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MACBETH e
@k

When a person is asked to tell the story of Macbeth, he can tell two stories. One is of a man called
Macbeth who came to the throne of Scotland by a crime in the year
of our Lord 1039, and rei gned justly and well, on the whole, for fifteen
years or more. This story is part of Scottish history. The other story

IS
sues from a place called Imagination; it is gloomy and wonderful,

and you shall hear it.

A ;
year or two before Edward the Confessor began to rule England, a

battle was won in Scotland against a Norwegian King by two generals
named Macbeth and Banquo. After the battle, the generals walked

together towards Forres, in Elginshire, where Duncan, King of

Scotland, was awaiting them.

“’hile thC\. \ 1
ing a lone]) healh, UIC_V saw three bearded women. sisters, hand in hand
9 b | 3

withered in appearance and wild in their attire.
“Speak, who are vou?” demanded Macbeth.
“Hail, Macbeth, chieftain of Glamis,” said the first woman.
“Hail, Macbeth, chieftain of Cawdor,” said the second woman.
“Hail. Macbeth. King that is to be,” said the third woman.

Then Banquo asked, “What of me?” and the third woman replied, “Thou shalt
be the father of kings.”

b . “Tell me more.” said Macbeth. “By my father’s death I am chieftain of Glamis,
ut the chieftain of Cawdor lives, and the King lives, and his children live. Speak, I charge you!”

The women replied only by vanishing, as though suddenly mixed with the air.

B

anquo and Macbeth knew then that they had been addressed by witches, and were discussing their
prophecies when two nobles approached. One of them thanked Macbeth, in the King’s name, for his
military services, and the other said, “He bade me call you chieftain of Cawdor.”

Macbe
th then learned that the man who had yesterday borne that title was to die for treason, and he
could not help thinking, “The third witch called me, King that is to be.”

«Banquo,” he said, Y

therefore, that your child and

Banquo frowned. Duncan

that his son Fleance should
tempt them both into villainy by
the prophecy that he should be Kin

in a letter.

[Lady Macbeth was the grand-
against the King who preceded Duncan, and by

Duncan was a reminder of

ou see that the witches spok

had two sons, Malcolm and Don

rule Scotland. He told Macbeth tha

bitter wrongs. Her hus

e truth concerning me. Do you not believe,

grandchild will be kings?”
sloyal to hope

ntended to

thought

s wife

albain, and he deemed it di
t the witches might have 1
rone. Macbeth, howeVver.

their prophecies concerning the th
and he mentioned it tO hi

g too pleasant 10 keep to himself,

had died in defending his crown

daughter of a King of Scotland who

whose order her only
od in his veins, an

brother was slain. To her,

band had royal blo d when she

read his letter, she was determined that he should be King.

When a messenger arrived to inform her that Duncan would pas

s a night 1n Macbeth’s castle, she

nerved herself for a very base action.

She told Macbeth almost as soon as she saw him that D
meant that Duncan must die, and that the dead are blind.

uneasily, and at night, with his memory full of Duncan’s Kin

guest.

“Would you live a coward?” demanded Lady Macbe

cowardice were the same.

uncan must spend a sunless mOrrow. She
«We will speak further,” said Macbeth

d words, he would fain have spared his
th, who seems to have thought that morality and

4] dare do all that may become a man,” replied Macbeth; “who dare do

more is none.”

“Why did you write that letter to me?” she inquired fiercely, and with

bitter words she egged him on to murder, and with cunning words she

showed him how to do it.

After supper Duncan went to bed, and two grooms were placed on guard
at his bedroom door. Lady Macbeth caused them to drink wine till they
were stupefied. She then took their daggers and would have killed the
King herself if his sleeping face had not looked like her father’s.

Macbeth came later, and found the daggers lying by the grooms; and soon with red hands he appeared

before his wife, saying, “Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more! Macbeth destroys the

sleeping.”
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Wash your hands,” said she. “Why did you not leave the daggers by the grooms? Take them back,

and smear the grooms with blood.”
“] dare not,” said Macbeth.

His wife dared, and she returned to him with hands red as his own. but a heart less white, she proudly

told him. for she scorned his fear.

The murderers heard a knocking, and Macbeth wished it was a knocking which could wake the dead.
It was the knocking of Macduff, the chieftain of Fife, who had been told by Duncan to visit him early.

