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TOMDB of SHAKESPEAR.

A

Vissr B8 Tedna s o\ s

By JOHN GILBERT COOPER, Efg

HAT time the jocund rofie-bofom’d Hours
Led forth the train of ProEBUS and the SPRING,
And Zeepuyr mild profufely fcatter’d flowers
On Earth’s green mantle from his mufky wing,

Thr Mor~ unbarr’d th’> ambrofial gates of ight,
Weftward the raven-pinion’d Darknefs flew,

The Landfcape {fmil’d in vernal beauty bright,
And to their graves the {ullen Ghofts withdrew.

The nightingale no longer {well’d her throat
With love:lorn plainings tremulous and {low,
And on the wings of Silence ceas’d to float

The gurgling notes of her melodious woe:
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The God of fleep myfterious vifions led
In gay proceflion ’fore the mental eye,
And my free’d foul awhile her manfion fled,
To try her plumes for immortality.

Thro’ fields of air, methought, I took my flight,
'Thro’ ev’ry clime, .0’er ev’ry fegion pafs’d,
No paradife or ruin fcap’d my fight,

Hesperian garden, or CiMMERIAN walte,

On Avon’'s banks I 1it, whofe ftreams appear
To wind with eddies fond round Suakespear’s tomb,
The year’s firft feath’ry {ongfters warble near,

And vi’lets breathe, and earlieft rofes bloom.

Here Fancy faty (herdewy fingers cold
Decking with flow’rets frefh th’ anfullied fod,)

And bath’d with tears the {ad fepulchral mold,
Her fav’rite offspring’s long and laft abode.

Ah! what avails, fhe cry’d, a Poet’s name ?
Ah! what avails th’ immortalizing breath
To {natch from dumb Oblivion other’s fame ?

My darling child here lies a prey to Death !

Let gentle OTway, white-rob’d Pity’s prieft,
From grief domeftic teach the tears to flow,
Or SoutHERN captivate th’ impaflion’d breaft
With heart-felt fighs and fympathy of woe.
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For not to thefe A7s genius was confin’d,

Nature and I each tuneful pow’r had given,
Poetic tranfports of the madding mind,

And the wing’d words that waft the foul to heaven :

The fiery glance of th’ intellectual eye,
Piercing all objeéts of creation’s ftore,

Which on this world’s extended furface lie 3
And plaftic thought that ftill created more.

O grant, with eager rapture I reply’d,

Grant me, great goddefs of the changeful eye,
To view each Being in poetic pride,

To whom thy fon gave immortality.

Sweet Fancy fmil’d, and wav’d her myftic rod,
When ftrait thefe vifions felt her pow’rful arm,
And one by one fucceeded at her nod,
As vaflal {prites obey the wizard’s charm.

Firft a celeftial form * (of azure hue
W hofe mantle, bound with brede @therial, flow’d
To each foft breeze its balmy breath that drew)
Swift down the fun-beams of the noon-tide rode.

Obedient to the necromantic fway
Of an old fage to folitude refign’d,
With fenny vapors he obfcur’d the day,
Launch’d the long lightning, and let loofe the wind.

2 Ariel in the Tempef?.
X 4 He
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He whirl’d the tempeft thro’ the howling air,
Rattled the dreadful thunderclap on high,
And rais’d a roaring elemental war
Betwixt the fea-green waves and azure fky.

Then, like heav’n’s mild embaflador of love
'To man repentant, bade the tumult ceafe,
Smooth’d the blue bofom of the realms above,

And hufh’d the rebel elements to peace.

Unlike to this in {pirit or in mien
Another form ® fucceeded to my view

A two-legg’d brute which Nature made in {pleen,
Or from the loathing womb unfinifh’d drew.

Scarce cou’d he fyllable the curfe he thought,
Prone were his eyes to earth, his mind to evil,

A carnal fiend to imperfeétion wrought, |
"The mongrel offspring of 2 Witch and Devil,

Next bloom’d, upon an ancient foreft’s bound,
The flow’ry margin © of a filent ftream,

O’er-arch’d by oaks with ivy mantled round,
And gilt by filver CTnTHIA?S maiden beam.

