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DURING the present year, the tercentenary of Shakspeare's 
birth, I presume we have all of us paid a more than usual 
attention to the works of the great bard of Avon : and 
I think whilst reading his plays, the question must have 
occurred to many Who were his masters ? Where did he 
acquire the wonderful power of depicting the many forms and 
phases of the mind of man ? Where did the boy from a 
country grammar school, who married before he was twenty, 
and whose early life was immersed in the labour of supporting 
a family where did he gain those poetic powers, which have 
made bis name one of the glories of our country ? Were 
Shakspeare's works inspired, or perhaps I should say, were 
they the results of intuition ? I think when we look at his 
principal characters we may say that such was the case. For 
instance, the great master has determined to delineate a royal 
scapegrace repenting and assuming the duties of his station, 
and immediately the character of Henry V, imbued wiih all 
the nobleness and majesty of birth, arises from bis magio 
touch. Again he wishes to depict a king fitted for the cloister, 
not for the troubles of a crown, and there appears the gentle 
monarch Henry VI, singing the praises of a lowly life 
even amid the din of battle. In the character of Wolsey, 
Shakspeare has drawn the portrait of a proud, ambitious
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Churchman. In Eichard III, the personification of guile, 
" seeming a saint when most he played the devil." In Jaques, 
the musings of a melancholy, contemplative man. In 
Shylock, the all-absorbing love of money. In Othello, of 
jealousy. In Cassius, the conspirator with lean and hungry 
look. In Falstaff, the career of a man who lived by his wits 
and his vices. In Eomeo and Juliet, the tale that " true love 
" never did run smooth," not even amid the orange-groves and 
balmy air of sunny Italy. In Macbetb, the horrible path cut 
out by unscrupulous ambition. And in Hamlet, the man of 
noble aspirations, feeling the dreadful circumstances of his 
lot in life, and moralizing on the deepest instincts of our 
being. I think we cannot regard these in any other light 
than as the results of intuition; they rose so naturally under 
his pencil that he never thought there was anything extra 
ordinary about them; he never attempted to preserve them in 
a collected form; he seems to have written them because he 
could not help it. Yet if we leave the great characters out 
of sight for a time, I think we cannot avoid coming to the 
conclusion, that the minor parts of his plays were derived from 
what he saw around him, the every-dny life of the men and 
women of the sixteenth century, and that much of his poetry 
was inspired by the scenes of his boyhood, the merry green 
wood of Warwickshire, and from the birds and the flowers 
and the country life of Old England. On the latter subject,- 
I do not at present intend to dwell; but I purpose, though it 
may be in a meagre and incomplete manner, to bring before 
you the ENGLAND OF SHAKSPEARE, believing that we may thus 
learn something of the character of the times, and also of the 
man Shakspeare himself, and of his sympathies, differing in 
some respects from those of the present age.

As Shakspeare was born in an inland county, let us first 
note down his ideas of country life. I do not think it was 
the life he loved; nor is this unnatural, when we consider that
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he was driven to the metropolis by necessity or by the desire 
of getting on in the world, and that there he flourished. He 
does not seem to have liked the solitude of the country: 
when Rosalind and Celia, in At You Like It, make their way 
to the forest, the country is spoken of as a desert place; 
the farmer whose possessions they buy, is said to be

Of churlish disposition, 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality.*

All through that beautiful woodland play, we hear of the 
hard fare of the country and the scarcity of food. Still there 
is much in praise of lowly life the nobility of honest labour 
comes out as fully as in any poem of the present time. 
Perhaps no where more strongly than in the contrast between 
Orlando rejoicing in his youth and strength and gentle birth, 
and his old servant Adam. When the latter gives him the 
five hundred crowns, the thrifty hire saved under his father, 
Orlando thus thanks him 

0 good old man ; how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
When none will sweat, bnt for promotions

Corin, in the same play, gives a very simple account of 
himself: " I am a true labourer; I earn that I eat, get that 
" I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man's happiness; glad 
" of other men's good, content with my harm: and the 
" greatest of my pride is, to see my ewes graze, and my lambs 
" suck."t This certainly speaks of the contentedness of a 
labourer's life, and I think the general impression to be 
derived from Shakspeare is that the labouring classes led

  As Ton Like It, Act ii, Seene 4. t Ibid., Act ii, Scene 3. 
J Ibid., Act tii, Scene 2.
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hard lives, but not miserable ones. I do not know any 
passages which would make us believe that there were any 
large masses of people in England, at the close of the six 
teenth century, in the state of abject want which philanthro 
pists and writers of fiction have found existing in the garrets 
of London and our large towns, in the rural villages of our 
southern counties, and in the cabins of the Scotch Highlands 
and of Ireland, during the prosperous days of our present 
Queen. Lord Macaulay is perhaps right in asserting that the 
mass of artizans and labourers are better off at present than 
they were two centuries ago but have we not now social 
grades much lower than any which then existed ?

