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VI. MLCH ADO BOUT NOTIHING.

Tie main circumstances"6,his piece are said te resemble those

in Ariosto's Aripdant and Ginera-theaccessories and the denoue-

nent differ. Se far as we are acquainted with the sources from

which lie drew, this seens to have been bis ordinary procedure:

.His original supplied him merely with the groundwork, all the

colouring, all that gives life:and actuality to bis productions, is bis

own. To satisfy ourselves of this, we have but to peruse thei lo-

meo and Juliet, for instance, of Silvio-and if we recognise a simi-

larity of names, and some resemblance as to incidents, we must ac-

knowledge this to b all-the real characters of the storres are es-

sentially diiferent, and Shakspearc is as far above bis predecessor as

can possibly be imaginud.
Wle esteen this, both as te the -plot and the details, one of the

best imaginîed of bis comie pieces. With the usual profusion of

incident, there is a complete harmony among ait the parts, which

gives to the whole a highly symmetrical appearance. . We could

nt, as ini nany other instances, point out a spot where a portion

might have beeî omitted or supplied, or otherwise disposed. By

an alteration of the catastrophe, the piece might be easilv made in-

Io a most movingtragedy, for there is tragie matter enough li it.'

B3lut it is better.as it stands, with all the thrilling interest, but with-

out the painful ending ofa tragedy. ln somecases it mnay be said

tiat the principal distinction between bis serious and comic pler-

fornances consists in the conclusion, for in bath we have the inter-

mixture of light and shade, of romance and humour, the Janus

hunian life represented in its twofold aspect-the only other differ-

once which we could draw between them, being îf the proportions

which these parts hold to each other. And this is, after all, the

grand charm of his productions. It may have been permitted tb

the ancient G reeks te carry the tragie interest throughout five acts

without accessory and without declension, their moden imitators

hava rarely succeeded in doing as much. Reserving the question,

which of the two views of life bc the truc onc, iwe tbink that the

tjariu of the Greek tragedy depends niucb less upon the substance

tli the forin, than is generally supposed ; and unless -it were

"possible to transfer their language and their manners upon the stage,
we think it essentially impossible that any imitations of their style

should succeed.
But to return. The principal charm of this piece consists in thle

characters of Benedict and Beatrice. Thoir vollies of writ conti-

nue wibout inter#idssion froin beginning to end. Thein humour

is light but itis incessant. We nust not l6ok ie it for that

hidden vein of deepjithought ad pungeîil satire whieb wie often

find ii his pieces-it is the expression of the feelingc oftwo liglt-

liearted beings, appareitly the declared enemies of 'aIl sentinent,

but wlho possess more of it than tbe know or are willing to allow.;

i is snart, snappisîl, petulant, sometimes touè'liing oni the extreme

limits of good nature and good manners, but never exaetly goingl

beyend these. We regard with an extreme interest tie process by

whieh these two wild, giddi, sportive.creatures, are tamCd down to

the level of other beings. Their characters are sketched with ad-

mirable knowledge of hunmain nature. To prevent then froin fall-

ing into tie class of professional jesters and mnvetèrate writ-mongers,

a touch of deeper feeling than they generally display is given them

at OlLe moment. Beatrice's generous indignation at her cousin 's

uanierited disgrace, and Benedict's eagerness to punish the anthor

of this insult at his mistress's bidding, convert he two ba.terers

into înost dignified and romantie personages, and prove tlat they

b d hitherto showii us but the surface of their character-i. But it

would have spoiled all te to have dwelt long on this topie, and

therefere with the saine perfect skill wlit wlhich they wvere carried

up tb this point, they are suffered te relapse into their natural.

strain, and continue te -gibe and railit tie nd of the piece. It is

dillicult to explain in what consists the charni of such tempers, es-

pecially in the female se%. It must b that .the difficulty of con-

quest.appears greater in then; and when.we .see such sp:rited

maidensne Beatrice tamied down into the loving bride and the

obedient wife, wre think of the fiery colt, Who, in spite of all his

struggles. is transformed into the submissive horse, retaining

)lis Spirit, but uniting it with ductility. No character has been

mpore frequetly copied by modern dramatists and ramancers:than

Betrice's. Among the most successful imitations are Slheridan's
, d Scott's Diana Vernon.

