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HIS WORKS BE WITCHI1
(Continu from Precaing Pago)

Throughout the work of Shakespeare we
are never, much further from the sound oT
that ea-music than is the heart of the little
Island tl. We. may wander through his
enchanted woodla , thinki that all we
hear Is the sigh of the leaves; and sud-
denly, through an rch of green boughs
and ferns, as through some exquisite

-m c cement, we catch a glimpie of the
moonlit foam. What an exquiite glmpse
is that which Oberon and Titania give u.s
for instance, in the very heart of " A Md.
summer Night' Dream"
0eroI do but beg a little changeling boy

To e my henchman.
Tn et or heart at rest:

The fair land buys not the child of me.is mother as a votares of my order;
And, in thne siced Indian air, by night
Fullt often hath she goislp'd by nmy side
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands,

rkin te ebrke tradern the flood,when we have laughed to see the sails con-
ceive

And ow big bellied with the wanton wind;Which she, with pretty and with wimmn
ga itMY

Followng,her womb then rich'with my
young squire,-

oe me trifles, and return again,
a voyage, rich with mechandi

Indeed, th whole magic of the play is
drawn rm that plous o ; and, if one
requrd a philosoph cal justifaton tor
such magic, one would only have to point
throuh th v othe forest that in
finite mystery of the sea, where Oberon,
sitting on a promontory, heard the sea
maid's music., .

"Thou remeberest" he says to Puck,
"once and twWc" and Puck replies, "I re.
, v wfirr! ' * , *-eV * .membe : "

" hat very tme I saw," ay Oberon, "but
Flyin between the cold moon and the earth,
Cupid all armed; a certain aim he teook
Ata farr vestal throned by the West;.And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his
As It should pierce a hundred thousand

the full tempet of those thing that war
agalnt the soul, ae he did in the four su-
preme tragedles. In thee can we not de-
ery Shakespeare himelf, wandering

through the darkness of that unverl
l In quest of some one steadfast thing,
Dante wandered through Hell and Pur-

atory and Heave in n uest of Peatrice?
This is what distinguishes his work
from that of all other Elsabethan dram..
aist -the burning palon the de.
turlng passion, that he hd in a world of
liM and ham*,, for the teadfast and un-
shaken harmonies of the ternal. Is It not
this grrt truggle that raises to the
subllmet heights of tragedy the pitul
tory of helo? It in not by a mre l-
ident that akepar, at the moment
when Ialo' oiaun ruw riot In the vei
of the Moor, set the wild elements of that
uncertain ea raging around them and
through them, and makes Iago their
prophet. At the very moment when Othello,
hot for the onewild ertainty left to hm
utters that awful and almost mothered
cry for vengeance,

O blood, blood, blod
lago whlspe to him, "fttence I syi
your mind, perhps, ay chang." And
then r rln thto rolunder:
Nevr, lao. tik e pto te o *e ea.
Whoe Ic current and compulve coure
Neer feel retirin ebb, but keeps due on
To the propontic and the g eeso t,Even, o my bloody thouhtW, wir violent

al neer look back, ne'r ebb to humble
Tllvhte a capable and wide eenge
Sewa l h- em pNow bry yosd marble

h eaven, . (etl
In the due reverence of a sacd vow,I here engage my words.

lMghts above,
ound about,-

give t

e ventures to
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Thou om to e y tongue y tory* quickly. ,
MU I.-AI did stand my watch upon the hill,

I looksed toward Birneam, and anon. m-
The weed iegan to move.
The power of that tremendous dramatic

moment can never be fully realised on
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This magic casement opening through an
arch of leves in theb orest gives us on
more brief glimps of the boundls se
world beyond at the mment when Oberon
dec s to break te sell that he had cat
upon the mortals in th power of tt sea-
drawn magic:

put ri o a her sort.
XPort . .