Macbeth went to him, and showed him the door of the King’s room

Macduff entered, and came out again crying, “O horror!

horror! horror!™

Macbeth appeared as horror-stricken as Macduff, and
pretending that he could not bear to see life in Duncan’s

murderers, he slew the two grooms with their own daggers

before they could proclaim their innocence.

These murders did not shriek out, and Macbeth was crowned at Scone. One of Duncan’s sons went
to Ireland, the other to England. Macbeth was King. But he was discontented. The prophecy
concerning Banquo oppressed his mind. If Fleance were to rule, a son of Macbeth would not rule.
Macbeth determined. therefore, to murder both Banquo and his son. He hired two ruffians, who slew

Banguo one night when he was on his way with Fleance to a banquet which Macbeth was giving to

his nobles. Fleance escaped.

Meanwhile Macbeth and his Queen received their guests very graciously, and he expressed a wish for

them which has been uttered thousands of times since his day—“Now good digestion wait on appetite,
and health on both.”

“We pray your Majesty to sit with us,” said Lennox, a Scotch noble; but ere Macbeth could reply, the
ghost of Banquo entered the banqueting hall and sat in Macbeth’s place.

Not noticing the ghost, Macbeth observed that, if Banquo were present, he could say that he had
collected under his roof the choicest chivalry of Scotland. Macduff, however, had curtly declined his

invitation.

The King was again pressed to take a seat, and Lennox, to whom Banquo’s ghost was invisible,

showed him the chair where it sat.

aw it like a form of mist and blood. and he

But Macbeth, with his €yes of genius, saw the ghost. He

N ()79
demanded passionately. «Which of you have done this’ o
id, anst not say I did 1t.”
Still none saw the ghost but he, and to the ghost Macbeth said, “Thou ¢
' e “to the general JOY
The ghost glided out and Macbeth was impudent enough to raise a glass of wine

o~ 2%
ar friend Banquo, whom W€ miss.

of the whole table, and to our de

host of Banquo entered for the second time.

The toast was drunk as the g |
s! Hide in the earth, thou horrible sh

. indles
“Begone!” cried Macheth. “You are senseless, mind]

Again none saw the ghost but he.

«“What is it your Majesty sees?” asked one of the nobles.

The Queen dared not permit an answer 10 be given to this question. She hurriedly

to quit a sick man who was likely to grow worse if he was obliged to talk.

prophecies had s0

Macbeth, however, was well enough next day to converse with the witches whose

depraved him.

: L i e
He found them in a cavern on a thunderous day. They were revolving round a cauldron in which wer

boiling particles of many strange and horrible creatures, and they knew he was coming before he

arrived.
«“Answer me what I ask you,” said the King.

“Would you rather hear it from us or our masters?” asked the first witch.

“Call them.,” replied Macbeth.

Thereupon the witches poured blood into the cauldron and grease into the flame that licked it, and a

helmeted head appeared with the visor on, so that Macbeth could only see its eyes.

He was speaking to the head, when the first witch said gravely, “He knows thy thought,” and a voice
in the head said, “Macbeth, beware Macduff, the chieftain of Fife.” The head then descended Into the

cauldron till it disappeared.
“One word more,” pleaded Macbeth.

“He will not be commanded.” said the first witch, and then a crowned child ascended from the

cauldron bearing a tree in his hand The child said-
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“Macbeth shall be unconquerable til]

The Wood of Birnam climbs Dunsinane Hill.”

That will never be.” said Macbeth: and he

Scotland.

ask ! ;
ked to be told if Banquo’s descendants would ever rule

: - M

Then he was suddenly left alone.

E;Z ?cr\\;t proceeding was to send murderers to Macduffs castle. They did not find Macduff. and asked
“Th_ :cdtle where he was. She gave a stinging answer, and her questioner called Macduff a traitor.

ou lCSl.. shouted Macduff’s little son, who was immediately stabbed, and with his last breath
entreated his mother to fly. The murderers did not leave the castle while one of its inmates remained

alive.

h1a d y - - - -
cduff was in England listening, with Malcolm, to a doctor’s tale of cures wrought by Edward the
C ’ - - .

onfessor when his friend Ross came to tell him that his wife and children were no more. At first

R i R :
.oss dared not speak the truth, and turn Macduff’s bright sympathy with sufferers relieved by royal
virtue into sorrow and hatred. But when Malcolm said that England was sending an army into

Scotland against Macbeth, Ross blurted out his news, and Macduff cried, “A4/l dead, did you

say? All my pretty ones and their mother? Did you say all?”

