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    The present is an age of talkers, and not of doers; and the reason is, that the world is growing old. We are so far advanced in the Arts and Sciences, that we live in retrospect, and doat on past atchievements. The accumulation of knowledge has been so great, that we are lost in wonder at the height it has reached, instead of attempting to climb or add to it; while the variety of objects distracts and dazzles the looker-on. What niche remains unoccupied? What path untried? What is the use of doing anything, unless we could do better than all those who have gone before us? What hope is there of this? We are like those who have been to see some noble monument of art, who are content to admire without thinking of rivalling it; or like guests after a feast, who praise the hospitality of the donor "and thank the bounteous Pan"—perhaps carrying away some trifling fragments; or like the spectators of a mighty battle, who still hear its sound afar off, and the clashing of armour and the neighing of the war-horse and the shout of victory is in their ears, like the rushing of innumerable waters!




    Mr. Coleridge has "a mind reflecting ages past:" his voice is like the echo of the congregated roar of the "dark rearward and abyss" of thought. He who has seen a mouldering tower by the side of a chrystal lake, hid by the mist, but glittering in the wave below, may conceive the dim, gleaming, uncertain intelligence of his eye: he who has marked the evening clouds uprolled (a world of vapours), has seen the picture of his mind, unearthly, unsubstantial, with gorgeous tints and ever-varying forms—




    "That which was now a horse, even with a thought


     The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct


     As water is in water."




    Our author's mind is (as he himself might express it) tangential. There is no subject on which he has not touched, none on which he has rested. With an understanding fertile, subtle, expansive, "quick, forgetive, apprehensive," beyond all living precedent, few traces of it will perhaps remain. He lends himself to all impressions alike; he gives up his mind and liberty of thought to none. He is a general lover of art and science, and wedded to no one in particular. He pursues knowledge as a mistress, with outstretched hands and winged speed; but as he is about to embrace her, his Daphne turns—alas! not to a laurel! Hardly a speculation has been left on record from the earliest time, but it is loosely folded up in Mr. Coleridge's memory, like a rich, but somewhat tattered piece of tapestry . we might add (with more seeming than real extravagance), that scarce a thought can pass through the mind of man, but its sound has at some time or other passed over his head with rustling pinions. On whatever question or author you speak, he is prepared to take up the theme with advantage—from Peter Abelard down to Thomas Moore, from the subtlest metaphysics to the politics of the Courier. There is no man of genius, in whose praise he descants, but the critic seems to stand above the author, and "what in him is weak, to strengthen, what is low, to raise and support:" nor is there any work of genius that does not come out of his hands like an Illuminated Missal, sparkling even in its defects. If Mr. Coleridge had not been the most impressive talker of his age, he would probably have been the finest writer; but he lays down his pen to make sure of an auditor, and mortgages the admiration of posterity for the stare of an idler. If he had not been a poet, he would have been a powerful logician; if he had not dipped his wing in the Unitarian controversy, he might have soared to the very summit of fancy. But in writing verse, he is trying to subject the Muse to transcendental theories: in his abstract reasoning, he misses his way by strewing it with flowers. All that he has done of moment, he had done twenty years ago: since then, he may be said to have lived on the sound of his own voice. Mr. Coleridge is too rich in intellectual wealth, to need to task himself to any drudgery: he has only to draw the sliders of his imagination, and a thousand subjects expand before him, startling him with their brilliancy, or losing themselves in endless obscurity—




    "And by the force of blear illusion,


     They draw him on to his confusion."




    What is the little he could add to the stock, compared with the countless stores that lie about him, that he should stoop to pick up a name, or to polish an idle fancy? He walks abroad in the majesty of an universal understanding, eyeing the "rich strond," or golden sky above him, and "goes sounding on his way," in eloquent accents, uncompelled and free!




    Persons of the greatest capacity are often those, who for this reason do the least; for surveying themselves from the highest point of view, amidst the infinite variety of the universe, their own share in it seems trifling, and scarce worth a thought, and they prefer the contemplation of all that is, or has been, or can be, to the making a coil about doing what, when done, is no better than vanity. It is hard to concentrate all our attention and efforts on one pursuit, except from ignorance of others; and without this concentration of our faculties, no great progress can be made in any one thing. It is not merely that the mind is not capable of the effort; it does not think the effort worth making. Action is one; but thought is manifold. He whose restless eye glances through the wide compass of nature and art, will not consent to have "his own nothings monstered:" but he must do this, before he can give his whole soul to them. The mind, after "letting contemplation have its fill," or




    "Sailing with supreme dominion


     Through the azure deep of air,"




    sinks down on the ground, breathless, exhausted, powerless, inactive; or if it must have some vent to its feelings, seeks the most easy and obvious; is soothed by friendly flattery, lulled by the murmur of immediate applause, thinks as it were aloud, and babbles in its dreams! A scholar (so to speak) is a more disinterested and abstracted character than a mere author. The first looks at the numberless volumes of a library, and says, "All these are mine:" the other points to a single volume (perhaps it may be an immortal one) and says, "My name is written on the back of it." This is a puny and groveling ambition, beneath the lofty amplitude of Mr. Coleridge's mind. No, he revolves in his wayward soul, or utters to the passing wind, or discourses to his own shadow, things mightier and more various!—Let us draw the curtain, and unlock the shrine.




    Learning rocked him in his cradle, and, while yet a child,




    "He lisped in numbers, for the numbers came."




    At sixteen he wrote his Ode on Chatterton, and he still reverts to that period with delight, not so much as it relates to himself (for that string of his own early promise of fame rather jars than otherwise) but as exemplifying the youth of a poet. Mr. Coleridge talks of himself, without being an egotist, for in him the individual is always merged in the abstract and general. He distinguished himself at school and at the University by his knowledge of the classics, and gained several prizes for Greek epigrams. How many men are there (great scholars, celebrated names in literature) who having done the same thing in their youth, have no other idea all the rest of their lives but of this achievement, of a fellowship and dinner, and who, installed in academic honours, would look down on our author as a mere strolling bard! At Christ's Hospital, where he was brought up, he was the idol of those among his school-fellows, who mingled with their bookish studies the music of thought and of humanity; and he was usually attended round the cloisters by a group of these (inspiring and inspired) whose hearts, even then, burnt within them as he talked, and where the sounds yet linger to mock Elia on his way, still turning pensive to the past! One of the finest and rarest parts of Mr. Coleridge's conversation, is when he expatiates on the Greek tragedians (not that he is not well acquainted, when he pleases, with the epic poets, or the philosophers, or orators, or historians of antiquity)—on the subtle reasonings and melting pathos of Euripides, on the harmonious gracefulness of Sophocles, tuning his love-laboured song, like sweetest warblings from a sacred grove; on the high-wrought trumpet-tongued eloquence of Æschylus, whose Prometheus, above all, is like an Ode to Fate, and a pleading with Providence, his thoughts being let loose as his body is chained on his solitary rock, and his afflicted will (the emblem of mortality)




    "Struggling in vain with ruthless destiny."




    As the impassioned critic speaks and rises in his theme, you would think you heard the voice of the Man hated by the Gods, contending with the wild winds as they roar, and his eye glitters with the spirit of Antiquity!




    Next, he was engaged with Hartley's tribes of mind, "etherial braid, thought-woven,"—and he busied himself for a year or two with vibrations and vibratiuncles and the great law of association that binds all things in its mystic chain, and the doctrine of Necessity (the mild teacher of Charity) and the Millennium, anticipative of a life to come—and he plunged deep into the controversy on Matter and Spirit, and, as an escape from Dr. Priestley's Materialism, where he felt himself imprisoned by the logician's spell, like Ariel in the cloven pine-tree, he became suddenly enamoured of Bishop Berkeley's fairy-world[1], and used in all companies to build the universe, like a brave poetical fiction, of fine words—and he was deep-read in Malebranche, and in Cudworth's Intellectual System (a huge pile of learning, unwieldy, enormous) and in Lord Brook's hieroglyphic theories, and in Bishop Butler's Sermons, and in the Duchess of Newcastle's fantastic folios, and in Clarke and South and Tillotson, and all the fine thinkers and masculine reasoners of that age—and Leibnitz's Pre-established Harmony reared its arch above his head, like the rainbow in the cloud, covenanting with the hopes of man—and then he fell plump, ten thousand fathoms down (but his wings saved him harmless) into the hortus siccus of Dissent, where he pared religion down to the standard of reason and stripped faith of mystery, and preached Christ crucified and the Unity of the Godhead, and so dwelt for a while in the spirit with John Huss and Jerome of Prague and Socinus and old John Zisca, and ran through Neal's History of the Puritans, and Calamy's Non-Conformists' Memorial, having like thoughts and passions with them—but then Spinoza became his God, and he took up the vast chain of being in his hand, and the round world became the centre and the soul of all things in some shadowy sense, forlorn of meaning, and around him he beheld the living traces and the sky-pointing proportions of the mighty Pan—but poetry redeemed him from this spectral philosophy, and he bathed his heart in beauty, and gazed at the golden light of heaven, and drank of the spirit of the universe, and wandered at eve by fairy-stream or fountain,




    " ———— When he saw nought but beauty,


     When he heard the voice of that Almighty One


     In every breeze that blew, or wave that murmured"—




    and wedded with truth in Plato's shade, and in the writings of Proclus and Plotinus saw the ideas of things in the eternal mind, and unfolded all mysteries with the Schoolmen and fathomed the depths of Duns Scotus and Thomas Aquinas, and entered the third heaven with Jacob Behmen, and walked hand in hand with Swedenborg through the pavilions of the New Jerusalem, and sung his faith in the promise and in the word in his Religious Musings—and lowering himself from that dizzy height, poised himself on Milton's wings, and spread out his thoughts in charity with the glad prose of Jeremy Taylor, and wept over Bowles's Sonnets, and studied Cowper's blankverse, and betook himself to Thomson's Castle of Indolence, and sported with the wits of Charles the Second's days and of Queen Anne, and relished Swift's style and that of the John Bull (Arburthnot's we mean, not Mr. Croker's) and dallied with the British Essayists and Novelists, and knew all qualities of more modern writers with a learned spirit, Johnson, and Goldsmith, and Junius, and Burke, and Godwin, and the Sorrows of Werter, and Jean Jacques Rousseau, and Voltaire, and Marivaux, and Crebillon, and thousands more—now "laughed with Rabelais in his easy chair" or pointed to Hogarth, or afterwards dwelt on Claude's classic scenes or spoke with rapture of Raphael, and compared the women at Rome to figures that had walked out of his pictures, or visited the Oratory of Pisa, and described the works of Giotto and Ghirlandaio and Massaccio, and gave the moral of the picture of the Triumph of Death, where the beggars and the wretched invoke his dreadful dart, but the rich and mighty of the earth quail and shrink before it; and in that land of siren sights and sounds, saw a dance of peasant girls, and was charmed with lutes and gondolas,—or wandered into Germany and lost himself in the labyrinths of the Hartz Forest and of the Kantean philosophy, and amongst the cabalistic names of Fichtè and Schelling and Lessing, and God knows who—this was long after, but all the former while, he had nerved his heart and filled his eyes with tears, as he hailed the rising orb of liberty, since quenched in darkness and in blood, and had kindled his affections at the blaze of the French Revolution, and sang for joy when the towers of the Bastile and the proud places of the insolent and the oppressor fell, and would have floated his bark, freighted with fondest fancies, across the Atlantic wave with Southey and others to seek for peace and freedom—




    "In Philarmonia's undivided dale!"




    Alas! "Frailty, thy name is Genius!"—What is become of all this mighty heap of hope, of thought, of learning, and humanity? It has ended in swallowing doses of oblivion and in writing paragraphs in the Courier.—Such, and so little is the mind of man!




    It was not to be supposed that Mr, Coleridge could keep on at the rate he set off; he could not realize all he knew or thought, and less could not fix his desultory ambition; other stimulants supplied the place, and kept up the intoxicating dream, the fever and the madness of his early impressions. Liberty (the philosopher's and the poet's bride) had fallen a victim, meanwhile, to the murderous practices of the hag, Legitimacy. Proscribed by court-hirelings, too romantic for the herd of vulgar politicians, our enthusiast stood at bay, and at last turned on the pivot of a subtle casuistry to the unclean side: but his discursive reason would not let him trammel himself into a poet-laureate or stamp-distributor, and he stopped, ere he had quite passed that well-known "bourne from whence no traveller returns"—and so has sunk into torpid, uneasy repose, tantalized by useless resources, haunted by vain imaginings, his lips idly moving, but his heart forever still, or, as the shattered chords vibrate of themselves, making melancholy music to the ear of memory! Such is the fate of genius in an age, when in the unequal contest with sovereign wrong, every man is ground to powder who is not either a born slave, or who does not willingly and at once offer up the yearnings of humanity and the dictates of reason as a welcome sacrifice to besotted prejudice and loathsome power.




    Of all Mr. Coleridge's productions, the Ancient Mariner is the only one that we could with confidence put into any person's hands, on whom we wished to impress a favourable idea of his extraordinary powers. Let whatever other objections be made to it, it is unquestionably a work of genius—of wild, irregular, overwhelming imagination, and has that rich, varied movement in the verse, which gives a distant idea of the lofty or changeful tones of Mr. Coleridge's voice. In the Christobel, there is one splendid passage on divided friendship. The Translation of Schiller's Wallenstein is also a masterly production in its kind, faithful and spirited. Among his smaller pieces there are occasional bursts of pathos and fancy, equal to what we might expect from him; but these form the exception, and not the rule. Such, for instance, is his affecting Sonnet to the author of the Robbers.




    Schiller! that hour I would have wish'd to die,


    If through the shudd'ring midnight I had sent


    From the dark dungeon of the tower time-rent,


    That fearful voice, a famish'd father's cry—




    That in no after-moment aught less vast


    Might stamp me mortal! A triumphant shout


    Black horror scream'd, and all her goblin rout


    From the more with'ring scene diminish'd pass'd.




    Ah! Bard tremendous in sublimity!


    Could I behold thee in thy loftier mood,


    Wand'ring at eve, with finely frenzied eye,


    Beneath some vast old tempest-swinging wood!


    Awhile, with mute awe gazing, I would brood,


    Then weep aloud in a wild ecstasy."




    His Tragedy, entitled Remorse, is full of beautiful and striking passages, but it does not place the author in the first rank of dramatic writers. But if Mr. Coleridge's works do not place him in that rank, they injure instead of conveying a just idea of the man, for he himself is certainly in the first class of general intellect.




    If our author's poetry is inferior to his conversation, his prose is utterly abortive. Hardly a gleam is to be found in it of the brilliancy and richness of those stores of thought and language that he pours out incessantly, when they are lost like drops of water in the ground. The principal work, in which he has attempted to embody his general views of things, is the Friend, of which, though it contains some noble passages and fine trains of thought, prolixity and obscurity are the most frequent characteristics.




    No two persons can be conceived more opposite in character or genius than the subject of the present and of the preceding sketch. Mr. Godwin, with less natural capacity, and with fewer acquired advantages, by concentrating his mind on some given object, and doing what he had to do with all his might, has accomplished much, and will leave more than one monument of a powerful intellect behind him; Mr. Coleridge, by dissipating his, and dallying with every subject by turns, has done little or nothing to justify to the world or to posterity, the high opinion which all who have ever heard him converse, or known him intimately, with one accord entertain of him. Mr. Godwin's faculties have kept house, and plied their task in the work-shop of the brain, diligently and effectually: Mr. Coleridge's have gossipped away their time, and gadded about from house to house, as if life's business were to melt the hours in listless talk. Mr. Godwin is intent on a subject, only as it concerns himself and his reputation; he works it out as a matter of duty, and discards from his mind whatever does not forward his main object as impertinent and vain. Mr. Coleridge, on the other hand, delights in nothing but episodes and digressions, neglects whatever he undertakes to perform, and can act only on spontaneous impulses, without object or method. "He cannot be constrained by mastery." While he should be occupied with a given pursuit, he is thinking of a thousand other things; a thousand tastes, a thousand objects tempt him, and distract his mind, which keeps open house, and entertains all comers; and after being fatigued and amused with morning calls from idle visitors, finds the day consumed and its business unconcluded. Mr. Godwin, on the contrary, is somewhat exclusive and unsocial in his habits of mind, entertains no company but what he gives his whole time and attention to, and wisely writes over the doors of his understanding, his fancy, and his senses—"No admittance except on business." He has none of that fastidious refinement and false delicacy, which might lead him to balance between the endless variety of modern attainments. He does not throw away his life (nor a single half-hour of it) in adjusting-the claims of different accomplishments, and in choosing between them or making himself master of them all. He sets about his task, (whatever it may be) and goes through it with spirit and fortitude. He has the happiness to think an author the greatest character in the world, and himself the greatest author in it. Mr. Coleridge, in writing an harmonious stanza, would stop to consider whether there was not more grace and beauty in a Pas de trois, and would not proceed till he had resolved this question by a chain of metaphysical reasoning without end. Not so Mr. Godwin. That is best to him, which he can do best. He does not waste himself in vain aspirations and effeminate sympathies. He is blind, deaf, insensible to all but the trump of Fame. Plays, operas, painting, music, ball-rooms, wealth, fashion, titles, lords, ladies, touch him not—all these are no more to him than to the anchorite in his cell, and he writes on to the end of the chapter, through good report and evil report. Pingo in eternitatem—is his motto. He neither envies nor admires what others are, but is contented to be what he is, and strives to do the utmost he can. Mr. Coleridge has flirted with the Muses as with a set of mistresses: Mr. Godwin has been married twice, to Reason and to Fancy, and has to boast no short-lived progeny by each. So to speak, he has valves belonging to his mind, to regulate the quantity of gas admitted into it, so that like the bare, unsightly, but well-compacted steam-vessel, it cuts its liquid way, and arrives at its promised end: while Mr. Coleridge's bark, "taught with the little nautilus to sail," the sport of every breath, dancing to every wave,




    "Youth at its prow, and Pleasure at its helm,"




    flutters its gaudy pennons in the air, glitters in the sun, but we wait in vain to hear of its arrival in the destined harbour. Mr. Godwin, with less variety and vividness, with less subtlety and susceptibility both of thought and feeling, has had firmer nerves, a more determined purpose, a more comprehensive grasp of his subject, and the results are as we find them. Each has met with his reward: for justice has, after all, been done to the pretensions of each; and we must, in all cases, use means to ends!


  




  

    


  




  1 Mr. Coleridge named his eldest son (the writer of some beautiful Sonnets) after Hartley, and the second after Berkeley. The third was called Derwent, after the river of that name. Nothing can be more characteristic of his mind than this circumstance. All his ideas indeed are like a river, flowing on for ever, and still murmuring as it flows, discharging its waters and still replenished—




  "And so by many winding nooks it strays,


   With willing sport to the wild ocean!"




  A Day With Samuel Taylor Coleridge by May Byron
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      THE CREW OF THE SKELETON SHIP.




      

        "Are those her ribs through which the Sun
 Did peer, as through a grate?
 And is that Woman all her crew?
 Is that a Death? and are there two?
 Is Death that woman's mate?


        
 "Her lips were red, her looks were free,
 Her locks were yellow as gold:
 Her skin was as white as leprosy....


        
 The naked hulk alongside came,
 And the twain were casting dice."


        
 (The Ancient Mariner).

      


    


  




  A DAY WITH COLERIDGE.




  IN a beautiful part of beautiful Somerset, where the "soft orchard and cottage scenery" is dimpled between blue hillslopes, where meadows and woods and translucent streams compete with each other in charm,—in the lovely region of the Quantock hills, lies the quiet little market-village of Nether Stowey. About sunrise on a May morning of 1790, a young man awoke in a little wayside cottage there: and, resolutely thrusting back his natural inclination to indolence, rose and dressed, and set himself to the performance of such humble duties as devolve upon a very poor householder with a wife and child.




  Samuel Taylor Coleridge was in his twenty-sixth year: pale, stoutish, black-haired: not an immediately attractive man. His face, according to himself, bore evidence of "great sloth and great, indeed almost idiotic, good nature: ... a mere carcase of a face; fat, flabby, and expressive chiefly of inexpressions," with a wide, thick-lipped, always-open mouth, and small feeble nose. Yet it was capable of being roused, on occasion, to something akin to nobility and beauty, and redeemed by the animation of his full, grey eyes. It was a face, in short, to match his general appearance, which he dismissed as that of "indolence capable of energies," and Carlyle characterised as "weakness under possibility of strength."




  For this was a man who was consistent in his faults as in his virtues: "always conscious of power, but also conscious of want of will to use his power." And it was therefore with re-doubled vigour, this particular morning, that he put on a spurt, and threw unusual force into his chopping of firewood,—his somewhat clumsy attempts to clean up the cottage, with its poor accommodation and few utensils,—and his valiant if ineffectual endeavours to have the fire lighted and the modest meal en route, whilst his wife, up the ladder stairs, attended to herself and the baby.




  Between-whiles he cast admiring glances of the most ardent delight at his garden of an acre and a half, and its glowing mass of apple-bloom,—and at all the luscious greeneries of the May world without. These glimpses into "opening Paradise" went far to compensate him for his determination to keep no servant, but to be maid-of-all-work, and nurse if need be, himself. They ministered to that spirit of contemplation which was the ruling spirit of his life: they were the very texture of dreams....




  Soon Sara Coleridge descended and took her share in the domestic preparations. She found fault, after a quick vivacious fashion, with her husband's futile efforts and perplexities. She was the typical incompatible wife for a poet: not only, socially speaking, his inferior, but naturally incapable of sharing his dreams or sympathising with his studies. Yet she was an honest and good-hearted woman; and perhaps, now and then, she felt a certain lack of human warmth in the warmest of human relationships. For there was a tepid quality about Coleridge's affections and his expression of them: fire and fervour were utterly unknown to his pensive, tender, gentle methods. He had no intensity or passion, either in love or friendship: his feelings were steadfast and of an unblemished purity, yet the very fact that they knew neither ebb nor flow, but were always maintained at a calm level, might jar upon the inscrutable mind of a woman. One might almost imagine, as Sara bustled to and fro and scolded her husband with the volubility of a squirrel, that she was anxious to urge him, if but for one moment, out of his invariable laisser faire of amiability.... But no: he remained as placid, as good tempered, as cheerful as ever.




  Presently another member of the household appeared, Coleridge's pupil and paying-guest,—worth a precious £70 a year to the lean exchequer,—one Charles Lloyd. He was a young bank-clerk who had poetry on the brain, and found himself ill-attuned to the drudgery of keeping his father's ledgers. He was also subject to epileptic fits, which did not conduce either to poetizing or banking with success. What he expected to learn from Coleridge, it is hard to say: certainly his curriculum included a good many hardships, makeshifts and contretemps to which he had never looked forward. His instructor, however, had not deceived him as to the hybrid nature of his present occupation. Coleridge had deliberately set himself down at Nether Stowey to be near his friend Tom Poole, and to support himself by "a mixture of literature and husbandry." He proposed to make some £60 per annum by reviewing and magazine work: he had an offer from Cottle, the Bristol publisher, for as much verse as he chose to write, at terms working out somewhere near fourpence a line,—and for the rest, "I would rather," he declared, "be an expert self-maintaining gardener than a Milton, for I could not unite both. I mean to raise the vegetables for myself and wife, and feed a couple of snouted and grunting cousins from the refuse. My evenings I shall devote to literature."—"And what," enquired Charles Lamb after hearing of this desperate undertaking, "what does your worship know about farming?" But Coleridge was not to be discouraged. He allowed his natural unfitness for the task—"I am, and ever have been, a great reader, and have read almost everything.... I am deep in all out-of-the-way books, whether of the monkish times or of the Puritanical era. I have read and digested most of the historic writers, but I do not like history. Metaphysics and poetry and 'facts of the mind' (i.e., accounts of all the strange phantasms that ever possessed your philosophy-dreamers, from Thoth, the Egyptian, to Taylor, the English pagan) are my darling studies. In short, I seldom read except to amuse myself, and I am almost always reading. Of useful knowledge,—I am a so-so chemist, and I love chemistry—all else is blank—but I will be (please God) a horticulturist and farmer."




  What is to be done against such impregnable obstinacy? Coleridge's friends let him "gang his ain gait": and when mauvais quarts d'heure threatened to drive him to despair, they came to the rescue with timely cheques: meanwhile, Tom Poole strove hard to educate him in potato culture, and Charles Lloyd paid down his twenty-five shillings a week.




  But to-day Charles Lloyd was looking ill-at-ease and sulky. He threw out hints about the general discomfort of things,—vague allusions to other people being made much of and himself contemned. He was in a disagreeable mood, and evidently dying to pick a quarrel. Half through breakfast, he took umbrage at some inoffensive jest, and flung himself out of the room.




  "What can ail the lad?" asked Coleridge, in amazement.




  "I suppose he has another fit coming on," observed the practical Sara.




  "I don't like sour looks and bitter words in our peaceful home," said the poet, rumpling his heavy black locks with a distracted air.




  "God forbid that he should take it into his head to go away," said Sara: and she got up with a very grave face and proceeded to clear the breakfast table. Coleridge betook himself to the garden and called over the back hedge to the neighbour for whose companionship he had taken this inefficient little cottage. Thomas Poole, his friend and benefactor, was a well-to-do tanner, well-educated and a devout student of literature: he discerned the potentialities of great things in Coleridge, and felt honoured by his acquaintanceship. For the poet had something of that peculiar fascination for more prosaic men, that magnetic charm of personality, which atones for so many minor defects,—which obviates weakness and ill-balance of mind,—which even endears him who is "impossible" from a worldly standpoint, to those of saner and robuster calibre. Coleridge could never be without a friend, without a listener: and a listener was a desideratum to him. This "noticeable man with large grey eyes" undoubtedly attracted to himself all that was best in other people: his culture allured them, his eloquence held them spell-bound, and his voice—that wonderful voice which was to Hazlitt "as a stream of rich distilled perfumes"—sank into every fibre of their being.




  So you cannot be surprised that the faithful, kindly Thomas Poole, already busy in his tan-yard, hearing Coleridge calling at the hedge, instantly forsook his proper tasks and hurried to salute his comrade. When he heard of Charles Lloyd's tendency towards mutiny, "Oh," says Poole with a great laugh, "don't let that discompose you. The young man is consumed by a very common malady,—jealousy. And indeed I think he has some cause."




  "Jealousy!" repeated Coleridge, rolling his fine eyes wildly. It was a word which had little or no meaning for him. "Jealousy of whom? about whom?—I do not understand you in the least."




  "Why, your fine friends the Wordsworths, of course," Poole told him. "Here have you been gadding about with them the whole of this last twelve-month, trapesing the hills night and day and leaving your pupil, forsooth, to sit at home with Madam and Master Baby, a-twiddling his thumbs and scribbling schoolboy verse. You have taken precious little notice of him,—and as for your friends, they think him but a poor thing not worth mention. I say he is a lad of spirit to kick up his heels at last."




  "True, true,—I may have neglected him to some extent," murmured Coleridge with a pained air, "but indeed, my good Poole, if you knew what the Wordsworths have been to me! Manna in the desert—water in the wilderness—happiness like the alighting of a paradise-bird—"




  "Quite so, my dear fellow," interrupted the unemotional Poole, "but you are not now in the pulpit. Bring yourself down to earth for a moment, for I have but little time to spare this morning,—and let us see what are the most crying needs of to-day in your garden."




  There is enough to do in a May garden to occupy the most diligent: and as Coleridge raked and hoed and thinned out and weeded his vegetable beds, with blistered hands and a back that longed for a hinge in it, he was inclined to wish that Lloyd had come as an agricultural rather than a poetical pupil. From time to time he rested on his tool and assimilated with rapt eye the innumerable surrounding touches of simple beauty. He was a man who, like Wordsworth, interested himself in every little trifle. The delicate details of sight and sound were very dear to him; they had enabled him to "become one with Nature" in an almost literal sense, as he observed, with a calm but intense enjoyment, such side-issues as:




  

    The one red leaf, the last of its clan,
 That dances as often as dance it can,
 Hanging so light and hanging so high,
 On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky;


  




  or—




  

    The unripe flax,
 When through its half-transparent stalks, at eve,
 The level sunshine glitters with green light;


  




  or—




  

    The hornéd Moon, with one bright star
 Within the nether tip.