Shakspeare makes even a king extol the happiness of a 
shepherd's life 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle,
His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade,
All which secure and sweetly he enjoys,
Is far beyond a prince's delicuti-s,
His viands sparkling in a golden cap,
His body couched in a carious bed,
When care, mistrust, and treason, wait on him.*

The upper classes of the rural population find no favour 
with our great poet. The country squires, the Shallows and 
Slenders are held up for our ridicule, they are foiled in their 
love affairs, they are governed even by their own serving men, 
and their money is abstracted by the courtier who knows how 
to fool them according to their bent. Their pride of birth is 
laughed at in a most unmerciful manner " A gentleman 
" born, master parson ; who writes himself armigero ; in any 
"bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation, armigero. All his 
" successors, gone before him, have done't ; and all his 
" ancestors, that come after him, may : they may give the

  3 Henry VI, Act U, Scene 6.
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" dozen white luces in their coat."* It is curious to contrast 
this with the manner in which the New England poet of the 
present day describes his hero, the leader of the Puritan band 
of the seventeenth century  

He was a gentleman born, could trace his pedigree plainly
Back to Hugh Standish of Duxbury Hall, in Lancashire, England,
Who was the son of Ralph, and the grandson of Thuraton de StaudiaL ;
Heir unto vast estates, of which he was basely defrauded,
Still bore the family arms, and had for his crest a cock argent
Combed and wattled gules, and all the rot of the blazon. t

It is evident from many passages that in Shakspeare's days, 
every man with any pretension to good breeding made his 
way to the metropolis,   at any rate for a portion of his life.

How different is the tone of the great poet of the present 
age ; how vast is the distance between master Shallow, and the 
portrait which Tennyson has drawn of Sir Walter Vivian of 
Vivian Place  

No little lily-handed Baronet he,
A great broad-shoulder'd genial Englishman,
A lord of fat prize-oxen and of sheep,
A reiser of huge melons and of pine,
A patron of some thirty charities,
A pamphleteer on guano and on grain,
A quarter-sessions chairman, abler none;
Fair-hair'd and redder than a windy mom.}

But if the squirearchy of Warwickshire formed subjects for 
Shakspeare's mirth, the " hempen home-spuns" of the country 
town   Bottom the weaver, Quince the carpenter, Snug the 
joiner, Flute the bellows-mender, Snout the tinker, and 
Starveling the tailor   receive exactly the same treatment : 
there is no attempt at making heroes of these " rude me- 
" chanicals." Indeed they are partly used by Shakspeore to sat

  Merry Wivtt of Windtor, Act i. Scene 1.
t Longfellow's Milet Standith. J Tennjrion's
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off the nobleness of the character of Theseus, duke of Athens, 
who finds pleasure in the simpleness and duty these hard- 
handed men tender to him and insists, against the wishes 
of his court, on their performing their uncouth play. It was 
reserved for a later age to discover that the English navvy, 
beneath a rough exterior, has the heart and feelings of an 
English gentleman,  and to sing of

The smith, a mighty man is he.
With large and sinewy hands; 

And the muscles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long,
His face is like the tan; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat,
He earns whate'er he can, 

And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes not any man.*

Even the English yeoman hardly receives his due, though 
Shakspeare describes many battle scenes, and has many op 
portunities for praising the sterling worth of the common 
soldier. There is indeed one passage where he receives full 
justice it is when Henry V addresses his troops before the 
battle of Agincourt, and shews a full appreciation of the stuff 
of which they were made 

And yon, good yeomen,
Whose limbs were made in England, shew us here 
The mettle of your pasture; let us swear 
That you arc worth your breeding; which I doubt not; 
For there is none of you so mean and base, 
That hath not noble lustre in your cyes.t

There is also the scene in Henry V, where Williams chal 
lenges Fluellin, and by his blunt bearing exhibits the inde 
pendent spirit of the English rank and file. But these are 
exceptions; battles were fought by kings and nobles, state

  Longfellow's Poenu. t Henry V, Act iii, Scene 1.
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policy was framed to suit their wishes and promote their 
interests, and as a rule the commonalty were but little 
thought of. It was the close of the last century before the 
songs and ballads of the people and the heroes of the people 
were accepted as such by men of letters.