Isg

xplorethose terrible mldnight seas even
urthsr. Te witchesl that at tr wld

ao r th t
kinship with thoe poor old crones

h C n l so renotlUy burned
a the *sta They have something uni-
versal i them. Thy re moe than evil.
Te are psonfictio o thoe
tO t wch ek the sou l on Its
e. quest; those wild storms of .chang,

and ruin, and seemingly purposeless mock-
ery in the world, wich ble the most
earnet steersman. Jut a* the et,
* of ct renof et to t .

wm» wyt. . .

and .f ~~ ~·Othae n .u

he wld seems to become a seething
wlhesr' adron* the bubbng,
night sea, And had ome of our modern
.db ter in darkness r l undertood
te pr Ud symbollsm of thisb on gret
tragedy there would be fewer of those
childish ittempt to starle the world by
paddling on the fringe of Its drk water

t*g * K ro-the' onP.
Th out w e are given t errible

gllm t of the tltic tem t battle as
terrible as that of the archangelse, which
is being wted by the soul of Shake-
pear bhid and through and beyopd
the aton of the ply;' At the opening we
have the wounded soldier bringingW hl
rprt of, the earthly battle of Malcolm: ;
Douh tfl It stood
As tWr pnt swimmers, that docin tghr

Of the enemy he say thut:
" The multplpying villainies of nature do

swnrm upon hitm"; and of Macetth's vl.
Iant action he says, with the very sound
and motion of the sea In his words:
A whene the sea gives hisrefetin,
,hi1wreylc« torms and direfultuner

om hat spring whence comfort seemed

ad

upreme power, the master
eo us to the thunders of the
the great theme to a head.
mnd utters It through the
Witches In one of the wild.
lea-music that ever tell on

e hbst thou been. sister?
gI swine.
, where thou
ilor's wife had chestnuts in

d munch'd and munch'd:
ateoh," the rump-ed ron-

to AJepO gone, Mastr o'

I/ Ii
k a

d Wic.-And I anothe.
ltWtc-l mysIt hav all the other,

n the ver pt they blo wI

Iqwo .*ot'abS thu"IViJmBb,

taaty, no, reose.o At the very ceum of

the murder aer WhOd the 1 know at

the aer and pneai, aor me to.

tsoul, 1weh~ ast Wer tp d',oW

! ' the o thipsr ot c ea rd

Ing le upn nhi pent-ou i h ue;

utsev'n nighs dnin ,ti me nine

. to theb of theof it e b Ino

and th e dwindle, pea, and pine

in no es At te v ao

he hat sne, bI hvi

Wheged ans. ,hoteed hre d mi g co o

th tp dolonte he eres:

Ino the tnds of the et ineo-

Bett power Mctheiers whis telf
and then he ha no pi ot, hannt er-

tanty, no ree At the very climax of
the murder sgcene, beyond the knocking at
the gate anud Infinitely more meac to
beth sou, we hear ast wroe the eep 'bay-
log of the bbldu of that se
wHihs t bhere n no escape:

shat hands ar hee le they plack out
eatN s n w ash t hise

The thumb qo the pilot haed bent at

Fe
le Om

wind,

nd in the vetaen of the winds
Who ta t ruff billos by the top

With deafenin the slippery clouds

da*Or atloru of O ea ry

That, with the hurly, dea itself awakes?
an'"t tou, 0 prtia sleep, ive thy repTo the wet sea-boy In an hour so rude

And In the calmest and most stillest night
teny it to a ing? t

Throu4h all the sound and fury of thoe
darker storms of tragedy we hear, n every
lull between the gust that deep-sea music:

.u.-nc is i n i h rav r
After le fitful fe ver he sleps Well

But Macbeth called upon to be wise,
amaed, temperate, nd furious, loyal and
neutral, all in a moment, and he knowsthat it is as impossible as to bridle the
sea. No sooner it one wave surmounted
than another comes on:
"Fle e i 's ap'd,"Then ome my fit again I had else been

Wh the marble, foued a the o.
But there s no roek to which he can

cling Inld this wild tide He cannot reduce
to order this chao of hoi own creation.
There l no harmonious universe possible
or evil, no security, no peace. Banqu
sate, he s told, with twenty trench'd
gashes In his head, the least a death to
nature Butor Mcbeth te only reply
Is: "Gt thee gone: tomorrow we'll hear
ourslves, a n." And as he turn to the
feast he meets the ghostly accuser, and
the waves ovmrwhelm him:
Whieh of you hawve done this? * *
Thou can'st nrot say I did it; 'never shake
Thy gory locks at me.
The tames have been
That, when the brains were out. the man

would die,And there an end; but now they rise again,
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,
And Push us from our *stools