  




  And, indeed, Coleridge was aware himself of the extraordinary power which was exercised upon him by external and visible things,—especially by the magic of scenery. He wrote:




  

    

      [image: THE CHASM IN XANADU.]



      

        THE CHASM IN XANADU.

      




      

        "But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted
 Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!
 A savage place! as holy and enchanted
 As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted
 By woman wailing for her demon-lover!"
 (Kubla Khan).

      


    


  




  

    I never find myself alone within the embracement of rocks and hills ... but my spirit careers, drives and eddies like a leaf in autumn; a wild activity of thoughts, imaginations, feelings and impulses of motion rises up within me.... The further I ascend from animated nature ... the greater in me becomes the intensity of the feeling of life. Life seems to me then a universal spirit, that neither has nor can have an opposite. God is everywhere, and where is there room for death?


  




  And he determinedly developed in his theory of poetry, his sense of the depths that lie below nature's more superficial aspects. He had accorded to his sleeping babe, a few short months before, that tenderest of all benedictions, that gift of untarnishable joy:




  

    

      Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee,
 Whether the summer clothe the general earth
 With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing
 Betwixt the tufts of snow on the bare branch
 Of mossy apple-tree, while the nigh thatch
 Smokes in the sun-thaw; whether the eave-drops fall
 Heard only in the trances of the blast,
 Or if the secret ministry of frost
 Shall hang them up in silent icicles,
 Quietly shining to the quiet Moon:


    


  




  and he had conversed at great length and frequency with Wordsworth, on what he termed "the two cardinal points of poetry—the power of exciting the sympathy of the reader by a faithful adherence to the truth of nature and the power of giving the interest of novelty by the modifying colours of imagination. The sudden charm which accidents of light and shade, which moonlight or sunset diffused over a known and familiar landscape, appeared to represent the practicability of combining both. These are the poetry of nature." He had no greater pleasure possible than to steep himself in "the loveliness and the wonders of the world before us: an inexhaustible treasure," he proclaimed, "but for which, in consequence of the film of familiarity and selfish solitude, we have eyes, yet see not, ears that hear not and hearts that neither feel nor understand." And when his imagination craved some wilder and more romantic outlook than the peaceful village where,




  

    beside one friend,
 Beneath the impervious covert of one oak,
 I've raised a lowly shed, and know the names
 Of Husband and of Father,—


  




  that imagination could at will supply its wants. His eyes could "make pictures when they are shut," and could carry him momentarily, as on some magic carpet, to a dreamland beyond the limitations of mortal experience. The same exquisite and meticulous perception which enabled Coleridge to realize and remember the double sound of rain, the "quiet sounds from hidden rills," among the heather, the slanting shower of blossoms on the "faint gale of departing May,"—revealed to him how




  

    In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
 A stately pleasure-dome decree:
 Where Alph, the sacred river, ran
 Through caverns measureless to man
 Down to a sunless sea.
 So twice five miles of fertile ground
 With walls and towers were girdled round:
 And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills
 Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;
 And here were forests ancient as the hills,
 Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.
 But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted
 Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!
 A savage place! as holy and enchanted
 As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted
 By woman wailing for her demon-lover!
 · · · · · · · Five miles meandering with a mazy motion
 Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
 Then reached the caverns measureless to man,
 And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean:




    

      And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far
 Ancestral voices prophesying war!


    


  




  Such, in fact, was the dual capacity of Coleridge's mind,—such its ability to commingle the actual and the imaginary, that whilst he could at one moment paint the gentle English landscape in which he dwelt,—




  

    Low was our pretty Cot; our tallest Rose
 Peeped at the chamber-window. We could hear
 At silent noon, and eve, and early morn,
 The Sea's faint murmur. In the open air
 Our Myrtles blossom'd; and across the Porch
 Thick Jasmins twin'd: the little landscape round,
 Was green and woody, and refresh'd the eye.
 It was a spot which you might aptly call
 The Valley of Seclusion!


  




  he was enabled to describe, with the verisimilitude of perfect memory, the dim sea-reaches where,—




  

    ... Now there came both mist and snow,
 And it grew wondrous cold:
 And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
 As green as emerald.




    

      And through the drifts the snowy clifts
 Did send a dismal sheen:
 Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—
 The ice was all between.


    




    

      The ice was here, the ice was there,
 The ice was all around:
 It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
 Like noises in a swound!


    




    

      At length did cross an Albatross,—
 Through the fog it came;
 As if it had been a Christian soul,
 We hailed it in God's name.


    




    

      It ate the food it ne'er had eat,
 And round and round it flew.
 The ice did split with a thunder-fit;
 The helmsman steered us through!


    


  




  But now, while the sun poured down hotter and still hotter rays upon the unaccustomed back of Coleridge, he heard the hearty voice of Tom Poole, summoning him to the bark-built arbour under the big elm-trees. A jug of egg-flip and a delightful chat were awaiting him: the bees were humming round in the "lime-tree bower" of the garden: and the deep, vibrating voice of the poet, roused to unwonted exhilaration, was presently moved to declaim one of his own magnificent imitations from Schiller, The Visit of the Gods. His recitation rose like a chant in its music and sonority.




  

    Never, believe me,
 Appear the Immortals,
 Never alone:
 Scarce had I welcomed the Sorrow-beguiler,
 Iacchus! but in came Boy Cupid the Smiler;
 Lo! Phoebus the Glorious descends from his Throne!
 They advance, they float in, the Olympians all!
 With Divinities fills my
 Terrestrial Hall!




    

      How shall I yield you
 Due entertainment,
 Celestial Quire?
 Me rather, bright guests! with your wings of upbuoyance
 Bear aloft to your homes, to your banquets of joyance,
 That the roofs of Olympus may echo my lyre!
 Ha! we mount! on their pinions they waft up my soul!
 O give me the Nectar!
 O fill me the Bowl!
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          "At length did cross an Albatross,—
 Through the fog it came;
 As if it had been a Christian soul,
 We hailed it in God's name."
 (The Ancient Mariner).

        


      


    


  





  "Indeed, one might easily forget all mundane matters upon a day like this," mused the poet as he became rested and refreshed. "It is not a day for doing, Poole,—for digging and forking and stooping,—it was meant for dreaming, for endless reveries of eternal beauty."




  "That is not likely ever to be my lot," said the matter-of-fact Poole, "Too much to see after."




  "It might be mine, perhaps, did I choose...." observed Coleridge, with the abstracted air of one talking in his sleep, "Have I ever told you, Poole, of the offer I have had from the Wedgwood brothers?"




  "The china-man's sons?" Poole queried.




  "The same," said Coleridge. "They have offered me an annuity for life, of £140 a year, to prevent my being obliged to abandon poetry and philosophy, as I must do if I take up preaching professionally."




  "It is a vastly fine offer!" exclaimed the astonished Poole.




  "On the other hand," continued his friend, "the Unitarian Chapel people at Shrewsbury will pay me £120 a year to become their preacher: and that means that I give up literary work. I cannot combine both. Hitherto, as you know, I have refused to accept any remuneration for my sermons: to be a hireling is against my principles: when I go to Taunton or Bridgewater, I do it freely. But here are these two proposals, and I know not which to accept. I freely confess to you, Poole, what you probably know already,—that I am very seriously worried over money matters, and that I perceive I can never support my family by manual labour. My play Osorio, which Sheridan requested me to write for Drury Lane, has been rejected: I have no talent, I fear, for the drama. I am too tired after work in an evening to do any reviewing or writing. And now I am threatened by the prospect of Lloyd leaving us—that means the loss of our main income. A sort of calm hopelessness diffuses itself over my heart. Indeed, every mode of life which promised me bread and cheese has been torn away from me: but God remains."




  This long speech was not without effect upon the kind-hearted Poole. Pocketing certain twinges of what in Charles Lloyd he had defined as jealousy, he asked, "And what does your friend Mr. Wordsworth say? You are so constantly in his company, that I should suppose he would be a very fit judge of the best course for you to take."




  "Oh, Wordsworth,—well, need you ask? Of course he urges me to accept the Wedgwoods' generosity, and devote myself to poetical work alone. But my mind misgives me, lest in doing that I should be turning my back upon the service of God. Am I not more efficacious for good as a preacher than as a versifier?"




  "We-ell, I don't know," muttered Poole, "We can all read your poems, you see, but we can't all follow you about the west-country to listen to you,—we can't track you to chapels at Taunton, or Bridgewater, or Shrewsbury, however eloquent you may be. Not but what," he added with a sly twinkle, "you do a pretty fairish deal of preaching in private."




  "That's what Lamb said," remarked Coleridge, "I asked him if he had ever heard me preach, and he said, 'M-my d-dear f-fellow, I n-n-never heard you do anything else!' A trifle flippant at times, is our good Lamb.... But who's this?"—and he sprang from his seat with unwonted energy.




  "Oh, it's your friends from Alfoxden," said Poole: and, with the resigned expression of one relegated to a back seat, he picked up the empty flip-jug and glasses, and returned to his own domain.




  Two people were coming down Coleridge's garden,—a "gaunt and Don-Quixote-like" man in striped pantaloons and a brown fustian jacket, and a slender, pleasing, dark-haired woman in her early twenties. They were William and Dorothy Wordsworth: names dearer than any to the contemplative heart of Coleridge. For nearly a year they had been tenants of Alfoxden Manor-house, about a mile away among the hills: for nearly a year they had been his constant companions, his solace, his inspiration. To their example and society he owed, as he allowed, the awakening and consummation of his genius: for although the "magic and melody" of his verse were all his own,—that magic unsurpassed and unsurpassable, "altogether beyond price," and that melody,




  

    Such a soft floating witchery of sound
 As twilight Elfins make, when they at eve
 Voyage on gentle gales from Fairy Land,
 Where melodies round heavy-dropping flowers,
 Footless and wild, like birds of Paradise,
 Nor pause, nor push, hovering on untam'd wing!
 (The Eolian Harp)


  




  yet it was Wordsworth who had helped him to "find himself," and it was Dorothy whose influence on both men called out their best and deepest. "Three people but one soul," Coleridge had called this ideally-united trio of himself and his friends; and as "three people with one soul," they "walked on seaward Quantock's heathy hills," and had every thought in common.




  "We are off for a long walk this lovely noon," explained Dorothy, "and taking our lunch with us: will you come, Mr. Coleridge?" A very hasty wash and brush, and a hurried goodbye to Sara, and the poet had forsaken a distasteful employment for a singularly congenial one. Over the hills and far away, he could postpone for the nonce every workaday question which troubled him, and, deep in the abstrusest consideration of poetry, or speculation of philosophy, could steep himself in the calm which was his ultimate desire.




  He had a host of projects to discuss. He had planned, in collaboration with Wordsworth, a "great book of Man and Nature and Society, to be symbolized by a brook in its course from upland source to sea:" much on the lines of his own strophe from the German:




  

    Unperishing youth!
 Thou leapest from forth
 The cell of thy hidden nativity;
 Never mortal saw
 The cradle of the strong one;
 Never mortal heard
 The gathering of his voices;
 The deep-murmur'd charm of the son of the rock,
 That is lisped evermore at his slumberless fountain.
 There's a cloud at the portal, a spray-woven veil
 At the shrine of his ceaseless renewing;
 It embosoms the roses of dawn,
 It entangles the shafts of the noon,
 And into the bed of its stillness
 The moonshine sinks down as in slumber,
 That the son of the rock, that the nursling of heaven
 May be born in a holy twilight!


  




  He had begun the Ancient Mariner upon a previous walking-tour, also as a joint composition with the other poet, but had taken it into his own hands and finally completed it this spring. He had an immense proposal for an epic, which should take ten years for collecting material, five for writing and five for revising—nobody could accuse Coleridge of undue haste! He had undertaken a translation of Wieland's Oberon, which was likely to be more troublesome than remunerative. But most of all he desired to ascertain his friends' criticism on his newest fragment, Christabel: the bulk of his achievements were but fragmentary at the best.
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          "There she sees a damsel bright,
 Drest in a silken robe of white,
 That shadowy in the moonlight shone:
 The neck that made that white robe wan,
 Her stately neck, and arms were bare.
 · · · · · · And wildly glittered here and there
 The gems entangled in her hair."
 (Christabel).

        


      


    


  




  Coleridge's mind was that extremely rara avis in terra, which combines the artistic with the philosophic temperament—two inherently-opposed qualities. His acute and sensitive perceptions of sound, sight, colour and romantic possibility did not in the least satisfy his heavy logical demands. Of art for art's sake he had the poorest opinion. He was of dual nature,—and where the philosopher, the metaphysician and the divine preponderated in him, they completely over-weighted the exquisite, ethereal imagination, which was so infinitely more precious, had he known it. And although in this golden year of his life, this annus mirabilis of his sojourn at Nether Stowey,—he was still allured to the marvellous, the strange and the supernatural, he sought to disguise his surrender to these phantasies, by clothing his desires in the garb of a severe philosophy of poetry. He decided, in concert with Wordsworth, that it would be well for him to undertake a series of poems in which, as he put it, "the incident and agents were to be, in part at least, supernatural: and the excellence arrived at was to consist in the interesting of the affections by the dramatic truth of such emotions as would naturally accompany such situations, supposing them real. And real in this sense they have been to every human being who, from whatever source of delusion, has at any time believed himself under supernatural agency."




  A cold and unproductive soil this, one would suppose, in which to grow the glowing flowers of Christabel, where night itself, peopled with occult alarms, cannot minimise the mingled horror and splendour of Geraldine's first appearance.




  

    Is the night chilly and dark?
 The night is chilly, but not dark.
 The thin gray cloud is spread on high,
 It covers but not hides the sky.
 The moon is behind, and at the full;
 And yet she looks both small and dull.
 The night is chill, the cloud is gray:
 'Tis a month before the month of May,
 And the Spring comes slowly up this way.
 The lovely lady, Christabel,
 Whom her father loves so well,
 What makes her in the wood so late,
 A furlong from the castle gate?
 She had dreams all yesternight
 Of her own betrothed knight;
 And she in the midnight wood will pray
 For the weal of her lover that's far away.




    

      She stole along, she nothing spoke,
 The sighs she heaved were soft and low,
 And naught was green upon the oak,
 But moss and rarest mistletoe:
 She kneels beneath the huge oak tree,
 And in silence prayeth she.


    




    

      The lady sprang up suddenly,
 The lovely lady, Christabel!
 It moaned as near, as near can be,
 But what it is, she cannot tell.—
 On the other side it seems to be,
 Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree.
 · · · · · · There she sees a damsel bright,
 Drest in a silken robe of white,
 That shadowy in the moonlight shone:
 The neck that made that white robe wan,
 Her stately neck, and arms were bare;
 Her blue-veined feet unsandal'd were,
 And wildly glittered here and there
 The gems entangled in her hair.
 I guess, 'twas frightful there to see
 A lady so richly clad as she—
 Beautiful exceedingly!


    


  




  And a chilly basis, these solemnly-propounded theories, for the gorgeous fabric of The Ancient Mariner. Originally founded, as regards its main outlines, upon a dream which occurred to Cruikshank,—a dream of a skeleton ship with figures in it,—who could have anticipated such results as that unforgettable scene where "The Ancient Mariner beholdeth a sign in the element afar off"?—




  

    The western wave was all a-flame;
 The day was well nigh done;
 Almost upon the western wave
 Rested the broad bright Sun;
 When that strange shape drove suddenly
 Betwixt us and the Sun.
 And straight the Sun was flecked with bars
 (Heaven's Mother send us grace!)
 As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
 With broad and burning face.




    

      Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
 How fast she nears and nears!
 Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
 Like restless gossameres!


    




    

      Are those her ribs through which the Sun
 Did peer, as through a grate?
 And is that Woman all her crew?
 Is that a Death? and are there two?
 Is Death that woman's mate?


    




    

      Her lips were red, her looks were free,
 Her locks were yellow as gold:
 Her skin was as white as leprosy,
 The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she,
 Who thicks man's blood with cold.


    




    

      The naked hulk alongside came,
 And the twain were casting dice;
 'The game is done! I've won! I've won!'
 Quoth she, and whistles thrice.


    




    

      The Sun's rim dips; the stars rush out:
 At one stride comes the dark;
 With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,
 Off shot the spectre-bark.


    




    

      We listened, and looked sideways up!
 Fear at my heart, as at a cup,
 My life-blood seemed to sip!
 The stars were dim, and thick the night,
 The steersman's face by his lamp gleamed white;
 

    




    

      From the sails the dew did drip—
 Till clomb above the eastern bar
 The hornéd Moon, with one bright star
 Within the nether tip.


    


  




  Or who could have supposed that Wordsworth's subsequent suggestion for the plot of the poem, "Suppose you represent the Mariner as having killed an Albatross on entering the South Sea, and that the tutelary spirits of these regions take upon themselves to avenge the crime," should develop into that magnificent defence of the animal right to live, which, in Coleridge's opinion, obtruded a moral sentiment too openly in a work of such pure imagination? The curse of remorse, throughout the whole story, hangs as heavy on the seaman's soul as does the dead weight of the Albatross around his neck: until that mystical moment when he blesses the beauty of the "happy living things" in the water, "God's creatures of the great calm,"




  

    

      The moving Moon went up the sky,
 And no where did abide:
 Softly she was going up,
 And a star or two beside.
 

       Her beams bemocked the sultry main,
 Like April hoar-frost spread;
 But where the ship's huge shadow lay,
 The charmed water burnt alway
 A still and awful red.


    




    

      Beyond the shadow of the ship,
 I watched the water-snakes:
 They moved in tracks of shining white,
 And when they reared, the elfish light
 Fell off in hoary flakes.


    




    

      Within the shadow of the ship
 I watched their rich attire:
 Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
 They coiled and swam; and every track
 Was a flash of golden fire.


    




    

      O happy living things! no tongue
 Their beauty might declare:
 A spring of love gushed from my heart,
 And I blessed them unaware:
 Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
 And I blessed them unaware.


    




    

      The self-same moment I could pray;
 And from my neck so free
 The Albatross fell off, and sank
 Like lead into the sea.
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          "The self-same moment I could pray:
 And from my neck so free
 The Albatross fell off, and sank
 Like lead into the sea."
 (The Ancient Mariner).

        


      


    


  




  ... Side by side the three friends wandered over the May-sweet hillsides,—dipping into wooded combes, musical with the sound of streams,—climbing the heathery slopes, resting here and there upon some glorious crest to drink in all the joy and colour of the landscape, and to reflect, in Coleridge's own words, how—




  

    

      Flowers are lovely; Love is flower-like;
 Friendship is a sheltering tree.


    


  




  Each of them young,—each of them passionate lovers of Nature,—each brimming with hopes, and equipped with commanding intellect,—they formed the three-fold chord, with its tonic, dominant and mediant, of which is born all music....




  It was nearly eight o'clock when Coleridge parted from the Wordsworths at the gate of Alfoxden. They were happily tired after some nine hours' rambling, and a serene joy lit up their faces, as of those who have passed through some enchanting experience,—who have touched at some oasis of sheer delight. Coleridge tried to frame his thoughts into words, as he strode homeward with his loose shambling gait, continually shifting from one side of the path to the other after his notorious "corkscrew" habit. The notes of the nightingale, poignantly sweet, echoed to him out of the woods,—and he would gladly have lingered to listen; but, instead, he thought—




  

    

      Farewell, O Warbler! till to-morrow eve,
 And you, my friends! farewell, a short farewell!
 We have been loitering long and pleasantly,
 And now for our dear homes.—That strain again!
 Full fain it would delay me! My dear babe,
 Who, capable of no articulate sound,
 Mars all things with his imitative lisp,
 How he would place his hand beside his ear,
 His little hand, the small forefinger up,
 And bid us listen! And I deem it wise
 To make him Nature's play-mate. He knows well
 The evening star; and once, when he awoke
 In most distressful mood (some inward pain
 Had made up that strange thing, an infant's dream)
 I hurried with him to our orchard-plot,
 And he beheld the Moon, and, hushed at once,
 Suspends his sobs, and laughs most silently,
 While his fair eyes, that swam with un-dropped tears,
 Did glitter in the yellow moonbeam! Well!—
 It is a father's tale. But if that Heaven
 Should give me life, his childhood shall grow up
 Familiar with these songs, that with the night
 He may associate joy! Once more farewell,
 Sweet Nightingale! Once more, my friends! farewell.


    


  




  Sara met him in the road with a despondent air. "Lloyd has gone," said she.




  "Gone! what, actually gone! Do you mean to say he has left us?" exclaimed Coleridge, horrorstruck.




  "He packed up his things and took leave of me," she replied; "it seems he hired a conveyance from Bristol to fetch him home."




  "Good Heavens!" cried her husband: and all the tranquil joy died out of his face; nothing but weariness, flabbiness and dejection remained. "Did he give no reason?"




  "O, he said things about the Wordsworths," replied Sara. "He thinks you have neglected him shamefully. So do I." And she shut her mouth with a snap.




  Coleridge, though so prolific a conversationalist, and so prone to speech, knew when there was a time to be silent. He attempted no defence or excuse. He simply went indoors, and sitting distastefully to an unprepossessing supper, let Sara say her say upon the subject of Lloyd: it was an extensive and a justifiable recrimination. Then—still in the same abstracted and monosyllabic state,—he helped to wash up, attended—better late than never—to the pigs and fowls, and sat before the fire, with a note-book in his hands and baby-clothes pinned to warm upon his knees, while Sara put the child to bed. He was working out with patient care those apparently unpremeditated effects which go to make up the haunting melody of Christabel. For, skilful and accomplished metrist as he was, it was only by dint of "repeated experiments and intense mental effort" that he achieved those results in which his art appears most artless. However, he was in no fit state, over-tired and distressed as he felt, for laborious efforts of this kind: and presently Nature took vengeance upon him in the form of intolerable toothache. A little while he bore it: then, moving tip-toe lest he should be heard in the upper room where Sara was soothing the little one to sleep, he stole to a corner cupboard and took out a bottle of laudanum. In this false friend and insidious comforter he had already found relief and repose from mental, as from physical troubles,—more and more frequently he had recourse to it. He knew its fatal tendency to undermine the will and debilitate the constitution, yet he could not deny himself an artificial peace which he described as "a spot of enchantment, a green spot of fountains and trees in the very heart of a waste of sand."




  And immediately he began to view things couleur de rose. The sharp tongue and angry face of Sara became transmogrified into the gentle semblance of her anagram, the imaginary Asra of his poems,—




  

    

      To be beloved is all I need,
 And whom I love I love indeed.


    




    

      · · · · · ·

    

O ever—ever be thou blest!
 For dearly, Asra! love I thee!
 This brooding warmth across my breast,
 This depth of tranquil bliss—ah, me!
 Fount, tree and shed are gone, I know not whither,
 But in one quiet room we three are still together.
 The shadows dance upon the wall,
 By the still dancing fire-flames made;
 And now they slumber moveless all!
 And now they melt to one deep shade!
 But not from me shall this mild darkness steal thee:
 I dream thee with mine eyes, and at my heart I feel thee!


  




  The visions born of opium floated in vague, rich phantasmagoria across his slumbrous brain,




  

    

      And so, his senses gradually wrapt
 In a half-sleep, he dreams of better worlds,


    


  




  —sitting in the failing firelight. With a great effort he roused himself to creep up the stair-ladder, and to lay his drugged limbs upon the hard straw bed. The child and Sara were already dreaming: he gazed at them with serene affection:




  

    

      Dear Babe, that sleepest cradled by my side,
 Whose gentle breathings, heard in this deep calm,
 Fill up the interspersed vacancies
 And momentary pauses of the thought!
 My babe so beautiful! it thrills my heart
 With tender gladness, thus to look at thee!


    


  




  and lastly, with all the mental power yet left him, he committed himself to the God of whom he was so weak, so well-intentioned a worshipper:




  

    

      Ere on my bed my limbs I lay,
 It hath not been my use to pray
 With moving lips or bended knees;
 But silently, by slow degress,
 My spirit I to Love compose,
 In humble trust mine eye-lids close,
 With reverential resignation,
 No wish conceived, no thought expressed.
 Only a sense of supplication,—
 A sense o'er all my soul impressed
 That I am weak, yet not unblest,
 Since in me, round me, every where
 Eternal Strength and Wisdom are.


    


  




  But now the stealthy narcotic utterly beclouded him: he sank away as through unfathomable gulfs of somnolence. Samuel Taylor Coleridge had closed another day.




  

    The Life of Samuel Taylor Coleridge by James Gillman




    

      Table of Contents

    




    

      PREFACE.

    




    

      CHAPTER I.

    




    

      CHAPTER II.

    




    

      CHAPTER III.

    




    

      CHAPTER IV.

    


  




  

    ‘… But some to higher hopes


    Were destined; some within a finer mould


    Were wrought, and temper’d with a purer flame:


    To these the Sire Omnipotent unfolds


    The world’s harmonious volume, there to read


    The transcript of himself ….’




    TO JOSEPH HENRY GREEN, F.R.S.




    PROFESSOR OF ANATOMY OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY, ETC. ETC.




    THE HONOURED FAITHFUL AND BELOVED FRIEND OF




    SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE,




    THESE VOLUMES




    ARE MOST RESPECTFULLY AND AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED.


  




  

    PREFACE.




    

      Table of Contents

    




    The more frequently we read and contemplate the lives of those eminent men so beautifully traced by the amiable Izaak Walton, the more we are impressed with the sweetness and simplicity of the work. Walton was a man of genius — of simple calling and more simple habits, though best known perhaps by his book on Angling; yet in the scarcely less attractive pages of his biographies, like the flowing of the gentle stream on which he sometimes cast his line, to practise “the all of treachery he ever learnt,” he leads the delighted reader imperceptibly on, charmed with the natural beauty of his sentiments, and the unaffected ease and simplicity of his style.




    In his preface to the Sermons of (that pious poet and divine,) Dr. Donne, so much may be found applicable to the great and good man whose life the author is now writing, that he hopes to be pardoned for quoting from one so much more able to delineate rare virtues and high endowments: “And if he shall now be demanded, as once Pompey’s poor bondman was, who art thou that alone hast the honour to bury the body of Pompey the great?” so who is he who would thus erect a funeral pile to the memory of the honoured dead? …




    With the writer of this work, during the latter twenty years of his life, Coleridge had been domesticated; and his intimate knowledge of that illustrious character induces him to hope that his present undertaking, “however imperfectly it may set forth the memory he fain would honour,” will yet not be considered presumptuous; inasmuch as he has had an opportunity of bringing together facts and anecdotes, with various memoranda never before published, some of which will be found to have much of deep interest, of piety and of loveliness.




    At the same time he has also been desirous of interweaving such information as he has been enabled to collect from the early friends of Coleridge, as well as from those of his after-life. Thus, he trusts, he has had the means of giving, with truth and correctness, a faithful portraiture of one whom he so dearly loved, so highly prized. Still he feels that from various causes, he has laboured under many and great difficulties.




    First, he never contemplated writing this Memoir, nor would he have made the attempt, had it not been urged on him as a duty by friends, whom Coleridge himself most respected and honoured; they, “not doubting that his intimate knowledge of the author, and dear love to his memory, might make his diligence useful.”