Though Shakspeare never or very rarely attempted to make 
heroes of the labouring classes, no poet has more fully praised 
their fidelity, and expressed their words and thoughts and 
philosophy of their minds. For instance, when Richard II 
was a captive in Pom fret Castle, deserted by all the lords and 
nobles of his court, one old retainer came to see him, who 
thus described himself 

I was a poor groom of thy stable, king,
When tbou wert king; who, travelling towards York,
With much ado, at length have gotten leave
To look upon my sometime master's face.
O, how it yearn'd my heart, when I beheld.
In London streets, that coronation day,
When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary !
That horse, that tliou so often hast bestrid;
That horse, that I so carefully have dress'd ! 

Here Shakspeare has seized the connecting link between the 
groom and his royal master, and has prominently brought 
forward their one common interest, the favourite horse of the 
sovereign, and the pride of the stable. Again, in the same 
play, we have the scene in the garden, when the Queen and 
her ladies overhear two gardeners discoursing on state affairs 

Oo thou, and like an executioner, 
Cut off the beads of too-fast-growing sprays. 
That look too lofty in our commonwealth : 
All must be even in our government, 

  ... Bolingbroke 
Hath seiz'd the wasteful king. Oh ! what pity is it, 
That he bad not so trimm'd and dress'd his land, 
As we this garden ! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-tree*;

* JBichard II, Act v, Scene 8.
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Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood, 
Wilh too much riches it confound itself: 
Had he done so to great and growing men, 
Thej might have liv'd to bear, and he to tute 
Their fruits of duty.*

Could there be a better version of a gardener's philosophy 
than this ?

Shakspeare, whose father was a leading member of the 
corporation of a country town, was no doubt well acquainted 
with the character of such bodies. His estimate of them does 
not seem to have been n high one, nnd in Dogberry and 
Verges, he has held them up as subjects for laughter for all 
time to come. He has, however, sketched a few village 
scenes; and these pictures of the sixteenth century will 
remain for the instruction of coming ages. For instance, 
in the Twelfth Night, where the duke says 

The song we had last night:  
Hark it, Ccaario ; it is old, and plain : 
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun, 
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do use to chaunt iut

Can we doubt that Shakspeare had a real man and a real 
shop in his mind's eye, when he described the apothecary in 
Romeo and Juliet 1

Meagre were his looks, 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones: 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hang, 
An alligator stuffd, and other skins 
Of ill-shap'd tish.es ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses. 
Were thinly scatter'd, to make up a show.;

From the plays of Shakspoare we may learn something of

  Richard II, Act ili, Scene 4. 4 T*x(fl\ NigU, Aet ii, Scene 4. 
} Soauo and Juliet, Act v, Scene 1.



the sports of Old England. The principal ones were hunting 
and hawking, but they do not belong to this part of my 
paper. Next to them comes bear-baiting, which seems to 
have been the favourite amusement of the multitude: indeed 
it was one in which all classes took part. Master Slender 
thought the subject fit for a lady's enr, one by which he 
might ingratiate himself with sweet Anne Page. Whilst, 
" the rampant bear chained to the ragged staff, old Nevil's 
" crest," forms the theme of one of the scenes in Henry VI, 
where the followers of the Bed Rose and of the White engage 
in angry altercation 

Clifford Are these thy beam ? well bait thy bears to death, 
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, 
If thott dur'st bring them to the bailing-place,

Richard Oft have I seen a hot o'erweening cur
Run back and bite, because he was withheld ; 
Who, being suffer'cl with the bear's fell paw, 
Hath clapp'd his tail between his legs, and cry'd.*

Shakspeare lived in an interregnum; the chief pleasures 
and pastimes of the middle ages, the times of joust and 
tournament were almost gone, leaving a love of pageantry 
behind them; but the athletic games of the present age 
had not taken their place cricket is not once mentioned in 
his plays; whilst the present annual contests, the boat 
races, seem to have been quite unknown. England was then 
as guiltless of rowing clubs and eight-oars as of the chariot 
races and the foot races of the games of Greece. Nor have 
we any allusions to our present horse races.