On the green carpet of th’ unbended grafs,
A dapper train of female fairies play’d,
And ey’d their gambols in the watry glafs,

"That fmoothly flole along the thad’wv ¢lade.
) g YE
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Thro’ thefe the queen TrTanra pafs’d ador’d,
Mounted aloft in her imperial car,

Journeying to fee great OBErON her lord
Wage the mock battles of a fportive war.

Arm’d cap-a-pee forth march’d the fairy king,
A ftouter warrior never took the field,
His threat’ning lance a hornet’s horrid fting,

The fharded beetle’s {fcale his fable fhield.

Around their chief the elfin hoft appear’d,
Fach little helmet fparkled like a ftar,

And their fharp {pears in piercelefs phalanx rear’d,
A grove of thiftles, glitter’d in the air,

The {cene then chang’d, from this romantic land,
To a bleak waite by bound’ry unconfin’d,
W here three fmart fifters © of the aweird band

Were mutt’ring curfes to the troublous wind.

Pale Want had wither’d every furrow’d face,
Bow’d was each carcafe with the weight of years,

And each funk eye-ball from its hollow cafe
Diftill’d cold rheum’s involuntary tears.

Hors’d on three ftaves they pofted to the bourn
Of a drear ifland, where the pendant brow

Of a rough rock, fhagg’d horribly with thorn,
Frown'd on the boift’rous waves which rag’d below.

o The avitches in Macbeth,
Deep
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Jeep 1in a gloomy grot remote from day,
Where fmiling Comfort never thew’d her face,
Where hight ne’er enter’d, fave one rueful ray
Difcov’ring all the terrors of the place,

They held damn’d myf’ries with infernal fiate,
Whilft ghaftly {peétres glided {lowly by,

‘The fcritch-ow] fcream’d the dying call of fate,
And ravens croak’d their baleful augury.

No human footftep cheer’d the dread abode,
Nor fign of living creature could be feen,
Save where the reptile fnake, or fullen toad,
The murky floor had {oil’d with venom green,

Sudden I heard the whirlwind’s hollow found,
Each aweird fifter vanifh’d into fmoke.
Now a dire yell of {pirits ¢ underground

Thro’ troubled Earth’s wide yawning {urface broke :

When lo! each injur’d apparition rofe ;
Aghaft the murd’rer ftarted from his bed ;

Guilt’s trembling breath his heart’s red current froze,
And Horror’s dew-drops bath’d his frantic head.

More had I feen—but now the God of day |
O’er earth’s broad breaft his flood of light had {pread,
When Morpheus call’d his fickle dreams away,
And on their wings each bright illufion fled.

© Ghofts in Mgcbeth, Richard 111. &c.
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Vet {till the dear ENXCHANTRESS of the brain

My waking eyes with wifhful wand’rings fought,
Whofe magic will controuls th’ ideal train,

The ever-reftlefs progeny of THOUGHT.
Sweet pow’r, 1 faid, for others gild the ray

Of Wealth, or Honor’s folly-feather’d crown,
Or lecad the madding multitnde aftray

To grafp at air-blown bubbles of renown.

Me (humbler lot!) let blamele{s blifs engage,
Free from the noble mob’s ambitious ftrife,
Free from the muck-worm mifer’s lucrous rage,
In calm Contentment’s cottag’d vale of life.

If frailties there (for who from them 1s free ?)
Thro® Error's maze my devious footfteps lead,
Let them be frailties of humanity,
And my heart plead the pardon of my head.

Let not my reafon impioufly require

What heav’n has plac’d beyond its narrow {pan,
But teach it to fubdue each fierce delire,

Which wars within its own fmall empire, man.

Teach me, what all believe, but few poflefs,
That life’s beft {cience is ourfelves to know,
The firlt of human bleflings 1s to blefs,
And happieft he who feels another’s woe.

Thus