    Secondly, the duties of a laborious profession, rendered still more arduous by indifferent health — added to many sorrows, and leisure (if such it might be called,) which permitted only occasional attention to the subject — and was liable to frequent interruptions; will, he flatters himself, give him a claim to the candour and kindness of his readers. And if Coleridge’s “glorious spirit, now in heaven, could look down upon him, he would not disdain this well meant sacrifice to his memory — for whilst his conversation made him, and many others happy below, his humility and gentleness were also preeminent; — and divines have said, those virtues that were but sparks upon earth, become great and glorious flames in heaven.”
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    BIRTHPLACE OF COLERIDGE. — SLIGHT SKETCH OF HIS PARENTS. — WHIMSICAL ANECDOTES HE USED TO RELATE OF HIS FATHER, &C. — AS A PASTOR, HOW MUCH BELOVED. — HIS BROTHERS AND SISTERS ENUMERATED. — THE DEATH OF HIS FATHER. — HIS ENTRANCE AT CHRIST’S HOSPITAL. — LAMB’S ACCOUNT OF HIM WHEN AT SCHOOL. — WRITES THIS ACCOUNT UNDER THE NAME OF ELIA. — LAMB’S ADMISSION THAT HE MEANT COLERIDGE FOR THE “FRIENDLESS BOY.” — THE DELICACY OF HIS STOMACH. — HIS FIRST ATTEMPT AT MAKING VERSE WHEN A SCHOOL BOY. — AND CONTINUATION OF HIS SUFFERINGS WHEN AT SCHOOL. — HIS WATER EXCURSIONS, THE ORIGIN OF MOST OF HIS SUBSEQUENT SUFFERING.




    SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE, the subject of this memoir, was born at Ottery St. Mary, Devonshire, the 21st October, 1772. His father, the Rev. John Coleridge, was vicar of Ottery, and head master of Henry VIII Free Grammar School, usually termed the King’s School; a man of great learning, and one of the persons who assisted Dr. Kennicott in his Hebrew Bible. Before his appointment to the school at Ottery he had been head master of the school at South Molton. Some dissertations on the 17th and 18th chapters of the Book of Judges, and a Latin grammar for the use of the school at Ottery were published by him. He was an exceedingly studious man, pious, of primitive manners, and of the most simple habits: passing events were little heeded by him, and therefore he was usually characterized as the “absent man”.




    Many traditional stories concerning his father had been in circulation for years before Coleridge came to Highgate. These were related with mirth in the neighbourhood of Ottery, and varied according to the humour of the narrator.




    To beguile the winter’s hour, which, however, was never dull in his society, he would recall to memory the past anecdotes of his father, and repeat them till the tears ran down his face, from the fond recollection of his beloved parent. The relation of the story usually terminated with an affectionate sigh, and the observation, “Yes, my friend, he was indeed an Israelite without guile, and might be compared to Parson Adams.” The same appellation which Coleridge applied to his father will also, with equal justice, be descriptive of himself. In many respects he “differed in kind” from his brothers and the rest of his family, but his resemblance to his father was so strong, that I shall continue this part of the memoir with a sketch of the parent stock from which he sprung.




    The Rev. John Coleridge had been twice married; his second wife, Anne Bowdon, by whom he had a large family, was the mother of my friend, and seems to have been peculiarly fitted for the wife of a clergyman who had a large family and limited means. Her husband, not possessing that knowledge usually termed worldly wisdom, she appeared to supply the place of the friend, which such a man required in his wife. He was better fitted for the apostolic age, so primitive was he in his manners and uneducated in the fashions and changing customs surrounding him: his companions were chiefly his books, and the few scholars he had to educate. To all around him he was extremely kind and amiable, and greatly beloved by the flock over whom he presided as pastor. For each individual, whatever his rank, he had a kindly word of greeting, and in sickness or distress he was an attentive friend. His richer and more educated neighbours visited him, and shared the general pleasure and amusement excited by his simple and peculiarly absent manners.




    It is said of him, that on one occasion, having to breakfast with his bishop, he went, as was the practice of that day, into a barber’s shop to have his head shaved, wigs being then in common use. Just as the operation was completed, the clock struck nine, the hour at which the bishop punctually breakfasted. Roused, as from a reverie, he instantly left the barber’s shop, and in his haste forgetting his wig, appeared at the breakfast table, where the bishop and his party had assembled. The bishop, well acquainted with his absent manners, courteously and playfully requested him to walk into an adjoining room, and give his opinion of a mirror which had arrived from London a few days previously, and which disclosed to his astonished guest the consequences of his haste and forgetfulness.




    On another occasion he dined with the bishop, who had great pleasure and delight in his society, when the following ludicrous scene took place. The bishop had a maiden daughter, past the meridian of life, who was always glad to see and converse with the “dear good old man” (his usual appellation), and who was also kind enough to remind him of his little ‘Forgets’ in society, and rouse him from his absent moods. It not being the fashion in his day for gentlemen to wear braces, his small-clothes, receding from his waistcoat, left a space in his black dress, through which often appeared a portion of his linen. On these occasions, the good lady would draw his attention to this appearance, by saying in an under tone, “A little to this side, Mr. Coleridge,” or to that, as the adjustment might require. This hint was as instantly attended to as his embarrassed manner, produced by a sense of the kindness, would permit. On the day above alluded to, his kind friend sat next to him, dressed, as was then the fashion, in a smart party-going muslin apron. Whilst in earnest conversation with his opposite neighbour, on the side next the lady appeared the folds of his shirt, through the hiatus before described, so conspicuously as instantly to attract her notice. The hint was immediately given: “Mr. Coleridge, a little on the side next me;” — and was as instantly acknowledged by the usual reply, “Thank you, ma’am, thank you,” and the hand set to work to replace the shirt; but unfortunately, in his nervous eagerness, he seized on the lady’s apron, and appropriated the greater part of it. The appeal of “Dear Mr. Coleridge, do stop!” only increased his embarrassment, and also his exertions to dispose, as he thought, of his shirt; till the lady, to put a stop to the titter of the visitors, and relieve her own confusion, untied the strings, and thus disengaging herself, left the room, and her friend in possession of her apron.




    Mrs. Coleridge, the mother of my friend, and of whom I have already spoken, had naturally a strong mind. She was an uneducated woman, industriously attentive to her household duties, and devoted to the care of her husband and family. Possessing none, even of the most common female accomplishments of her day, she had neither love nor sympathy for the display of them in others. She disliked, as she would say, “your harpsichord ladies,” and strongly tried to impress on her sons their little value, in their choice of wives. As a clergyman’s wife her conduct was exemplary; the father of my friend had a fortune in such a woman, and she found in him, with all his peculiarities, a kind, sweet tempered, engaging husband. She was, I should add, a very good woman, though like Martha, over careful in many things, very ambitious for the advancement of her sons in life, but wanting perhaps that flow of heart which her husband possessed so largely. But “imperfection cleaves to mortality.” Such, as given in this brief sketch, were the parents of the subject of this memoir.




    I have heard Coleridge relate the following anecdote of his father. The old gentleman had to take a short journey on some professional business, which would detain him from home for three or four days: his good wife, in her care and watchfulness, had packed a few things in a small trunk, and gave them in charge to her husband, with strong injunctions that he was to put on a clean shirt every day. On his return home, his wife went to search for his linen, when, to her dismay, it was not in the trunk. A closer search, however, discovered that the vicar had strictly obeyed her injunctions, and had put on daily a clean shirt, but had forgotten to remove the one underneath. This might have been the pleasantest and most portable mode of carrying half a dozen shirts in winter, but not so in the dog-days.




    As a preacher, he was peculiar: it is said, that the poor idolized, and looked upon him with great reverence; and when death removed this distinguished and eminent scholar from among them, his successor had little chance of pleasing to the same extent. In their great admiration of him, they would often say, “How fine he was in his discourse, for he gave us the very words the spirit spoke in,” viz. the Hebrew, with which he frequently indulged them in his sermons, and which seems greatly to have attracted the notice of the agricultural population, who flocked from the neighbourhood, to the town in which he resided. Excited and stimulated by curiosity, this class of persons might attend the church, and in listening for the Hebrew they would perhaps be more attentive, and carry away some useful portions of the English from this amiable and accomplished pastor.




    As a schoolmaster his singularities were of the same character, manifesting the same simplicity and honesty of purpose. I have before stated that he wrote a Latin Grammar for the use of his school, and instead of the word ablative, in general use, he compounded three or four Latin words as explanatory of this case. Whether the mothers were startled at the repetition of these words, and thought of the hardships their sons would have to endure in the acquirement of this grammar, I can only conjecture; but it seems he thought it his duty to explain to the ladies, in justice to their feelings, his learned reasons for the alteration he had made in the name of this case.




    I had often pressed him to write some account of his early life, and of the various circumstances connected with it. But the aversion he had to read or write any thing about himself was so great, that I never succeeded, except in obtaining a few notes, rather than a detailed account. There would be little either useful or interesting in any account of Coleridge’s life, which a stranger to him could give; therefore, from the best authorities with which I am acquainted, and from an intimacy of nearly twenty years, is this memoir of my late lamented friend compiled. He commences one of the notes above alluded to, with his early childhood.




    “I was,” says he, “the last child, the youngest child of ten by the same mother, that is to say, John, William (who died in infancy), James, William, Edward, George, Luke, Ann, Francis, and myself, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, beneficially abridged Esteese [Greek: estaesae], i.e. S. T. C., and the thirteenth, taking in three sisters by my dear father’s first wife, — Mary, afterwards Mrs. Bradley, — Sarah, who married a seaman and is lately dead, and Elizabeth, afterwards Mrs. Phillips — who alone was bred up with us after my birth, and whom alone of the three I was wont to think of as a sister, though not exactly, yet I did not know why, the same sort of sister, as my sister Nancy.




    Being the youngest child, I possibly inherited the weakly state of health of my father, who died at the age of 62, before I had reached my seventh year; and from certain jealousies of old Molly, my brother Frank’s dotingly fond nurse, (and if ever child by beauty and loveliness deserved to be doted on, my brother Francis was that child,) and by the infusions of her jealousy into my brother’s mind, I was in earliest childhood huffed away from the enjoyments of muscular activity from play, to take refuge at my mother’s side, on my little stool, to read my little book, and to listen to the talk of my elders. I was driven from life in motion, to life in thought and sensation. I never played except by myself, and then only acting over what I had been reading or fancying, or half one, half the other, with a stick cutting down weeds and nettles, as one of the seven champions of Christendom. Alas! I had all the simplicity, all the docility of the little child, but none of the child’s habits. I never thought as a child, never had the language of a child. I forget whether it was in my fifth or sixth year, but I believe the latter, in consequence of some quarrel between me and my brother, in the first week in October, I ran away from fear of being whipped, and passed the whole night, a night of rain and storm, on the bleak side of a hill on the Otter, and was there found at daybreak, without the power of using my limbs, about six yards from the naked bank of the river.”




    “In my seventh year, about the same time, if not the very same time, i.e. Oct. 4th, my most dear, most revered father, died suddenly. O that I might so pass away, if like him I were an Israelite without guile. The image of my father, my revered, kind, learned, simple-hearted father is a religion to me!”




    Judge Buller who had been educated by his father, had always promised to adopt the son, at least to educate him, foreseeing that Samuel, the youngest, was likely to be left an orphan early in life. Soon after the death of the Rev. John Coleridge, the Judge obtained from John Way, Esq., one of the governors of Christ’s Hospital, a presentation to that school, and young Coleridge was sent by the Judge and placed there on the 18th July, 1782. “O! what a change!” he goes on in the note above quoted.




    “Depressed, moping, friendless, poor orphan, half starved; (at that time the portion of food to the Bluecoats was cruelly insufficient for those who had no friends to supply them).”




    In the late Mr. Charles Lamb’s “Works” published in 1818, there is an account of the school, entitled “Recollections of Christ’s Hospital.” In 1823 there is a second essay on the same subject by Lamb, under the assumed title of “Elia,” — Elia supposed to be intimate with Lamb and Coleridge. This second account, entitled “Christ’s Hospital five-and-thirty years ago,” gave umbrage to some of the “Blues,” as they termed themselves, as differing so much from the first in full praise of this valuable foundation, and particularly as a school from which he had benefited so much. In the preface to the second series, Elia says,




    “What he (Elia) tells of himself is often true only (historically) of another; when under the first person he shadows forth the forlorn state of a country boy placed at a London school far from his friends and connexions,”




    which is in direct opposition to Lamb’s own early history. The second account, under the personification of Elia, is drawn from the painful recollections and sufferings of Coleridge while at school, which I have often heard him relate.




    Lamb told Coleridge one day that the friendless school boy in his “Elia,” (soon after its publication) was intended for him, and taken from his description of the Bluecoat school. After Coleridge’s death, Lamb related the same circumstance to me, that he had drawn the account from Coleridge’s feelings, sufferings, &c., Lamb having himself been an indulged boy and peculiarly favoured through the instrumentality of a friend:




    “I remember,” says Elia, “Lamb at school, and can well recollect that he had some peculiar advantages, which I and others of his schoolfellows had not. His friends lived in town and were at hand, and he had the privilege of going to see them almost as often as he wished, through some invidious distinction which was denied to us. The present treasurer of the Inner Temple can explain how it happened. He had his tea and hot rolls in the morning, while we were battening upon our quarter of penny loaf — our ‘crug’ moistened with attenuated small beer in wooden piggins, smacking of the pitched leathern jack it was poured from. On Monday’s milk porritch, blue and tasteless, and the pease-soup of Saturday, coarse and choking, were enriched for him with a slice of ‘extraordinary bread and butter,’ from the hot-loaf of the Temple. The Wednesday’s mess of millet, somewhat less repugnant — (we had three banyan to four meat-days in the week) — was endeared to his palate with a lump of double-refined, and a smack of ginger, (to make it go down the more glibly) or the fragrant cinnamon. In lieu of our ‘half-pickled’ Sundays, or ‘quite fresh’ boiled beef on Thursdays, (strong as caro equina), with detestable marigolds floating in the pail to poison the broth — our scanty mutton crags on Fridays — and rather more savoury, but grudging, portions of the same flesh, rotten-roasted or rare, on the Tuesdays (the only dish which excited our appetites, and disappointed our stomachs, in almost equal proportion) he had his hot plate of roast veal, or the more tempting griskin (exotics unknown to our palates), cooked in the paternal kitchen.




    “I (Coleridge) was a poor friendless boy, my parents, and those who should have cared for me, were far away. Those few acquaintances of their’s, which they could reckon upon being kind to me in the great city, after a little forced notice, which they had the grace to take of me on my first arrival in town, soon grew tired of my holiday visits. They seemed to them to recur too often, though I thought them few enough; one after another, they all failed me, and I felt myself alone among six hundred playmates — O the cruelty of separating a poor lad from his early homestead! The yearnings which I used to have towards it in those unfledged years! How in my dreams would my native town come back (far in the west) with its churches and trees and faces! To this late hour of my life, and even to the end of it did Coleridge trace impressions left by the painful recollection of these friendless holidays. The long warm days of summer never return but they bring with them a gloom from the haunting memory of those ‘whole day’s leave’, when by some strange arrangement, we were turned out for the live-long day, upon our own hands whether we had friends to go to or none. I remember those bathing excursions to the New River, which Lamb recalls with such relish, better, I think, than he can — for he was a home-seeking lad, and did not care for such water-parties. How we would sally forth into the fields; and strip under the first warmth of the sun; and wanton like young dace in the streams; getting appetites for the noon; which those of us that were penny less (our scanty morning crust long since exhausted) had not the means of allaying — while the cattle, and the birds, and the fishes were at feed about us, and we had nothing to satisfy our cravings; the very beauty of the day, and the exercise of the pastime, and the sense of liberty setting a keener edge upon them! How faint and languid, finally, we would return toward nightfall to our desired morsel, half-rejoicing, half-reluctant, that the hours of uneasy liberty had expired.




    “It was worse in the days of winter, to go prowling about the streets objectless; shivering at cold windows of print-shops, to extract a little amusement; or haply, as a last resort, in the hope of a little novelty, to pay a fifty times repeated visit (where our individual faces would be as well known to the warden as those of his own charges) to the lions in the Tower, to whose levee, by courtesy immemorial, we had a prescriptive right of admission.”




    In short, nearly the whole of this essay of Elia’s is a transcript of Coleridge’s account of the school. ‘Never was a friend or schoolfellow more fondly attached to another than Lamb to Coleridge. The latter from his own account, as well as from Lamb and others who knew him when at school, must have been a delicate and suffering boy. His principal ailments he owed much to the state of his stomach, which was at that time so delicate, that when compelled to go to a large closet (shoe-bin, its school name,) containing shoes, to pick out a pair easy to his feet, which were always tender, and he required shoes so large that he could walk in them, rather than with them, and the smell, from the number in this place, used to make him so sick, that I have often seen him shudder, even in late life, when he gave an account of it. In this note, continuing an account of himself at school, he says,




    “From eight to fourteen I was a playless daydreamer, a ‘helluo librorum’, my appetite for which was indulged by a singular incident: a stranger, who was struck by my conversation, made me free of a circulating library in King Street, Cheapside.”




    The incident, indeed, was singular: going down the Strand, in one of his daydreams, fancying himself swimming across the Hellespont, thrusting his hands before him as in the act of swimming, his hand came in contact with a gentleman’s pocket; the gentleman seized his hand, turning round and looking at him with some anger, “What! so young, and so wicked?” at the same time accused him of an attempt to pick his pocket; the frightened boy sobbed out his denial of the intention, and explained to him how he thought himself Leander, swimming across the Hellespont. The gentleman was so struck and delighted with the novelty of the thing, and with the simplicity and intelligence of the boy, that he subscribed, as before stated, to the library, in consequence of which Coleridge was further enabled to indulge his love of reading.




    In his bathing excursions he had greatly injured his health, and reduced his strength; in one of these bathing exploits he swam across the New River in his clothes, and dried them in the fields on his back: from these excursions commenced those bodily sufferings which embittered the rest of his life, and rendered it truly one of sickness and suffering. When a boy he had a remarkably delicate, white skin, which was once the cause of great punishment to him.




    His dame had undertaken to cure him of the itch, with which the boys of his ward had suffered much; but Coleridge was doomed to suffer more than his comrades, from the use of sulphur ointment, through the great sagacity of his dame, who with her extraordinary eyes, aided by the power of glasses, could see the malady in the skin deep and out of common vision; and consequently, as often as she employed this miraculous sight, she found or thought she found fresh reasons for continuing the friction, to the prolonged suffering and mortification of her patient. This occurred when he was about eight years of age, and gave rise to his first attempt at making a verse, as follows:




    ”O Lord, have mercy on me!


    For I am very sad!


    For why, good Lord? I’ve got the itch,


    And eke I’ve got the ‘tad’,”




    the school name for ringworm. He was to be found during play-hours often with the knees of his breeches unbuttoned, and his shoes down at the heel, walking to and fro, or sitting on a step, or in a corner, deeply engaged in some book. This had attracted the notice of Middleton, at that time a deputy grecian, and going up to him one day, asked what he was reading; the answer was “Virgil.” “Are you then,” said M. “studying your lesson?” “No,” said C., “I am reading it for pleasure;” for he had not yet arrived at Virgil in his class studies. This struck Middleton as something so peculiar, that he mentioned it to the head master, as Coleridge was then in the grammar school (which is the lower part of the classical school), and doing the work of the lower boys. The Rev. James Bowyer, who was at that time head master, a quick discerning man, but hasty and severe, sent for the master of the grammar school, and inquired about Coleridge; from him he learnt that he was a dull and inapt scholar, and that he could not be made to repeat a single rule of syntax, although he would give a rule in his own way.




    This brought Coleridge before Bowyer, and to this circumstance may be attributed the notice which he afterwards took of him: the school and his scholars were every thing to him, and Coleridge’s neglect and carelessness never went unpunished. I have often heard him say, he was so ordinary a looking boy, with his black head, that Bowyer generally gave him at the end of a flogging an extra cut; “for,” said he, “you are such an ugly fellow!”




    When, by the odd accident before mentioned, he was made a subscriber to the library in King Street,




    “I read,” says he, “‘through’ the catalogue, folios and all, whether I understood them, or did not understand them, running all risks in skulking out to get the two volumes which I was entitled to have daily. Conceive what I must have been at fourteen; I was in a continual low fever. My whole being was, with eyes closed to every object of present sense, to crumple myself up in a sunny corner, and read, read, read; fancy myself on Robinson Crusoe’s island, finding a mountain of plumb-cake, and eating a room for myself, and then eating it into the shapes of tables and chairs — hunger and fancy!”




    In his lad-hood he says,




    “My talents and superiority made me for ever at the head in my routine of study, though utterly without the desire to be so; without a spark of ambition; and, as to emulation, it had no meaning for me; but the difference between me and my form-fellows, in our lessons and exercises, bore no proportion to the measureless difference between me and them in the wide, wild, wilderness of useless, unarranged book-knowledge and book-thoughts. Thank Heaven! it was not the age nor the fashion of getting up prodigies; but at twelve or fourteen I should have made as pretty a juvenile prodigy as was ever emasculated and ruined by fond and idle wonderment. Thank Heaven! I was flogged instead of flattered. However, as I climbed up the school, my lot was somewhat alleviated.”




    When Coleridge arrived at the age of fifteen, he was, from the little comfort he experienced, very desirous of quitting the school, and, as he truly said, he had not a spark of ambition. Near the school there resided a worthy, and, in their rank of life, a respectable middle-aged couple. The husband kept a little shop, and was a shoemaker, with whom Coleridge had become intimate. The wife, also, had been kind and attentive to him, and this was sufficient to captivate his affectionate nature, which had existed from earliest childhood, and strongly endeared him to all around him. Coleridge became exceedingly desirous of being apprenticed to this man, to learn the art of shoemaking; and in due time, when some of the boys were old enough to leave the school, and be put to trade, Coleridge, being of the number, tutored his friend Crispin how to apply to the head master, and not to heed his anger should he become irate. Accordingly, Crispin applied at the hour proposed to see Bowyer; who, having heard the proposal to take Coleridge as an apprentice, and Coleridge’s answer and assent to become a shoemaker, broke forth with his favourite adjuration, “‘Ods my life, man, what d’ye mean?” At the sound of his angry voice, Crispin stood motionless, till the angry pedagogue becoming infuriate, pushed the intruder out of the room with such force, that Crispin might have sustained an action at law against him for an assault. Thus, to Coleridge’s mortification and regret, as he afterwards in joke would say,




    “I lost the opportunity of supplying safeguards to the understandings of those, who perhaps will never thank me for what I am aiming to do in exercising their reason.




    “Against my will,” says he, “I was chosen by my master as one of those destined for the university; and about this time my brother Luke, or ‘the Doctor,’ so called from his infancy, because being the seventh son, he had, from his infancy, been dedicated to the medical profession, came to town to walk the London Hospital, under the care of Sir William Blizard. Mr. Saumarez, brother of the Admiral Lord Saumarez, was his intimate friend. Every Saturday I could make or obtain leave, to the London Hospital trudged I. O the bliss if I was permitted to hold the plasters, or to attend the dressings. Thirty years afterwards, Mr. Saumarez retained the liveliest recollections of the extraordinary, enthusiastic blue-coat boy, and was exceedingly affected in identifying me with that boy. I became wild to be apprenticed to a surgeon. English, Latin, yea, Greek books of medicine read I incessantly. Blanchard’s Latin Medical Dictionary I had nearly by heart. Briefly, it was a wild dream, which gradually blending with, gradually gave way to a rage for metaphysics, occasioned by the essays on Liberty and Necessity in Cato’s Letters, and more by theology. After I had read Voltaire’s Philosophical Dictionary, I sported infidel! but my infidel vanity never touched my heart:”




    nor ever with his lips did he for a few months only support the new light given him by Voltaire.




    “With my heart,” says he, “I never did abandon the name of Christ.”




    This reached Bowyer’s ears, and he sent for him: not to reason with him, as teachers and parents do too often, and by this means as often increase the vanity of these tyro-would-be-philosophers; but he took the surest mode, if not of curing, at least of checking the disease. His argument was short and forcible.




    “So, sirrah, you are an infidel, are you? then I’ll flog your infidelity out of you;”




    and gave him the severest flogging he had ever received at his hands. This, as I have often heard Coleridge say, was the only just flogging he had ever given him: certainly, from all I ever heard of him, Bowyer was strictly a flogging master. Trollope, in his History of Christ’s Hospital, page 137, says of him,




    ”His discipline was exact in the extreme, and tinctured, perhaps, with


    more than due severity.”




    Coleridge, in his ‘Biographia Literaria’, after paying a just compliment to Bowyer as a teacher, says,




    “The reader will, I trust, excuse this tribute of recollection to a man, whose severities, even now, not seldom furnish the dreams by which the blind fancy would fain interpret to the mind the painful sensation of distempered sleep, but neither lessen nor diminish the deep sense of my moral and intellectual obligations.”




    He had his passionate days, which the boys described as the days he wore his Passy wig (passy abbreviated from passionate). “Sirrah! I’ll flog you,” were words so familiar to him, that on one occasion, some female relation or friend of one of the boys entered his room, when a class stood before him and inquired for Master — ; master was no school title with Bowyer. The errand of this lady being to ask a short leave of absence for some boy, on the sudden appearance in town of his country cousin, still lingering at the door, after having been abruptly told to go, Bowyer suddenly exclaimed, “Bring that woman here, and I’ll flog her!”




    Coleridge’s themes in his fifteenth year, in verse as well as prose, marked him as a boy of great talent, but of talent only according to his own definition of it (vide “Friend,” vol. iii. edit. 1818). His verse was good, his prose powerful, and language correct, and beyond his years in depth of thought, but as yet he had not manifested, according to the same test, anything of genius. I met among some of his notes, written at the age of fifty-one, the following critique on one of his schoolboy themes:




    “This theme was written at the age of fifteen: it does not contain a line that any schoolboy might not have written, and like most school-poetry, there is a putting of thoughts into verse. Yet such verses as a striving of mind and struggles after the intense and vivid, are a fair promise of better things.”




    The same observation might be made in the intense application of his intellectual powers in search of truth, at the time he called himself an infidel; in this struggle of mind was the “fair promise of better things.” It was the preparation necessary for such a mind; the breaking up and tilling of the soil for the successful germination of the seeds of truth.




    The sleeping powers of thought were roused and excited into action.




    Perhaps this may be considered, as entering too early into the history of his mind in boyhood: to this I reply, that the entire man so to speak, is to be seen even in the cradle of the child.




    The serious may be startled at the thought of a young man passing through such an ordeal; but with him it was the exercise of his strength, in order that he might “fight the good fight,” and conquer for that truth which is permanent, and is the light and the life of every one who comes into the world, and who is in earnest search of it.




    In his sixteenth year he composed the allegory of “Real and Imaginary Time,” first published in the Sibylline Leaves, having been accidentally omitted in the Juvenile Poems, —




    ”On the wide level of a mountain’s head,


    (I knew not where, but ‘twas some fairy place)


    Their pinions, ostrich-like, for sails outspread,


    Two lovely children run an endless race,


    A sister and a brother!


    That far outstripped the other;


    Yet ever runs she with reverted face,


    And looks and listens for the boy behind;


    For he, alas! is blind!


    O’er rough and smooth with even step he passed,


    And knows not whether he be first or last.”




    in which may be traced the first dawnings of his genius. He pictures to himself a boy returning to school after the holidays; in his daydreams making plans for the future, and anticipating the pleasure he is to enjoy on his return home; his vivid thoughts, and sanguine expectations “far outstripping” the reality of time as marked by the watch or almanack. Real time is personified as a blind boy steadily pursuing his path; whilst imaginary time is represented as a fleeting girl, looking back and listening for her brother whom she has outrun. Perhaps to Mr. Bowyer’s excellent method of instruction may be attributed this early developement of his genius. Coleridge remarks of him,




    “He was an admirable educer, no less than educator of intellect; he taught me to leave out as many epithets as would make eight syllable lines, and then ask if the exercise would not be greatly improved.”




    Although in this year he began to indulge in metaphysical speculations, he was wedded to verse, and many of his early poems were planned; some of which he finished, and they were published in the “Juvenile Poems,” on his entry into life; but as many more were scattered among his friends, who had greatly increased in number. About this time he became acquainted with a widow lady,




    “whose son,” says he, “I, as upper boy, had protected, and who therefore looked up to me, and taught me what it was to have a mother. I loved her as such. She had three daughters, and of course I fell in love with the eldest. From this time to my nineteenth year, when I quitted school for Jesus, Cambridge, was the era of poetry and love.”