His sorry hope was in revenge, but if he could have looked into Macbeth’s castle on Dunsinane Hill
he would have seen at work a force more solemn than revenge. Retribution was working, for Lad}:
Macbeth was mad. She walked in her sleep amid ghastly dreams. She was wont to wash her hands
for a quarter of an hour at a time; but after all her washing, would still see a red spot of blood upon
her skin. It was pitiful to hear her cry that all the perfumes of Arabia could not sweeten her little hand.

“Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased?” inquired Macbeth of the doctor, but the doctor replied

that his patient must minister to her own mind. This reply gave Macbeth a scorn of medicine. “Throw

physic to the dogs,” he said; “I’ll none of 1t.”

One day he heard a sound of women crying. An officer approached him and said, “The Queen, your
Majesty, is dead.” “Out, brief candle,” muttered Macbeth, meaning that life was like a candle, at the

mercy of a puff of air. He did not weep; he was too familiar with death.

y a messenger told him that he saw Birnam Wood on the march.

Presentl
4 slave, and thre

Macbeth called hi

he had made a mistake. “If

m a liar and atened to hang him if

you are right you can hang me,” he said.

nsinane Castle, Birnam Wood did

r of the English army held

hat wood, and like

From the turrel windows of Du

pear to be marching. Every soldie

indeed ap
h he had cut from a tree 1n 1

aloft a bough whic

human trees they climbed Dunsinane Hill.

or die, and the first thing he did was 10
that no man could fight him and

im, “Go back: I have spilt

s courage. He went 1o hattle to conquer

Macbeth had still hi
son in single combat. Macbeth then felt

kill the English general’s

live. and when Macduff came 1o him blazing for revenge, Macbeth said to h

too much of your blood already.”

“My voice is in my sword,” replied Macduff, and hacked at him and bade him yield.

“I will not yield!” said Macbeth, but his last hour had struck. He fell.
ng’s head by the

Macheth’s men were in retreat when Macduff came before Malcolm holding a Ki

hatr.
“Hail, King!” he said; and the new King looked at the old.
So Malcolm reigned after Macbeth; but in years that came afterwards the descendants of Banquo

were kings.

Wacduff, Thave of Fife Three witches Walcolw, Duncans son &
heir +o his throwe
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ROMEO AND JULIET

Once upon a time there lived in Verona two great families named Montagu and Capulet. They were
both rich. and I suppose they were as sensible, in most things, as other rich people. But in one thing
they were extremely silly. There was an old, old quarrel between the two families, and instead of
making it up like reasonable folks, they made a sort of pet of their quarrel, and would not let it die
out. So that a Montagu wouldn’t speak to a Capulet if he met one in the street-nor a Capulet to a
Montagu—or if they did speak, it was to say rude and unpleasant things, which often ended in a fight.
And their relations and servants were just as foolish, so that street fights and duels and

uncomfortablenesses of that kind were always growing out of the Montagu-and-Capulet quarrel.

Now Lord Capulet, the head of that family, gave a party— a grand supper and a dance—and he was so
hospitable that he said anyone might come to it except (of course) the Montagues. But there was a
voung Montagu named Romeo, who very much wanted to be there, because Rosaline, the lady he
loved. had been asked. This lady had never been at all kind to him, and he had no reason to love her;
but the fact was that he wanted to love somebody, and as he hadn’t seen the right lady, he was obliged
to love the wrong one. So to the Capulet’s grand party he came, with his friends Mercutio and

Benvolio.

Old Capulet welcomed him and his two friends very kindly—and
voung Romeo moved about among the crowd of courtly folk dressed
in their velvets and satins, the men with jeweled sword hilts and

collars, and the ladies with brilliant gems on breast and arms, and

stones of price set in their bright girdles. Romeo was in his best too,

and though he wore a black mask over his eyes and nose, everyone could see by his mouth and his

hair. and the way he held his head, that he was twelve times handsomer than anyone else in the room.