In all combats of ivit between the two sexes, Shakspeare uni-

formly gives·the victory te the lady. There is wonderful -tragic

power iin the -whbole acene whbere .1Iero is -accused ; lier liorror as

.2..too overpowering te permit cf speech ; ber lover's rage.which

*could not altogether subduc bis tend erness.; the fathîer's digni-
fled surprise succeeded by hurror and fury ; Beatrice's syrmpathy
-for hîer-friend,·rage at lier accuser, and bold confldence la ber in-

nocence-and then.the mnild, conicliating, and elear-sigbted friar,
whro wraits till tîe fii.st burst of-eniotion has sùbsidcd, te propose

tic plan whîich is te clear up the dark mystrr-in all this wre seec

a group cf personages andremùotions cf the most picturesque cha-

racter.
Leonîate is a peculiarly inFèresting pêrs3nxge. tbhélrer wce seec

Mini as the hîearty hoespitable hoàst, observing witht 4uitth oy the

i

amusenentsôàfthe younger-parties,-asithe indignant' parent, as

the father, fi-st doubting and then disbelieving whatthe;.wished to

be false, bis dadghter!s infamy,-forgetting his-years to ehallenge to

imortal combatthempugnér of lier innocéncei orreceiving.to for-

giveness the unintentional author of lier sorrowsý , ' ' '

To the objection which -considers the, marriagé betiveen Bene-

dict and Beatrice a job,t a stage trick, it may be answered 'that frm

the very outstthey suhew a sneaking liking foreach'other. 'Their

apparent antipathy is of itselfsuflicient to iead us to what ensues.
fel scene in vhiéh Cliaudio weds Horo, whom he supposes

dead, bas much romanti: beauty inlt-to our taste, however' it:

seems wanting in probability-nothing can be more' different thân
marriage on the stage, and marriage in real life. We suppose that
we inust yield the dramatist this power of uîniting his couplesin
the summary manner he commonly makes use of. It is a part,
probably an essential part, of bis privileges. It is a nost happy
conception to bring about the denouement by means of thewatch-
nen---ihilosophical, as nuch as it illustrâtes the truth, that great
events are dften produced by blind or insignificant agents, and dra-.
matic, inasnuch as it gives him aînother opportunity of varying the
action y ineans of the absurdities of Dogberry and bis posse co-
mitatus.

We tlhink, upon the whole, that there is somewrhat too much of
this original, who, amusing as lie is, can hardly be termed a new
character, the humour in'him consisting in that misapplication'of
words whiwlie sec in almost ail of Shakspeare's vulgar charac-
ters. At timesoeven in his comnedies, a passage stands out from the
dialogue--this often happens in bis descriptions of nature. lis
lanidscapes, as with .every true draùmatist,'are aliways scondary to
the action. They are rapidly dra vn, but soniètimes ofsuchi or-
quisite beauty that we lament the necessity which prohibits him
from dwelling upon them. That Shakspeare, a diweller in cities,
should have knoivn thejîuman hcart so well, docs not astonish ;
but that his nature should always be so fresh, proves in his case,
as la Milton's, the strength of the impressions left upon us in our
youth.

Shakspeare is never less intelligible than in his witty passages-
much of the humour in this piece requires to be studied.

Dogberry, in his fondness for proverbs, which lead him to for-
get the thiread of his narrativè, puts us strongly in mind of San-
Cho.

Benedict begins to shave and wash when he falls in love, whichl
would seeni to prove these virtues not to have been always prac-
tised by the soldado of these days.'

The ruminations upon the li of Borachio and Conrad, in the
garden, appear to us above what might-havebeen expected of their'
station. ' -

There is no vice against which he inveighs more bitterly)than by-
pocrisv.

It is are for him to make.use of a Scriptural vitticism, as when
he mnakes Claudio say, "The Almighty saw him whien he was bid

la the garden."
The foundness of churchien for divisions is happily bit off in the

heads of Dogberry's discourse.
We see here the sanme-sentiment as in Hamlet: "If a man do

not erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no
longer in monument, tlan the bell rings, and the widow weeps."