There is one passage in the Tempest which shows that 
England was then very much what it now is a land where 
the multitude will run after any strange show. It is where 
Trinculo discovers Caliban, and takes him for a monster with 
" a very ancient and fish-like smell." He is delighted with

  3 Henry VI, Act T, Scene 1.
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his prize, and says "Were I in England now (as once I was,) 
" and had but this fish painted, not a holiday fool there but 
" would give a piece of silver : there would this monster 
" make a man ; any strange beast there makes a man : when 
" they will not give a doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will 
" lay out ten to see a dead Indian." *

Dogs come in for a share of our poet's thoughts, not only 
hunting dogs, but the watch dogs in the ball, the pets and 
playthings of the lady's bower, " Tray, Blanch, and Sweet- 
" heart," they are none of them forgotten; or, as in another 
passage in Macbeth where they are more fully classified 

Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men; 
As bounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, cars, 
Shongha, water-nigs, and demi-wolTeg, are cleped 
All bj the name of dogi.t

In another place, with a few touches, Lear has painted 
another member of the race 

Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark at a beggar ? 
And tlie creature run from the cur ? There 
Thou miglit'it behold the great image of authority : 
A dog's obeyed iii office.}

But the dog of which Shakspeare has drawn the most 
complete life picture, was the one of which Launce was the 
unfortunate owner. Crab," the sourest-natured dog that lived," 
" thot was saved from drowning when three or four of his blind 
" brothers and sisters went to it," whose currish nature would 
oome oat even in the presence of mistress Silvia, whose 
owner had dearly to mourn over his misdeeds " I have sat 
" in the stocks for puddings he hath stolen, otherwise he had 
" been executed: I have stood on the pillory for geese he 
" hath killed, otherwise he had suffered for't."§

  Tempttt, Act ii, Scene 3.
t Maebtlh, Act iii, Scene 1. J Lear, Act it, Scene 6. 

i } Tico Gentlemen qf Verona, Act IT, Scene 4.
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The age was an age of transition in more respects than 
one; the monasteries had fallen and with them had gone the 
many benevolent and educational institutions of Catholic 
times. Their place was partly filled by the numerous hospitals 
and grammar schools which had been founded, some by 
Edward VI of blessed memory, some by the prosperous 
tradesmen of the large towns. The altered state of things 
must have grated against the feelings of the lovers of the 
good old times. Shakspeare has put their sapient arguments 
in favour of ignorance in the mouth of the rebellious dema 
gogue Jack Cade, when he says of Lord Say " Thou hast 
" most traitorously corrupted the youth of the realm, in 
" erecting a grammar school: and whereas, before, our fore- 
" fathers had no other books but the score and the tally, thou 
" hast caused printing to be used ; and contrary to the king, 
" his crown and dignity, thou hast built a paper-mill. It will 
" be proved to thy face, that thou hast men about thec, that 
" usually talk of a noun, and a verb ; and such abominable 
" words, as no Christian ear can endure to hear."*

But Shakspeare presents us with the other side of the 
picture and praises learning and the patrons of learning. 
For instance, there is that beautiful scene where Griffith, the 
" honest chronicler," relates the character of that " great 
" child of honour, Cardinal Wolsey."

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Wu fashion'd to much honour. From his cradle, 
He wu a scholar, and a ripe and good one; 
Eiceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading: 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov'd him not; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 
(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam. 
He was most princely: Ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning, that he raised in you. 
Ipswich, and Oxford I one of which fell with him,

  2 [frxry FT, Act JT, Scene 7. 
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Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 
The other, though unfinish'd, yet so famous, 
So excellent in art, and still so rising, 
That Christendom shall ever speak hia virtue.*

The importance of the universities was then fully acknow 
ledged. The great educational change which has occurred in 
the last two centuries and a half has been the growing size 
and power of the great public schools ; and that in great 
measure because those schools retain their pupils much longer 
than formerly, and do not send them to the universities 
till they become men.

There is one passage which I shall quote from Henry VIII, 
which will show the manufacturing character which England 
was beginning to assume, and the dangers connected with 
it dangers of which the present century has furnished us 
with other examples. The Duke of Norfolk complains of 
Wolsey'a exactions 

For, upon these luxations, 
The clothiers all, not able to iimintniu 
The many to them 'longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Unlit for other life, couipell'd by hunger 
And lack of other means, iu desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger serves among them.t

There is another picture in King John which must have 
been drawn by Shakspcaro from the life. In those troublous 
times, when the proud Armada swept past our coasts, when 
Catholic powers abroad and the frail but lovely Queen of 
Scots and the Catholic nobles at home were plotting against 
the safety of the common-weal, there must have been many 
scenes such as this. It is when Hubert speaks of Arthur's 
death, and says the people 

  Entry VIII, Act IT, Scene 2. t Tbid,, Act i, Scene 2.
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Shake their heads. 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 
And he, that speaks, cloth gripe the hearer's what; 
Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action, 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With opeu month swallowing a tailor's newt; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand. 
Standing on slippers (which bis nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,) 
Told of a many thousand warlike French, 
That were embattled and rank'd in Kent.'

