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the intrderer of lus owi brother, and sal tipon the throne by reasoti t,

blis crime-aîîd in the tîOuitil Of such al king Shîakespteare puts the

words:

so, iii laebeth
liow hie solictts lcas en hnself bcst knot , ;but btrangely smsîîed peuple

Ail swollen and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye,

'l'le nicre despairs of surgery, he cures;

Hanging a golden stainp about their ne, ks,

l'ut on with holy prayers :and 'tis spoken

TIo the sut ceeding royali y lie leaves

'llie healtng henietiction. With ihis strange sirtue

lie hath a heavenly gifi of prophecy,

And sundry blesstngs bang about bis throtie,

Thtspeak hini full of grace."

,-îlakesl)eai-t was the tolaster tif tlh 1t111aM) heu rt -kne tt'1 i the lîtt- ý*

fears, ambilitiotns, andt pass5ions5 thiat sum the i ii n of aî M an tit su

isnowing, lie titiciared tîtat

Love is not lovse th.5t alters
When it alterattot i nds."

TIhis is the subliitest decharatin in the literattîre ofi the wotlti.

Shakespeare seems to give the getteralization-tle rettiit-witltotît tlw

process of tliotghit. He seeins nhwtyis tobhe ftiteoiltmoi iidîi
where ail truths meet.

In one of the sonnets is this fragnietit tof a liue thîît eotitaîtis tlit-

highest posible truthi:
tConsciente is borti of love."

If man were incaptable of sîiiferiuig, the words riglit aîîd wroiîg nie

eouid have been spoketi. If ti were destitute of inagitnationi, tie

flower of pity neyer eouhd have biossomed iii bis heart.

We suifer-we cause others to suifer-those that we ltve-and of tii

tact conscience is bora.

Love is the many-coiored flame that makes the fireside of the Iteart.

It iii the mingled spring and amttuîîmn--the perfect climuate of the soeul.

MilI. ,

IN the reaim of comparison Shtakespeare seems to have Pxhtistedti îi

relations, parailels, and similitudes of things. He oniy couhd have sujil.

Ted jous as a twice-told tale
Vexing the ears of a drosssy titan."