In sueh passages, l iwhich thenge is attacked, and they are nu-
merous mi his rritmings, ie thunk that we see the expression of a
high and a rounded spirit, that feit its own superiority', felt the
unworthiness of its lot, and yet iras too proud to state its wrongs
and viadicate its worth milangùage mor d:ect. .ong was the
period during which our master spirits.were treatèd thus neglect-
fully,many among them have left us the proofs àf leir snseof tlhe
îndignities they endured, no one among them, not even JMilton,
has spokenon this cruel suilject with half th dimty of Shaks-
peaonce.

TiS BERICKLAYER'S LABOIRER.

av s'M.5 s. C. HALL.

"Wia do vou work for now Larry ?"

A great giitleman entireiy, a great builder, though onc't he
wasn't nuch bitther off than nyself. L heard tell lie come to Lon-
don with ttle to cover m in.but the care of the Almighty. and
he wasa't altogetiier a garsdan (0litte boy,) buta fine lump of a

young man; and he wrent te a gintieman, who(the,heavens be his
bed 1) was mxighty good entirely to the poor .lrish, and he axed for

work, and there .was a biglheap of stones at ne cerner of the
court yard; and the gentlemanu said, 'if ye want wor, my man,

carry thom atones to the opposite corner ;' and tho poor stranger
sot te and did as lue was bld ; amnd when ho hadi done, he .tould the

miather, an d axed him wchat hecshould do:et; anti Uihe masther

said, 'Take cvery one cf the atones back te where ye found thém;'
acd-he did so, aii moulUd thé mâsther ägain wchût lhe had donc-; and
the mnather 'ras plazed, ye sec, becaüse. ho did exactly as he was

bld, neither nmore tuer les;- and uxed nó questions; and the mras-

-other said, ' you'il do for me; and gave him constant employ'; and
frein that day ho riz, liko a bouse atire ; and great sense, and great

iuck ho huad; ho kewi tho 'gancons of the English-quiet, hard-
wbrking,'nasy goinîg and noebother- cor lardiey." -During the
Iattr part of thes'e observations, L.arthad been investigating the

state of-the flue, 4and, despite the air, again qdeclared he'.could
cure it, .de'

For how long, Larry ?"

"Ah,,thinwhatdoctor ,could answer.such a question as that?
we'll git rid ci the disease fot theprisint, any -how Land

Inmust gbo home,- where' I'm wanting ;for you see-m .raythur
tired,to-day, and l'Il tel] ye. hon, itqlwas.n When1 ,quittedthe-
sod (left Ireland),- Ileft inojone at khomewith my poor, mother -

but my littie brother Barney,2ja.slip of, a, boy4'aànd ber heart iand
soul was la the child; but,herturned out wild,Lattd left the coun-
thry. It's little I could do for the poor lone mother ; and she so
far off, butI often tht>ught of ber, and would send bher a thrifle
now and again, and a word,? tellinîghow:I: was treadingthe ladder.
oflife--nowup, now down, the sanmeas tle!quality, who,.miany of
'em, are, done up, like thehouses,'with.thLoman Cimint-.-Heav't
bless it-to look like what they aint; but that's not my business;
only there'sînothing.:like the:rale lime and-stone, aftherall. \Well,
my wife says to me one day,'or raythur night-it was of a Sathur-
day; and I had.earned a power that week, for it-was task-wrkb
and I had slaved over hours, and felt wcake:inimysef, and she was
making me a sup'of punch, and I lad taken out my money,. and
laid a couple of shillings together fur a throwel for the..neighbor's
jobs, and another thrifle fora pair ofshoes,- besides the rint-; and
there was a little over, and Peggy, saysto me--' Larry,' says-she,

'our Heavenly Father's' very good to us in a stranmge counthry,'

says' she,. (forshe was alivays a God-fearing woman;') and ye'r a
good busband, and a good father, andthe quietest man in, or out
of Ireland, 'when the drop's not iii,' she says, (I'd_ be ashamed to

be praisingùiyself, only theim war the wrords she spoke;) 'and I

often see ye sit solid as a pillar,:looking out !yer eyes, straight
forward, saying and seeing nothing, until y eyes, avourneen,

swim in tears; and thin, Larry, I know you d thinkirig of your
ould mother, and she aJoe in hler latther days, (d bore,' she says,
taking out the retenant of a leather apron, tic jto a bag-' here