It is curious how few passages in Shakspeare refer directly 
to the history of the times. I think the poets of the present 
day are storing up for coming generations far more of the 
events which are passing around; far more at any rate on one 
subject the life and virtues of the Queen, in her relation 
ships of wife, mother, widow and sovereign. In one passage, 
Cranmer prophesies the glorious career of Anne Boleyn's 
daughter as follows 

Truth shall none her,
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her: 
She shall be lov'd and fear'd : Her own shall bless her: 
Her foes shake like   field of beaten com, 
And hang their head* with sorrow : Good grows with her: 
In her days, every mail shall eat in safety 
Dnder his own Tine, what be plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours. 
Ood shall be truly known; and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour.*

There is another passage in the Midsummer-Night's Dream, 
where the courtier poet pours forth those dulcet strains of 
adulation which were so dear to the woman's heart of the 
great Virgin Queen. He makes Oberon allude to her in the 
scene near the enchanted bowers of Fairyland, where he says 
of Cupid 

« King Joh», Act i», Scene 4. t Heitry VIII, Act T, Seen* 4.
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A certain aim be took 
Al a fair vestal, throned by the west; 
And loos'il his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts: 
Bat I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench'd in the chaste beams of the wat'ry moon; 
And the imperial vot'rcss passed on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free.*

It is not my intention to enter at any length into the long 
list of Shakspeare's nobles, or to show how they set forth the 
various phases of statecraft; yet a few of them I must mention. 
Falconbridge, raised almost from the ranks on account of his 
abilities in the council and the camp, fighting for his native 
land against foreign foes, and boasting 

This England never did (nor never shall)
Lie at the proud feet of a conqueror,
But when it lirst did help to wound itself.*

 
Bolingbroke, of noblo almost royal birth, yet courting the 
common people's love 

Wooing poor craftsmen, with the craft of smiles.

Hotspur, the grunt border chief, whose trade was war, mur 
muring even in his sleep of " iron wars, and terms of 
" manage to his bounding steed," untameable among his 
comrades, untameable in the presence of his king, untame 
able even by the winsome ways of woman. Talbot, the 
great captain of an English host, rejoicing in the prowess of 
his followers, " his substance, sinews, arms, and strength," 
and when environed by a hostile " waist of iron," turning 
grimly at bay, and like a bull-dog fighting till he died. 
John of Gaunt, " time-honour'd Lancaster," the aged states 
man, who had spent a long life in state affairs at home

  Miiisttmmcr-Xii/lit$ Dream, Act ii, Scene 3. It was written during Queen 
Elizabeth's life, 16U4.

t King Jottn, Act v, Scene 7.
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and abroad, and even when death looked him in the face, 
speaking words of wisdom and sage counsel for the good of 
his native land. He is, perhaps, the noblest of all the great 
band of nobles who have been immortalized by Shakspeare. 
One cannot held asking if these are not the likenesses of the 
mighty men who rallied round the good Queen Bess, and 
enabled her, by their bravery and hardihood and statesmanship, 
to preserve, during a time of sore trial, the independence and 
liberties of England.

But there is one picture, and it is evidently a life picture, 
of a very differegt kind: it exhibits a class of the nobility 
who became very numerous during the times of the Stuarts. 
The passage occurs where the headstrong Hotspur gives his 
reasons for refusing to deliver his captives to the king's 
envoy, whom he describes as follows: 

A certain lord, neat, trimlj dress'cT, 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and hid chin, new rcap'd, 
Show'cl like a stubble-laud at harvest-home ; 
He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
And 'twixt his Anger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-bux, which ever and anon 
He gari his uoso, and took't away again;

To be so pester'd with a popinjay,
. . . .he made me mad. 

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweat, 
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman.*

If there is one thing more than another in which the 
present age differs from that of Queen Elizabeth, it is in the 
modern love of mountain scenery in the taste, the passion I 
may rather call it, which yew by year sends no small portion 
of the community away from their homes in search of the 
wild and picturesque. There is no reason to suppose that 
Shakspeare, bred in the fat champaign of the midland coun 
ties, ever saw a real mountain. He speaks of " the smug

  1 Henry IV, Act i. Scene 3.

I
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" and silver Trent," and of " the gentle Severn's sedgy hank," 
hut not a word of the ranges of hills and valleys which lie 
beyond. Even the cliffs at Dover affright him 

There it a cliff, whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep:

  . . How fearfal 
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low I 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Bhow scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade ! 
Metbinks, he seems no bigger than his head : 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice ; and yon' tall anchoring Hark, 
Diminish'd to her cock; her cock, her buoy 
Aluiost too small for sight.'

This is by no means in accordance with the Excelsior spirit 
of the present day the poor cliff at Dover, Shakspeare's 
cliff.t is almost scorned by Messieurs leu voyayeurs potir Paris 
et la Suisse, who hurry past it day by dny. I think if our 
great poet could have conceived such a thing as the Alpine 
Club, some of their feats would have afforded him subjects 
for raillery the great pleasure, for instance, to be derived 
from passing over a dangerous col enveloped in a mist or 
driving storm, or of glissading down a snow slope almost to 
the edge of a precipice, the luxury of sleeping in chdlett 
where the beds are formed of a mixture of damp hay and 
fleas, and the intellectual advantage of rushing from civilized 
life to enter into very close companionship with peasants who 
often can only speak an unintelligible patois. Tet I also 
think there is much of Alpine life which, if it had ever been 
Shakspeare's fortune to experience it, would have found a 
place in his verses. Not least would have been the manly 
nature of the adventures of mountain life, the hardihood, the 
self-reliance, the powers of self-control, which mast be called

  Lear, Act it, Scenes 1 and 6.
t The railway has destroyed a considerable pan of thil clift
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into play. Nor could he have been indifferent to the glories 
of the mountains, the silver peaks, the rugged cliffs, the 
emerald valleys, the sunrise on the boundless plain, the 
radiance of the evening glow. Nor would he have been 
unmindful of the wayside charms of the mountains, the 
chamois bounding over the snowy slopes or rocky precipices, 
the hunter's jodel, the songs of the cow-maidens, the bright 
flowers of the upland slopes and meadows. I think it would 
not have been left for a lady of the present day to sing the 
praises of the Alpine gentian 

She 'mid ice mountains vast
Long had lain sleeping, 

When she look'd forth at but
Timidly peeping. 

Mournfully pondering
Gazed she on high ; 

White clouds were wandering
Through the blue sky. 

So she gazed steadfastly
Loving on high ; 

Till she grew heavenly,
Blue as the sky.*

Milton, who had enjoyed the advantages of foreign travel and 
of a liberal education, embellished his great poem with many 
descriptions of romantic scenery but he also was ignorant of 
the genuine love of a mountain. Ho speaks of Paradise as 
bounded by that " steep savage hill," and in another place he 
calls it " that shaggy hill." Cotton, in the second part of the 
Complete Angler, expresses unmingled horror at having to 
pass over the little hills of Derbyshire. Whilst John Bunyan, 
whose mind was stored with all the imagery of the sacred 
poets of the hill country of Judea, often brings in mountains 
as something beautiful; yet, as he had never seen one, his 
descriptions make them very similar to the level plain for 
instance, he speaks of the Delectable Mountains as " a plea-

  Tkne Waldngi. by Mn. Chariot,
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" eant mountainous country, beautified with woods, vineyards, 
" fruits of all sorts, flowers also, with springs and fountains 
" very delectable to behold."

But I must leave this subject: Shakspeare was not a moun 
taineer, nor in all probability should we have cared to be 
so, unless it had been the fashion of the age, and unless we had 
found practicable roads spreading over what formerly were 
wild and desolate districts, and comfortable inns to welcome 
us at the end of our day's march.

Shakspearo probably never left the narrow bounds of 
England: his geography, which assigns a sea coast to Bohemia, 
was of the most doubtful character. Sometimes he relates 
the current tales about .foreign lands the fables of adven 
turous seamen, who had witnessed marvels as great as any 
they could invent. For instance, in the Tempest, Caliban is 
afraid that he and his companions will be turned

To barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villainous low.