    It has been observed, that about this sixteenth year, he first developed genius, and that during this early period of his life, his mind was incessantly toiling in the pursuit of knowledge. His love of reading seemed to have increased in proportion to his acquirements, which were equally great: his representing himself as an infidel was better perhaps understood by his master, who believed it to be only puerile vanity; and therefore Coleridge considered the flogging he received on this occasion, a just and appropriate punishment; and it was so, for as a boy he had not thought deep enough on an equally important point, viz., what is Fidelity, and how easily, he particularly might mistake the genuineness of sincere ‘fidelity’ for mere outward forms, and the simple observance of customs. Perhaps I might have been disposed to pass over this era with a slighter notice, which he in his simplicity of character thought it right to record. He was always honest in every thing concerning himself, and never spared self-accusation, often, when not understood, to his own injury. He never from his boyhood to his latest life, received kindness without grateful feelings, and, when he believed it coupled with love, without the deepest sense of its value; and if the person possessed sensibility and taste, he repaid it tenfold. This was the experience of nearly twenty years intimate knowledge of his character.




    His description of his first love was that of a young poet, recording the first era of the passion, the fleeting dream of his youth — but not that love which he afterwards records in the Geneviève when he says,




    ”All thoughts, all passions, all delights,


    Whatever stirs this mortal frame,


    All are but ministers of love,


    And feed his sacred flame.”




    First love, so seldom the mature love of future days, is a flower of premature growth and developement, on which fancy exercises itself in castle-building, and is in unison with that age when youth flings his limbs about in the air, as an exercise to rid himself of the superfluous volition, the accumulation of which gives him a sensation of uneasiness; and these simple and unreserved accounts of Coleridge’s infidelity, and also of his first love-fit, should be put down merely as mental exercises. The lines above quoted, belong, I have said, to the maturer mind; they are thoughts which, unlike the sportive dace on the surface of some calm lake, may rather be compared to the inhabitants of the deep waters beneath.




    “How often will the loving heart and imaginative spirit of a young man mistake the projected creature of his own moral yearning, seen in the reflecting surface of the first not repulsive or vulgar female who treats him affectionately, for the realization of his idea. Reversing the order of the Genesis, he believes the female the original, and the outward reality and impressment of the self-constructed ‘image’, of the ideal! He most sincerely supposes himself in love — even in cases where the mistake might have been suspected by one curious fact — that his strongest emotions on love, were when absent from the imagined object. But the time comes, or may come, when the same feeling exists equally in presence and absence, in health and in sickness; when he verily ‘is’ in love. And now he ‘knows’ himself to be so, by the ‘so’ being — he can even prove it to his own mind by his certainty, his ‘intuition’ of the essential difference, as actually as it is uncommunicable, between it and its previous subjective counterfeits, and anticipations. Even so it is with friends. — O it is melancholy to think how the very forms and geniality of my affections, my belief of obligation, consequent gratitude and anxious sense of duty were wasted on the shadows of friendship. With few exceptions, I can almost say, that till I came to H —— , I never ‘found’ what FRIENDS were — and doubtless, in more than one instance, I sacrificed substances who loved me, for semblances who were well pleased that I should love ‘them’, but who never loved nor inwardly respected ought but themselves. The distinction between ‘the’ friends and ‘the’ love is, that the latter we discover by itself to ‘be’, alone itself — for it is in its nature unique and exclusive. (See Improvvisatore in the ‘Amulet’ of 1826 or 7).




    “But of the former we discover the genuineness by comparison and experience — the reason is obvious — in the instances in which the person imagined himself to ‘be in love’ with another (I use this phrase ‘be in love with’ for the want of any other; for, in fact, from the absence in our language of any appropriate exponent of the thing meant), it is a delusion in toto. But, in the other instance, the one half (i.e. the person’s own feelings and sense of duty with acts accordant) remains the same (ex. gr. S.T.C. could not feel more deeply, nor from abatement of nervous life by age and sickness so ‘ardently’) he could not feel, think, and act with a ‘more’ entire devotion, to I.G. or to H.G. than he did to W.W. and to R.S., yet the latter were and remain most honourable to his judgment. Their characters, as moral and intellectual beings, give a dignity to his devotion; and the imperishable consciousness of his devout and almost enthusiastic attachment to them, still sanctifies their names, and makes the men holy and revered to him.”




    Had Coleridge in early or even in later life paid an insincere, because undeserved, deference to outward show, and to the surface opinions counterfeiting depth, so attractive to the superficial observer — added to which, had he possessed a portion of that self-regarding policy which frequently aids success — he might have been idolized where he was neglected, and rewarded, if I might so profane this word, with high worldly honours in other quarters. But it was otherwise; and could a crown of gold have been offered him for the crown of glory of which he was in earnest search, he would have refused the exchange. The difference between time and eternity had already taken root, and he felt the mighty import of these words too strongly to have lost sight of their practical use; all that his health and powers would allow him to acquire he did acquire, and freely gave all he had for the benefit of others.




    He says, “From the exuberance of my animal spirits, when I had burst forth from my misery and moping and the indiscretions resulting from those spirits — ex. gr. swimming over the New River in my clothes, and remaining in them; — full half the time from seventeen to eighteen was passed in the sick-ward of Christ’s Hospital, afflicted with jaundice and rheumatic fever.” From these indiscretions and their consequences may be dated all his bodily sufferings in future life: in short, rheumatism sadly afflicting him, while the remedies only slightly alleviated his sufferings, without hope of a permanent cure; though confined to his bed, his mind, ever active, still allowed him time to continue the exercise of his intellectual powers, and afforded him leisure for contemplation. Medical men are too often called upon to witness the effects of acute rheumatism in the young subject: in some, the attack is on the heart, and its consequences are immediate; in others, it leaves behind bodily sufferings, which may indeed be palliated, but terminate only in a lingering dissolution.




    I have often heard Coleridge express regret that he had not cultivated mathematics, which he believed would have been of important use in life, particularly had he arrived so far as to have mastered the higher calculus; but he was, by an oversight of the mathematical master, stopped on the threshold. When he was commencing Euclid, among some of its first axioms came this:—”A line is length without breadth.” “How can that be?” said the scholar, (Coleridge); “A line must have some breadth, be it ever so thin.” This roused the master’s indignation at the impertinence of the scholar, which was instantly answered by a box on the ear, and the words, hastily uttered, “Go along, you silly fellow;” and here ended his first tuition, or lecture. His second efforts afterwards were not more successful; so that he was destined to remain ignorant of these exercises of the logic of the understanding.[A] Indeed his logical powers were so stupendous, from boyhood, as never to require such drilling. Bowyer, his classical master, was too skilful in the management of youth, and too much interested in the success of his scholars to overlook what was best fitted for them. He exercised their logical powers in acquiring and comparing the different classics. On him, as a teacher, Coleridge loved to dwell; and, with his grateful feelings, ever ready to acknowledge the sense of his obligations to him, particularly those relating to his mental improvement, he has, in his Biog. Lit. vol. i. p. 7, expressed himself in these words:




    “He early moulded my taste to the preference of Demosthenes to Cicero, of Homer and Theocritus to Virgil, and again of Virgil to Ovid. He habituated me to compare Lucretius, (in such extracts as I then read,) Terence, and, above all, the chaster poems of Catullus, not only with the Roman poets of the, so called, silver and brazen ages; but with even those of the Augustan æra: and, on grounds of plain sense and universal logic, to see and assert the superiority of the former in the truth and nativeness, both of their thoughts and diction. At the same time that we were studying the Greek tragic poets, he made us read Shakespeare and Milton as lessons; and they were lessons too, which required most time and trouble to ‘bring up’ so as to escape his censure. I learnt from him that Poetry, even that of the loftiest, and, seemingly wildest odes, had a logic of its own, as severe as that of science; and more difficult, because more subtle, more complex, and dependent on more, and more fugitive causes.”




    In early life he was remarkably joyous; nature had blessed him with a buoyancy of spirits, and even when suffering, he deceived the partial observer. He delighted many of the strangers he met in his saunterings through the cloisters, arrested and riveted the attention of the passer by, whom, like his “Ancient Mariner,” he held by a spell. His schoolfellow, Lamb, has mentioned him, when under the influence of this power, as the delight of his auditors. In the Elia, he says,




    “Come back into memory like as thou wert in the dayspring of thy fancies, with hope, like a fiery column before thee, the dark pillar not yet turned … How have I seen the casual passer through the cloisters stand still, entranced with admiration, (while he weighed the disproportion between the ‘speech’ and the ‘garb’ of the mirandula,) to hear thee unfold, in deep and sweet intonations, the mysteries of Iamblichus or Plotinus, (for even in those years thou waxedst not pale at such philosophic draughts); or reciting Homer in his Greek, or Pindar, while the walls of the old Grey-Friars re-echoed to the accents.”




    Middleton was not prepared to sympathise in these flights, considering them subversive of the dignity of a Grecian. Middleton was then on the threshold of the College, and lads in this situation seemed called upon, to preserve with dignity their honours, and with more outward forms than suited their age. This at the time rendered them stiff and unfamiliar, so much so, that within the walls, and in the neighbourhood, it was mistaken for pride, and the words “Proud as a Grecian,” were proverbial. These boys had the dignity of their rising prospects therefore to support — they were the aristocracy of the school. This was a task ill suited to Coleridge; and his flights of fancy, as Lamb termed them, would only produce a shrug of Middleton’s shoulders, and a dread at the prospect of the falling dignity of the school. Middleton’s Poem, in Mr. Trollope’s History of Christ’s Hospital, and its companion that of Coleridge, characterize the two youths, and plainly point out that the selection of these poems was influenced more by a merit belonging purely to talent than from any display of genius in either. The verses of Middleton are more indicative of strength than of power; they are the verses of a well-tutored youth, of commanding talents. Those of Coleridge show more of fancy, but do not exhibit the power he possessed at that age, which will be seen by comparing this poem with many written by him at an earlier period, and now published among his “Juvenile Poems.” Middleton being older than Coleridge was elected first, viz. 26th September, 1788, to Pembroke College, Cambridge. Coleridge left Christ’s Hospital for Jesus’ College, Cambridge, 7th September, 1790, taking leave of his schoolfellows in the following sonnet: —




    Farewell, parental scenes! a sad farewell!


    To you my grateful heart still fondly clings,


    Tho’ fluttering round on Fancy’s burnish’d wings,


    Her tales of future joy Hope loves to tell.


    Adieu, adieu! ye much loved cloisters pale!


    Ah! would those happy days return again,


    When ‘neath your arches, free from every stain,


    I heard of guilt, and wonder’d at the tale!


    Dear haunts! where oft my simple lays I sang,


    Listening meanwhile the echoings of my feet,


    Lingering I quit you, with as great a pang,


    As when ere while, my weeping childhood, torn


    By early sorrow from my native seat,


    Mingled its tears with hers — my widow’d parent lorn.




    ‘Poetical Works’, vol. i. p. 31.




    [Footnote 1: Bishop Berkeley, in his work (“Siris”) commences with a dissertation on Tar Water, and ends with the Trinity. The Rev. John Coleridge commences his work, entitled “A miscellaneous Dissertation arising from the 17th and 18th chapters of the Book of Judges,” with a well written preface on the Bible, and ends with an advertisement of his school, and his method of teaching Latin.]




    [Footnote 2: In 1809, the above whimsical stories were related to me by a gentleman, born in the town of Ottery, and by marriage closely related to the Rev. John Coleridge. While Coleridge resided at Highgate, he also repeated the stories which had grown up with him from boyhood as here related, himself believing them true; but a near relation has lately assured the writer, that some of these stories are told of another most respectable clergyman, residing at that time in the neighbourhood, and ‘he’ believes that they properly belong to him. It is commonly remarked that very studious men, either from inattention, or from ignorance of the conventional forms of society, are regardless of what passes before them. Paying, perhaps, too much attention to their inward feelings or thoughts, seemingly daydreaming — and this may frequently give rise to the stories to be found in many towns besides Ottery. Still, however, thoughtful and contemplative persons are often the quickest observers of the weaknesses of human nature, and yet as they usually make the greatest allowances for every infirmity, they are often impartial judges, and judicious counsellors. The Rev. John Coleridge, though sometimes an absent man, was a most valuable pastor, and on all fitting occasions a good man of business, having conducted several difficult matters of controversy for his parish with great satisfaction to the parties.]




    [Footnote 3: Such at least were the recollections of this extraordinary boy of seven years of age.]




    [Footnote 4: Quale — quare — quidditive.]




    [Footnote 5: He had, before he was six years old, read three times through the Arabian Nights, or rather one of the volumes. — See “‘The Friend’,” vol. i. p. 252, ed. 1818.]




    [Footnote 6: I insert a similar observation on his feelings when he first left home. “When I was first plucked up and transplanted from my birth place and family, at the death of my dear father, whose revered image has ever survived in my mind, to make me know what the emotions and affections of a son are, and how ill a father’s place is likely to be supplied by any other relation. Providence (it has often occurred to me) gave the first intimation, that it was my lot, and that it was best for me, to make or find my way of life a detached individual, a Terræ Filius, who was to ask love or service of no one on any more specific relation than that of being a man, and as such to take my chance for the free charities of humanity.”]




    [Footnote 7: Whatever might have been his habits in boyhood, in manhood he was ‘scrupulously’ clean in his person, and especially took great care of his hands by frequent ablutions. In his dress also he was as cleanly as the liberal use of snuff would permit, though the clothes-brush was often in requisition to remove the wasted snuff. “Snuff,” he would facetiously say, “was the final cause of the nose, though troublesome and expensive in its use.”]




    [Footnote 8: “Jemmy Bowyer,” as he was familiarly called by Coleridge and Lamb, might not inaptly be termed the “plagosus orbilius” of Christ’s Hospital.]




    [Footnote 9: In his biographical sketch of his literary life, he informs us that he had translated the eight Hymns of Synesius from the Greek, into English Anacreontica, before his fifteenth year.]




    [Footnote 10:




    … the childhood shews the man, As morning shews the day …




    ‘Paradise Regained’, book iv. v. 220.]




    [Footnote 11: Aldine Edition, Vol. i. p. 6. — Pickering, London, 1834.]




    [Footnote 12: Extract of a note written Dec. 1829.]




    [Footnote 13:




    “‘Thought’ and ‘attention’ very different things. — I never expected the German (viz. selbst-mühige Erzeugung dessen, wovon meine Rede war) from the readers of the ‘Friend’. — I did expect the latter, and was disappointed.”




    “This is a most important distinction, and in the new light afforded by it to my mind, I see more plainly why mathematics cannot be a substitute for Logic, much less for Metaphysics — i.e. transcendental Logic, and why therefore Cambridge has produced so few men of genius and original power since the time of Newton. — Not only it does ‘not’ call forth the balancing and discriminating powers (‘that’ I saw long ago), but it requires only ‘attention’, not ‘thought’ or self-production.




    “In a long-brief Dream-life of regretted regrets, I still find a noticeable space marked out by the Regret of having neglected the Mathematical Sciences. No ‘week’, few ‘days’ pass unhaunted by a fresh conviction of the truth involved in the Platonic Superstition over the Portal of Philosophy,




    [Greek: Maedeis ageométraetos eisíto].




    But surely Philosophy hath scarcely sustained more detriment by its alienation from mathematics.”




    MS. Note.]




    [Footnote 14:




    “In my friendless wanderings on our leave-days, i.e. the Christ Hospital phrase, not for holidays altogether, but for those on which the boys are permitted to go beyond the precincts of the school (for I was an orphan, and had scarce any connexions in London), highly was I delighted, if any passenger, especially if he drest in black, would enter into conversation with me; for soon I found the means of directing it to my favourite subjects —




    Of Providence, foreknowledge, will, and fate,


    Fix’d fate, free will, foreknowledge absolute,


    And found no end, in wandering mazes lost.”]




    [Footnote 15: The upper boys of the school selected for the University are so termed, though wearing the same coloured dress, but made of more costly materials.]




    [Footnote 16: In a note on the History, p. 192, Mr. Trollope makes the following observation:




    “From this book” (a book in which the boys were allowed to copy their verses when considered good) “the verses referred to in the text were inscribed.”




    They will be found in the Literary Remains, vol. i, p.33. Trollope says,




    ”These verses are copied not as one of the best, but of the earliest


    productions of the writer.”]




    [Footnote 17: Entered at Jesus’ College, Feb. 5th, 1791, at the age of 19. — College Books.]
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    At Cambridge, whither his reputation had travelled before him, high hopes and fair promises of success were entertained by his young friends and relations. He was considered by the “Blues,” as they are familiarly termed, one from whom they were to derive great immediate honour, which for a short period, however, was deferred. Individual genius has a cycle of its own, and moves only in that path, or by the powers influencing it. Genius has been properly defined ‘prospective’, talent on the contrary ‘retrospective’: genius is creative, and lives much in the future, and in its passage or progress may make use of the labours of talent.




    “I have been in the habit,” says Coleridge, “of considering the qualities of intellect, the comparative eminence in which characterizes individuals and even countries, under four kinds, — genius, talent, sense, and cleverness. The first I use in the sense of most general acceptance, as the faculty which adds to the existing stock of power and knowledge by new views, new combinations, by discoveries not accidental, but anticipated, or resulting from anticipation.”




    ‘Friend’, vol. iii. p. 85, edit. 1818.




    Coleridge left school with great anticipation of success from all who knew him, for his character for scholarship, and extraordinary accounts of his genius had preceded him. He carried with him too the same childlike simplicity which he had from a boy, and which he retained even to his latest hours. His first step was to involve himself in much misery, and which followed him in after life, as the sequel will evidence. On his arrival at College he was accosted by a polite upholsterer, requesting to be permitted to furnish his rooms. The next question was, “How would you like to have them furnished?” The answer was prompt and innocent enough, “Just as you please, Sir!” — thinking the individual employed by the College. The rooms were therefore furnished according to the taste of the artizan, and the bill presented to the astonished Coleridge. Debt was to him at all times a thing he most dreaded, and he never had the courage to face it. I once, and once only, witnessed a painful scene of this kind, which occurred from mistaking a letter on ordinary business for an application for money. Thirty years afterwards, I heard that these College debts were about one hundred pounds! Under one hundred pounds I believe to have been the amount of his sinnings; but report exceeded this to something which might have taxed his character beyond imprudence, or mere want of thought. Had he, in addition to his father’s simplicity, possessed the worldly circumspection of his mother, he might have avoided these and many other vexations; but he went to the University wholly unprepared for a College life, having hitherto chiefly existed in his own ‘inward’ being, and in his poetical imagination, on which he had fed.




    But to proceed. Coleridge’s own account is, that while Middleton, afterwards Bishop of Calcutta, remained at Pembroke, he “worked with him and was industrious, read hard, and obtained the prize for the Greek Ode,” &c. It has been stated, that he was locked up in his room to write this Ode; but this is not the fact. Many stories were afloat, and many exaggerations were circulated and believed, of his great want of attention to College discipline, and of perseverance in his studies, and every failure, or apparent failure, was attributed to these causes. Often has he repeated the following story of Middleton, and perhaps this story gave birth to the report.




    They had agreed to read together in the evening, and were not to hold any conversation. Coleridge went to Pembroke and found Middleton intent on his book, having on a long pair of boots reaching to the knees, and beside him, on a chair, next to the one he was sitting on, a pistol. Coleridge had scarcely sat down before he was startled by the report of the pistol. “Did you see that?” said Middleton. “See what?” said Coleridge. “That rat I just sent into its hole again — did you feel the shot? It was to defend my legs,” continued Middleton, “I put on these boots. I am fighting with these rats for my books, which, without some prevention, I shall have devoured.”




    There is an anecdote related of Coleridge while at College, and which I have heard him frequently repeat, when called upon to vouch for its truth. His fellow students had amused themselves, when he was in attendance at Lecture, by stealing a portion of the tail of his gown, and which they had repeated so frequently, as to shorten it to the length of a spencer. Crossing the quadrangle one day with these remains at his back, and his appearance not being in collegiate trim, the Master of Jesus’ College, who was ever kind to him, and overlooked all little inattentions to appearances, accosted him smartly on this occasion—”Mr. Coleridge! Mr. Coleridge! when will you get rid of that shameful gown?” Coleridge, turning his head, and casting his eyes over his shoulders, as if observing its length, or rather want of length, replied in as courteous a manner as words of such a character would permit, “Why, Sir, I think I’ve got rid of the greatest part of it already!”




    Such were Coleridge’s peculiarities, which were sometimes construed into irregularities; but through his whole life, attracting notice by his splendid genius, he fell too often under the observation of men who busied themselves in magnifying small things, and minifying large ones. About this period, that Volcano, in which all the worst passions of men were collected, and which had been for some time emitting its black smoke, at length exploded and rent society asunder. The shock was felt throughout Europe; each party was over-excited, and their minds enthralled by a new slavery — the one shouting out the blessings of liberty and equality — the other execrating them, and prophesying the consequences that were to follow: —




    ”There’s no philosopher but sees


    That rage and fear are one disease;


    Tho’ that may burn, and this may freeze,


    They’re both alike tho ague.”




    ‘Mad Ox’.




    Combustibles composed of such ardent and evil spirits soon blaze out; yet the evil does not stop when the blaze has ceased; it leaves an excitement which is constantly disclosing itself in a restless morbid vanity, a craving for distinction, and a love of applause, in its way as dangerous as the thirst of gain, and the worship of the mammon of unrighteousness.




    Alas! the circulation of such anecdotes as have been here related of Coleridge when at College, and his inattention to some of the minor forms of discipline, were sufficient for illnatured persons to transform into serious offences, particularly when coupled with the disappointed hopes of zealous friends. At this period, in which all men who were not senseless, or so indifferent as nearly to be senseless, particularly the young men of our Universities, all embraced a party, and arranged themselves under their different banners. When I now look around me, and see men who have risen to the highest offices of the different professions, in the church, the law, or in physic, formerly only known by the name of Citizen John, &c. &c., now my Lord so and so, or your Grace the —— , it seems like a dream, or at least a world of fleeting shadows. Sir James Mackintosh, in a letter to Mr. Sharp, states what he conceived to be the errors of both parties, so far as they arose from errors of judgment:




    “The opposition mistook the moral character of the revolution; the ministers mistook its force: and both parties, from pique, resentment, pride, habit, and obstinacy, persisted in acting on these mistakes after they were disabused by experience. Mr. Burke alone avoided both these fatal mistakes. He saw both the malignity and the strength of the revolution. But where there was wisdom to discover the truth, there was not power, and perhaps there was not practical skill, to make that wisdom available for the salvation of Europe.—’Diis aliter visum!’ My fortune has been in some respects very singular. I have lately read the lives and private correspondence of some of the most memorable men in different countries of Europe, who are lately dead. Klopstock, Kant, Lavater, Alfieri, they were all filled with joy and hope by the French revolution — they clung to it for a longer or a shorter time — they were compelled to relinquish their illusions. The disappointment of all was bitter, but it showed itself in various modes, according to the variety of their characters. The series of passions growing out of that disappointment, was the not very remote cause of the death of Lavater. In the midst of society, Alfieri buried himself in misanthropic solitude; and the shock, which awakened him from the dreams of enthusiasm, darkened and shortened his days. In the mean time the multitude, comprehending not only those who have neither ardour of sensibility, nor compass of understanding to give weight to their suffrage, but those also whom accident had not brought into close and perpetual contact with the events, were insensibly detached from the revolution; and, before they were well aware that they had quitted their old ‘position’, they found themselves at the antipodes.”




    The excitement which this state of things produced might have been highly advantageous to some, and even quickened their intellectual powers, particularly those destined either for the bar or the senate, but certainly not those intended for the church.




    The revolution and its consequences engrossed the thoughts of all men too much for the calmer pursuits of life; and the minds of the young especially were so absorbed by passing temporal events, as to leave but little time for the contemplation of the deeper and more serious affairs of futurity. However, Coleridge appears in his political opinions to have leaned too much to the side of democracy; but this was so prevalent and so much a fashion, particularly in those filled with enthusiasm, that it seemed a natural consequence in any young man possessing even ordinary intellect. Middleton, his friend, passed on without attaching himself to either party. His manners (as I have before noticed) were austere and sedate. He steadily persevered, without deviation, in his studies, though chance did not always favour him, nor crown him with the success he merited. He was a good and amiable man, and an affectionate friend; but early want of success in his academical exertions rendering him melancholy, this by sympathy was soon imparted to his friend. After Middleton’s departure, the keen desire which Coleridge previously felt for the possession of honours abated, and he became indifferent to them — he might at this time have been idle, but never vicious. The men who often appear to be the gayest and lightest of heart, are too frequently melancholic; and it is a well-known fact, that the best comic actors are the greatest sufferers from this malady, as if it seemed an essential qualification for that department of histrionic excellence, in which the greatest animal spirits are personated and successfully imitated. Coleridge, at this period, delighted in boyish tricks, which others were to execute. I remember a fellow-collegiate recalling to his memory an exploit of which he was the planner, and a late Lord Chancellor the executor. It was this: a train of gunpowder was to be laid on two of the neatly shaven lawns of St. John’s and Trinity Colleges, in such a manner, that, when set on fire, the singed grass would exhibit the ominous words, Liberty and Equality, which, with able ladlike dexterity, was duly performed.




    The writer of the College Reminiscences in the Gentleman’s Magazine, December, 1834, a first-form boy with Coleridge at Christ’s Hospital, was well acquainted with his habits, and speaks of his having gained the gold medal in his freshman’s year for the Greek Ode, but does not notice his having been locked up in his room for that purpose.




    “In his second year he stood for the Craven scholarship — a university scholarship, for which undergraduates of any standing are entitled to become candidates. This was in the winter of 1792. Out of sixteen or eighteen competitors, a selection of four were to contend for the prize, and these four were Dr. Butler, late head-master of Shrewsbury, Dr. Keate, the late head-master of Eton, Dr. Bethell, the present Bishop of Bangor, and Coleridge. Dr. Butler was the successful candidate.”




    Coleridge always spoke of this decision as having been in every way just, and due to Butler’s merit as a clever and industrious scholar.




    “But pause a moment,” says this writer, “in Coleridge’s History, and think of him at this period! Butler! Keate Bethell! and Coleridge! How different the career of each in future life! O Coleridge, through what strange paths did the meteor of genius lead thee! Pause a moment, ye distinguished men! and deem it not the least bright spot in your happier career, that you and Coleridge were once rivals, and for a moment running abreast in the pursuit of honour. I believe that his disappointment at this crisis damped his ardour. Unfortunately, at that period, there was no classical tripos; so that, if a person did not obtain the classical medal, he was thrown back among the totally undistinguished; and it was not allowable to become a candidate for the classical medal, unless you had taken a respectable degree in mathematics. Coleridge had not the least taste for these, and here his case was hopeless; so that he despaired of a Fellowship, and gave up what in his heart he coveted — college honours and a college life. He had seen Middleton (late Bishop of Calcutta) quit Pembroke under similar circumstances. Not quite similar, because Middleton had studied mathematics so as to take a respectable degree, and to enable him to try for the medal; but he failed, and therefore all hopes failed of a Fellowship — most fortunately, as it proved in after-life, for Middleton, though he mourned at the time most deeply, and exclaimed—’I am Middleton, which is another name for misfortune!’




    ’There is a Providence which shapes our ends,


    Rough-hew them how we will.’




    That which Middleton deemed a misfortune drew him from the cobwebs of a college library to the active energies of a useful and honoured life.”




    If, as Shakespeare observes, “there be a providence which shapes our ends,” such words as “fortunate” or “unfortunate,” in their customary use, will be found, on closer attention, and deeper thought, worthless and full of error. We have each our part allotted to us in the great drama of life.




    But to return to Coleridge.




    ”When he quitted college, which he did before he had taken a degree,


    in a moment of mad-cap caprice, and in an inauspicious hour!




    ’When,’ as Coleridge says, ‘I left the friendly cloisters, and the


    happy grove of quiet, ever-honoured Jesus’ College, Cambridge.’




