr descr:pme
passages, alinost as if the poem were 1ot of @ dramatic character.

Tlie structure of his verse is more regular-than in almost any of
liis picevs-—few carcless lines—numbers of singular strength and
melody. And yet the piece is not altogether fantasy.  There are
not a fow passages containing the deepest meaning, and keen in-
sight into the heast, which characterize his later works.

(Weshall speak of bis lower orders hereafter. )

The devices of the eraftsmen, to fit up their play as well as many
They, no

We see throughout his plays, passages
that prove im desirous to give a higher character to the stege than

it theu possussed.

For the Peatl.
S0XNG.
away, where all is free,
Deneati the sky’s blue dome—
Far oer the deep dark-heaving sea

Away,

In gallant guise we roam,

The freshening gales swell our our sails,
Aund proudly on we steer,

To those fiir isles where Nature similes
Serenely all the year !

"The bounidiess sea, the circling sky,
Areall we now can view,

Save yon bright orbs hung out on high
Amids: the ethereal blue ;

Yet en our way through ocean’s spray
In gallant guise we go,

To those fair isles where Nature's smiles

No dark'ning winter know! .
.
. : T o
THE GREEN LAXNE.
: MaY,
It is -a fine glowing evening, towards:the end of May ; :a fresh-

breeze is stirring among the tree tops; the'throstle is perched upon
some favourite spray, singing sweet hymas to the setting sun; and

dyed splendours,

‘But ithas been
affirmed, and we think with all justice, ‘that’ that mspu‘atlon to

Asinall

| soms of the snowy sutchwon owthat.grassy-bank!

that magnificent luminary is sinking in'the! west; begirt with deep- |-
like the derarting spirit of some great gocd 'man,

. Gon T e 1y o S PR
that catches-a glimpse of the other world s it takes its leave of
thts, and passes ﬁ'om earth encxrcled with the glory of openm hea-
ven, : )

Leave we the dustv“hlghwa) to dlp into the freshness of tlns ver-
dant lane!

Match me, ye clxmps which poets love to laud ! -
Climes of the beautiful ! ye c]as<lc realms ! Greece! Italy!mateh,
if you‘can, the Green Lanes of Old England!

This 51nfrular1v‘mterestmg feature of landseape scenery is pecu-
liarly our own. - Itis essenna]]y English. “We cannot meet with
it in any other country on'earth, America'may boast her sea-like
rivers and ‘lakes ; her far-stretching prairies; her pathless and in-
terminable forests ¢ but where are her green lanes? ' In vain we
seek them among ' the cornfields and vineyards of sunny. France
leading from farm to farm, and from village to vxl’agg—bowen,
werdant, and refreshing.  Switzerland, with her mighty hills and

sweet valleys,cannot exhibit them. Nor shall we find them in the
land of song-~the classic land of Italy—the land of the fair—so re-
nowned for the loveliness of her scenery. Good reason hasve we to

_pride ourselves on this bewitching feature of our ]andscape——the'
‘leafy, green, and cotted lane—which has given birth to some of the
siveetest plctu s ‘our pa.mters have produced and some of the most

exquisite.descnptng passages to be met with in the writings of our
authors. ~To poets, and such-like lovers™ of mature, the lane has
ever possessed an indescribable «charm. They have delighted to
_pursde the pleasant’ w1nd1no‘s of its rutted road, beneath a'reen
hedgerows and.embowering’ tices ; by-cot, and farm, and village; -
by mossy well and tinkling streamlet; schooling their minds amnid
its quiet and seclusion, and feasting on the imany beauties that adorn
their path.

Here is a sonnet:from the pen of William Howitt.  He, it seems,
loves a ramble through the,rural. Jane. Listen to what he sweetly
says :

When I go musing, in this happy time—

The vpening of a late, bit shining May—
Through winding lanes, which over me displav
High banks,.with the wood-sorrel's flowers in prime,
And rich Juxuriant herbage, with the rime

Of night-dews slightly silver 'd.; when the gay,
Light,young-leat’d branches all around mesway :
An’d&yhen Ihear the old familiar -chime
-Of ¢haffinch and wood- -creeper, and that voice

Of suminer wights, the cowering corn-crake’s call;
T can no more keep down the sudden leap

Of my touched heart, thus bidden to rejoice,
Than I couldicharm back nature into sieep,

And chill herlbosom with a wintry pall.

Beautiful ! .Long, leng may he continue to perambulate our green
lanes, and cogitate those charming works w luch have yielded us so
much delight !

Hear al:.o lhe Bard of the Sofa—Cor wper ; ‘these same ianes had

a fascination for him. He says:

s

For T have.loved the rural wall tl:rough lanes

Of grassy sward, close eropp’d by nibbling sheep.
And skirted thick with intertexture firm

Of thorny boughs.

. . Al .

And Leigh Hunt, in an elegant Sennet to Hampstead, writter
while in prison, beautit@lly sings:

Sweet upland | to whose walks, with fond repair,

Qut of thy western slope [ took my rise,

Day after day, and on these feverish eves

Met the moist fingers of the bathing air—

It health, uneamed of thee, I may ot shire,

Keep it, I pravthee, where my memory lies,

In thy green lanes, Lrown dells, and bu.;n skies,

Till I retarn and find thee doubly faix,

And what says the con!emplatu-e Wordsworth un this sub‘,tct"
the  Prince of the bards of his time!” Tlave the green lanes ¢f
his native country no charm Fur him| Hes the pen of Wordsworth
recorded no love for’ the nmuv beauties with which they abound !
Listen! Speaking of himself in « The Excursion,” he says :

I w hom. ﬁzwuntﬂ school
Hath been the iu.lds, the roads, and. rural lanes !

So they bave been.his favourite school ! and the heart of every
man of warm poetic temperament, young or old, must have a liking
for the beaLule scenery of the English kane.

Reader ! here, then, is oue of those same lanes, sequestered and
still, pleasantly winding among the farms and fields. Let us plunge
into its shadiness, and_pursue its sinuosities by the side of this tin-

i . y . . »
kling runlet, and beneath the v'erarching green of these trees. How

cool, how refreshing after that hot walk along the straight und dusty
highway ! And what 2 stillness! No sound reaches us from the
throng of rattling vehicles we haveleft behind. We are, as it were,
out of the world, amid the profound quiet of -the cloister-shade.
Here mwht the weditative man muse undisturbed, and the post |
¢ rewl\e his or beu thoughts,” without interruption or. anuogance,
How delightful the young breeze that fluttersamong these branch-
es, and: keeps its or.vxnal cooluess in this leafy prison ! How lov-
_ingly it greets qur cheek ! ! How- softly it kisses the clustering blos-
How gently it
. stirs the suuln foliage of:these.embowering trees! Let us inhale -
thls dellcmus puftof franrance from the,‘hawthorn bloom! On ei.
ther side, the hedges are covered with its odorm..s flowers. The air
is laden heavily with its sweets. Assome,one says:

The breeze: duth rob-the odorous hawthorn bush, .
" Nor.cares to keep t secret; for the deed
~"Th.all'isblazdned by the plunder’shed:




