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Thou hast, for Jesus' sake, in touehing tones
Deigned for dear rest halif piteoùs to implore,
And cursed .ths hand that:should remove thy

bones.
Oh, if n e, giddy, could irreverent cali,
Conmand theC inpionsqf.om thy fouînd abode,
As Samuel disquieted' by Sut,.
Could vex thee lin the bosom of thy God,
Thee greatly graciolis and maLestiail,
Who in thy page as vith linctiaiter's rod,
Cen riove the living sense, and yet the soul

enthraill

Away i fond thouglt,-this longue is dreaming,
Soiemn, yet fintaistieseeinig,-
What doth foolish seeming say ?
lHendcei the merry mor is beaming,

And the night,
At the light, .

Robed in darkness fies away.
Ovèr billi over daIe,
Over park, over plne,

And along the brown lieatî lhere yet muists hang
grey.

Ah, ah1 the brown hîeath i
Methinks that lacbeth

At those oitinotis words shal comehomewards
this way,

And the bags of perdition,
(Obstriicting his marches,
Liké Furies ivith torches,)
Auvaking ambition
Of kingly condition,

Mayaectlhim, and lead the brave vatrrior astray.
'Tis the hour
Of thy power

And we are thy power compelled to obey;
To follöiw the feeling,

Thougi the moments are goldenily glidiig away;
Wliilst tion seiiest to bover,
Ourselves like a lover

At the feet of bis. niistress reclining ialf-
knîeeling;

Or as et a shrine
Seine pâle Devotee
Before it, divime
With'*still bendeil kntee,

Yetloiger aid longer wotid linger topray
So, ShaLkespeare, thou art aS; Sovereign in

Sway.

Tien sway, Magician, loviigly we linger,
And, all unhiaraîssed by isîtrist's alirimîs
Behold thes trace with ait tii titering linger
Celestial sigts and iAe.lmeroiiin charmlS;
Borne, as by Oherub o tliygeciis' wing, or
Ledor traisporieid bylthymighty rms
Spectators of thy spectres, tLiiein aimong, or

midst magie surites' in Myriionian swmiiis
0f uberonî snd'Titanii, yét thai Titans stron"er,
To nuleasi tlieeleieits, the Sires of storms ;
Those dred Athletes, wiiose brswihig exercises
Were sports and spleens the Olympiaiins didi

em111ploy,
The goads wierewiti Gods drove forth old Ain-

chises
Decrepmit, from the burning strects of'Troy;-
So thol, JlosVe's greater, :latiher of sirpurises,
Sitting Godlike, vith iecate in lier car,
Betwixt the greent sea (whîilst the surge arises)
And valit of aznre settest roariiig.war.

These deeds divine
Arc truly thine

More potent t theiii ii' witcies thiat thonî drewest
aliifliend hialf heldam, terriblest and truîest

Of weird creatures ;-oi* tiy Prospero,
Detlroied king and deîily injured tian,
Who, ci the teipest-vexed. Bermidean Isle,
Did lold in thrall the brutisli Caliban,

And stern comnpel,
Pelore his staff was broken and book was

drowrned,
The faithfuilphantom, d .iy giel,
WViths conjiîration to gris g gd go1

(Deserting sainny downis and bosky dell,)
And do.his.biddiii throîgh the frost-baked

ground.
Thou art imOr'edread

Than thy se outragedä nd .iiointëd dead,
Wliose living nod cold coive tfs Polack ost;

Mors feaIful found,
Wlhei forth he stalks the unîiniealed ghost
a i murdered. Deiiiiark on her nihlit-héîng coast,
And treads, îî ïvhen iii life the sllen rmnioparts

round. . i
lAlas,eor.ghost

For thon milst fde wheni wanes.tie o pale
glow;

No more be found
On carthly groùnd.

Must vaiislh,wlien the.niorinig cock doth crow:
But lbs wio called thes forth fron floods of fire
Unbarred the doors of duirance te tliy:wo,
Who made :liy sont to q'ail et thee his sire
And bade thes back uto thy prison go,

Endure thy pains,
Restime thy chains,

Ie, thy creautor, here reiuiis-
Tholigh, like thee, dead
flis lonored head,

Rears, and all others to it iow.
Revered Shakespeare,
Naine dread yet decar,

Bleyond the paie of flight ni' fear,
On thy serene and solemni brow
Ne,' fear nir time doth furrow' plougli

We sec it steady as a Star 
That lives and lunes ii deihs afar;

Thy ile ou high
Doth still de y

The rust of peace, the din o f war
Its pedestal and base, iaikind,
Tle firmn fonidations of the inind,
Wlhichi shall survive wlîen n'ar is done,
Growii blank the stars and dark the suu,
The Universe no ienger foi.nil,
Ail galaxies, all globes are ge
And mîatter leaves io w'reek beliind

Tiei, hailli thou Prince of Oesy,
Swvect singer, child of,hariony;
Who is thiy herald ? Where is lie
That shall inîroîïounce titinle culogy?
What sonl shall cauint thy lof'ty ýly
Or pile for thee the ?aegyrie?
Who dare, on foot ni' feasiiig,'rush
Obscene upon tue. biîriîing bush
0f these greit rites, nei hold it iet
To take the'sanlîils fro his te'et?
Who, in, tii3y iative iand, c rthie,
Perforin thine Atiotheosis?
Oh, imiay w'e in this humble hall,
Wlilst imyriads uponî thee .ail
In imaniy c land, 'îienth many ipile,
But chief where, in thy native Isle,
In lire thou took'st by TThanes thy way'
Or wlierc by Avon tiheon lidst stray,
Rietirning whein thy locks wvere grey,
Begniled, the fic; seens descry
'T'hy hovering, visionary eye:-
OI, m1ay we liere, fir, fti way
Ini space, as time, t y llace, tihy d'ay,
Beware pîresenît to-ties strange lire,
Nor, if no promîpting love itîspire,
Rash-handed, dreanîi to strike the lyre;

Prestiime to cest,
WiLh lielediless aste

Uifragranît .ilcense Oit tline ddorous pyre;
utt as Parsee adores the sunit......

As loveras'eck their lovers' -es,
As drOps int ecrih other ri',
As vapors seek tue cloudy skies,
As imelancholy. îmids the ioon
And yeari ilie saints foi Paradise,

Even so would ve
Uesire coumit nion vith the .e.

Thou Great Unseen, Inpassive Shade,