    Short, but deep and heartfelt reminiscence! In a Literary Life of himself, this short memorial is all that Coleridge gives of his happy days at college. Say not that he did not obtain, and did not wish to obtain, classical honours! He did obtain them, and was eagerly ambitious of them; but he did not bend to that discipline which was to qualify him for the whole course. He was very studious, but his reading was desultory and capricious. He took little exercise merely for the sake of exercise; but he was ready at any time to unbend his mind in conversation; and, for the sake of this, his room (the ground-floor room on the right hand of the staircase facing the great gate,) was a constant rendezvous of conversation-loving friends; I will not call them loungers, for they did not call to kill time, but to enjoy it. What evenings have I spent in those rooms! What little suppers, or ‘sizings’, as they were called, have I enjoyed; when Æschylus, and Plato, and Thucydides were pushed aside, with a pile of lexicons, &c. to discuss the pamphlets of the day. Ever and anon, a pamphlet issued from the pen of Burke. There was no need of having the book before us. Coleridge had read it in the morning, and in the evening he would repeat whole pages verbatim.”




    Then came another disturbing cause, which altered the course of his path in life, and this was Frend’s trial.




    “During it,” to resume the quotation, “pamphlets swarmed from the press. Coleridge had read them all; and in the evening, with our negus, we had them ‘vivâ voce’ gloriously.”




    Coleridge has recorded that he was a Socinian till twenty-five. Be not startled, courteous reader! nor ye who knew him only in his later life, if the impetuous zeal and ardour of his mind in early youth led him somewhat wide of those fixed principles which he adopted in riper years.




    To quote his own words, written soon after he left college, and addressed to the late Rev. George Coleridge,




    ”If aught of error or intemperate truth


    Should meet thine ear, think thou that riper age


    Will calm it down, and let thy love forgive it!”




    There is one incident very characteristic of him, which took place during this trial. The trial was observed by Coleridge, to be going against Frend, when some observation or speech was made in his favour; a dying hope thrown out as it appeared to Coleridge who, in the midst of the Senate, whilst sitting on one of the benches, extended his hands and clapped them. The Proctor in a loud voice demanded who had committed this indecorum. Silence ensued. The Proctor in an elevated tone, said to a young man sitting near Coleridge, “‘Twas you, sir!” The reply was as prompt as the accusation; for, immediately holding out the stump of his right arm, it appeared that he had lost his hand,—”I would, sir,” said he, “that I had the power.” — That no innocent person should incur blame, Coleridge went directly afterwards to the Proctor, who told him that he saw him clap his hands, but fixed on this person who he knew had not the power. “You have had,” said he, “a narrow escape.”




    The opinions of youth are often treated too seriously. The matter of most importance to ascertain when they need correction, is, whether in these opinions they are ‘sincere’; at all events, the outbursts of youth are not to be visited as veteran decisions; and when they differ from ‘received’ opinions, the advice offered should be tempered with kindliness of feeling and sympathy even with their failings. Unfortunately for Coleridge, however, he was to be exempted from those allowances made for others, and was most painfully neglected by those who ought to have sympathized with, and supported him; he was left “to chase chance-started friendships.”




    Coleridge possessed a mind remarkably sensitive, so much so, as at times to divest him of that mental courage so necessary in a world full of vicissitude and painful trial; and this deficiency, though of short duration, was occasionally observed in early life. At the departure of Middleton, to whom he had always looked up, whose success he had considered morally certain, and whose unexpected failure was therefore the more painful to his feelings, he became desponding, and, in addition, vexed and fretted by the college debts, he was overtaken by that inward grief, the product of fear, which he, in after life, so painfully described in his Ode to Dejection: —




    ”A grief without a pang, void, dark, and drear,


    A stifled, drowsy, unimpassioned grief,


    Which finds no natural outlet, no relief,


    In word, or sigh, or tear.”




    Such “viper thoughts” did at this time coil around his mind, and were for him “Reality’s dark Dream.” In this state of mind he suddenly left Cambridge for London, and strolled about the streets till night came on, and then rested himself on the steps of a house in Chancery Lane, in a reverie of tumultuous feelings, speculating on the future. In this situation, overwhelmed with his own painful thoughts, and in misery himself, he had now to contend with the misery of others — for he was accosted by various kinds of beggars importuning him for money, and forcing on him their real or pretended sorrows. To these applicants he emptied his pockets of his remaining cash. Walking along Chancery Lane in the morning, he noticed a bill posted on the wall, “Wanted a few smart lads for the 15th, Elliot’s Light Dragoons;” — he paused a moment, and said to himself,




    “Well, I have had all my life a violent antipathy to soldiers and horses, the sooner I can cure myself of these absurd prejudices the better, and I will enlist in this regiment.”




    Forthwith he went as directed to the place of enlistment. On his arrival, he was accosted by an old sergeant, with a remarkably benevolent countenance, to whom he stated his wish. The old man looking at him attentively, asked him if he had been in bed? On being answered in the negative, he desired him to take his, made him breakfast, and bade him rest himself awhile, which he did. This feeling sergeant finding him refreshed in his body, but still suffering apparently from melancholy, in kind words begged him to be of good cheer, and consider well the step he was about to take; gave him half a guinea, which he was to repay at his convenience, with a desire at the same time that he would go to the play, and shake off his melancholy, and not return to him. The first part of the advice Coleridge attended to, but returned after the play to the quarters he had left. At the sight of him, this kindhearted man burst into tears—”Then it must be so,” said he. This sudden and unexpected sympathy from an entire stranger deeply affected Coleridge, and nearly shook his resolution; still considering the die was cast, and that he could not in honour even to the sergeant, without implicating him, retreat, he preserved his secret, and after a short chat, they retired to rest.




    In the morning, the sergeant, not unmindful of his duty to his sovereign, mustered his recruits, and Coleridge, with his new comrades, was marched to Reading. On his arrival at the quarters of the regiment, the general of the district inspected the recruits, and looking hard at Coleridge with a military air, enquired, “What’s your name, sir?” “Comberbach,” (the name he had assumed.) “What do you come here for, sir?” as if doubting whether he had any business there. “Sir,” said Coleridge, “for what most other persons come, to be made a soldier.” “Do you think,” said the general, “you can run a Frenchman through the body?” “I do not know,” replied Coleridge, “as I never tried, but I’ll let a Frenchman run me through the body before I’ll run away.” “That will do,” said the general; and Coleridge was turned into the ranks.




    The same amiable and benevolent conduct which was so interwoven in his nature, soon made him friends, and his new comrades vied with each other in their endeavours to be useful to him; and being, as before described, rather helpless, he required the assistance of his fellow-soldiers. They cleaned his horse, attended particularly to its heels, and to the accoutrements. At this time he frequently complained of a pain at the pit of his stomach, accompanied with sickness, which totally prevented his stooping, and in consequence he could never arrive at the power of bending his body to rub the heels of his horse, which alone was sufficient to make him dependent on his comrades; but it should be observed that he on his part was ever willing to assist them by being their amanuensis when one was required, and wrote all their letters to their sweethearts and wives.




    It appears that he never advanced beyond the awkward squad, and that the drill-sergeant had little hope of his progress from the necessary warnings he gave to the rest of the troop, even to this same squad to which he belonged; and, though his awkward manoeuvres were well understood, the sergeant would vociferously exclaim, “Take care of that Comberbach, take care of him, for he will ride over you,” and other such complimentary warnings. From the notice that one of his officers took of him, he excited, for a short time, the jealousy of some of his companions. When in the street, he walked behind this officer as an orderly, but when out of town they walked abreast, and his comrades not understanding how a soldier in the awkward squad merited this distinction, thought it a neglect of themselves, which, for the time, produced some additional discomfort to Coleridge.




    I believe this officer to have been Capt. Ogle, who I think visited him in after life at Highgate. It seems that his attention had been drawn to Coleridge in consequence of discovering the following sentence in the stables, written in pencil, “Eheu! quam infortunii miserrimum est fuisse felicem!” but his more immediate discovery arose from a young man who had left Cambridge for the army, and in his road through Reading to join his regiment, met Coleridge in the street in his Dragoon’s dress, who was about to pass him, but, said he,




    “No, Coleridge, this will not do, we have been seeking you these six months; I must and will converse with you, and have no hesitation in declaring that I shall immediately inform your friends that I have found you.”




    This led to Coleridge’s return to Cambridge. The same story is also related and made the ground work of some scene in a novel, without the names, by his early friend, Charles Lloyd — he who was included by Canning in the Anti-jacobin with Coleridge, Mr. Southey, and Lamb. He returned to Cambridge, but did not long remain there; and quitted it without taking a degree.




    It has been observed, that men of genius move in orbits of their own; and seem deprived of that free will which permits the mere man of talent steadily to pursue the beaten path. Coleridge had very early pictured to himself many of the advantages of mechanical employment, its immunities and exemptions from the sufferings consequent on the laborious exercise of ‘thought’; but yet he never shrank from the task apparently allotted to him; he was made to soar and not to creep; even as a young man, his acquirements were far beyond the age in which he lived. With his amiable qualities, and early love of domestic life, he would have been well content to tread an humbler path, but it was otherwise ordained!




    However excellent for the many, the system adopted by our universities was ill suited for a mind like Coleridge’s, and there were some who felt that a College routine was not the kind of education which would best evolve, cultivate, and bring into training powers so ‘unique’. It has been repeated, ‘ad nauseam’, that great minds will not descend to the industrious accumulation of those acquirements best suited to fit them for independence. To say that Coleridge would not ‘condescend’ would be a calumny, — nay, when his health permitted, he would drudge and work more laboriously at some of the mechanical parts of literature, than any man I ever knew. To speak detractingly of great and good men is frequently the result of malice combined with egotism. Though it would be injustice not to admit that he has had warm admirers and deeply affectionate friends, it is much to be regretted that there have been persons who have strangely maligned Coleridge, and who have attributed to him vices of which he was innocent. Had these vices existed, they would not have found any unfair extenuation in this memoir, nor would they have been passed over without notice. In answer to calumnies at that time in circulation, (and with sorrow and just indignation it is added that these reports originated with some who called themselves his friends; but, alas! most false and hypocritical!) the following minute from his notes is quoted:




    “My academic adventures and indiscretions must have seemed unpardonable sins,” that is, as they were related by the tale-bearers and gossips of the day. “I mention these,” adds he, “because the only immoralities that can without the grossest slander be laid to my charge, were all comprised within the space of the last two years of my College life. As I went to Cambridge innocent, so I dare affirm, from the first week of my acquaintance with Robert Southey to this hour, Southey himself cannot stand more clear of all intention at violations of the moral law: but, in fact, even during my career at Jesus, the heaviest of my offences consisted in the folly of assuming the show of vices, from which I was all but free, and which in the comparatively few exceptions left loathing and self-disgust on my mind. Were I, indeed, to fix on that week of my existence, in which my moral being would have presented to a pitying guardian angel the most interesting spectacle, it would be that very week in London, in which I was believed by my family to have abandoned myself to debauchery of all kinds, and ‘thus’ to have involved myself in disreputable pecuniary embarrassments. God knows, so intense was my mental anguish, that during the whole time I was physically incapable even of a ‘desire’. My whole body seemed stunned and insensate, from excess of inward suffering — my debts were the ‘cause’, not the effect; but that I know there can be no substitute for a father, I should say, — surely, surely, the innocence of my whole ‘pre’ and ‘post’ academic life, my early distinction, and even the fact, that my Cambridge extravagations did not lose me, nor cool for me, the esteem and regard of a single fellow collegiate, might have obtained an amnesty from worse transgressions.”




    Coleridge, who had desponded at the fate of Middleton, after the unsuccessful attempts he made to obtain a fellowship, lost all hope of procuring an income from the college, and as, through the instrumentality of Frend, with whom an intimacy had now taken place, he had been converted to what in these days is called Unitarianism, he was too conscientious to take orders and enter the Established Church. These circumstances opened to him new views, and effected a complete change in his course of life, and thus his former objects and plans were set aside. The friendship between Coleridge and Southey having greatly increased, and still continuing to increase, and Coleridge being easily led by the affection of those he loved, for which he had a constant yearning, determined to follow literature in future life as a profession, that appearing to him the only source of obtaining an honourable livelihood.




    Here there was no “mad caprice,” but he calmly decided to leave Cambridge and join Southey in his plans for the future, and commence the profession on which they had mutually agreed. He went to Oxford to visit Mr. Southey, and thence to Wales, and thence to Bristol (Mr. Southey’s native place), at which city they conjointly commenced their career in authorship, and for the first few months shared the same room.




    The times were still tumultuous; for although the great hurricane of the revolution ceased abroad, yet, like mighty waters that had been once agitated by a storm, tranquillity was not restored, nor was there any prospect of an immediate calm. The ‘Habeas Corpus’ act was at this time suspended, and the minister of that day, Mr. Pitt, had struck the panic of property among the wealthy and affluent. During the time of danger, when surrounded by government emissaries, these youthful poets gave lectures on politics, and that with impunity, to crowded audiences. Coleridge met with one interruption only, and that from a hired partizan who had assayed a disturbance at one of these lectures, in order to implicate him and his party, and by this means to effect, if possible, their incarceration. The gentleman who mentioned this in the presence of Coleridge (when with me at Highgate) said — He (Coleridge) had commenced his lecture when this intended disturber of the peace was heard uttering noisy words at the foot of the stairs, where the fee of admission into the room was to be paid. The receiver of the money on the alert ascended the stairs and informed Coleridge of the man’s insolence and his determination not to pay for his admission. In the midst of the lecture Coleridge stopped, and said loud enough to be heard by the individual, that before the intruder “kicked up a dust, he would surely down with the dust,” and desired the man to admit him. The individual had not long been in the room before he began hissing, this was succeeded by loud claps from Coleridge’s party, which continued for a few minutes, but at last they grew so warm that they began to vociferate, “Turn him out!”—”Turn him out!”—”Put him out of the window!” Fearing the consequences of this increasing clamour, the lecturer was compelled to request silence, and addressed them as follows: “Gentlemen, ours is the cause of liberty! that gentleman has as much right to hiss as you to clap, and you to clap as he to hiss; but what is to be expected, gentlemen, when the cool waters of reason come in contact with red hot aristocracy but a hiss?” When the loud laugh ended, silence ensued, and the rebuke was treasured and related.




    The terms aristocrat, democrat, and jacobin, were the fashionable opprobrious epithets of the day; and well do I remember, the man who had earned by his politics the prefix of jacobin to his name, was completely shunned in society, whatever might be his moral character: but, as might be expected, this was merely ephemeral, when parties ran high, and were guided and governed more by impulses and passion than by principle.




    ”Truth I pursued, as Fancy sketch’d the way,


    And wiser men than I went worse astray.”




    Men of the greatest sense and judgment possessing good hearts are, on the review of the past, more disposed to think ‘well’ of the young men of that day, who, from not exercising their reason, were carried into the vortex of the revolution. Much has been written on the proposed scheme of settling in the wilds of America; — the spot chosen was Susquehannah, — this spot Coleridge has often said was selected, on account of the name being pretty and metrical, indeed he could never forbear a smile when relating the story. This daydream, as he termed it, (for such it really was) the detail of which as related by him always gave it rather a sportive than a serious character, was a subject on which it is doubtful whether he or Mr. Southey were really in earnest at the time it was planned. The dream was, as is stated in the “Friend,” that the little society to be formed was, in its second generation, to have combined the innocence of the patriarchal age with the knowledge and general refinements of European culture, and “I dreamt,” says he, “that in the sober evening of my life I should behold colonies of independence in the undivided dale of industry.” Strange fancies! ‘and as vain as strange’! This scheme, sportive, however, as it might be, had its admirers; and there are persons now to be found, who are desirous of realizing these visions, the past-time in thought and fancy of these young poets — then about 23 years of age. During this dream, and about this time, Southey and Coleridge married two sisters of the name of Fricker, and a third sister was married to an Utopian poet as he has been called, of the name of Lovel, whose poems were published with Mr. Southey’s. They were, however, too wise to leave Bristol for America, for the purpose of establishing a genuine system of property — a Pantisocracy, which was to be their form of government — and under which they were to realize all their new dreams of happiness. Marriage, at all events, seems to have sobered them down, and the vision vanished.




    Chimerical as it appeared, the purveyors of amusement for the reading public were thus furnished with occupation, and some small pecuniary gain, while it exercised the wit of certain anti-Jacobin writers of the day, and raised them into notice. Canning had the faculty of satire to an extraordinary degree, and also that common sense tact, which made his services at times so very useful to his country; his powers seemed in their full meridian of splendour when an argument or new doctrine permitted him rapidly to run down into its consequence, and then brilliantly and wittily to skew its defects. In this he eminently excelled. The beauties of the anti-Jacobin are replete with his satire. He never attempted a display of depth, but his dry sarcasm left a sting which those he intended to wound carried off ‘in pain and mortfication’. This scheme of Pantisocracy excited a smile among the kindhearted and thinking part of mankind; but, among the vain and restless ignorant would-be-political economists, it met with more attention; and they, with their microscopic eyes, fancied they beheld in it what was not quite so visible to the common observer. Though the plan was soon abandoned, it was thought sufficient for the subject of a lecture, and afforded some mirth when the minds of the parties concerned in it arrived at manhood. Coleridge saw, soon after it was broached, that no scheme of colonizing that was not based on religion could be permanent. — Left to the disturbing forces of the human passions to which it would be exposed, it would soon perish; for all government to be permanent should be influenced by reason, and guided by religion.




    In the year 1795 Coleridge, residing then at Clevedon, a short distance from Bristol, published his first prose work, with some additions by Mr. Southey, the “Conciones ad Populum.” In a short preface he observes,




    “The two following addresses were delivered in the month of February, 1795, and were followed by six others in defence of natural and revealed religion. ‘There is a time to keep silence,’ saith King Solomon; — but when I proceeded to the first verse of the fourth chapter of the Ecclesiastes, ‘and considered all the oppressions that are done under the sun: and behold the tears of such as were oppressed, and they had no comforter; and on the side of their oppressors there was power,’ I concluded this was not the ‘time to keep silence;’ for truth should be spoken at all times, but more especially at those times when to speak truth is dangerous.”




    In these addresses he showed that the example of France was a warning to Great Britain; but, because he did not hold opinions equally violent with the Jacobin party of that day, he was put down as an anti-Jacobin; for, he says, “the annals of the French revolution have been recorded in letters of blood, that the knowledge of the few cannot counteract the ignorance of the many; that the light of philosophy, when it is confined to a small minority, points out its possessors as the victims, rather than the illuminators of the multitude. The patriots of France either hastened into the dangerous and gigantic error of making certain evils the means of contingent good, or were sacrificed by the mob, with whose prejudices and ferocity their unbending virtue forbade them to assimilate. Like Samson, the people were strong, like Samson, they were also blind:” and he admonishes them at the end of the third lecture to do all things in the spirit of love.




    “It is worthy of remark,” says he, in a MS. note, “that we may possess a thing in such fulness as to prevent its possession from being an object of distinct consciousness. Only as it lessens or dims, we reflect on it, and learn to value it. This is one main cause why young men of high and ardent minds find nothing repulsive in the doctrines of necessity, which, in after years, they (as I have) recoil from. Thus, too, the faces of friends dearly beloved become distinct in memory or dream only after long absence.” Of the work itself he says, “Except the two or three pages involving the doctrine of philosophical necessity and Unitarianism, I see little or nothing in these ‘outbursts’ of my ‘youthful’ zeal to ‘retract’, and with the exception of some flame-coloured epithets applied to persons, as to Mr. Pitt and others, or rather to personifications (for such they really were to ‘me’) as little to regret. Qualis ab initio [Greek: estaesae] S.T.C. When a rifacimento of the ‘Friend’ took place, at vol. ii. p. 240, he states his reasons for reprinting the lecture referred to, one of the series delivered at Bristol in the year 1794-95, because, says he, “This very lecture, vide p. 10, has been referred to in an infamous libel in proof of the author’s Jacobinism.”




    When the mind of Coleridge was more matured he did not omit this truth, which has never been refuted, that the aristocratic system “had its golden side, for the noblest minds; but I




    “should,” continues he, “act the part of a coward if I disguised my conviction that the errors of the aristocratic party were as gross, and far less excusable than those of the Jacobin. Instead of contenting themselves with opposing the real blessing of English law to the ‘splendid promises of untried theory’, too large a part of those who called themselves ‘anti-Jacobins’, did all in their power to suspend those blessings; and they furnished ‘new arguments to the advocates of innovation’, when they should have been answering ‘the old ones!’”




    But, whatever were his opinions, they were founded on ‘principle’, and with the exception of the two above alluded to, he ought never to be accused of changing. Some years since, the late Charles Matthews, the comedian, (or rather, as Coleridge used to observe, “the comic poet acting his own poems,”) showed me an autograph letter from Mr. Wordsworth to Matthews’ brother, (who was at that time educating for the bar) and with whom he corresponded. In this letter he made the following observation, “Tomorrow I am going to Bristol to see those two extraordinary young men, Southey and Coleridge,” Mr. Wordsworth then residing at Allfoxden. They soon afterwards formed an intimacy, which continued (though not without some little interruption) during his life, as his “Biographia Literaria” and his will attest.




    Mr. Coleridge’s next work was the “Watchman” in numbers — a miscellany to be published every eighth day. The first number appeared on the 5th of February, 1796. This work was a report of the state of the political atmosphere, to be interspersed with sketches of character and verse. It reached the 10th number, and was then dropped; the editor taking leave of his readers in the following address:




    “This is the last number of the Watchman. Henceforward I shall cease to cry the state of the political atmosphere. While I express my gratitude to those friends who exerted themselves so liberally in the establishment of this miscellany, I may reasonably be expected to assign some reason for relinquishing it thus abruptly. The reason is short and satisfactory. The work does not pay its expences. Part of my subscribers have relinquished it because it did not contain sufficient original composition, and a still larger because it contained too much. I have endeavoured to do well; and it must be attributed to defect of ability, not of inclination or effort, if the words of the prophet be altogether applicable to me, ‘O watchman! thou hast watched in vain!’”




    Mr. Coleridge has given us in the “Biographia Literaria” a very lively account of his opinions, adventures, and state of feeling during this canvass in quest of subscribers.




    “Towards the close of the first year, that inauspicious hour,” (it was, indeed, and for several reasons an “inauspicious hour” for him,) “when I left the friendly cloisters, and the happy grove of quiet, ever-honoured Jesus’ College, Cambridge, to set on foot a periodical, entitled the ‘Watchman,’ that (according to the motto of the work) ‘all might know the truth, and that truth might make us free!’




    “With a flaming prospectus ‘Knowledge is power,’ &c. and to cry the state of the political atmosphere and so forth, I set off on a tour to the north, from Bristol to Sheffield, for the purpose of procuring customers, preaching by the way in most great towns, as a hireless volunteer, in a blue coat and white waistcoat, that not a rag of the woman of Babylon might be seen on me; for I was at that time, though a Trinitarian (i.e. ad normam Platonis) in philosophy, yet a zealous Unitarian in religion; more accurately, I was a psilanthropist, one of those who believe our Lord to have been the real son of Joseph, and who lay the main stress on the resurrection rather than on the crucifixion. Oh! never can I remember those days with either shame or regret, for I was most sincere! most disinterested! My opinions were, indeed, in many and most important points erroneous, but my heart was single! Wealth, rank, life itself then seemed cheap to me, compared with the interests of (what I believe to be) the truth and the will of my Maker. I cannot even accuse myself of having been actuated by vanity; for, in the expansion of my enthusiasm, I did not think of myself at all.




    My campaign commenced at Birmingham, and my first attack was on a rigid Calvinist, a tallow-chandler by trade. He was a tall dingy man, in whom length was so predominant over breadth, that he might almost have been borrowed for a foundry poker. O that face! a face, [Greek: kat’ emphasin!] I have it before me at this moment. The lank, black twine-like hair, pingui-nitescent, cut in a straight line, along the black stubble of his thin gunpowder eyebrows, that looked like a scorched aftermath from a last week’s shaving. His coat collar behind in perfect unison, both of colour and lustre, with the coarse, yet glib cordage that I suppose he called his hair, and which with a ‘bend’ inward at the nape of the neck, (the only approach to flexure in his whole figure) slunk in behind his waistcoat; while the countenance lank, dark, very ‘hard’, and with strong perpendicular furrows, gave me a dim notion of some one looking at me through a ‘used’ gridiron, all soot, grease, and iron! A person to whom one of my letters of recommendation had been addressed, was my introducer.




    It was a ‘new event’ in my life, my first ‘stroke’ in the new business I had undertaken of an author; yes, and of an author on his own account. I would address,” says Coleridge, “an affectionate exhortation to the youthful literati on my own experience. It will be but short; for the beginning, middle, and end converge to one charge. NEVER PURSUE LITERATURE AS A TRADE. My companion,” says he, “after some imperfect sentences, and a multitude of hums and hahs, abandoned the cause to his client; and I commenced an harangue of half an hour to Phileleutheros, the tallow-chandler, varying my notes through the whole gamut of eloquence, from the ratiocinative to the declamatory, and, in the latter, from the pathetic to the indignant. My taper man of lights listened with perseverant and praiseworthy patience, though (as I was afterwards told, in complaining of certain gales that were not altogether ambrosial,) it was a melting day with him. And what, sir! (he said, after a short pause,) might the cost be? only FOURPENCE, (O! how I felt the anticlimax, the abysmal bathos of that FOURPENCE!) ‘only fourpence, sir, each number, to be published on every eighth day’. That comes to a deal of money at the end of a year; and how much did you say there was to be for the money? Thirty-two pages, sir! large octavo, closely printed. Thirty and two pages? Bless me, why except what I does in a family way on the sabbath, that’s more than I ever reads, sir! all the year round. I am as great a one as any man in Brummagem, sir! for liberty and truth, and all them sort of things, but as to this, (no offence, I hope, sir!) I must beg to be excused. So ended my first canvass.”




    Much the same indifference was shewn him at Manchester, &c., but he adds:—”From this rememberable tour, I returned nearly a thousand names on the subscription list of the ‘Watchman;’ yet more than half convinced that prudence dictated the abandonment of the scheme; but for this very reason I persevered in it; for I was at that period of my life so completely hagridden by the fear of being influenced by selfish motives, that to know a mode of conduct to be the dictate of ‘prudence’, was a sort of presumptive proof to my feelings, that the contrary was the dictate of ‘duty’. Accordingly, I commenced the work, which was announced in London by long bills in letters larger than had ever been seen before, and which (I have been informed, for I did not see them myself) eclipsed the glories even of the lottery puffs; but, alas! the publication of the very first number was delayed beyond the day announced for its appearance. In the second number, an essay against fast days, with a most censurable application of a text from Isaiah, for its motto, lost me near five hundred of my subscribers at one blow.




    In the two following numbers, I made enemies of all my Jacobin and democratic patrons; for, disgusted by their infidelity and their adoption of French morals, and French philosophy, and, perhaps, thinking that charity ought to begin nearest home, instead of abusing the government and the aristocrats chiefly or entirely, as had been expected of me, I levelled my attacks at ‘‘modern patriotism’,’ and even ventured to declare my belief, that whatever the motives of ministers might have been for the sedition (or as it was then the fashion to call them) the gagging bills, yet the bills themselves would produce an effect to be desired by all the true friends of freedom, as far they should contribute to deter men from openly declaiming on subjects, the ‘principles of which they had never bottomed’, and from ‘pleading ‘to’ the ‘poor and ignorant’, instead of pleading for them.’




    At the same time I avowed my conviction, that national education, and a concurring spread of the gospel were the indispensable condition of any true political amelioration. Thus, by the time the seventh number was published, I had the mortification (but why should I say this, when, in truth, I cared too little for any thing that concerned my worldly interests, to be at all mortified about it?) of seeing the preceding numbers exposed in sundry old iron shops for a penny a piece. At the ninth number I dropped the work.” He never recovered the money of his London publisher, and but little from his subscribers, and as he goes on to say:—”Must have been thrown into jail by my printer, for a sum between eighty and ninety pounds, if the money had not been paid for me by a man, by no means affluent, a dear friend who attached himself to me from my first arrival at Bristol, who continued my friend with a fidelity unconquered by time, or even by my own apparent neglect; a friend from whom I never received an advice that was not gentle and affectionate.” (p. 177.)




