
Shakspirean:Ter.Centenary Ode.

All is He,
Of each various degrec;

Atlas, carrying the sphere
Bearerofman's rounded year.
Tender as the twilight hour,
Stern as wnter in-its power;
Frolicsome as winds in May,
Or thelambkin at its play;
Rich as Autumn, quick as Spring,
Strong as sinewy Summers win.-
Cheery as Lifo's Iusty breath,
And as tragical as Death.
Man's Wondrous Whole, Epitone,
Clear mirror of Humanty,

Her perfect son,
Her typic one,

Whose minister was every Muse,
Thy font the fount of Arathuse;
Whose cradle was Parnassus Throne ;
The nursing bosom by thee.drawn,
Clear Hippocrene and Helicon;
Deep drainer of divinest draght,
Whose seul ait all song's sprmngs has quatl'd;
For whom the fixed Pierian spring
Appeared to leave its bounds, and fling
Its liquid arms round Cstaly;
Bubbling vith ligit, glad towards tie run,-
Why thus bear liglit to tihe light-giving suri?
Say who shall wisely yield thee praise,
Trace thee in thy works and ways;
In numbers ricasuire ont thy meed,-
Tionu, whose apt words best fit our dei ?
Who itterest our gladness for us,
Provid'st a fongue unto'our sorrows;
Lipi-lead'st is faltering through our fears,
Joind'st cadent termns te dropping tears;
Attunest our pity, vent'st our rage,
Quick prompt'st ris on lifo's stirring stage;
Nor ianst in thy greatfunction lacked,
In th' unreicarsed and final aet,
When, dewed witlh damips and darki with doubt,
The torch of time and stage goes ont.
Briglt Torch of time, round thee mrray gather
Nor damp nor diruness; brigitening ratier;

For first of things
Ie ligit tlatwings,

And forth fromr siadow never shone
Of thy genius no father
May claim thee, Bard, te bu his son'-
Save him, the Universal one.
Thou art the suis of l'oesy's vast skies.
Tie goal of gazing Poots' eyes
Art toiu, oh, Shrakiespreer; a creator,
As eldest of h.e gods,-but greater;
As onu oftiermyusteirrios Powers of Nature,
As force, warinth. ligit;
As of immeasurable stature,
As ofinimeasrirablemiglit;
As one to whoim by Sovereign Heavei,
All human attributes wrere given:-
Eternal Titan of our race,
As free of lime as free of space;
Prometheus with heavenly fire,
Bold bird of ligit that ever higier,
Above the nations soaring sings,
And shakos down srinshine from its wings.

Adieu i
Best words are few;

Farewell, Illustrious Lord ofuren,
Thou migitiest master of lie iru,
The scrolls from whose great gold en piune
Arclasting as records of dooi,
Whieisleelp in those unseen archives
That keep the roll of mortal lives.
Great Seul, adieu i Sweet Bard, farewell i
Another century shall tell
This Globe's full glories round thy nime :
To the, as air is drawn towards flane,
Strange nations shail repair in crowda;
And, gazing on thy liage divine,
Sec, beaming on tieir inner sight
New orbs of intellectuel ligit.;
As ie, who voyaging o'er tei ie,
Secs Southern cross, Magellan clouds,.

Undreamed of in his northerrn night.
No night for thee, All-perfect Orb, although
Fate ias deep shadow round about thes thrown;
Tie, like the sun, to give all else to know,
The srin, great knower, in himself least known.
Haply rie breeze shall ever now arise
The thick obstruction from thy forirm to clear
Perchance unto'our still enquiring eyes,
Thy traits must still aill shadowy appear;
Looming througli smoke from that long sacrifice,
Shall roll ru wreaths of incense round thy bier.-
And yet what matters we s little know,
Of wlience thou wert, of liow thou lience did'st

go?
Of all tiat to the world's so curions ken,
Males ii te'little lives of little men;
Enougi for us, tait when life's mouldingwomb
lad fashioned thee, ber greatest, thou didst

come;
Didst couse like all the vast, enduring, good,
But little noticed, but lalf understood :
Thy growing labors, as the wholesome dow
That, still descending, still eludes the view;
Or as the flakes ofquiet, gathering snow,
That all night long have fallen sott and slow';
Or as the gentle, oft recurring rain,
Tiat feeds the iurnger of the niammmoth main,
Whicli with its margin laves , thousand strands,

Till it ias grown
Even as tie stone

Seen severed fron tlu mouîntain withoultlhinirds;-
Fills net alone

Our native Island, but lier sister lands;
Suflice te know tait all-ordaining Ileaven
Voucisafed thee wiser than the Ancient Seven;
Diq gracions grant thece, greatist of mankind,
Of all te come, ofall are left behind.
Of Homer, largest of lie ancient earth,
Once seven cilles did contest the birth;
But admiration and dceel love agree,
The world's wide nations miglt contend for thee.
Tien let the world througiout all coming time,
With gladdened hearts, and heads all crowned

with joy
Exult,,as, shouting, did the Morning Stars at

prime;
ven when at the achieved Divine employ,

Amidst the music of the spieral chims,
Whilst God declared all good, they first did ses,
Unveiled, the virgin universe sublime:
Sawr, in the formiess void's obscurity,
Order drawn forth fron chaos, fromî eternity,
The sweet divisions of revolving ine.
Noiw lt us here, as in the Empyrean,
Tie glad, admiring hosts ofangels then
Did pour amain the prod, applauding paean;
Let ris, liaven favored t behold this acon,
Whichi few have seen and none may ses agama;
Now ionor Shakspeare as tie man of men.
And, thon beloved, admired, stupendous Siade,
If o'er this multitude thou hover dim;
If, ii thine imrnortatlity arrayed,
Unseen, thon listen to this votive Iymnu,
Behlold, Great Leader of the Illustrious Dead
King, Sovereign, Paramoiit, Mise, Master, lead,
Whilst we unblamed would bend to thes the

kinee,-
Unblanmed, before thy memory most dread,
Would bow ourselves this side idolatry:-
Bow low, unblamed, nor dare do less than raise
Thes higiest of lie loue, immortal line;
Constraiied to yield thee all-transcendent praise,
By all tei gifts that made ties so divine.
A perpetuity of place is tine ;
Fixed in lie Poet's heavens, fron age to age,
Secire thou sittest an eternal sign.
Against thee war no longer envies ewage.
Thon in tiy volume hast inscribed thy naine,
As on a banner never to ie furledi;
Hast made the peioples guardians of tliy faine
Whilst prend pretenders from tieir seats are

hurled
Ties shall'the nations welcome, and proclaim,
"Crown of thy race, the wonder of the world."