All things have lot their certainty tor
him. It s not only evil and good that
shift their forms i that sea; but there
Is nothing definite left for him under the
sun. All is Protean, and It is to Proteus.
god of the sea, that he pay:

p thou like the rugd Rud an Ber,
e anr a. eros or e yrcan tiger,

a any shape but that,
There Is nothing In that Protean nature

that he can trust:
It will ave blood; they say, biod will hav
Stoneshave been known to move and tree

But ome certainty he must have.' He

the stage It is fraught with all the won-
der and terror that were Implied in the
trane old word-panic. In Its effect upon

the mind of Macbeth it bears no relation
whatever to Its material cause. It Is as i
movedby some gret hand behind the uni-
v , the mountains themselves
comig to obliterate the wrong that for-
bade them to rest.

I shall not attempt to pluck the heart
out Of the ystery of that most enchant-
1ng of all ea-tales, " The Tempest." The
first suggeston of It was undoubtedly in
one of those fairy tales that the Ella-
bethn seaman brought home to the Mer-
maid Tavern-tales about men whose

a stood in r b , a thr br , nd at
were full of airy voices and dissolving
visions. Shakespeare seized upon the Idea
of such an island and made It, a It were,
the magic cruoible of the universe, the
centre of all Its chemistry, spiritual and
material and all its changes,

Those ho have wronged Prospero are
cast upon it by the sea and Ariel tells
thm when they draw their words that

The elements
Of whom. our word are tempered, m

as well
Wound the loud winds, or with bemocked

Killthe till closing waters.

They committed Prospero and his child
to the sea, for which foul deed

The power delaing, not forgetting, have
ncensed eas and shores, yea, all the

creatures
gainst your peace.

They are confronted, in short, with the
same problem a Macbeth when the for-
sts came aganst him. For all these
creatures, as Ariel tells them are min-
isters of Fate, from whom there 1s no es"
cape but in "heart sorrow and a clean
life ensuing," Alona is overwhelmed by
this discovery that the universe is not a
dead thing;

0 it IS monstrous, monstrous!
Methougt te billows spoke and told me of it,

The winds did sing it to me and the thunder,
hat deep and dreadful orwga-pipe, pro-

The name of Prosper; it did bas my tr
Theo're my son 1' the oe Is bedd, and

seekhim deeper than eer plummet

The solution of this play, however, to
found In their "heart sorrow" and their
forgiveness by Prospero; who has attained
not only to mastery of the elements but to
mastery over himself. Hi most famous
speech dislmses the whole material world:
These our actors,
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and
Are melted Into air, Into thin air.
And, like the be fabric of this vision,The cloudOoped towers, the gorgeous Pat

The solemn tempues the nest elobe Itself,Tea, all which It inherit, shall disolve.
nd. like this unsubltantial paeant faded.eave not a rock behind. We are such stuff

As dreams are made of, and our little lifeir rounded with a sleetp
And there ShakesOea mkes th 0 old

the end of the third line, which give
wilard-lke a swell to the music o t
fourth and so full a cadence through t
fifth and sixth The juxtapotion of t
two heavy syllables at the end of the il
line delays the musc, s Ift, indeed,
mysteriou tides were at the turn; nd t
two adiect-ve which close this br
masterpiece of song sem In' their cont<
to be proof that one Mater-thef, at a
rate has broken down all the bar of m(
taUty, and overheard Aril singing:

Full fathom five thy father lie.,
Of hil bones are cora mad e

Those are peaFrl that were his eyes.
Nrot*lng o lm that doth fadeBut doth suffer a sea-change

Into something rich and strange.