    Coleridge’s reputation from boyhood quietly increased, not through the favor, but the censure of reviewers. It was this which, contrary to their wishes, diffused his name as poet and philosopher. So long as there are readers to be gratified by calumny, there will always be found writers eager to furnish a supply; and he had other enemies, unacquainted with the critical profession, yet morbidly vain, and because disappointed in their literary hopes, no less malignant.




    Alas! how painful it is to witness at times the operation of some of the human passions. — Should envy take the lead, her twin sisters, hatred and malice, follow as auxiliaries in her train, — and, in the struggles for ascendancy and extension of her power, she subverts those principles which might impede her path, and then speedily effects the destruction of all the kindly feelings most honourable to man.




    Coleridge was conscientiously an opponent of the first revolutionary war, because he abhorred the principles; and it was part of his political creed, that whoever ceased




    “to act as an ‘individual’ by making himself a member of any society not sanctioned by his government, forfeited the rights of a citizen.”




    He was at that time “a vehement anti-ministerialist,” but, after the invasion of Switzerland, a more vehement anti-Gallican, and still more intensely an anti-Jacobin:




    “I retired,” said he, “to a cottage at Stowey, and provided for my scanty maintenance by writing verses for a London Morning Paper. I saw plainly, that literature was not a profession by which I could expect to live; for ‘I could not disguise from myself’, that whatever my talents might or might not be in other respects, yet they were not of that ‘sort’ that ‘could enable me to become a popular writer’; and that whatever my opinions might be in themselves, they were almost equi-distant from all the three opposite parties, the Pittites, the Foxites, and the democrats. Of the unsaleable nature of my writings I had an amusing memento one morning from our servant girl. For happening to rise at an earlier hour than usual, I observed her putting an extravagant quantity of paper into the grate in order to light the fire, and mildly checked her for her wastefulness; La, Sir! (replied poor Nanny) why, it is only WATCHMEN.”




    There was at last a pause, as each party seemed worn out; for, “the hand of Providence had disciplined ‘all’ Europe into sobriety, as men tame wild elephants by alternate blows and caresses: now, that Englishmen of all classes are restored to their old English notions and feelings, it will with difficulty be credited, how great an influence was at that time possessed and exerted by the spirit of secret defamation (the too constant attendant on party zeal!) during the restless interim, from 1793 to the commencement of the Addington administration, or the year before the truce of Amiens.”




    In short, the exhaustion which had followed the great stimulus, disposed individuals to reconciliation. Both parties found themselves in the wrong, the one had mistaken the moral character of the revolution, and the other had miscalculated its physical resources. The experiment was made at the price of great, we may say, of almost humiliating sacrifices; and wise men foresaw that it would fail, at least, in its direct and ostensible object. Yet it was purchased cheaply, and realized an object of equal value, and, if possible, of more vital importance; for it brought about a national unanimity, unexampled in our history since the reign of Elizabeth; and Providence, never failing to do his part when men have done theirs, soon provided a common focus in the cause of Spain, which made us all once more Englishmen, by gratifying and correcting the predilections of each party. The sincere reverers of the throne felt the cause of loyalty ennobled by its alliance with that of freedom while the ‘honest’ zealots of the people could not but admit that freedom itself assumed a more winning form, humanized by loyalty, and ‘consecrated’ by ‘religious principle’.




    During this calm and rest, and while the political fever was subsiding, Coleridge retired, as he informs us, “to a cottage in Somersetshire, at the foot of Quantock,” to devote himself to poetry, and to the study of ethics and psychology, to direct his thoughts and studies to the foundations of religion and morals.




    “During my residence here,” he says, “I found myself all afloat; doubts rushed in; broke upon me ‘from the fountains of the great deep’,’ and ‘‘fell from the windows of Heaven’.’ The fontal truths of natural religion and the books of Revelation alike contributed to the flood; and it was long ere my ark touched on an Ararat, and rested. The idea (viz. the law evolved in the mind) of the Supreme Being appeared to me to be as necessarily implied in all particular modes of being, as the idea, of infinite space in all the geometrical figures by which space is limited.” He goes on to state at this period, about the latter end of the year 1796, “For a very long time I could not reconcile personality with infinity; and my head was with Spinosa, though my whole heart remained with Paul and John. Yet there had dawned upon me, even before I had met with the Critique of Pure Reason, a certain guiding light. If ‘the mere intellect’ could make no certain discovery of a holy and intelligent first cause, it might yet supply a demonstration that no legitimate argument could be drawn from the mere intellect ‘against’ its truth. ‘And what is this’ more than St. Paul’s assertion, that by wisdom (more properly translated by the powers of reasoning) no man ever arrived at the knowledge of God? Man asks what is wisdom? and whence comes it? In Job, chap. 28th, it is stated, ‘But to man he said, the fear of the Lord is wisdom for THEE! And to avoid evil, that is ‘thy’ understanding.’”




    Such were his philosophical opinions before his final conversion to the whole truth in Christ. He was contending for principles, and diligently in search of truth for its own sake; — the one thing only permanent, and which carries with it its “own exceeding great reward.” Such was the state of his religious feelings and political opinions before his visit to Germany.




    There is a general observation or experience he has recorded, not only so applicable to him at that time, but equally to each stage of his career in life, as not to be lost sight of by his friends and admirers, when assailed, as he was, by opposing party-spirits, which, like opposite currents, were contending for the mastery.




    To avoid one party lest he should run on Scylla, he excited and provoked the jealousy and neglect of the other, who might have wrecked him on Charybdis. These were well-known dangers; but, as all navigable seas have their shoals often invisible; in order to avoid the effects of these jealousies, he selected from each party, men of experience to give him the soundings, and thus prevent him from wrecking his barque on rocks and quicksands; for, without such information, there could be little chance of escape.




    In so doing, be lost his popularity with the many, though these were evils he might perhaps have conquered (but still speaking figuratively); his crew (his great inward aid) had differed too seriously among themselves, and were under the influence of conflicting feelings.




    His whole mind was bent on the search after those truths that alone can determine fixed principles, and which not long after became to him an unerring guide. They were for him what the needle is to the mariner.




    The observation alluded to is as follows:




    “All my experience, from my first entrance into life to the present hour, is in favour of the warning maxim, that the man who opposes in toto ‘the political or religious zealots of his age, is safer from their obloquy than he who differs from them but in one or two points only’ IN DEGREE.”




    This is a truth too important to pass lightly over, as in this consisted much of that feeling which prevented his being popular, (for unless an individual goes the whole length of the party who may choose to adopt him, he is discarded, and it is well for him if he is not persecuted and held up to public ridicule).




    Zealots are usually superficial, but in herds they are found to support each other, and by their numbers assume an imposing air. — One weak man cannot stand, but three may. — By this mode of congregating, they are more easily managed by their leaders, whose impulses they obey, and to whom they become willing slaves. Men who sacrifice the many to the few, have been held out by almost every writer, where moral and political subjects have been introduced, as warnings to those liable to fall into their snares, but which have seemingly been put forth to little purpose. The necessity, therefore, for a continuation of instruction on such important moral truths, is still required; for, in the contending currents, so much mischief is often produced, that to divert these conflicting opinions, and to try to bring them into unity, Coleridge thought it a duty to employ his strength of intellect; he hoped to preserve a principle which he deemed so useful to mankind.




    The foot of Quantock was to Coleridge a memorable spot; here his studies were serious and deep; protected by one of the kindest of friends, and stimulated by the society also of a brother poet, whose lays seemed to have inspired his song, and also to have chimed in with it; for although it has been shewn that his poetic genius first dawned in his 16th year, yet after he left College, and during his residence at this place, it seemed suddenly to have arrived at poetic manhood, and to have reached this developement as early as his 25th year. In his more serious studies he had greatly advanced, and had already planned and stored up much for his future life. It will often be repeated, but not too often for a society so full of sciolists and disbelievers, — men who are so self-satisfied as not to require teaching, — that Coleridge never was an idle man; and that, if nothing else remained, the progress he made in intellectual acquirements during his residence at Stowey and his short stay in Germany, might be instanced. Before he quitted this country to embark in fresh studies we have his own statement:




    “I became convinced, that religion, as both the cornerstone and the keystone of morality, must have a ‘moral’ origin; so far, at least, that the evidence of its doctrines could not, like the truths of abstract science, be ‘wholly’ independent of the will.




    It was therefore to be expected, that its ‘fundamental’ truth would be such as MIGHT be denied, though only by the fool, and even by the fool from madness of ‘heart’ alone!




    The question then concerning our faith in the existence of a God, not only as the ground of the universe by his essence, but by his wisdom and holy will as its maker and judge, appeared to stand thus: the sciential reason, the objects of wit are purely theoretical, remains neutral, as long as its name and semblance are not usurped by the opponents of the doctrine; but it ‘then’ becomes an effective ally by exposing the false show of demonstration, or by evincing the equal demonstrability of the contrary from premises equally logical. The ‘understanding’, meantime suggests, the analogy of ‘experience’ facilitates, the belief. Nature excites and recalls it, as by a perpetual revelation. Our feelings almost necessitate it; and the law of conscience peremptorily commands it. The arguments that all apply to, are in its favor; and there is nothing against it, but its own sublimity.




    It could not be intellectually more evident without becoming morally less effective; without counteracting its own end by sacrificing the ‘life’ of faith to the cold mechanism of a worthless, because compulsory assent. The belief of a God and a future state (if a passive acquiescence may be flattered with the name of ‘belief’) does not, indeed, always beget a good heart; but a good heart so naturally begets the belief, that the very few exceptions must be regarded as strange anomalies from strange and unfortunate circumstances.




    From these premises I proceeded to draw the following conclusions, — first, that having once fully admitted the existence of an infinite yet selfconscious Creator, we are not allowed to ground the irrationality of any other article of faith on arguments which would equally prove ‘that’ to be irrational, which we had allowed to be ‘real’. Secondly, that whatever is deducible from the admission of a ‘self-comprehending’ and ‘creative’ spirit, may be legitimately used in proof of the ‘possibility’ of any further mystery concerning the Divine Nature.




    “Possibilitatem mysteriorum (Trinitatis, &c.) contra insultus infidelium et hereticorum a contradictionibus vindico; haud quidem veritatem, quæ revelatione sola stabiliri possit;” says Leibnitz, in a letter to his duke. He then adds the following just and important remark. “In vain will tradition or texts of Scripture be adduced in support of a doctrine, ‘donec clava impossibilitatis et contradictionis e manibus horum Herculum extorta fuerit.’ For the heretic will still reply, that texts, the literal sense of which is not so much above as directly against all reason, must be understood figuratively, as Herod is a Fox, &c.




    These principles,” says he, “I held philosophically, while in respect of revealed religion, I remained a zealous Unitarian. I considered the idea of a Trinity a fair scholastic inference from the being of God, as a creative intelligence; and that it was therefore entitled to the rank of an esoteric doctrine of natural religion: but seeing in the same no practical or moral bearing, I confined it to the schools of philosophy. The admission of the Logos, as hypostasized (i.e. neither a mere attribute nor a personification), in no respect removed my doubts concerning the incarnation and the redemption by the cross; which I could neither reconcile in ‘reason’ with the impassiveness of the Divine Being, nor in my moral feelings with the sacred distinction between things and persons, the vicarious payment of a debt and the vicarious expiation of guilt.




    A more thorough revolution in my philosophic principles, and a deeper insight into my own heart were yet wanting. Nevertheless, I cannot doubt, that the difference of my metaphysical notions from those of Unitarians in general ‘contributed’ to my final reconversion to the ‘whole truth’ in ‘Christ;’ even as according to his own confession the books of certain Platonic philosophers (Libri quorundam Platonicorum) commenced the rescue of St. Augustine’s faith from the same error, aggravated by the far darker accompaniment of the Manichean heresy.”




    Perhaps it is right also to state, that no small share of his final reconversion was attributable to that zeal and powerful genius, and to his great desire that others should become sharers in his own acquirements, which he was so desirous to communicate. During his residence at the foot of Quantock, his thoughts and studies were not only directed to an enquiry into the great truths of religion, but, while he stayed at Stowey, he was in the habit of preaching often at the Unitarian Chapel at Taunton, and was greatly respected by all the better and educated classes in the neighbourhood.




    He spoke of Stowey with warmth and affection to the latest hours of his life. Here, as before mentioned, dwelt his friend Mr. Thomas Poole — the friend (justly so termed) to whom he alludes in his beautiful dedicatory poem to his brother the Rev. George Coleridge, and in which, when referring to himself, he says,




    ”To me the Eternal Wisdom hath dispensed


    A different fortune and more different mind —


    Me from the spot where first I sprang to light


    Too soon transplanted, ere my soul had fix’d


    Its first domestic loves; and hence through life


    Chasing chance-started friendships. A brief while


    Some have preserved me from life’s pelting ills;


    But, like a tree with leaves of feeble stem,


    If the clouds lasted, and a sudden breeze


    Ruffled the boughs, they on my head at once


    Dropp’d the collected shower; and some most false,


    False and fair foliaged as the Manchineel,


    Have tempted me to slumber in their shade


    E’en mid the storm; then breathing subtlest damps,


    Mix’d their own venom with the rain from Heaven,


    That I woke poison’d! But, all praise to Him


    Who gives us all things, more have yielded me


    Permanent shelter; and beside one friend,


    Beneath the impervious covert of one oak,


    I’ve raised a lowly shed, and know the names


    Of husband and of father; not unhearing


    Of that divine and nightly-whispering voice,


    Which from my childhood to maturer years


    Spake to me of predestinated wreaths,


    Bright with no fading colours!”




    These beautiful and affecting lines to his brother are dated May 26th, 1797, Nether Stowey, Somerset. In his will, dated Highgate, July 2nd, 1830, he again refers to this friend, and directs his executor to present a plain gold mourning ring to Thomas Poole, Esq., of Nether Stowey.




    “The Dedicatory Poem to my ‘Juvenile Poems,’ and my ‘Fears in Solitude,’ render it unnecessary to say more than what I then, in my early manhood, thought and felt, I now, a gray-headed man, still think and feel.”




    In this volume, dedicated to his brother, are to be found several poems in early youth and upwards, none of later date than 1796.




    The “Ode,” he says, “on the Departing Year, was written on the 24th, 25th, and 26th of December, 1796, and published separately on the last day of that year. ‘The Religious Musings’ were written as early as Christmas 1794.”




    He then was about to enter his 23rd year. The preface to this volume is a key to his opinions and feelings at that time, and which the foregoing part of this memoir is also intended to illustrate.




    “Compositions resembling those of the present volume are not unfrequently condemned for their querulous egotism. But egotism is to be condemned only when it offends against time and place, as in a history or epic poem. To censure it in a monody or sonnet is almost as absurd as to dislike a circle for being round. Why then write sonnets or monodies? Because they give me pleasure when, perhaps, nothing else could. After the more violent emotions of sorrow, the mind demands amusement, and can find it in employment alone; but full of its late sufferings, it can endure no employment not in some measure connected with them. Forcibly to turn away our attention to general subjects is a painful and most often an unavailing effort.




    ’But O! how grateful to a wounded heart


    The tale of misery to impart


    From others’ eyes bid artless sorrows flow,


    And raise esteem upon the base of woe.’




    (Shaw.)




    The communicativeness of our nature leads us to describe our own sorrows; in the endeavour to describe them, intellectual activity is exerted; and from intellectual activity there results a pleasure, which is gradually associated, and mingles as a corrective, with the painful subject of the description. ‘True,’ (it may be answered) ‘but how are the PUBLIC interested in your sorrows or your description’?’ We are for ever attributing personal unities to imaginary aggregates. — What is the PUBLIC, but a term for a number of scattered individuals? Of whom as many will be interested in these sorrows, as have experienced the same or similar.




    ’Holy be the lay


    Which mourning soothes the mourner on his way.’




    If I could judge of others by myself, I should not hesitate to affirm, that the most interesting passages in our most interesting poems are those in which the author developes his own feelings. The sweet voice of Cona never sounds so sweetly, as when it speaks of itself; and I should almost suspect that man of an unkindly heart, who could read the opening of the third book of ‘Paradise Lost’ without peculiar emotion. By a law of nature, he, who labours under a strong feeling, is impelled to seek for sympathy; but a poet’s feelings are all strong. — Quicquid amat valde amat. — Akenside therefore speaks with philosophical accuracy when he classes love and poetry as producing the same effects:




    ’Love and the wish of poets when their tongue


    Would teach to others’ bosoms, what so charms


    Their own.’




    ‘Pleasures of Imagination’.




    There is one species of egotism which is truly disgusting; not that which leads to communicate our feelings to others, but that which would reduce the feelings of others; to an identity with our own.


  




  

    The atheist who exclaims ‘pshaw,’ when he glances his eye on the praises of Deity, is an egotist; an old man, when he speaks contemptuously of love verses is an egotist; and the sleek favourites of fortune are egotists when they condemn all ‘melancholy discontented’ verses. Surely it would be candid not merely to ask whether the poem pleases ourselves, but to consider whether or no there may not be others, to whom it is well calculated to give an innocent pleasure.




    I shall only add, that each of my readers will, I hope, remember, that these poems on various subjects, which, he reads at one time and under the influence of one set of feelings, were written at different times and prompted by very different feelings; and, therefore, that, the supposed inferiority of one poem to another may sometimes be owing to the temper of mind in which he happens to peruse it.”




    In the second edition (the second edition was published in conjunction with his friends Charles Lloyd and Charles Lamb) is added the following:




    “My poems have been rightly charged with a profusion of double-epithets, and a general turgidness. I have pruned the double-epithets with no sparing hand; and used my best efforts to tame the swell and glitter both of thought and diction. This latter fault, however, had insinuated itself into my Religious Musings with such intricacy of union, that sometimes I have omitted to disentangle the weed from the fear of snapping the flower. A third and heavier accusation has been brought against me, that of obscurity; but not, I think, with equal justice. An author is obscure, when his conceptions are dim and imperfect, and his language incorrect, or inappropriate, or involved. A poem that abounds in allusions, like the ‘Bard’ of Gray, or one that impersonates high and abstract truths, like Collins’s ‘Ode on the Poetical Character,’ claims not to be popular, but should be acquitted of obscurity. The deficiency is in the reader; but this is a charge which every poet, whose imagination is warm and rapid, must expect from his ‘contemporaries’. Milton did not escape it; and it was adduced with virulence against Gray and Collins. We now hear no more of it, not that their poems are better understood at present, than they were at their first publication; but their fame is established; and a critic would accuse him self of frigidity or, inattention, who should profess not to understand them: but a living writer is yet sub judice; and if we cannot follow his conceptions or enter into his feelings, it is more consoling to our pride to consider him as lost beneath, than as soaring above, us. If any man expect from my poems the same easiness of style which he admires in a drinking-song for him, I have not written. Intelligibilia, non intellectum adfero.




    I expect neither profit nor general fame by my writings; and I consider myself as having been amply repaid without either. Poetry has been to me its own ‘exceeding great reward;’ it has soothed my afflictions; it has multiplied and refined my enjoyments; it has endeared solitude; and it has given me the habit of wishing to discover the good and the beautiful in all that meets and surrounds me.”




    We seem now to have arrived at that period of Coleridge’s life which a profound student of his poetry, and himself a pleasing and elegant poet, has considered the period of the “Annus Mirabilis.” “The Manhood,” he observes, “of Coleridge’s true poetical life was in the year 1797.” This is perfectly true, and at that period he was only twenty-five, as before stated. He was, as is proved in his earlier poems, highly susceptible and sensitive, requiring kindness and sympathy, and the support of something like intellectual friendship. He tells us that he chose his residence at Stowey, on account of his friend Mr. Poole, who assisted and enabled him to brave the storm of “Life’s pelting ills.” Near him, at Allfoxden, resided Mr. Wordsworth, with whom, he says,




    “Shortly after my settlement there, I became acquainted, and whose society I found an invaluable blessing, and to whom I looked up with equal reverence as a poet, a philosopher, or a man. His conversation extended to almost all subjects except physics and politics; with the latter he never troubled himself.”




    Although Coleridge lived a most retired life, it was not enough to exempt him from the watchfulness of the spies of government whose employment required some apparent activity before they could receive the reward they expected. Nor did he escape the suspicion of being a dangerous person to the government; which arose partly from his connexion with Wordsworth, and from the great seclusion of his life. Coleridge was ever with book, paper, and pencil in hand, making, in the language of, artists, “Sketches and studies from nature.” This suspicion, accompanied with the usual quantity of obloquy, was not merely attached to Coleridge, but extended to his friend, “whose perfect innocence was even adduced as a suspicion of his guilt,” by one of these sapients, who observed that




    “as to Coleridge, there is not much harm in him; for he is a whirl-brain, that talks whatever comes uppermost; but that Wordsworth! he is a dark traitor. You never hear him say a syllable on the subject.”




    During this time the brother poets must have been composing or arranging the Lyrical Ballads, which were published the following year, i.e. 1798. Coleridge also in 1797 wrote the “Remorse,” or rather the play he first called Osorio, the name of the principal character in it, but finding afterwards that there was a respectable family of that name residing in London, it was changed for the title of the Remorse, and the principal character, Osorio, to Ordonio. This play was sent to Sheridan.




    The following remarks were given in Coleridge’s “Biographia Literaria,” which wholly clears him from the suspicion of being concerned in making maps of a coast, where a smuggler could not land, and they shew what really was his employment; and how poets may be mistaken at all times for other than what they wish to be considered:




    “During the first year that Mr. Wordsworth and I were neighbours, our conversations turned frequently on the two cardinal points of poetry, — the power of exciting the sympathy of a reader by a faithful adherence to the truth of nature, and the power of giving the interest of novelty by the modifying colours of imagination. The sudden charm which accidents of light and shade, which moonlight or sunset diffused over a known and familiar landscape, appeared to represent the practicability of combining both. These are the poetry of nature. The thought suggested itself (to which of us I do not recollect) that a series of poems might be composed of two sorts. In the one the incidents and agents were to be, in part at least, supernatural; and the excellence aimed at was to consist in the interesting of the affections by the dramatic truth of such emotions as would naturally accompany such situations, supposing them real; and real in ‘this’ sense they have been to every human being who, from whatever source of delusion, has at any time believed himself under supernatural agency. For the second class, subjects were to be chosen from ordinary life: the characters and incidents were to be such as will be found in every village and its vicinity, where there is a meditative and feeling mind to seek after them, or to notice them when they present themselves.




    In this idea originated the plan of the ‘Lyrical Ballads,’ in which it was agreed that my endeavours should be directed to persons and characters supernatural, or at least romantic; yet so as to transfer from our inward nature a human interest and a semblance of truth sufficient to procure for these shadows of imagination that willing suspension of disbelief for the moment which constitutes poetic faith. Mr. Wordsworth, on the other hand, was to propose to himself, as his object, to give the charm of novelty to things of every day, and to excite a feeling analogous to the supernatural, by awakening the mind’s attention from the lethargy of custom, and directing it to the loveliness and the wonders of the world before us, — an inexhaustible treasure; but for which, in consequence of the feeling of familiarity and selfish solicitude, we have eyes yet see not, ears that hear not, and hearts that neither feel nor understand.




    With this view I wrote the ‘Ancient Mariner,’ and was preparing, among other poems, the ‘Dark Ladie’ and the ‘Christabel,’ in which I should have more nearly realized my ideal than I had done in my first attempt: but Mr. Wordsworth’s industry had proved so much more successful, and the number of his poems so much greater, that my compositions, instead of forming a balance, appeared rather an interpolation of heterogeneous matter.




    Mr. Wordsworth added two or three poems written in his own character, in the impassioned, lofty, and sustained diction, which is characteristic of his genius. In this form the ‘Lyrical Ballads’ were published, and were presented by him as an ‘experiment’, whether subjects, which from their nature rejected the usual ornaments and extra-colloquial style of poems in general, might not be so managed, in the language of ordinary life, as to produce the pleasurable interest which it is the peculiar business of poetry to impart.




    To the second edition he added a preface of considerable length, in which, notwithstanding some passages of apparently a contrary import, he was understood to contend for the extension of the style to poetry of all kinds, and to reject as vicious and indefensible all phrases and forms of style that were not included in what he (unfortunately, I think, adopting an equivocal expression) called the language of ‘real’ life. From this preface, prefixed to poems in which it was impossible to deny the presence of original genius, however mistaken its direction might be deemed, arose the whole long-continued controversy. For, from the conjunction of perceived power with supposed heresy, I explain the inveteracy, and in some instances, I grieve to say, the acrimonious passions, with which the controversy has been conducted by the assailants.” (Vol. ii. p. 1.)




    There are few incidents in the life of the literary man to make any narrations of sufficient importance or sufficiently amusing for the readers, and the readers only of works of amusement. The biography of such men is supposed to contain the faithful history and growth of their minds, and the circumstances under which it is developed, and to this it must be confined.




    What has been done by Coleridge himself, and where he has been his own biographer, will be carefully noticed and given here, when it falls in with the intention and purposes of this work; for this reason the Biographia Literaria has been so frequently quoted. Coleridge had passed nearly half his life in a retirement almost amounting to solitude, and this he preferred. First, he was anxious for leisure to pursue those studies which wholly engrossed his mind; and secondly, his health permitted him but little change, except when exercise was required; and during the latter part of his life he became nearly crippled by the rheumatism. His character will form a part in the Philosophical History of the Human Mind, which will be placed in the space left for it by his amiable and most faithful friend and disciple, whose talents, whose heart and acquirements makes him most fit to describe them, and whose time was for so many years devoted to this great man. But, to continue in the order of time, in June, 1797, he was visited by his friend Charles Lamb and his sister.




    On the morning after their arrival, Coleridge met with an accident which disabled him from walking during the whole of their stay. One evening, when they had left him for a few hours, he composed the poem, “This Lime-tree Bower my Prison,” in which he refers to his old friend, while watching him in fancy with his sister, winding and ascending the hills at a short distance, himself detained as if a prisoner:




    ”Yes! they wander on


    In gladness all; but thou, methinks, most glad,


    My gentle-hearted Charles! for thou hast pined


    And hunger’d after nature, many a year;


    In the great city pent, winning thy way


    With sad yet patient soul, through evil, and pain,


    And strange calamity! Ah! slowly sink


    Behind the western ridge, thou glorious sun!


    Shine in the slant beams of the sinking orb,


    Ye purple heath flowers! richlier burn, ye clouds!


    Live in the yellow light, ye distant groves!


    And kindle, thou blue ocean! So my friend


    Struck with deep joy may stand, as I have stood,


    Silent with swimming sense; yea, gazing round


    On the wide landscape, gaze till all doth seem


    Less gross than bodily; and of such hues


    As veil the Almighty Spirit, when yet he makes


    Spirits perceive his presence.”




    During his residence here, Mr. William Hazlitt became acquainted with him, which is thus vividly recorded in the ‘Liberal’:




    “My father was a dissenting minister at Wem, in Shropshire; and in the year 1798, Mr. Coleridge came to Shrewsbury, to succeed Mr. Rowe in the spiritual charge of a Unitarian congregation there. He did not come till late on the Saturday afternoon before he was to preach, and Mr. Rowe, who himself went down to the coach in a state of anxiety and expectation, to look for the arrival of his successor, could find no one at all answering the description, but a round-faced man, in a short black coat (like a shooting jacket), which hardly seemed to have been made for him, but who appeared to be talking at a great rate to his fellow-passengers. Mr. Rowe had scarcely returned to give an account of his disappointment, when the round-faced man in black entered, and dissipated all doubts on the subject, by beginning to talk. He did not cease while he stayed, nor has he since that I know of.




    He held the good town of Shrewsbury in delightful suspense for three weeks that he remained there, ‘fluttering the proud Salopians like an eagle in a dovecot;’ and the Welsh mountains, that skirt the horizon with their tempestuous confusion, agree to have heard no such mystic sounds since the days of




    ‘High-born Hoel’s harp or soft Llewellyn’s lyre!’




