
Dedication Ode 

(Written by Mr. C. G. Jaeger for the Newberry Opera House Dedication on Feb. 20, 1882) 

“This stately fabric by noble spirits planned, 

Designed with art and reared by skillful hand; 

This radiant hall where light with beauty vies, 

Whether the brighter shine is from jets or eyes; 

These scenes that shirt from town to forests hush, 

That sprung thus lifelike from the artist’s brush; 

The far-seen tower that greets the coming guest 

And tells him, “Stay! For here is well to rest”; 

This noble pile from ground to heaven’s blue, 

Was planned, was built and adorned for you; 

For you, to here forget the daily strife, 

Strip off the care, the turmoil of life; 

To here commune with spirits of the past 

And learn that nothing but the good will last; 

To leave behind this mighty lust of pelf, 

And to forget this little selfish self. 

Let music tremble through your willing breast, 

And feel for one short hour that you are blest; 

Let merry laughter chase your cares away 

And gather vigor for another day. 

Behold the world! Between these narrow slides 

There lives and moves what here on earth abides. 

No phantom he whom on these boards you see, 

The only man, the real man is he. 

He opes his heart, truth through his leashes beams 

He shows you what he is, not what he seems. 



We build this world, destroy it with a crash, 

But with the passing of the lightening flash 

We build it up anew. 

For king, for peasant, valiant knight or knave, 

For all, here stands the cradle—there the grave. 

We plant the seed; at once burst leaf and flower, 

And here a life is lived within an hour. 

What we create can never know decay,  

It lives and moves and moves and lives for aye; 

Forever with immortal laurel wreathed, 

And Hamlet lives, though Hamlet never breathed. 

Here may be heard what often has been told 

Of fiery tongues, the magic tongues of old; 

Where eloquence has taught the Right to do. 

To strengthen Virtue and enforce the True. 

Listen!  the air with distant music filled, 

You cannot understand—but you are thrilled; 

The strains that tremble on your willing ear, 

They swell from yonder and they echo here— 

Subduing hatred and to kindle love,-- 

Perhaps they’re messengers from spheres above. 

And over all there hovers Beauty’s sheen, 

The vesture of a presence felt, not seen; 

A veil of grace that o’er this world is thrown, 

Revealing, as it hides, a world unknown. 

We’ve done! And now we dedicate this Hall 

For you, for those to come—for one, for all— 

And may its spell and fragrance ne’er depart!— 

To Beauty, Music, Eloquence, and Art.” 