Presently amid the dancers he saw a lady so beautiful and so lovable that from that moment he never
again gave one thought to that Rosaline whom he had thought he loved. And he looked at this other
fair lady, as she moved in the dance in her white satin and pearls, and all the world seemed vain and

worthless to him compared with her. And he was saying this, or something like it, when Tybalt, Lady
ary, went at once

Capulet’s nephew, hearing his voice, knew him to be Romeo. Tybalt, being very an,
to his uncle, and told him how a Montagu had come uninvited to the feast; but old Capulet was too
fine a gentleman to be discourteous to any man under his own roof, and he bade Tybalt be quiet. But

this young man only waited for a chance to quarrel with Romeo.

W —
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the meantime Romeo made his way to the fair lady, and told her in sweet

rds that he loved her, and kissed her. Just then her mother sent for her, and

WO

the
was Juliet. the daughter of Lord Capulet, his sworn fo

n Romeo found out that the lady on whom he had set his heart’s hopes

e. So he went away,

sorrowing indeed, but loving her none the less.

Then Juliet said to her nurse:

«who is that gentleman that would not dance?”

«His name is Romeo. and a Montagu, the only son of your great enemy,” answered the nurse.

er the beautiful green-grey garden,

Then Juliet went 10 her room, and looked out of her window, oV
arden among the trees—because he

where the moon Wwas shining. And Romeo was hidden in that g

could not bear to g0 right away without trying to see her again. So she—not knowing him to be there—

loved Romeo.

spoke her secret thought aloud, and told the quiet garden how she
he looked up and saw her fair face

And Romeo heard and was glad beyond measure. Hidden below,

in the moonlight, framed in the blossoming creepers that grew round her window. and as he looked

and listened, he felt as though he had been carried away in a dream, and set down by some magician

- that beautiful and enchanted garden.

« Ah-why are you called Romeo?” said Juliet. “Since I love you, what does it matter what you are

cal]c d?”
«Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized-henceforth I never will be Rome

into the full white moonlight from the shade of the cypresses and oleanders that had hidden him.

0.” he cried, stepping

She was frightened at first, but when she saw that it was Romeo himself, and no stranger, she too was
glad, and, he standing in the garden below and she leaning from the window, they spoke long together,
each one trying to find the sweetest words in the world, to make that pleasant talk that lovers use.

And the tale of all they said, and the sweet music their voices made together, is all set down in a

golden book, where you children may read it for yourselves some day.

And the time passed so quickly, as it does for folk who love each other and are together, that when

the time came to part, it seemed as though they had met but that moment— and indeed they hardly

knew how to part.

«I will send to you to-morrow,” said Juliet.
And so at last, with lingering and longing, they said good-bye.
Juliet went into her room, and a dark curtain bid her bright window. Romeo went away through the

still and dewy garden like a man in a dream.
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The next morning, very early, Romeo went to Friar Laurence, a priest, and, telling him all the story,

begged him to marry him to Juliet without delay. And this, after some talk, the priest consented to do.

So when Juliet sent her old nurse to Romeo that day to know what he purposed to do, the old woman

took back a message that all was well, and all things ready for the marriage of Juliet and Romeo on

the next morning.

The young lovers were afraid to ask their parents’ consent to their marriage, as
voung people should do, because of this foolish old quarrel between the
Capulets and the Montagues.

And Friar Laurence was willing to help the young lovers secretly, because he
thought that when they were once married their parents might soon be told, and
that the match might put a happy end to the old quarrel.

So the next morning early, Romeo and Juliet were married at Friar Laurence’s cell, and parted with
tears and kisses. And Romeo promised to come into the garden that evening, and the nurse got ready
a rope-ladder to let down from the window, so that Romeo could climb up and talk to his dear wife

quietly and alone.

But that verv day a dreadful thing happened.

Tybalt, the young man who had been so vexed at Romeo’s going to the Capulet’s feast, met him and
his two friends, Mercutio and Benvolio, in the street, called Romeo a villain, and asked him to fight.
Romeo had no wish to fight with Juliet’s cousin, but Mercutio drew his sword, and he and Tybalt

fought. And Mercutio was killed. When Romeo saw that this friend was dead, he forgot everything
except anger at the man who had killed him, and he and Tybalt fought till Tybalt fell dead.

So, on the very day of his wedding, Romeo killed his dear Juliet’s cousin, and was sentenced to be
banished. Poor Juliet and her young husband met that night indeed; he climbed the rope-ladder among

the flowers, and found her window, but their meeting was a sad one, and they parted with bitter tears

and hearts heavy, because they could not know when they should meet again.