    My father lived ten miles from Shrewsbury, and was in the habit of exchanging visits with Mr. Rowe, and Mr. Jenkins of Whitchurch (nine miles further on), according to the custom of dissenting ministers in each other’s neighbourhood. A line of communication is thus established, by which the flame of civil and religious liberty is kept alive, and nourishes its mouldering fire unquenchable, like the fires in the Agamemnon of Æschylus, placed at different stations, that waited for ten long years to announce, with their blazing pyramids, the destruction of Troy.




    Coleridge had agreed to come once to see my father, according to the courtesy of the country, as Mr. Rowe’s probable successor; but in the meantime I had gone to hear him preach the Sunday after his arrival. A poet and a philosopher getting up into a Unitarian pulpit to preach the gospel was a romance in these degenerate days, — which was not to be resisted.




    It was in January, 1798, that I rose one morning before daylight, to walk ten miles in the mud, to hear this celebrated person preach. Never, the longest day I have to live, shall I have such another walk as this cold, raw, comfortless one, in the winter of the year 1798. ‘Il y a des impressions que ni le tems, ni les circonstances peuvent effacer. Dussé-je vivre des siècles entiers, le doux tems de ma jeunesse ne peut renaître pour moi, ni s’effacer jamais dans ma mémoire.’ When I got there, the organ was playing the 100th psalm; and, when it was done, Mr. Coleridge rose and gave out his text,—’He departed again into a mountain ‘himself alone’.’ As he gave out this text, his voice ‘rose like a stream of rich distilled perfumes;’ and when he came to the two last words, which he pronounced loud, deep, and distinct, it seemed to me, who was then young, as if the sounds had echoed from the bottom of the human heart, and as if that prayer might have floated in solemn silence through the universe. The idea of St. John came into my mind, ‘of one crying in the wilderness, who had his loins girt about, and whose food was locusts and wild honey.’ The preacher then launched into his subject, like an eagle dallying with the wind. The sermon was upon peace and war — upon church and state — not their alliance, but their separation — on the spirit of the world, and the spirit of Christianity, not as the same, but as opposed to one another. He talked of those who had ‘inscribed the cross of Christ on banners dripping with human gore.’ He made a poetical and pastoral excursion, — and to show the fatal effects of war, drew a striking contrast between the simple shepherd-boy, driving his team afield, or sitting under the hawthorn, piping to his flock, as though he should never be old,’ and the same poor country lad, crimped, kidnapped, brought into town, made drunk at an alehouse, turned into a wretched drummer-boy, with his hair sticking on end with powder and pomatum, a long cue at his back, and tricked out in the finery of the profession of blood:




    ‘Such were the notes our once loved poet sung;’




    and, for myself, I could not have been more delighted if I had heard the music of the spheres. Poetry and Philosophy had met together. Truth and Genius had embraced under the eye and with the sanction of Religion. This was even beyond my hopes. I returned home well satisfied. The sun that was still labouring pale and wan through the sky, obscured by thick mists, seemed an emblem of the ‘good cause’; and the cold dank drops of dew, that hung half melted on the beard of the thistle, had something genial and refreshing in them —




    …




    “On the Tuesday following, the half-inspired speaker came. I was called down into the room where he was, and went half-hoping, half-afraid. He received me very graciously, and I listened for a long time without uttering a word, and did not suffer in his opinion by my silence. ‘For those two hours (he was afterwards pleased to say) he was conversing with W. H.’s forehead.’ His appearance was different from what I had anticipated from seeing him before. At a distance, and in the dim light of the chapel, there was to me a strange wildness in his aspect, a dusky obscurity, and I thought him pitted with the small-pox. His complexion was at that time clear, and even bright,




    ‘As are the children of yon azure sheen.’




    His forehead was broad and high, as if built of ivory, with large projecting eyebrows, and his eyes rolling beneath them like a sea with darkened lustre.




    ‘A certain tender bloom his face o’erspread;’




    a purple tinge, as we see it in the pale, thoughtful complexions of the Spanish portrait painters, Murillo and Velasquez. His mouth was rather open, his chin good-humoured and round, and his nose small.




    Coleridge in his person was rather above the common size, inclining to the corpulent. His hair (now, alas! grey, and during the latter years of his life perfectly white) was then black, and glossy as the raven’s wing, and fell in smooth masses over his forehead. This long liberal hair is peculiar to enthusiasts.”




    (The Liberal, vol. ii. pp. 23-27.)




    He used, in his hours of relaxation, to relate the state of his feelings, and his adventures during the short time he was a preacher. His congregations were large, and if he had the power of attracting one man of such talents from a distance, it may well be understood how the many near the chapel flocked to listen to him; in short, if one is to give credence to current report, he emptied churches and chapels to hear him. If he had needed any stimulus, this would have been sufficient, but such a mind so intensely occupied in the search after truth needed no external excitement.




    He has often said, that one of the effects of preaching was, that it compelled him to examine the Scriptures with greater care and industry.




    These additional exertions and studies assisted mainly to his final conversion to the whole truth; for it was still evident that his mind was perplexed, and that his philosophical opinions would soon yield to the revealed truth of Scripture.




    He has already pointed out what he felt on this important question, how much he differed from the generally received opinions of the Unitarians, confessing that he needed a thorough revolution in his philosophical doctrines, and that an insight into his own heart was wanting.




    “While my mind was thus perplexed, by a gracious providence,” says he, “for which I can never be sufficiently grateful, the generous and munificent patronage of Mr. Josiah and Mr. Thomas Wedgewood enabled me to finish my education in Germany. Instead of troubling others with my own crude notions, and juvenile compositions, I was thenceforward better employed in attempting to store my own head with the wisdom of others. I made the best use of my time and means; and there is therefore no period of my life on which I can look back with such unmingled satisfaction.”




    He quitted Clevedon and his cottage in the following farewell lines: —




    ”Ah! quiet dell! dear cot, and mount sublime!


    I was constrain’d to quit you. Was it right,


    While my unnumber’d brethren toil’d and bled,


    That I should dream away the entrusted hours


    On rose-leaf beds, pampering the coward heart


    With feelings all too delicate for use?


    Sweet is the tear that from some Howard’s eye


    Drops on the cheeks of one he lifts from earth:


    And he that works me good with unmoved face,


    Does it but half: he chills me while he aids, —


    My benefactor, not my brother man!


    Yet even this, this cold beneficence


    Praise, praise it, O my Soul! oft as thou scann’st


    The Sluggard Pity’s vision-weaving tribe!


    Who sigh for wretchedness, yet shun the wretched,


    Nursing in some delicious solitude


    Their slothful loves and dainty sympathies!


    I therefore go, and join head, heart, and hand,


    Active and firm, to fight the bloodless fight


    Of Science, freedom, and the truth in Christ.


    Yet oft when after honourable toil


    Rests the tired mind, and waking loves to dream,


    My spirit shall revisit thee, dear cot!


    Thy jasmin and thy window-peeping rose,


    And myrtles fearless of the mild sea-air.


    And I shall sigh fond wishes — sweet abode!


    Ah! had none greater! And that all had such!


    It might be so, but, oh! it is not yet.


    Speed it, O Father! Let thy Kingdom come.”




    He drew his own character when he described that of Satyrane, the idolocast or breaker of idols, the name he went by among his friends and familiars.




    “From his earliest youth,” says he, “Satyrane had derived his highest pleasures from the admiration of moral grandeur and intellectual energy; and during the whole of his life he had a greater and more heartfelt delight in the superiority of other men to himself than men in general derive from their belief of their own. His readiness to imagine a superiority where it did not exist, was for many years his predominant foible; his pain from the perception of inferiority in others whom he had heard spoken of with any respect, was unfeigned and involuntary, and perplexed him as a something which he did not comprehend. In the childlike simplicity of his nature he talked to all men as if they were his equals in knowledge and talents, and many whimsical anecdotes could be related connected with this habit; he was constantly scattering good seed on unreceiving soils. When he was at length compelled to see and acknowledge the true state of the morals and intellect of his contemporaries, his disappointment was severe, and his mind, always thoughtful, became pensive and sad: — for to love and sympathize with mankind was a necessity of his nature.”




    He sought refuge from his own sensitive nature in abstruse meditations, and delighted most in those subjects requiring the full exercise of his intellectual powers, which never seemed fatigued — and in his early life never did sun shine on a more joyous being!




    ”There was a time when, though my path was rough,


    This joy within me dallied with distress,


    And all misfortunes were but as the stuff


    Whence fancy made me dreams of happiness:


    For hope grew round me, like the twining vine,


    And fruits, and foliage, not my own, seem’d mine.


    But now afflictions bow me down to earth


    Nor care I that they rob me of my mirth,


    But oh! each visitation


    Suspends what nature gave me at my birth,


    My shaping spirit of imagination.


    For not to think of what I needs must feel,


    But to be still and patient, all I can;


    And haply by abstruse research to steal


    From my own nature all the natural man —


    This was my sole resource, my only plan:


    Till that which suits a part infects the whole,


    And now is almost grown the habit of my soul.”




    It was indeed an inauspicious hour “when he changed his abode from the happy groves of Jesus’ College to Bristol.” But it was so ordained! He sought literature as a trade, — and became an author:




    “whatever,” he would say, “I write, that alone which contains the truth will live, for truth only is permanent. The rest will deservedly perish.”




    He wrote to supply the fountain which was to feed the fertilizing rills, — to develope the truth was that at which he aimed, and in which he hoped to find his reward.




    On the 16th of September, 1798, he sailed from Great Yarmouth to


    Hamburg, in company with Mr. Wordsworth and his sister in his way to


    Germany, and now for the first time beheld “his native land” retiring


    from him.




    In a series of letters, published first in the “Friend,” afterwards in his “Biographia Literaria,” is to be found a description of his passage to Germany, and short tour through that country. His fellow passengers as described by him were a motley group, suffering from the usual effects of a rolling sea. One of them, who had caught the customary antidote to sympathy for suffering, to witness which is usually painful, began his mirth by not inaptly observing,




    “That Momus might have discovered an easier way to see a man’s inside than by placing a window in his breast. He needed only to have taken a saltwater trip in a pacquet-boat.”




    Coleridge thinks that a




    “pacquet is far superior to a stage-coach, as a means of making men open out to each other. In the latter the uniformity of posture disposes to dozing, and the definiteness of the period at which the company will separate, makes each individual think of those ‘to’ whom he is going, rather than of those ‘with’ whom he is going. But at sea more curiosity is excited, if only on this account, that the pleasant or unpleasant qualities of your companions are of greater importance to you, from the uncertainty how long you may be obliged to house with them.”




    On board was a party of Danes, who, from his appearance in a suit of black, insisted he was a “Docteur Teology.” To relieve himself of any further questioning on this head, he bowed assent “rather than be nothing.”




    “Certes,” he says, “We were not of the Stoic school; for we drank, and talked, and sung altogether; and then we rose and danced on the deck a set of dances, which, in one sense of the word at least, were very intelligibly and appropriately entitled reels. The passengers who lay in the cabin below in all the agonies of sea-sickness, must have found our bacchanalian merriment




    a tune Harsh and of dissonant mood for their complaint.




    I thought so at the time; and how closely the greater number of our virtues are connected with the fear of death, and how little sympathy we bestow on pain, when there is no danger.”




    The Dane soon convinced him of the justice of an old remark, that many a faithful portrait in our novels and farces, has been rashly censured for an outrageous caricature, or perhaps nonentity.




    “I had retired to my station in the boat when he came and seated himself by my side, and appeared not a little tipsy. He commenced the conversation in the most magnific style, and a sort of pioneering to his own vanity, he flattered me with such grossness! The parasites of the old comedy were modest in comparison.”




    After a ludicrous conversation which took place, he passes on to the description of another passenger, an Englishman, who spoke German fluently and interpreted many of the jokes of a Prussian who formed one of the party.




    “The Prussian was a travelling merchant, turned of threescore, a hale, tall, strong man, and full of stories, gesticulations, and buffoonery, with the soul as well as the look of a mountebank, who, while he is making you laugh, picks your pocket. Amid all his droll looks and droll gestures, there remained one look untouched by laughter; and that one look was the true face, the others were but its mask. The Hanoverian (another of the party) was a pale, bloated, young man, whose father had made a large fortune in London as an army contractor. He seemed to emulate the manners of young Englishmen of fortune. He was a good-natured fellow, not without information or literature, but a most egregious coxcomb. He had been in the habit of attending the House of Commons; and had once spoken, as he informed me, with great applause in a debating society. For this he appeared to have qualified himself with laudable industry; for he was perfect in Walker’s Pronouncing Dictionary, and with an accent that forcibly reminded me of the Scotchman in Roderick Random, who professed to teach the English pronunciation; he was constantly deferring to my superior judgment, whether or no I had pronounced this or that word with propriety or ‘the true delicacy.’ When he spoke, though it were only half a dozen sentences, he always rose; for which I could detect no other motive, than his partiality to that elegant phrase, so liberally introduced in the orations of our British legislators, ‘While I am on my legs.’”




    Coleridge continues his description of the party, and relates a quarrel that ensued between a little German tailor and his wife, by which he was the gainer of a bed, it being too cold to continue much longer on deck:




    “In the evening the sea rolling higher, the Dane became worse, and in consequence increased his remedy, viz. brandy, sugar, and nutmeg, in proportion to the room left in his stomach. The conversation or oration ‘rather than dialogue, became extravagant beyond all that I ever heard.’ After giving an account of his fortune acquired in the island of Santa Cruz, ‘he expatiated on the style in which he intended to live in Denmark, and the great undertakings he proposed to himself to commence, till the brandy aiding his vanity, and his vanity and garrulity aiding the brandy, he talked like a madman.




    After this drunken apostrophe he changed the conversation, and commenced an harangue on religion, (mistaking Coleridge for “un Philosophe” in the continental sense of the word) he talked of the Deity in a declamatory style very much resembling the devotional rants of that rude blunderer Mr. Thomas Paine, in his ‘Age of Reason’. I dare aver, that few men have less reason to charge themselves with indulging in persiflage than myself; I should hate it, if it were only that it is a Frenchman’s vice, and feel a pride in avoiding it, because our own language is too honest to have a word to express it by.




    At four o’clock I observed a wild duck swimming on the waves, a single solitary wild duck. It is not easy to conceive, how interesting a thing it looked in that round objectless desert of waters.”




    The cry of ‘land’ was heard soon afterwards, and in a short time they dropped anchor at Cuxhaven, and proceeded from thence in a boat to Hamburg. After this he travelled on to Ratzeburg, and then took up his residence with a pastor for the purpose of acquiring the German language, but with what success will be presently shown. He soon after proceeded through Hanover to Göttingen. — Here he informs us he regularly




    “attended lectures in the morning in physiology, in the evening an natural history under BLUMENBACH, a name as dear to every Englishman who has studied at the university, as it is venerable to men of science throughout Europe! Eichorn’s Lectures on the New Testament were repeated to me from notes by a student from Ratzeburg, a young man of sound learning and indefatigable industry, who is now I believe a professor of the oriental languages at Heidelberg.”




    Few persons visit Gottingen without ascending the Brocken.




    At the close of one of their academic studies, equivalent to, what in this country is called a term, it was agreed that the following party should visit the Hartz Mountains, &c. Namely, Coleridge, the two Parrys of Bath, Charles and Edward, sons of the celebrated physician of that name, the son also of Professor Blumenbach, Dr. Carlyon, Mr. Chester, and Mr. Greenough. Coleridge and the party made the ascent of the Brocken, on the Hanoverian side of this mountain. During the toil of the ascent, Coleridge amused his companions with recapitulating some trifling verses, which he was wont to do some twenty years afterwards to amuse children of five and six years old, as Miss Mary Rowe, Tity Mouse Brim, Dr. Daniel Dove, of Doncaster, and his Horse Nobbs. It should, however, be observed, that these Dr. Carlyon seemed to think worth notice, while the Christabel and Ancient Mariner were probably but little to his taste. His dress, a short jacket of coarse material, though convenient, was not quite classical in a party of philosophical erratics in quest of novelty. This tale of Dr. Daniel Dove, of Doncaster, has given a frame and pegs, on which some literary man has founded a story, and on which he has hung the contents of his scrap book. The invention is not Coleridge’s; and the writer believes the story itself to be traditional. The following account of his ascent up the Brocken was written by himself, soon after his return from Germany:




    FRAGMENT OF A JOURNEY OVER THE BROCKEN, &c. IN 1799.




    “Through roads no way rememberable, we came to Gieloldshausen, over a bridge, on which was a mitred statue with a great crucifix in its arms. The village, long and ugly; but the church, like most Catholic churches, interesting; and this being Whitsun Eve, all were crowding to it, with their mass-books and rosaries, the little babies commonly with coral crosses hanging on the breast. Here we took a guide, left the village, ascended a hill, and now the woods rose up before us in a verdure which surprised us like a sorcery. The spring had burst forth with the suddenness of a Russian summer. As we left Göttingen there were buds, and here and there a tree half green; but here were woods in full foliage, distinguished from summer only by the exquisite freshness of their tender green. We entered the wood through a beautiful mossy path; the moon above us blending with the evening light, and every now and then a nightingale would invite the others to sing, and some or other commonly answered, and said, as we suppose, ‘It is yet somewhat too early!’ for the song was not continued. We came to a square piece of greenery, completely walled on all four sides by the beeches; again entered the wood, and having travelled about a mile, emerged from it into a grand plain — mountains in the distance, but ever by our road the skirts of the green woods. A very rapid river ran by our side; and now the nightingales were all singing, and the tender verdure grew paler in the moonlight, only the smooth parts of the river were still deeply purpled with the reflections from the fiery light in the west. So surrounded and so impressed, we arrived at Prele, a dear little cluster of houses in the middle of a semicircle of woody hills; the area of the semicircle scarcely broader than the breadth of the village.




    …




    “We afterwards ascended another hill, from the top of which a large plain opened before us with villages. A little village, Neuhoff, lay at the foot of it: we reached it, and then turned up through a valley on the left hand. The hills on both sides the valley were prettily wooded, and a rapid lively river ran through it.




    So we went for about two miles, and almost at the end of the valley, or rather of its first turning, we found the village of Lauterberg. Just at the entrance of the village, two streams come out from two deep and woody coombs, close by each other, meet, and run into a third deep woody coomb opposite; before you a wild hill, which seems the end and barrier of the valley; on the right hand, low hills, now green with corn, and now wooded; and on the left a most majestic hill indeed — the effect of whose simple outline painting could not give, and how poor a thing are words! We pass through this neat little town — the majestic hill on the left hand soaring over the houses, and at every interspace you see the whole of it — its beeches, its firs, its rocks, its scattered cottages, and the one neat little pastor’s house at the foot, embosomed in fruit-trees all in blossom, the noisy coomb-brook dashing close by it. We leave the valley, or rather, the first turning on the left, following a stream; and so the vale winds on, the river still at the foot of the woody hills, with every now and then other smaller valleys on right and left crossing our vale, and ever before you the woody hills running like groves one into another. We turned and turned, and entering the fourth curve of the vale, we found all at once that we had been ascending. The verdure vanished! All the beech trees were leafless, and so were the silver birches, whose boughs always, winter and summer, hang so elegantly. But low down in the valley, and in little companies on each bank of the river, a multitude of green conical fir trees, with herds of cattle wandering about, almost every one with a cylindrical bell around its neck, of no inconsiderable size, and as they moved — scattered over the narrow vale, and up among the trees on the hill — the noise was like that of a great city in the stillness of a sabbath morning, when the bells all at once are ringing for church. The whole was a melancholy and romantic scene, that was quite new to me. Again we turned, passed three smelting houses, which we visited; — a scene of terrible beauty is a furnace of boiling metal, darting, every moment blue, green, and scarlet lightning, like serpents’ tongues! — and now we ascended a steep hill, on the top of which was St. Andrias Berg, a town built wholly of wood.




    “We descended again, to ascend far higher; and now we came to a most beautiful road, which winded on the breast of the hill, from whence we looked down into a deep valley, or huge basin, full of pines and firs; the opposite hills full of pines and firs; and the hill above us, on whose breast we were winding, likewise full of pines and firs. The valley, or basin, on our right hand, into which we looked down, is called the Wald Rauschenbach, that is, the Valley of the Roaring Brook; and roar it did, indeed, most solemnly! The road on which we walked was weedy with infant fir-trees, an inch or two high; and now, on our left hand, came before us a most tremendous precipice of yellow and black rock, called the Rehberg, that is, the Mountain of the Roe. Now again is nothing but firs and pines, above, below, around us! How awful is the deep unison of their undividable murmur; what a one thing it is — it is a sound that impresses the dim notion of the Omnipresent! In various parts of the deep vale below us, we beheld little dancing waterfalls gleaming through the branches, and now, on our left hand, from the very summit of the hill above us, a powerful stream flung itself down, leaping and foaming, and now concealed, and now not concealed, and now half concealed by the fir-trees, till, towards the road, it became a visible sheet of water, within whose immediate neighbourhood no pine could have permanent abiding place. The snow lay every where on the sides of the roads, and glimmered in company with the waterfall foam, snow patches and waterbreaks glimmering through the branches in the hill above, the deep basin below, and the hill opposite.




    Over the high opposite hills, so dark in their pine forests, a far higher round barren stony mountain looked in upon the prospect from a distant country. Through this scenery we passed on, till our road was crossed by a second waterfall; or rather, aggregation of little dancing waterfalls, one by the side of the other for a considerable breadth, and all came at once out of the dark wood above, and rolled over the mossy rock fragments, little firs, growing in islets, scattered among them. The same scenery continued till we came to the Oder Seich, a lake, half made by man, and half by nature. It is two miles in length, and but a few hundred yards in breadth, and winds between banks, or rather through walls, of pine trees. It has the appearance of a most calm and majestic river. It crosses the road, goes into a wood, and there at once plunges itself down into a most magnificent cascade, and runs into the vale, to which it gives the name of the ‘Vale of the Roaring Brook.’ We descended into the vale, and stood at the bottom of the cascade, and climbed up again by its side. The rocks over which it plunged were unusually wild in their shape, giving fantastic resemblances of men and animals, and the fir-boughs by the side were kept almost in a swing, which unruly motion contrasted well with the stern quietness of the huge forest-sea every where else.




    …




    “In nature all things are individual, but a word is but an arbitrary character for a whole class of things; so that the same description may in almost all cases be applied to twenty different appearances; and in addition to the difficulty of the thing itself, I neither am, nor ever was, a good hand at description. I see what I write, but, alas! I cannot write what I see. From the Oder Seich we entered a second wood; and now the snow met us in large masses, and we walked for two miles knee-deep in it, with an inexpressible fatigue, till we came to the mount called Little Brocken; here even the firs deserted us, or only now and then a patch of them, wind shorn, no higher than one’s knee, matted and cowering to the ground, like our thorn bushes on the highest sea-hills. The soil was plashy and boggy; we descended and came to the foot of the Great Brocken without a river — the highest mountain in all the north of Germany, and the seat of innumerable superstitions. On the first of May all the witches dance here at midnight; and those who go may see their own ghosts walking up and down, with a little billet on the back, giving the names of those who had wished them there; for ‘I wish you on the top of the Brocken,’ is a common curse throughout the whole empire. Well, we ascended — the soil boggy — and at last reached the height, which is 573 toises above the level of the sea. We visited the Blocksberg, a sort of bowling-green, inclosed by huge stones, something like those at Stonehenge, and this is the witches’ ball-room; thence proceeded to the house on the hill, where we dined; and now we descended. In the evening about seven we arrived at Elbingerode. At the inn they brought us an album, or stammbuch, requesting that we would write our names, and something or other as a remembrance that we had been there. I wrote the following lines, which contain a true account of my journey from the Brocken to Elbingerode.




    I stood on Brocken’s sovran height, and saw


    Woods crowding upon woods, hills over hills;


    A surging scene, and only limited


    By the blue distance. Wearily my way


    Downward I dragged, through fir groves evermore,


    Where bright green moss moved in sepulchral forms,


    Speckled with sunshine; and, but seldom heard,


    The sweet bird’s song become a hollow sound;


    And the gale murmuring indivisibly,


    Reserved its solemn murmur, more distinct


    From many a note of many a waterbreak,


    And the brook’s chatter; on whose islet stones


    The dingy kidling, with its tinkling bell,


    Leapt frolicksome, or old romantic goat


    Sat, his white beard slow waving. I moved on


    With low and languid thought, for I had found


    That grandest scenes have but imperfect charms


    Where the eye vainly wanders, nor beholds


    One spot with which the heart associates


    Holy remembrances of child or friend,


    Or gentle maid, our first and early love,


    Or father, or the venerable name


    Of our adored country. O thou Queen,


    Thou delegated Deity of Earth,


    O ‘dear, dear’ England! how my longing eyes


    Turned westward, shaping in the steady clouds


    Thy sands and high white cliffs! Sweet native isle,


    This heart was proud, yea, mine eyes swam with tears


    To think of thee; and all the goodly view


    From sovran Brocken, woods and woody hills


    Floated away, like a departing dream,


    Feeble and dim. Stranger, these impulses


    Blame thou not lightly; nor will I profane,


    With hasty judgment or injurious doubt,


    That man’s sublimer spirit, who can feel


    That God is every where, the God who framed


    Mankind to be one mighty brotherhood,


    Himself our Father, and the world our home.




    We left Elbingerode, May 14th, and travelled for half a mile through a wild country, of bleak stony hills by our side, with several caverns, or rather mouths of caverns, visible in their breasts; and now we came to Rubilland, — Oh, it was a lovely scene! Our road was at the foot of low hills, and here were a few neat cottages; behind us were high hills, with a few scattered firs, and flocks of goats visible on the topmost crags. On our right hand a fine shallow river about thirty yards broad, and beyond the river a crescent hill clothed with firs, that rise one above another, like spectators in an amphitheatre. We advanced a little farther, — the crags behind us ceased to be visible, and now the whole was one and complete. All that could be seen was the cottages at the foot of the low green hill, (cottages embosomed in fruit trees in blossom,) the stream, and the little crescent of firs. I lingered here, and unwillingly lost sight of it for a little while. The firs were so beautiful, and the masses of rocks, walls, and obelisks started up among them in the very places where, if they had not been, a painter with a poet’s feeling would have imagined them. Crossed the river (its name Bodi), entered the sweet wood, and came to the mouth of the cavern, with the man who shews it. It was a huge place, eight hundred feet in length, and more in depth, of many different apartments; and the only thing that distinguished it from other caverns was, that the guide, who was really a character, had the talent of finding out and seeing uncommon likenesses in the different forms of the stalactite. Here was a nun; — this was Solomon’s temple; — that was a Roman Catholic Chapel; — here was a lion’s claw, nothing but flesh and blood wanting to make it completely a claw! This was an organ, and had all the notes of an organ, &c. &c. &c.; but, alas! with all possible straining of my eyes, ears, and imagination, I could see nothing but common stalactite, and heard nothing but the dull ding of common cavern stones. One thing was really striking; — a huge cone of stalactite hung from the roof of the largest apartment, and, on being struck, gave perfectly the sound of a death-bell. I was behind, and heard it repeatedly at some distance, and the effect was very much in the fairy kind, — gnomes, and things unseen, that toll mock death-bells for mock funerals. After this, a little clear well and a black stream pleased me the most; and multiplied by fifty, and coloured ad libitum, might be well enough to read of in a novel or poem. We returned, and now before the inn, on the green plat around the Maypole, the villagers were celebrating Whit-Tuesday. This Maypole is hung as usual with garlands on the top, and, in these garlands, spoons, and other little valuables, are placed. The high smooth round pole is then well greased; and now he who can climb up to the top may have what he can get, — a very laughable scene as you may suppose, of awkwardness and agility, and failures on the very brink of success. Now began a dance. The women danced very well, and, in general, I have observed throughout Germany that the women in the lower ranks degenerate far less from the ideal of a woman, than the men from that of man. The dances were reels and waltzes; but chiefly the latter. This dance is, in the higher circles, sufficiently voluptuous; but here the emotions of it were far more faithful interpreters of the passion, which, doubtless, the dance was intended to shadow; yet, ever after the giddy round and round is over, they walked to music, the woman laying her arm, with confident affection, on the man’s shoulders, or around his neck. The first couple at the waltzing was a very fine tall girl, of two or three and twenty, in the full bloom and growth of limb and feature, and a fellow with huge whiskers, a long tail, and woollen nightcap; he was a soldier, and from the more than usual glances of the girl, I presumed was her lover. He was, beyond compare, the gallant and the dancer of the party. Next came two boors: one of whom, in the whole contour of his face and person, and, above all, in the laughably would-be frolicksome kick out of his heel, irresistibly reminded me of Shakespeare’s Slender, and the other of his Dogberry. Oh! two such faces, and two such postures! O that I were an Hogarth! What an enviable gift it is to have a genius in painting! Their partners were pretty lasses, not so tall as the former, and danced uncommonly light and airy. The fourth couple was a sweet girl of about seventeen, delicately slender, and very prettily dressed, with a full-blown rose in the white ribbon that went round her head, and confined her reddish-brown hair; and her partner waltzed with a pipe in his mouth, smoking all the while; and during the whole of this voluptuous dance, his countenance was a fair personification of true German phlegm. After these, but, I suppose, not actually belonging to the party, a little ragged girl and ragged boy, with his stockings about his heels, waltzed and danced; — waltzing and dancing in the rear most entertainingly. But what most pleased me, was a little girl of about three or four years old, certainly not more than four, who had been put to watch a little babe, of not more than a year old (for one of our party had asked), and who was just beginning to run away, the girl teaching him to walk, and who was so animated by the music, that she began to waltz with him, and the two babes whirled round and round, hugging and kissing each other, as if the music had made them mad. There were two fiddles and a bass viol. The fiddlers, — above all, the bass violer, — most Hogarthian phizzes! God love them! I felt far more affection for them than towards any other set of human beings I have met with since I have been in Germany, I suppose because they looked so happy!”




