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Efa d termln atnr ftIt In shael-
|n ara' genlu, that ft Wi thout

* wihh, so to pk, hs other its
woild walk Instead oi fly; 1i of cours,
his unparalleled ift for poetic xpres-
slon; his imalnative, atmocpherie, and
rhythml use ot wordsr, HI Iramtic vi-
on, his handlsin of charcter, his Wrly
and oter-worldly wisdom, hi all-lnclurlv
humanity, draw their peculr energW and

their supreme naturalnes of mant-
feUttion from thli veritabl elixir vlte of
lauar, Action and thought alik, on-
Wret obects, Imimr ral dream, and ary
antasle take on their proper form and

otor and motion, nd attn their intense
vlsiblity by mean of this Creative m o,
thil Properop' wantd of worfd Numawn
litf with a its Conditton and 4aoidents.
tue mov" nd ha Its bong in hi writltnp
at once In the llitt ow ur comon day and
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nut W ter and rough wether
And hie digelike songs of sro

the same spontaneous smpilo
whih only nature maks

Fer no rore theh the su
,or te fripus W tner's rage

Thou thY worldly fMk hast doi
oeme art gone, and ta'en thys

oldn tlad and girl all must
As chimney-weepers, come to d

There i, obvlouei y, no need

romantic
Bence of
too, with
rise of th

'I efnfi tomce'y grnacnlion A
urge, have forsworn the sour grapes o
style," and annoud their superortty to
l iteratur" A pinter migt s snsibly

forswear his palette and brushe or a ol-
dier throw away h *word. No reat
writer has ever Induled In this ereious
affoctatiom, On the contrary, Wret writ-
er, relalwin that t he ef they alm at
are to be compamed by words, and that
their sruc n aohievlng them m tut de-
pend on their matery of their myri*d ti
and dellcwt tool, study them fro the b-
drnnin to the end of their Uv" with a
ratman's love, They are Indeed fit
en to be pred n to their artilt tak

by their love Of their tools T"y $avar.
ably beDin by li ovin words or tbe own

ake. 30 Shakespee bean in "Veano
and Adonis" and "Lucrece" a nothing
I* mor etrik ly apparent thronghout his
plays, the ster as wel the he tlent,
than that he loved word, reveled n them
boyishly at tin, tong thenm loyti
about from ha to and like colod Jew-
els, or. gatherlni and heaping then up
greedlly like flowers, at times we ee
him takn an amot grim pleare In his
dark maty over their terble ad subtle
enchantmaents, though In the exercse of
some black, unhallowed magq : word
charged with doom, a In his decrlptn of
the omng of night In "4Mabe "!

Ltht thickens, and the crow

ood thin of day egY in to droop sn
W black agenFt to hir prey do

words of ribald xuberane and oarse
vitality, as In the exchage of humorous
abuse between Prince Ha and alsta at
the Boar' Head:

elves, he values them' si more or the
use he would make of them, Thus he will
pile up halt a fdoen Imag where one
would have atilsted a le vlorous and
abounding maination, He loves to ain
his effets by a fine exe: tht seldom.
howver, suggaet redundancw. Even In
the stress of 4ramatc acto, hi prouon
eldom lmpedes, but uually hegtens or

enriches It.
More than ny other pot, he rwiss the

superio r p of symbOlte over realitic
utterance, and understands that the mst
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410 aeternltatl, Man and his do-
ns thus an unmatohed tangble and
every-day reality, ad, at the same
atsignif t look and accent, as o
rn beyond-the.world meanins that
Onm to themr at tone life as sen by
n-ln-the-treet, and by thoe high
ho, It may be, "kill us for their

Varously fortunate In the perod of his
birth, Shakespeare a poet was prtclrly
fortunate In fnding the English languAge
still to som degree in the proes of fu-
lon, not yet, at all events, rown cold, but

ll sensitivey ductile to Individl We
One could still, literally, conjure with it,
treat t largely as one's own, bend t to
one's wll, make it the sport of one's fanci-
ful experiment, and generally hndle It
a " lord of anguage" Of course, great
writes can always do thi in soe meFas
ure, It is their power to give I their Ind-
viual Impr that mke them great
writers. But long tradition use obviouly
hapers that power. When Shaespear
wrot, it was still possible so to use It
without the appearance of violence or e,
centriclty. Style or manner, however highly
fantastical, could still seem a natural elo-
recence, a 'spontaneous uking of hap
and clors, rather than a studied artifice.
So Shakespeare's wildest flights or most
decorated patterns -em to have an appro.
priatenes such amsay, Gor Meredith's
have not-they seem natural as the vaga-
rise of streaming and leapin flame , o the

pied or treakt" qualnesses o

music a Siegfried's " Funeral x
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broken tenderness: with Claudo' terror
death:
Ay, but to die, and go we know not where;

;o lIe In cold obstructon nd to rot;
This sensible warm motion to oA. kneaded clod; and the deillhted trit
To bathe In fiery floods, or to reside
In thrilling region of thitek-ribbed e
T be O mprle n'd In the viewls w s,
pAd blown w r ol roun

liyloc: 0 f0 hey The pendent world or to the wrs than
*Abr'.m Wh-* Of those that lawless and Inoortain thoughts

* (t e C.tlaqls Iagiee howiing, * * ,
with Crleopatra'* barge:

: Uose OWl tId The barge he sat In, like a burnlshbd thronM,4l.ttlH6 ,u ,eS Burn on the water.
the |Si t sor the trumpetUlike prologue to "Henry V.

0 for a Muss of fire, thatwould ascendh hThe t br hven t nvention,
o r Iom or Princes to ait,

An rf * 6 tonarehe to be!old the swelling scene I
* Then should the warlike Harry, ike msel,

sut. eh pao of Mhre and at h
-iv .hB Tash'd In lie houns, sould fmine

F thou music, here at the beginnlna, as at the end
wth "The Tempest"

d e d tio w will en hent thine ear,
or , r.M e a gaitS, tri p 9on The g dr 1e

Or, ke a n ymph it n dl 'd hair,
ivtn, pance on the ndS, and yt n n sen

Love is a !pirlt .all o t of rc l
Not gross to sink. but light, and w lpre,

It wa lyri, as well a a dramatic, aWe.
o richF Out of the stron cme forth weetnoe"

a nc  England's mighty youth sang out of its
is f strength, and in no mere gure of speech,

enten- but in fact, the England Of Ellabeth was
" "a nest of singing birds" In this impulse

the Couar partook, and helped to train It
s t , by Its devoton to music, id its demand

for madrigals that could be sung to the
It1 lute or viol. haker eare' natural lyric

i dft, therefore, had the advntage ot an en
rlns, vironment In whlh lyrcal poetry and mu-

ate were still lnseparable, and words and
rtun's music were born together. Thus, as Iater

has pointed out, his sons so sing them.
selves that we can hardly distinguish the
words from the melody, which indeed con-
veys the meaning no Ies, perhaps even

be oh. more, than the words them.elve 8 is It
with the "wood-notes wild" of " As To

to ke It "-that play In which all the birds
hath of the wood seem to be ingng together lp

that song of indsribable freshness and
out natural wabling sweetnem which It the

lerant n n Ot rc tre
js m t oe thf od In the youth

, ot~s u unot e

whloh Uto th d d that
erial Cometh, comF hite ther, tome ither,

Crouch for employment,
or Laertes at Ophella's grave:

Lay her i the earth:rsm her tlutd atwbAnd from her fair and unpolluted fleshMay violett *prng
or Romeo':

per here lies uliet, and her beauty makethis vault a feasting presence tull of t
The. beauty of nature made many great

poets in the nineteenth century, but the
dawn is still Shakespeare's:

ut look, the morn, In russt mantle elad,
Wak 'er then dew of yon h -eastwrd

and who but he has put the multitudinous
ses In one line:

In cradle of the rude Imperious surge,
When we think of Shakespeare as poet,

a thousand psages such a these spri
to the mind, fair as the early mornlng io
boyhood, wonderful as our first ight of the
sea, hallowed and strange, "enasked ana
ainted," as the face of young love In star
light, pognant as our first acquaintance
with grief, To may over the names of some
of the playe is to wander again in old dewy
forast, or to recapture lost fairyland
They ar, indeed, "the holy writ o beauty,"
and to hold a volume of the " onnes" In
the hand i as though indeed we aid our
hand on the solemn heart of man, or held
to our ears a hell filled with the rumor of
Eternity.

There is nothing In any other of our loved
poet*, however great or deep thowhted o
lovely or tfarant or tender, that we can-
not fid, too, In Shakespeare in utterance
more golden, in word o more thrilling
bloom or majesty All other poets sm i
hildren, or his forerunners:

All stars are agl, but the sn I Ood
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