But no-I cannot end there-not in tl
hour of trial for that island which Shal
speare loved, that England of which he
the supreme spirit, the keper of the fri
dom of more than even her seven us
We have heard much, lately, of the si
of England. It has been the privilege
or Intellectuals, blind to history and t
on struggle for freedom that gave th
that privlege, to tell us of her sins.
has been the pleasure of her enemies
take the ndictment literally. We m
find a new signifcance, t hen, the w
that show how Shakespeare loved her, a
threw aund her, as if it were his o
royal mantle, the splendour of his 0c
ea-music. Nor is he afraid to speak

"her reputation. through the world,"
worde that two years ago would have b
regarded as beneath the dignity of quot
tlon by our moderns, unless as one m
Jest at the " tribute paid to virtue" by t
greatest intellect of England and the wr
But the rich mine of his words and hr
runs as deep in litrature as the Gra

anyon in nature; and noboqy can re
tho lines today without realsing tt
has chosen the simplest word n this ca
because they were the truest to his thoug
There's not a senate of free men on ea
today but echoes the deep-sea music
England. Newer, because truer, than a
originalities or disloyalties of the hour, n
as the day-spring of the unorignal Nu
are the words of 8hakespeare to his con
try. For hakespeare makes old John
Gaunt, too, criticie his countrymen; b
he criticise them only for bein unwort
of England. And for ngland heel w
there ever uch a cry of sheer love-

VMar,

d-'* * * a far from home
stian service and true chivalry· sepulchre * * *
rorld's ransom, blessed Mary's I
d of such dear souls, this dear
her reputation through the w
bound in t tho trumphant

I

must know the wort. It Is hmpossible to
return; he must plunge further Into that
sea of blood. Once more he cries to those
secret black and midnight has:
I coniure you, by that which you profess,-
Howe r you come to know it, answer me;Though you untie the winds and let them

fight
Against the churches; th thoughe yeastywaves
Confound and swallow navigalon up;
Though bladed corn be oged, nd trblown down d ;
Though castles topple on their warde
Though palae and pyramids do slope
Their heads to their foundation; though the

treasureOf nature's germlns tumble altoether,
gven til etr uctlon s*cken,-.nswer me

And the very truth that thunders in hit
ears deceives him. Never shall he be van
quished till the forests, of the earth shal
come against him; till Birnam Wood shall
come to Dunsnane. The forss at least
are anchored In their place; and for a
while he Is able to find some certanty in
that. Yet, like as the waves make toward
the pebbled shore, so do his minutes hasten
to their end There nothing serious left
in mortalty. And with what a solem
music does Shakespeare usher in'that last
note of the any sea:

Tomorrow, and tomorrow and tomorrow,
CrTep ln this petty pace trom day to dai,To tile lat yllabi of reored. time
The wa to dusty eath, t, out brif

man pause for the infirmity of hi
but I prefer to find the lastwordof
play in its last moments-the epo
where the old man himelf ak or A
don in lines that have peuliarly mo1
undertone, as It they were, indeethe
well of Shakespear:

Gentle breath of yours my ail
Must fill, or else my project falls.-
Which was to pleas Now I want
Spirits to enforce, art to echant,
And my ending is desir,
Unless I be relieved by pryer,
Which pierces that it assaults
Mercy itself a free al fults.

Those are the last ord, p p
hakespeare to the world t tee

of the play is concentrated in one lyric
air so bewitching that e can wel bell
it to have been ovetheard in Fare;
come unto these yellow snd
And there take hands., ,.

Curtsied when you have and kist
The wild waves whist,
Foot It featly here a there,
And sweet sprites the burthe bar

No lyric of the a cn be c
wth it t for the sheer magic of or
sound that are cim d into ii
lnes It has all the id liht and rb
owe of the world below the sea and a
beyond that a haunting ms on t
we are at the back of thin, tchin
chnges cruinible of th e 'unVe
watching the secret of the annual fref
reton of the ri the
of dust nto flowers of fhes Into b
f apes into men, o men into n

major key asolemn usi Here, tho
we cannot eize t an hold It, t
abidin in the univeral ebb an
thiL Ad the' ira ous of
staa with which I shall ed t
Shakespeare convey ll thi by
more than the n ote of a bell-the to
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