Now Juliet’s father, who. of course, had no idea that she was married, wished her to wed a gentleman
named Paris, and was so angry when she refused, that she hurried away to ask Friar Laurence what
she should do. He advised her to pretend to consent, and then he said:

“] will give you a draught that will make you seem to be dead for two days, and then when they take
you to church it will be to bury you, and not to marry you. They will put you in the vault thinking you
are dead, and before you wake up Romeo and I will be there to take care of you. Will you do this, or
are you afraid?”

went home and told her father she would

t to me of fear!” said Juliet. And she

«f will do 1t o “well. then this would have been 2

If she had spoken out and told her father the truth . .

different story. ’
ting his friends and getting

ry much pleased to get his own way. and set about invi '
| to do, and very little

Everyone stayed up all night, for there was 2 great dea
ied because he saw sh

Lord Capulet was Ve

the wedding feastr cady.
Capulet was anxious to get Juliet marr

y fretting about her husband Romeo, but her father thought

hought marriage would give her somethin

e was very unhappy-

. to do itin. Lord )
oy she was grieving

Of course she was reall

to think
for the death of her cousin Tybalt, and he t. g else to

e e would

Early
1ot wake, and at last the nurse cried out suddenly—

in the morning the nurse came (o call Juliet, and to dress her for her wedding; but sh

«Alas! alas! help! help! my lady’s dead! Oh, well-a-day that ever [ was born!”
d Capulet, and Lord Paris, the bridegroom. There lay

Lady Capulet came running in, and then Lor
weeping could not wake her. So it was a burying that

Juliet cold and white and lifeless, and all their

day instead of a marrying. Meantime Friar Laurence had sent a messenger to Mantua with a letter to

Romeo telling him of all these things; and all would have been well, only the messenger was delayed,

and could not go.

But ill news travels fast. Romeo’s servant who knew the secret of the marriage.

but not of Juliet’s pretended death, heard of her funeral, and hurried to Mantua to

tell Romeo how his young wife was dead and lying in the grave.
“Is it s0?” cried Romeo, heart-broken. “Then I will lie by Juliet’s side to-night.”

And he bought himself a poison, and went straight back to Verona. He hastened to the tomb where
Tuliet was lying. It was not a grave, but a vault. He broke open the door, and was just going down the

stone steps that led to the vault where all the dead Capulets lay, when he heard a voice behind him

calling on him to stop.
It was the Count Paris, who was to have married Juliet that very day.

“How dare you come here and disturb the dead bodies of the Capulets, you vile Montagu?” cried

Paris.
Poor Romeo, half mad with sorrow, yet tried to answer gently.
“You were told.” said Paris, “that if you returned to Verona you must die.”

“I must indeed,” said Romeo. “I came here for nothing else. Good, gentle youth—

leave me! Oh, go—before I do you any harm! I love you better than myself—go—

leave me here—"

10
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Then Paris said. “I def
L CS ald. ] ! ' \ ' & . !
defy you, and I arrest you as a felon.” and Romeo, in his anger and despair, drew
his sword. They fought, and Paris was killed
) L B . :
As Romeo’s sword pierced him. Paris cried—

o R 7 s
Oh, I am slain! If thou be merciful, open the tomb. and lay me with Juliet!”

And Romeo said, “In faith I will.”

And he carried the dead man into the tomb and laid him by the dear Juliet’s side. Then he kneeled by
Juliet and spoke to her, and held her in his arms, and kissed her cold lips, believing that she was dead,
while all the while she was coming nearer and nearer to the time of her awakening. Then he drank

the poison, and died beside his sweetheart and wife.

Now came Friar Laurence when 1t was too late, and saw all that had happened—and then poor Juliet
woke out of her sleep to find her husband and her friend both dead beside her.

The noise of the fight had brought other folks to the place too, and Friar Laurence, hearing them, ran
away, and Juliet was left alone. She saw the cup that had held the poison, and knew how all had
happened. and since no poison was left for her, she drew her Romeo’s dagger and thrust it through
her heart-and so. falling with her head on her Romeo’s breast, she died. And here ends the story of

these faithful and most unhappy lovers.

And when the old folks knew from Friar Laurence of all that had befallen, they sorrowed exceedingly,
and now, seeing all the mischief their wicked quarrel had wrought, they repented them of it, and over

the bodies of their dead children they clasped hands at last, in friendship and forgiveness.

