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THE RELATIONS OF THE INDUSTRY OF CANADA WITEI THE MOTHER COUNTRYAND TSE UNITED STATES, &c., &c. Edited by Henry J Morgan, Corresponding Memberof the Nev Yorlc listorcalS30ciey, and author of sketches of celebrated Canadi-nz, &c.
Our review of this boolk is thrust out of this the volume deserves a place in every Canadian

number for want of space. It will appear iii ouir library.
next issue. li the meanu while, -we iay say that

Oun READEIs will observe that in this montli's issue we have added te our usual size
the following four pages, containing an "Ode on Slitlaespeare," by Mr. Heavysege,whici -lias already beene published in several of the Montreal papers. No apology is re-
quired for tluis, as fromt Mr. Heavyseges well-known celebrity as a poet, combiied with
the great importance of the subject to which lie has on this occasion dedicated lus genius
and the lively interest which every Qne mnust take in anything connected witlh it-it is desir-
able that it sh6uld be preserved in sone more enduring forni than tie columnrs of a
nîewspaper are capable of providing it with. The Ode, whliclh lias been carefully revised
for insertion im our pages, it vill1 readily be poreived, is as worthy of the occasion in coin-
iemoration of which it vas written, as it is of its author's well-deserved faîne.

c JC 3D .
Br O. HE.VYsEGE.

Rcead at the Shakespeare Ter-cccitenarey celebration i the echianicsi' Hacll, one Saturday hie 23rd April
When England, in the galliering years,
Tori by intestine wars too long,
lier rival roses drencied with tears,
And drooping their compcers amuong
Lying d ripping, wet with civil gore,
Drawin froni their ceps by native darts
Wlen anarchy froi shore to shore,
lad driven the plouglhshare of sharp wrong

Deep in the ricli alluvial loam
Of those indonitable hearts
Contendiig 'mcidst our island home;-
Wien civil wounds, in afer years,
Were iealed, nid, from her foreigi fears
Delivered, .o,yfcil-breasted, strong,

She, by lIeaven's grace,
Found time and space

To pile lier late opposing spears,
And bring the harvest home ofsoig,-
T tlake lier pre-appointed place
Iln poetry amongst lier peers:

lenc sofL and slow,
le iiiiilbers low,
As zephyrs blow;
Or lond and strong

As ere the higlh-toppeCl ioinutain hears,She should atttiie lier native tongue,-
Drcv froim her language'iighty gong
The fabled music ofthe spihferes

Wlien lie whose birth
Should glorify our Isle, the Pred Sea Queen,

Anl lend te eartlh
Its greatestspirit clothed in mcortal mieni;

Event sublime,
Fixed from, Eternity,

Aiid silent followiing in the scit of Time
When lie shouild comue,

Whose geuls, as a new, rejoicing sui,
Quenching the fixed stars and slov retiring moo,
Shoild cause to pale the liglits of classic Grece
And dim the splendours of Auigustan Roce

Wlieu lie whose iamcie
Should e cthe synonyi Of Faine,
Enduring s the heacven's fraime;

Te whoi Renown
Slould give this globeas an enduring crown,

alc earth berome,
Eacli zone a circling tier for hlim to Wear
O'er his eternal eyes sid bright brows neverbare;
Even as should adezzling diamond dome
Poized in the crysia oceen of the air,
With silver musici of the crispid fen,

Wlien lie should as a sign appear,
Upon the set, the sacred year,

Awhile te stay,
Te spend ac day,

A passing Pilgrii on his way
Unto that bourne

Froms whcence cie traveller doth return,
To tell the tale of that mysterious clice

Wherein, unshorn
Ofliîs broad beams, he sits in a perpetial prime;-Sits the chielest of his race,

.Pragoin in )ride of place,
Str'engt and beauty in ecibrace;
Pinnacciele of Empyrean ieight,
Living orb ofli.ving ligit;
First of those whose faime imustshine,
Thelimiiited, illnstrious line,

Thllt rides in tliouglh's serene abodes,
The minîd's majestic demi-Gods
Stars tait dilflr in dogme,
Genius' glorious galaxy,
Eacli crowied with his peculiar beam
Yet one confessed te shine supreme
Aiongst them, in that fulgent zone-
One dazzling, al excelling Throie•
That was, and is, and is te lie,
Beyond compcare, beyond degree,
And, cnr own Shakesejîre-thlat were theo.

h ailIAugulst SIade, Imperial Powver,
To whCi ici this ovactive hour
W'edrcwv in awful reverence near,-
Approaclh vith0 love akcin te fear.
Assemibled tw'ixt these narrow walls
Wheren thy silent influncce fullsW ecclai himo es our joy, cur.pride,Our beneficctor, friend, anîîd guide.-
As Pions sons with souls sincere,
Their fther's meniry revere,
So ve would novw ard the whole,
Thle iomaccge of Ilce inmoîest Soul-
Tue treasury of the timle-pai id] niai,
Swell vith lhe mite of our, " All iail lI
With o,r "All lail I" woiul scell the cryThat ulto uis seemus sweemg by
le steady gale, ic half-iushlel itorm
Whereoi piroud rides thy ralient form,.
As Jove once rode tle shinling spheresTioni ridest ncow ithe roling years.
The rolling years, Ihait iow rejoice
WVitIh solceii humcîn, lika his huge voie