Whilst Benedick, mad with the jests of the lady Beatrice, 
offers to perform all manner of feats " rather than hold three 
words' conference with the harpy." " Will your grace oom- 
" mand me any service to the world's end ? I will go on the 
" slightest errand now to the Antipodes, that you can devise 
" to send me on : I will fetch you a tooth-picker now from 
" the farthest inch of Asia : bring you the length of Prester 
" John's foot; fetch you a hair off the great Cham's beard; 
" do you any embnssage to the Pigmies."*

The age of Shakspeare may be said to have been the com 
mencement of a long chain of naval adventures. " The black 
"north-easter" was then beginning to" "stir up the brave 
" Vikings' blood," and to " drive our English hearts of oak 
" seaward round the world." The feats of daring and enterprise

  Much Ado AlmU Nothing, Act u, Scena 1.
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which were then performed have never since been surpassed. 
We recently heard with some astonishment that an Irish 
nobleman had taken his yacht on a summer excursion to 
the ice-bound shores of Jan Mayen within the limits of the 
Arctic circle; but he possessed charts and instruments, and 
all the appliances of science  and it was an undertaking 
by no means equal to those of the hardy seamen of Queen 
Elizabeth, of Martin Frobisher, who in three successive 
voyages explored the coasts of Labrador and of Greenland, 
and of Sir Francis Drake who circumnavigated the globe in 
vessels not much larger than good-sized fishing-smacks. The 
very soul of the nation was stirred up by adventures such as 
these, the inland people were affected by the excitement of the 
dwellers on the sea coast, and there is hardly one subject 
to which our great Warwickshire poet more frequently alludes. 
For instance, in Henry V, the chorus calls upon the audience 
to imagine a fleet leaving harbour (the theatres in those days 
had little scenery or machinery of any kind) 

Play with your fancies; ami in them behold, 
Upon the liempen tackle, ship-boys climbing: 
Hear the shrill wliUtle, which doth order give 
To sounds cnnfas'd: behold the threaden sails, 
Bome willi the invisible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd sea, 
Breasting the lofty surge: O, do bnt think. 
You stand upon the rivage, and behold 
A city on the inconstant billows dancing: 
For so appears this fleet majesties!.  

Again, in the Merchant of Venice, the return of the home 
ward-bound vessel furnishes Shakspeare with a beautiful 
simile 

How like a younker, or a prodigal. 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay. 
How like the prodigal doth she return ; 
With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged sails.*

  Henry V, Act iii, Chorus. t Mrrrkoxt of Venice, Act ii, Some 0.
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Again, in the long speech which Margaret of Anjou makes 
in reference to the position of her affairs, she describes the 
island nobles, the upholders of her husband's throne, by com 
paring them to the various parts of a vessel.

Say Warwick was oar anchor; What of that t
Anil Montague our topmast; What of him ?
Our slaiighter'd friends the tackles; What of these ?
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ? I
And Somerset another goodly mast;
The friends of France oar shrouds and ticklings ? 

She then compares her enemies to the various dangers a ship 
is exposed to 

And what is Edward, bnt a ruthless sea ? 
What Clarence, but a quicksand of deceit? 
And Richard, bnt a ragged fatal rock ? 
All these the enemies to our poor bark.t

There is another well-known passage where Shakspeare 
uses a figure taken from the changes of the sea 

There is a tide in the affairs of men,
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ;
Omitted, all the voyage of their life
7s bound in shallows, and in miseries.
On such a full sea ore we now afloat,
And we must take the current when it series,
Or lose our ventures.}

But perhaps the finest passage connected with the sea are 
those beautiful lines on sleep in Henry IV, though I am not 
sure that seamen will accept the truth of the figure 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious surge ; 
And in the visitation of the winds 
Who lake the ruffian billows by the top, 
Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf'ning clamours in the slippery clouds. 
That with the burly, death itself awake* ?

  8 Henry VI, Art v. Scene 4. + TbU. 
{ Julita Ctaar, Act iv, Scene 8.

K
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Canst tbou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude; 
And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 
With all appliances and means to boot, 
Deny It to a king?*

Shakspeare was evidently fully aware of the greatness of 
the sea, its power, its intense sublimity but I do not think 
his words exhibit that extreme love of the sea and of the 
roaring elements which we find (sometimes perhaps only 
simulated) in the writers of the present day. Nothing of the 
Westward Ho ! character. At times a feeling of horror may 
be discovered when speaking of the mighty deep; for instance, 
in Richard III, Clarence says 