Romeo Juliet

Capulet
A
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

ps were on nearly every sea, and he
Although proud of his riches, he

he wants of his friends, among

Antonio Was 4 rich and prosperous merchant of Venice. His shi

iraded with Portuga i
as very generot with them, and delighted to use them in relieving 1
W |

whom his relation,

|, with Mexico, with England, and with India.

Bassanio, held the first place.

and
e many another gay and gallant gentleman, was reckless and extravagant,

Now Bassanio, ik
e end of his fortune, but was also unable to pa

nding that he had not only come to th y his creditors,

f1

he went tO Antonio for further help.

d I have thought of a plan to pa¥

“To you, Antonio,” he said, “T owe the most in money and in love: an

everything I owe if you will but help me.”

«Gay what [ can do, and it shall be done,” answered his friend.

left, and from all quarters of the globe renowned

Then said Bassanio, “In Belmont is a lady richly
but because she is beautiful and good as well.

suitors come to woo her, not only because she is rich,

She looked o

n me with such favor when last we met, that I feel sure that I should win her away from

all rivals for her love had I but the means to go to Belmont, where she lives.”

«A1l my fortunes,” said Antonio, “are at sea, and so I have no ready money; but luckily my credit 1S

good in Venice, and I will borrow for you what you need.”

There was living in Venice at this time a rich money-lender, named Shylock. Antonio despised and

very much, and treated him with the greatest harshness and scorn. He would thrust

disliked this man
n spit on him. Shylock submitted to all these

him, like a cur, over his threshold. and would eve
e for revenge on the rich,

indignities with a patient shrug; but deep in his heart he cherished a desir
> thought

smug merchant. For Antonio both hurt his pride and injured his business. “But for him,
Shylock, “I should be richer by half a million ducats. On the market place, and wherever he can, he

denounces the rate of interest I charge, and—worse than that-he lends out money freely.”

Qo when Bassanio came to him to ask for a loan of three thousand ducats to Antonio for three months,

Shylock hid his hatred, and turning to Antonio, said—‘Harshly as you have treated me, | would be

friends with you and have your love. So | will lend you the money and charge you no interest. But,

just for fun, you shall sign a bond in which it shall be agreed that if you do not repay me in three

months’ time. then I shall have the right to a pound of your flesh, to be cut from what part of your

body I choose.”

“No.” cried Bassanio to his friend, “you shall run no such risk for me.”

12



“Why, fear not.” sai 10, IPS Wi
\ ot,” said Antonio, “my ships will be home a month before the time. I will sign the bond.”

Thus I?assanio was furnished with the means to go to Belmont, there to woo the lovely Portia. The
\'c‘,r_\' night he started, the money-lender’s pretty daughter, Jessica, ran away from her father’s house
with her lover, and she took with her from her father’s hoards some bags of ducats and precious stones.
Shylock’s grief and anger were terrible to see. His love for her changed to hate. “1 would she were
dead at my feet and the jewels in her ear,” he cried. His only comfort now was in hearing of the

serious losses which had befallen Antonio, some of whose ships were wrecked. “Let him look to his

hond.” said Shylock, “let him look to his bond.”

Meanwhile Bassanio had reached Belmont, and had visited the fair Portia. He found, as he had told
Antonio, that the rumor of her wealth and beauty had drawn to her suitors from far and near. But to
all of them Portia had but one reply. She would only accept that suitor who would pledge himself to
abide by the terms of her father’s will. These were conditions that frightened away many an ardent
wooer. For he who would win Portia’s heart and hand, had to guess which of three caskets held her

portrait. If he guessed anght, then Portia would be his bride; if wrong, then he was bound by oath

never to reveal which casket he chose, never to marry, and to go away at once.

The caskets were of gold, silver, and lead. The gold one bore this

inscription:—“Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire;” the

silver one had this:—*Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves;”

while on the lead one were these words:—Who chooseth me must give

and hazard all he hath.” The Prince of Morocco, as brave as he was black,

was among the first to submit to this test. He chose the gold casket, for
he said neither base lead nor silver could contain her picture. So be chose

ERNES" (he gold casket, and found inside the likeness of what many men desire—

death.

After him came the haughty Prince of Arragon, and saying, “Let me have what [ deserve—surely |

deserve the lady,” he chose the silver one, and found inside a fool’s head. “Did [ deserve no more

than a fool’s head?” he cried.