is what will bring her over: 'what I'vô saved o of my washing

at the laundry ; and put that thrifle to it: I Iiavn't;touched a

drop of beer, nor wouldn't, for the last four' morths; and ye'll be

happy all out, then, Larry; and we'll make thé odld woôman hàp-

py ; and sure she']l take delight in the grad-childre. Often,

when I've been putting the bread in my mouthlT've thought that

your mother had nothing. nay-be, but a wct paratee I And do,

Larry, send for ber, in God's name; we'il be ridthing the, poorer

for it, for a mothers breath is a ,blessing, in a ,poor 'man's housei

Well, I had Peggy in lier young days; andrat·firsthertwo dheéks
war like tiro roses, ând row "they are as white' as liiié; but-I

thought never sec any thing look so hanidsome tas -she did then.

and whilè ber poor, bard, slaving hadrtrembled-ln inineVl couldà't

spake, Û>ut I hidmy fc'e-inlerapron'ànd cried'as-mu h tearsas
mWould nake a bed of mortar-the poor crafthur ! dènyineg hiself

-and for my niother! - .1-

" Well, the ould voman came, and we would have been very
happy,' oIly the- pdor rxother 'could not forget Barùey; thes boy
tiat left ber; and this ery moning, wve wan mighty busy;entirely

with the new houses-and the masther-gives a hand's turn tomany

a boy (God bless hn for it !)-and I see two or three strangers

among them-the labourers, I mane-andone poor looking fellow;

and I observed hini mighty wake. ' ly man,' says J, '1don't fIlM

the hod, for you'l not be able for-it; and -keep steady,' I says,

' and l'Il go behind ye.' With that, ho shoulders it miglhty awk-

ward, like a young soldier with his musket on first drill, and with

a laugh, 1I nefovér éould keep steady,' he says. WolI, 'the laugh,

and the"look of'his pale,'rowinig, but bright eyés, duil and'starved

loking, made my flesh creep. Death is bad enough to loolW'at

when it is cold and stiff; but'justso much life left as'keepsfire 'l

the eye, while evèrý thing else is ail as'one as dead, as shockdg to

see; andsmehow, as'I followed him-up the ladder, I felt as if I

was fol1oîeing acorpse.

" He liad notgone 'up six rungs.of'tlie ladder, when ho stumbled;

but ilet ny own'làd go,' ànd cotched hinijust as h 'e went over

the side. I carried him dow&; ho wéas as light is a child of twi%

years ould-noweight in him. With that, one of your half-gen-

tiomei, who ws pasing, looks atbiuïc; ' He's drûnk,' ho sa;s I

couldn't Make fii{in'àuswer, for I'iwr choked '-itth injustice

cf thé world (thebys breatt had been On 7y chee not three inutes

befoié, and-was as innocent of s»irits as a new boni babe't,; but
Jerry Cinre-a fine tongue bas'Jerr, when helets it go, and fine

idication-makes aiswer, 'Ho is drunk frôm the fulness'of wànt:
serra a bit or sup b- s pâssed lis lips these twenty:four heurs, ad

it is.a aid and à shaméfer the like fyoi'ho'bae-pienty,'toeurnl
such-a word on a'srangér. .fl por boy reels with the unwke-

ness'of starva'tion; leisdrunk; if a rich âne reels afther a dinner

that w~ould aûtiafy awife" and lire children, ha is e.rcited,V.-t'em

i+af1 his wôrds; drad -at tho same timè just as ire x'r'ail gathered

atout' hin co w'itb wather, anothiertith wiskey---all according te
theiitability---my poor mother 'cornes p with; the bit of dinner.

' Wham's the mat-r?' she saysa; -and'someonetouldbher: and wi

that, aho mùakes into thé tbrong ; for she's.a' feeling wroman: 'Give

hlm air,' she sayé; 'aad Ks they dréir back, she lochs le bis face.;
and then---my griefl---the shriek bf ber- wodld pierce a heart cf

atte. .She threw»up her'arms ln 'tho air, with ene wld cry', and

Poil upon tho peôr strangèr. - '''-

"I knew who it 'eis lhen4" anud Larry, turningaway te cenceal

au emotion whkich dons teneur to a man, and whiché nevertheless,