Methonght, that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling,
Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard,
Into the tumbling billows of the main.
O heaven I methought, what pain it was to drown I
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears I
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes I
Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks;
A thousand men, that fishes gnaw'd upon;
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl.
Inestimable stones, unvalu'd jewels,
All scattered in the bottom of the sea.
Some lay in dead men's skulls; and, in those hole*
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept
(As 't were in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems,
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep,
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatterM by.t

In the time of Queen Elizabeth, the sea, with its ever- 
varying adventures and opportunities for obtaining wealth, 
not always by the most honourable means, began to open a 
new profession for the younger sons of the gentry. Drake 
and Greenville and their associates were many of them men 
of lineage and name in the western counties Raleigh was an 
accomplished courtier, and kindred spirits accompanied him

  a Henry IV, Act iii. Some 1. t Bidttrd III, Act i, Scene 4.
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to found the first English colony in honour of the Virgin 
Queen, and to make buccaneering inroads on the Spanish 
Main. In one passage some reference is made to this. It is 
where the father of Proteus is reproached because he did not 
send his son from home 

While other men, 6f slender reputation, 
Put forth tlieir sons to seek preferment out: 
Some, to the wars, to try their fortune then; 
Some, to discover island* far away; 
Some, to the studious universities.*

But at the close of the sixteenth century, the sea must 
have been chiefly regarded ns the scene of the greatest contest 
in which England had ever been engaged 

When that great fleet invincible against her brought in vain 
The richest spoils of Mexico, the bravest hearts of Spain.

All the incidents of that death-struggle and that glorious 
victory were fresh in men's minds when Shakspeare wrote his 
plays the greatness of the preparations of Spain, the small 
means of defence which this country possessed beyond brave 
hearts and hardy English men. There is a passage in Twelfth 
Night which may have been taken from some of the tales of 
the naval encounters with the argosies of Spain 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of. 
For shallow draught, and bulk, unprizable; 
With which such scatliful grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy, and the tongue of loss, 
Cry'd fame and honour on hiro.t

There is another passage in Cymbeline which may have refer 
ence to the same tremendous trial  

  TVo Gentlemen of Verona, Act i, Scene 8. 
t 7W(/M Kighl. Act T, Scene 1.
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Remember, sir, my liege,

The natural braver}' of your isle; which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks uuscaleable, and roaring waters; 
With sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats, 
But stick them up to the top-mast."  

It is probable from this and other passages that our 
forefathers attributed the wonderful deliverance they had 
experienced, in no slight degree, to that ever moving barrier of 
waters which surrounds the cliffs of Albion, and keeps her 
free from hostile foes. The same idea appears in King John, 
when England is described as 

That pale, that white-fac'd shore, 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 
And coops from other lauds her islanders, 
Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 
The water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes.*

It may not be out of place to quote a parallel passage from 
the present laureate, in which he uses the same idea, though 
we cannot help feeling that the isolation of Britain is gradu 
ally becoming a thing of the past 

Ood bless the narrow set, 
Which keeps our Britain, whole within herself, 
A nation yet, the rulers and the ruled  
Some sense of duty, something of a faith, 
Some reverence for the laws ourselves have made, 
Some patient force to change them when we will. 
Some civic manhood firm again*! the crowd 

God bleu (be narrow sem» I 
I wish they were a whole Atlantic broad.}

I shall conclude this paper with the dying words of one 
whose name will ever be connected with this county, the 
great son of a great king, John of Gaunt, " time-honour1 d

  Cymbtline, Act iii, Scene 1. t King Joint, Act ii, Scene 1. 
J Trnnyson'f Primctu.
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"Lancaster,"   on his death-bed, with his bodily powers 
oozing away, his mind turns not so much to his own son, an 
exile in disgrace, but on the sorrows and dangers of his 
country, seeking to impart wholesome counsel to her rulers, 
and then, like " a prophet new inspired," pouring forth those 
noble words on the land of his nativity 

This royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle,
This earth of majesty, this leat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise ;
This fortress, built by nature for herself,
Against infection and the hand of war;
This happy breed of men, this little world;
This precious stonv set in Vie silver sea,
Which serves it in the office of a wall,
Or as a moat defensive to a house,
Against the envy of less happier lands ;
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this F.HOLIKD,
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,
Fear'd by their breed, and famous by their birth.

England, bonnd in with the triumphant sea, 
Whose rocky shore brats back the envious iieg« 
Of watery Neptune.*

  Richard II, Act U, Scene 1.
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