Then at last came Bassanio, and Portia would have delayed him from making his choice from very
“But.” said Bassanio, “let

fear of his choosing wrong. For she loved him dearly, even as he loved her.

me choose at once, for, as I am, I live upon the rack.”
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and play while her gallant lover made his choice. And

bring musIc
the while. “Mere

e caskets—the musicians playing softly
still deceived with ornament, and so no gaudy

ence!” And opening it, he

a bade her servants to
oath and walked up to th
< to be despised. The world is
hoose the lead casket: joy be the consequ
med to her and asked if it were true that she w

Then Porti

ning silver forme. 1 €
as his.

gold or shi
portrait inside, and he tu

found fair Portia’s
se is yours, and with them I give you

«yes.” said Portia, “I am yours, and this hou

this ring, from which you must never part.”

that he could hardly speak for joy; found words to swear

le he lived.

And Bassanio, saying
that he would never part with the ring whi
1gers came from Venice to tell
Iment of the bond.

| his happiness was dashed with sorrow, for messcl

t Shylock demanded from the Duke the fulfi
ant’s flesh. Portia was as grieved as Bass

Then suddenly al

him that Antonio was ruined, and tha
anio to

under which he was entitled to a pound of the merch

hear of the danger which threatened his friend.

ke me to church and make me your wife. and then go to Venice at once to help

«First,” she said, “ta
you money enough to pay his debt twenty times over.”

your friend. You shall take with

ne, Portia went after him, and arrived in Venice disguised

wyer Bellario, whom the Duke of Venice
pound of Antonio’s flesh.

d withdraw his

But when her newly-made husband had go

as a lawyer, and with an introduction from a celebrated la

had called in to deci
When the Court met, Bassanio offe

claim. But the money-lender’s only answer was—

de the legal questions raised by Shylock’s claim to a
red Shylock twice the money borrowed, if he woul

“If every ducat in SIX thousand ducats,

Were in six parts, and every part a ducat,

[ would not draw them,—I would have my bond.”

--

en that Portia arrived in her disguise, and not even her own

A Ao b

[t was th
husband knew her. The Duke gave her welcome on account of the

settlement of the case to her.
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great Bellario’s introduction, and left the

eaties. “I will have the

Then in noble words she bade Shylock have mercy. But he was deaf to her entr

pound of flesh,” was his reply.

“What have you to say?” asked Portia of the merchant.
14



PR AT

AT

But little,” he answered: “1 am armed and well prepared.”
Ihe Court awards you a pound of Antonio’s flesh,” said Portia to the money-lender.

”\1 \\ } . "“ ' . [ ' " .
ost nighteous judge!™ cried Shylock. “A sentence: come, prepare.

e

Larry a hittle. This bond gives you no rght to Antonio’s blood. only to his flesh. I,

then, you spill a drop of his blood, all your property will be forfeited to the State.

Such 1s the Law.”

And Shylock, in s fear, said, “Then I will take Bassanio’s offer,”

“No,” said Portia sternly, “you shall have nothing but your bond, Take your pound of flesh, but
remember, that 1f you take more or less, even by the weight of a hair, vou will lose your property and

vour hife.”

Shylock now grew very much frightened. “Give me my three thousand ducats that I lent him, and let

him go."

Bassanmo would have paid it to him, but said Portia, “No! He shall have nothing but his bond.”

“You, a foreigner,” she added, “have sought to take the life of a Venetian citizen, and thus by the

Venetian law, your life and goods are forfeited. Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke.”

I'hus were the tables turned, and no mercy would have been shown to Shylock had it not been for
Antomio. As 1t was, the money-lender forfeited half his fortune to the State, and he had to settle the

other half on his daughter’s husband, and with this he had to be content.

Bassanio, in his gratitude to the clever lawyer, was induced to part with the ring his wife had given
him, and with which he had promised never to part, and when on his return to Belmont he confessed
as much to Portia, she seemed very angry, and vowed she would not be friends with him until she had
her ring again. But at last she told him that it was she who, in the disguise of the lawyer, had saved

his friend’s life, and got the ring from him. So Bassanio was forgiven, and made happier than ever, to

know how rich a prize he had drawn in the lottery of the caskets.

PoRiA @ ANTONIO 4

Saves Antonio's life A good friend to
; Bassanio
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