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BuaaTHuIA BpuTaHCbKM }KuBonuceub, rpadik i rpasep Cep AOxoH Finbept (1817-1897)
0C06/IMBO ACKPABO NMPOABMB CBi TaNAHT Y KHUMKKOBIM intocTpauii.

BiH npointocTpyBaB ManKe ycix HamBiAOMILLIMX aHININCbKKX noeTiB. Ocobaunso cnif
BiI3HAYNTK MOro 3BEPHEHHS A0 TBopYocTi Binbama LLekcnipa: linbepT, BiporigHo,
ctBopuB y 19 cToniTTi HanbinbLe intocTpaLin A0 TBOPYOCTI BennKkoro bapaa, Hixk 6yab-
XTO iHLWMNMN.

OAHMM i3 HaMaMOBITHILLNX NOro NPOEKTIB BYN0 INOCTPYBAHHA TPUTOMHOIO BUAAHHA
n’ec LWekcnipa, BuAaHoro 3a peaakuieto losapaa CrayHToHa (1810-1897) — BuaaTHoro
LWaXicTa | ICTOPUKA LWaxXiB, @ TAKOX NiTepaTypo3HaBLUA | A4OCNIAHUKA TBOPYOCTI
B.Wekcnipa.

Ans uboro BuaaHHA [xoH linbept ctBopmB mamke 750 intoctpauin, ocobamnsicTio
AKNX ByNa IX BKAKOYEHICTb Y TEKCT, @ He NybniKaLia OKpeMUMM apKyLamm, SK ue byno
NPUNHATO A0 HbOTO.

Y Bigaini pigkicHnx suaanb HB HIMY im. M. M. lparomaHoBa 36epiratotbcs ABa NepLimx
TOMM 3 LLbOTO TPUTOMHUKA, BUAAHUX LLLE NPU KUTTI XYA0KHUKA:
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Arn. What meanest thou ? i Bover. Renowned Pompey !

Cosr. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, Bmon. Greater than great, great, great, great
the poor wench is cast away: she’s quick; the | Pompey! Pompey the huge!
child brags in her belly already ; ’t is yours. Duar. Hector trembles.

Ary. Dost thou infamonize me among poten- Bmon. Pompey is moved:—Move Ates, more
tates 2 thou shalt die. Ates; stir them on! stir them on!

Cost. Then shall Heetor be whipped for Jaque- Dow. Hector will challenge him.
netta that is quick by him; and hanged for Brmox. Ay, if he have no more man’s blood
Pompey that is dead by him. in’s belly than will sup a flea.

Dunt. Most rare Pompey ! Ary. By the north pole, I do challenge thee.
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ACT V.

SCENE I.—Mantua.

Enter RoMEo.

Rom. If T may trust the flattering eye? of
sleep,
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand :
My bosom’s lord sits lightly in his throne ;
And, all this day, an unaccustom’d spirit

& Flattering eye of sleep,—] This is according to the earliest copy.
The subsequent editions have *“ truth of sleep,” which is still less
intelligible. By ‘‘eye of sleep,” Shakespeare perhaps meant
vision, view, prospect. Thus, in ** King John,” Act II. Sc. 1.:—

“ These flags of France, that are advanced here
Before the eye and prospect of your town."”
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Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts.

I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ;

(Strange dream! that gives a dead man leave to
think,)

And breath’d such life with kisses in my lips,

That I reviv’d, and was an emperor.

Ah me! how sweet is love itself possess’d,

‘When but love’s shadows are so rich in joy.

And in ““ Much Ado about Nothing,” Act IV. Sc. 1:—
“ And every lovely organ of her life
Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit,
More moving—delicate and full of life,
Into the eye and prospect of his soul.”






Stk To. And with what wing the stannyel * | she may command me: I serve her; she is my
checks at it! lady. Why, this is evident to any formal capa-
Max. 7 may command where I adore. Why, | city; there is no obstruction in this;—and the
end,—what should that alphabetical position por-
t tend ? if T could make that resemble something in

(#) O1d text. stallion - corrected by Hanmer. | me,—Softly !—21, 0, 4, T.—
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K. Rica. Come, come, you are too bitter.
Ducn. Either thou wilt die, by God’s just
ordinance,
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ;
Or I with grief and éxtreme age shall perish,
And never look upon* thy face again.
Therefore, take with thee my most heavy T curse ;

(*) First folio, never more behold. (+) First folio, grecvous.
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Which, m the day of battle, tire thee more,
Than all the edmplete armour that thou wear’st !
My prayers on the adverse party fight ;
And there the little souls of Edward’s children
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies,
And promise them success and victory.
Bloody thou art, bloody will he thy end ;
Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend
| Bxit.
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