    Coleridge and his companions in their tour passed through a district belonging to the elector of Metz, and he often repeated the following story, which one of the party has since related in print; that, going through this district, chiefly inhabited by boors, who were Romanists, of the lowest form of this persuasion of Christians, the party fatigued and much exhausted, with the exception of Blumenbach, arrived somewhat late, though being a summer evening, it was still light, at a Hessian village, where they had hoped, as in England, to find quarters for the night. Most of the inhabitants had retired to rest, a few only loitering about, perhaps surprized at the sight of strangers. They shewed no inclination to be courteous, but rather eyed them with suspicion and curiosity. The party, notwithstanding this, entered the village alehouse, still open, asked for refreshments and a night’s lodging, but no one noticed them. Though hungry, they could not procure any thing for supper, not even a cup of coffee, nor could they find beds; after some time, however, they asked for a few bundles of straw, which would probably have been granted, had not Coleridge, out of patience at seeing his friends’ forlorn situation, imprudently asked one of them, if there lived any Christians in Hesse Cassel? At this speech, which was soon echoed by those within the house to the bystanders without, the boors became instantly so infuriated, that rushing in, the travellers were immediately driven out, and were glad to save themselves from the lighted firewood on the hearth, which was hurled at them. On this they went to seek a spot to bivouac for the night. Coleridge lay under the shelter of a furze-bush, annoyed by the thorns, which, if they did not disturb his rest, must have rendered it comfortless. Youth and fatigue, inducing sleep, soon rose above these difficulties. In the ascent of the Brocken, they despaired of seeing the famous spectre, in search of which they toiled, it being visible only when the sun is a few degrees above the horizon. Haué says, he ascended thirty times without seeing it, till at length he was enabled to witness the effect of this optical delusion. For the best account of it, see the Natural Magic of Sir D. Brewster, who explains the origin of these spectres, and shews how the mind is deluded among an ignorant and easily deceived people, and thus traces the birth of various ghost stories in the neighbourhood, extending as far in Europe, as such stories find credence.




    “In the course of my repeated tours through the Hartz,” Mr. Jordan says, “I ascended the Brocken twelve different times, but I had the good fortune only twice (both times about Whitsuntide), to see that atmospheric phenomenon called the Spectre of the Brocken, which appears to me worthy of particular attention, as it must, no doubt, be observed on other high mountains, which have a situation favourable for producing it. The first time I was deceived by this extraordinary phenomenon, I had clambered up to the summit of the Brocken, very early in the morning, in order to wait there for the inexpressibly beautiful view of the sun rising in the east. The heavens were already streaked with red: the sun was just appearing above the horizon in full majesty, and the most perfect serenity prevailed throughout the surrounding country. When the other Hartz mountains in the south-west, towards the Worm mountains, lying under the Brocken, began to be covered by thick clouds; ascending at this moment the granite rocks called the Teufelskauzel, there appeared before me, though at a great distance towards the Worm mountains, the gigantic figure of a man, as if standing on a large pedestal. But scarcely had I discovered it when it began to disappear; the clouds sank down speedily and expanded, and I saw the phenomenon no more. The second time, however, I saw the spectre somewhat more distinctly, a little below the summit of the Brocken, and near the Heinrichs-höhe, as I was looking at the sun rising about four o’clock in the morning. The weather was rather tempestuous, the sky towards the level country was pretty clear, but the Harz mountains had attracted several thick clouds which had been hovering around them, and which, beginning to settle on the Brocken, confined the prospect. In these clouds, soon after the rising of the sun, I saw my own shadow of a monstrous size, move itself for a couple of seconds exactly as I moved, but I was soon involved in clouds, and the phenomenon disappeared.”




    It is impossible to see this phenomenon, except when the sun is at such an altitude as to throw his rays upon the body in a horizontal direction; for, if he is higher, the shadow is thrown rather under the body than before it. After visiting the Hartz, Coleridge returned to Göttingen, and in his notebook in a leave-taking memorial as well as autograph, the following lines were written by Blumenbach, the son: —




    “Wenn Sie, bester Freund, auch in Jhrer Heimath die Natur bewundern werden, wie wir beide es auf dem Harze gethan haben, so erinnern Sie sich des Harzes, und ich darf dann hoffen, das Sie auch mich nicht vergessen werden.




    “Leben Sie wohl, und reisen glücklich,




    “Jhr. BLUMENBACH.”




    TRANSLATION.




    If you perchance, my dearest friend, should still continue to admire the works of nature at your home, as we have done together on the Hartz; recall to your recollection the Hartz, and then I dare hope that you will also think of me.




    Farewell, may you have a prosperous voyage.




    (Signed) yours, BLUMENBACH.




    Coleridge returned to England after an absence of fourteen mouths, and arrived in London the 27th November, 1799.




    He went to Germany but little versed in the language, and adopted the following plan of acquiring it, which he recommends to others




    “To those,” says he, “who design to acquire the language of a country in the country itself, it may be useful, if I mention the incalculable advantages which I derived from learning all the words that could possibly be so learnt, with the objects before me, and without the intermediation of the English terms. It was a regular part of my morning studies for the first six weeks of my residence at Ratzeburg, to accompany the good and kind old pastor, with whom I lived, from the cellar to the roof, through gardens, farm-yards, &c., and to call every the minutest thing by its German name. Advertisements, farces, jest-books, and conversation of children while I was at play with them, contributed their share to a more homelike acquaintance with the language, than I could have procured from books of polite literature alone, or even from polite society.”




    In support of this plan, he makes a quotation from the massive folios of Luther — a passage as he calls it of “hearty sound sense,” and gives the simple, sinewy, idiomatic words of the “original,” with a translation of his own:




    “For one must not ask the letters in the Latin tongue, how one ought to speak German; but one must ask the mother in the house, the children in the lanes and alleys, the common man in the market, concerning this; yea, and look at the moves of their mouths while they are talking, and thereafter interpret. They understand then, and mark that one talks German with them.”




    Whether he owed his successful acquirement of the language to these plans adopted by him, or whether to his extraordinary powers of mind, it must be left to others to judge. To form any thing like an accurate opinion, it may be necessary to restate, that during this fourteen months’ residence, he acquired such a knowledge of the German, as enabled him to make that extraordinary translation of the Wallenstein, (which will be presently noticed), reading at the same time several German authors, and storing up for himself the means of becoming familiar with others, on subjects in which the English language was deficient. In addition to what in this short period he effected, I may say that some part of this time was employed in receiving many lessons from professor Tychsen, in the Gothic of Ulphilas, which, says he,




    “sufficed to make me acquainted with its grammar, and the radical words of most frequent occurrence; and with the occasional assistance of the same philosophical linguist, I read through Ottfried’s Metrical Paraphrase of the Gospel, and the most important remains of the Theotiscan.”




    Coleridge’s Biographia contains the history and developement of his mind till 1816, when it was published; he called it his Literary Life, but of necessity it is intermixed with his biography, as he must have found it impossible to separate them. He had even half promised himself to write his own biography, but the want of success in his literary labours, and the state of his health, caused him to think seriously that his life was diminishing too fast, to permit him to finish those great works, of which he had long planned the execution. The conception of these works was on such a scale, that even his giant intellect, with his great and continuous powers of application, could not have executed them. But to continue. — On his return to London, his first literary occupation was the translation of the Wallenstein, which he effected in six weeks, in a lodging in Buckingham-street, in the Strand; it was printed and published in 1800.




    The MS. was purchased by Longman’s house under the condition that the English Version and Schiller’s Play in German were to be published at the same time. The play, as is well known to all German readers, is in three parts; the first part, the Camp, being considered by Coleridge as not sufficiently interesting to the British public to translate, it was not attempted; the second part, the Piccolomini, was translated with the occasional addition of some lines, in order to make out the thought when it appeared to require it, particularly in the Horological scene of the Watch Tower. In the last part the Death of Wallenstein is equally free, but the liberties taken with this play are those of omission.




    German was not at that time cultivated in England, and the few plays which were translated, were but bad specimens of German Literature. The Wallenstein is an historical play, without any of those violent tragic events which the public expect to find in German plays, and this was one cause perhaps of disappointment. — It is a play of high thoughts — ennobling sentiments, and for the reflecting individual with good feelings, one of those plays, by which, even without reference to the story, the head and the heart are both benefited. There is no violent excitement produced, and in quiet thought one can dwell on it with pleasure. Coleridge truly prophesied its fate, for when translating it, he said it would fall dead from the press, and indeed but few of the copies were sold; — his advice to the publishers, whom he had forewarned of this failure, was to reserve the unsold copies, and wait till it might become fashionable. They however parted with it as waste paper, though sixteen years afterwards it was eagerly sought for, and the few remaining copies doubled their price; but now that the German language has become more general, and the merit of this translation been appreciated, it has been reprinted with success.




    Since the visit of these remarkable men to Germany, the taste for German literature has each year slowly increased, so as to make it almost appear that they have given the direction to this taste, which in England has caused a free inquiry into the writings of German authors, particularly of their poets and philosophers for the one class; and also into the interesting tales and stories to be found for the many who require such amusement.




    The edition of Wallenstein, 1800, contains the following preface, which was afterwards abridged, but is here given as it was originally written; the first criticism on it was wholly made out of this preface, and these lines were quoted by the reviewer, in condemnation of the play and the translation, though it is well known that the critic was ignorant of German. The date of the MS. by Schiller is September 30th, 1799, the English is 1800. Coleridge indeed calls it a translation, but had it been verbatim, it would have required much longer time; take it however as we will, it displays wonderful powers; and as he noticed in a letter to a friend, it was executed in the prime of his life and vigour of his mind. Of the metre of this drama he spoke slightingly, and said according to his taste,




    “it dragged, like a fly through a glue-pot. It was my intention,” he writes, “to have prefixed a life of Wallenstein to this translation; but I found that it must either have occupied a space wholly disproportionate to the nature of the publication, or have been merely a meagre catalogue of events narrated, not more fully than they already are in the play itself. The recent translation, likewise, of Schiller’s History of the Thirty Years’ War, diminished the motives thereto. In the translation, I have endeavoured to render my author literally, wherever I was not prevented by absolute differences of idiom; but I am conscious, that in two or three short passages, I have been guilty of dilating the original; and, from anxiety to give the full meaning, have weakened the force. In the metre I have availed myself of no other liberties, than those which Schiller had permitted to himself, except the occasional breaking up of the line, by the substitution of a trochee for an iambus; of which liberty, so frequent in our tragedies, I find no instance in these dramas.




    The two Dramas, Piccolomini, or the first part of Wallenstein, and Wallenstein, are introduced in the original manuscript by a prelude in one act, entitled Wallenstein’s camp. This is written in rhyme, and in nine syllable verse, in the same lilting metre (if that expression may be permitted) with the second eclogue of Spencer’s Shepherd’s Calendar. This prelude possesses a sort of broad humour, and is not deficient in character, but to have translated it into prose, or into any other metre than that of the original, would have given a false idea, both of its style and purport; to have translated it into the same metre, would have been incompatible with a faithful adherence to the sense of the German, from the comparative poverty of our language in rhymes; and it would have been unadvisable, from the incongruity of those lax verses with the present state of the English public. Schiller’s intention seems to have been merely to have prepared his reader for the tragedies, by a lively picture of the laxity of discipline, and the mutinous disposition of Wallenstein’s soldiery. It is not necessary as a preliminary explanation. For these reasons it has been thought expedient not to translate it.




    The admirers of Schiller, who have abstracted their idea of that author from the Robbers, and the Cabal and Love plays, in which the main interest is produced by the excitement of curiosity, and in which the curiosity is excited by terrible and extraordinary incident, will not have perused, without some portion of disappointment, the dramas which it has been my employment to translate. They should, however, reflect, that these are historical dramas, taken from a popular German history; that we must therefore judge of them in some measure with the feelings of Germans, or by analogy with the interest excited in us by similar dramas in our own language. Few, I trust, would be rash or ignorant enough, to compare Schiller with Shakspeare, yet, merely as illustration, I would say, that we should proceed to the perusal of Wallenstein, not from Lear or Othello, but from Richard the Second, or the three parts of Henry the Sixth. We scarcely expect rapidity in an historical drama; and many prolix speeches are pardoned from characters, whose names and actions have formed the most amusing tales of our early life. On the other hand, there exist in these plays more individual beauties, more passages the excellence of which will bear reflection than in the former productions of Schiller.




    The description of the Astrological Tower, and the reflections of the young lover, which follow it, form in the original a fine poem, and my translation must have been wretched indeed, if it can have wholly overclouded the beauties of the scene in the first act of the first play, between Questenberg, Max. and Octavio Piccolomini.




    If we except the scene of the setting sun in the Robbers, I know of no part in Schiller’s plays, which equals the whole of the first scene of the fifth act of the concluding play. It would be unbecoming in me to be more diffuse on this subject. A translator stands connected with the original author by a certain law of subordination, which makes it more decorous to point out excellencies than defects; indeed, he is not likely to be a fair judge of either. The pleasure or disgust from his own labour, will mingle with the feelings that arise from an after view of the original poem; and in the first perusal of a work in any foreign language, which we understand, we are apt to attribute to it more excellence than it really possesses, from our own pleasurable sense of difficulty overcome without effort. Translation of poetry into poetry is difficult, because the translator must give a brilliancy to his language without that warmth of original conception, from which such brilliancy would follow of its own accord. But the translator of a living author is encumbered with additional inconveniences. If he render his original faithfully, as to the ‘sense’ of each passage, he must necessarily destroy a considerable portion of the ‘spirit’; if he endeavour to give a work executed according to laws of ‘compensation’, he subjects himself to imputations of vanity, or misrepresentation. I thought it my duty to remain by the sense of my original, with as few exceptions as the nature of the language rendered possible.”




    About this time, or soon after his return from Germany, the proprietor of the Morning Post, who was also the editor, engaged Coleridge to undertake the literary department. In this he promised to assist, provided the paper was conducted on fixed and announced principles, and that he should neither be requested nor obliged to deviate from them in favour of any party or any event. In consequence, that journal became, and for many years continued, ‘anti-ministerial, yet with a very qualified approbation of the opposition, and with far greater earnestness and zeal, both anti-jacobin and anti-gallican. As contributors to this paper, the editor had the assistance of Mr. Wordsworth, Mr. Southey, and Mr. Lamb. Mr. Southey, from his extreme activity and industry, with powers best suited for such employment, with a rapidity and punctuality which made him invaluable to the proprietor, was the largest contributor. The others not possessing the same qualifications, although extremely powerful in their way, were not of the same value to the proprietor.




    To Coleridge, he continued liberal and kind, and Coleridge appreciated his talents; often has he been heard to say, if Mr. Stuart “knew as much of man as he does of men, he would be one of the first characters in Europe.” The world, and even that part of it, who either receive pleasure, or are benefited by the labours of literary men, often seem to forget how many there are who being compelled to work during the week for the provision of the week, are (if not possessed of much bodily strength) unfit to continue further mental exertions; nor can they find the leisure and repose necessary to produce any work of importance, though such efforts must always be found so much more congenial to the feelings of a man of genius. Whatever his enemies or his more envious friends may choose to have put forth, it was to him a most painful thought, particularly as he had made literature his profession, to have lived in vain. This feeling sometimes haunted him, and when the feelings are gloomily disposed, they often become in their turn depressing causes, which frequently ended in a deep and painful sigh, and a renewal of his laborious and inspiring thoughts as an antidote. The severest of his critics have not pretended to have found in his compositions triviality, or traces of a mind that shrank from the toil of thinking.




    A respectable portion of literary talent will secure the success of a newspaper, provided that it impartially adheres “to a code of intelligible principles previously announced, and faithfully referred to in support of every judgment on men and events.” Such were the opinions and feelings by which the contributors to this paper, as well as the proprietor was influenced during this period; and to these causes, as well as from the talents of the editor and of the writers, it mainly owed its success. Papers so conducted do not require the aid of party, nor of ministerial patronage. Yet a determination to make money by flattering the envy and cupidity, and the vindictive restlessness of unthinking men, seems frequently to have succeeded, not confining itself to the daily press, but diffusing itself into periodicals of a different stamp.




    “I do derive,” says Coleridge, “a gratification from the knowledge, that my essays have contributed to introduce the practice of placing the questions and events of the day in a moral point of view. In Burke’s writings, indeed, the germs of all political truths may be found. But I dare assume to myself the merit of having first explicitly defined and analysed the nature of Jacobinism; and in distinguishing the Jacobin from the Republican, the Democrat, and the mere Demagogue,” (‘vide Friend’.)




    Whilst Coleridge retained the opinions of the Unitarians, or rather preached among them, they hailed him as the rising star of their society, but when he seceded from them on his change of opinions, many of them bruited his name in execration. Not so was it with Mr. Estlin and other amiable and intelligent men, they understood him, and felt he had acted on the full conviction of his mind, and that he was acting conscientiously when he declined the opportunity of possessing a fixed income, of which he stood so much in need. Those who knew him, knew how much he suffered, and how painful it was for him to have differed with such a friend as Mr. Estlin, one to whom he had been indebted for many kind offices: But Coleridge was too sincere a man to dissemble. — There were however others, who, from motives and feelings not honourable to them, dissemblers even in Unitarianism, who sought every opportunity of defaming him, and attempted to strip him of his virtues, and of his genius, by calumny and detraction. In this, however, they were foiled. On the other hand, the party more inclined to favour fanaticism, were so indiscreet in their praise as to become in their turn equally injurious to his character, and verified the old adage, that indiscreet friends are too often the worst of enemies; for this party considered his conversion as nothing less than a special miracle. It was impossible for a mind so philosophical and so constituted, to remain long in the trammels of a philosophy like Hartley’s, or to continue to adhere to such a substitute for Christianity as Unitarianism; like the incarcerated chicken, he would on increase of growth and power, liberate himself from his imprisonment and breathe unencumbered the vital air, the pabulum of animal life, which by parallel reasoning, Coleridge was aiming at in a spiritual life. From such a substitute for Christianity, that imitation so unvitalizing in its effects, the studiously industrious and sincere man will recoil; but the vain and superficial man will find much in it for the display of his egotism, and superficial knowledge. Often did he remark when conversing on these subjects, there was a time, when




    “I disbelieved down to Unitarianism, it would have been more honest to have gone farther, to have denied the existence of a GOD! but that my heart would not allow me to do.”




    But to this subject we shall have occasion to return. The mind which grows with its culture, seeks deeper research, and so was it with his. Certainly, one of the effects of his visits to Germany, was to root up whatever remained of the Mechanical Philosophy of Hartley, after whom he had named his eldest son, and to open to his mind in philosophy new and higher views, and in religion more established views. But change with the many, though the result of conviction and the growth of truth, is still a change; and with the unthinking, it deteriorates from the character of a man, rather than as it should do elevate him,




    … unless above himself he can


    Erect himself, how mean a thing is man!




    DANIEL.




    In the years 1783, 1784, and 1786, Bishop Horsley wrote some of the tracts in controversy with Priestley, upon the historical question of the belief of the first ages in OUR LORD’S Divinity, which are collected in one volume, with large additional notes, dated 1789.




    In a memorandum ‘book’, made by Coleridge, it appears that he never saw nor read this volume, till some time in 1805; therefore his views were not altered by the bishop’s reasoning, but had undergone a great change previously.




    Horsley’s writings carry with them a conviction of their truth. His clear though concentrated style rivets the attention, and forcibly impresses the mind, with his depth of learning, and at the same time inspires the feeling of its practical utility. He was an opponent most aptly suited to Priestley. The times however greatly favoured the latter; the discoveries of Lavoisier, led the way to the study of chemistry, which became fashionable and generally cultivated, and with its brilliancy dazzled the multitude. Priestley displayed considerable expertness and fitness for the practical application of the discoveries of others; and he added also to the new mass of facts, which were daily presenting themselves, and thus science became enriched, enriching at the same time the pockets of the manufacturers, exciting national industry, and adding considerably to the national property. Priestley’s researches and discoveries gave an irresistible weight to his name, and had an undue influence, as we shall presently see, in the arguments or opinions he advanced. This, Horsley foresaw, and felt, and therefore built his arguments on the permanent, in order to subdue the creatures founded on the impermanent and other worthless idols of the mind’s forming.




    How the world were delighted and wonder-struck by the supposed discovery, that it was the province of vegetable life to supply the vital air, which animal life destroyed! Priestley was hailed as the wonder of his age, and for a while its oracle. He was however no ordinary being, and even his enemies admitted him to be a kind and moral man. His intellectual powers will speak for themselves. We have now had sufficient experience to see how shifting all kind of theory must be when left to the will and ingenuity of man only — and how unsafe a guide in questions of importance as the one now referred to. Horsley saw the weak points of Priestley’s argument, and was not to be dazzled and put aside by Priestley’s philosophical display. Horsley fearlessly entered into this controversy, like a man who felt his own strength, and particularly the strength of his cause; though he needed not the courage of a Luther, he was apparently a man who possessed it, if called on. He used the best means to silence his adversary , with the Bible before him as his shield, (but at the same time his support as well as defence,) from behind which he assailed his opponent with his Biblical learning so powerfully, that his first attack made Priestley feel the strength of his adversary. In vaunting language, Priestley made the best defence which he thought he could, but not the most prudent, by promising to answer his opponent so efficiently, as to make him a convert to his doctrines. But in this vaunting prediction, that he would not only answer his opponent satisfactorily, to all who were interested in the controversy, but convert him to his opinions, it need not be added he failed, so completely, and at the same time displayed such a “ridiculous vanity,” as to deprive him of that influence which he had so overrated in himself. Horsley’s letters seem particularly to have attracted Coleridge’s attention, and to have caused him to make one of his concise, pithy and powerful notes as a comment on this letter of Horsley’s, entitled, “The Unitarian Doctrine not well calculated for the conversion of Jews, Mahometans, or Infidels, of any description.”




    The following is Coleridge’s Comment on the Letter, to which allusion has been made, and from the date seems to have been written during his residence at Malta:




    “February 12, 1805. — Thinking during my perusal of Horsley’s letters in reply to Dr. Priestley’s objections to the Trinity on the part of Jews, Mahometans, and Infidels, it burst upon me at once as an awful truth, what seven or eight years ago I thought of proving with a ‘hollow faith’, and for an ‘ambiguous purpose’, my mind then wavering in its necessary passage from Unitarianism (which, as I have often said, is the religion of a man, whose reason would make him an atheist, but whose heart and common sense will not permit him to be so) through Spinosism into Plato and St. John. No Christ, no God! This I now feel with all its needful evidence of the understanding: would to God my spirit were made conform thereto — that no Trinity, no God! That Unitarianism in all its forms is idolatry, and that the remark of Horsley is most accurate; that Dr. Priestley’s mode of converting the Jews and Turks is, in the great essential of religious faith, to give the name of Christianity to their present idolatry — truly the trick of Mahomet, who, finding that the mountain would not come to him, went to the mountain. O! that this conviction may work upon me and in me, and that my mind may be made up as to the character of Jesus, and of historical Christianity, as clearly as it is of the logos, and intellectual or spiritual Christianity — that I may be made to know either their especial and peculiar union, or their absolute disunion in any peculiar sense.




    With regard to the Unitarians, it has been shamelessly asserted, that I have denied them to be Christians. God forbid! For how should I know what the piety of the heart may be, or what quantum of error in the understanding may consist, with a saving faith in the intentions and actual dispositions of the whole moral being, in any one individual? Never will God reject a soul that sincerely loves him, be his speculative opinions what they may: and whether in any given instance certain opinions, be they unbelief, or misbelief, are compatible with a sincere love of God, God only can know. But this I have said, and shall continue to say, that if the doctrines, the sum of which I ‘believe’ to constitute the truth in Christ, ‘be’ Christianity, then Unitarianism’ is not, and vice versâ: and that in speaking theologically and ‘impersonally’, i.e. of Psilanthropism and Theanthropism, as schemes of belief — and without reference to individuals who profess either the one or the other — it will be absurd to use a different language, as long as it is the dictate of common sense, that two opposites cannot properly be called by the same name.




    I should feel no offence if a Unitarian applied the same to me, any more than if he were to say, that 2 and 2 being 4, 4 and 4 must be 8.”




    Biog. Lit. vol. ii. p. 307.




    [Footnote 1: In his ‘Literary Life,’ Mr. Coleridge has made the following observation regarding talent and genius:




    “For the conceptions of the mind may be so vivid and adequate, as to preclude that impulse to the realising of them, which is strongest and most restless in those who possess more than mere ‘talent’ (or the faculty of appropriating and applying the knowledge of others,) yet still want something of the creative and self-sufficing power of absolute ‘Genius’. For this reason, therefore, they are men of ‘commanding’ genius. While the former rest content between thought and reality, as it were in an intermundium of which their own living spirit supplies the ‘substance’, and their imagination the ever-varying ‘form’; the latter must impress their preconceptions on the world without, in order to present them back to their own view with the satisfying degree of clearness, distinctness, and individuality.”




    Vol. i. p. 31.]




    [Footnote 2: In consequence of various reports traducing Coleridge’s good name, I have thought it an act of justice due to his character, to notice several mistatements here and elsewhere, which I should otherwise have gladly passed over.]




    [Footnote 3: Coleridge was always most ready to pass a censure on what appeared to him a defect in his own composition, of which the following is a proof: — In his introductory remarks to this Greek Ode, printed in the Sibylline Leaves, he observes:




    “The Slaves in the West Indies consider Death as a passport to their native country. This sentiment is expressed in the introduction to the ‘Greek Ode on the Slave Trade,’ of which the Ideas are better than the language in which they are conveyed.”




    Certainly this is taking no merit to himself, although the Ode obtained the Prize.]




    [Footnote 4:




    “At the beginning of the French Revolution, Klopstock wrote odes of congratulation. He received some honorary presents from the French Republic (a golden crown, I believe), and, like our Priestley, was invited to a seat in the legislature, which he declined: but, when French liberty metamorphosed herself into a fury, he sent back these presents with a palinodia, declaring his abhorrence of their proceedings; and since then be has been more perhaps than enough an Anti-Gallican. I mean, that in his just contempt and detestation of the crimes and follies of the revolutionists, he suffers himself to forget that the revolution itself is a process of the Divine Providence; and that as the folly of men is the wisdom of God, so are their iniquities instruments of his goodness.”




    ‘Biographia Literaria,’ vol. ii. p. 243.]




    [Footnote 5: Coleridge in the ‘Friend,’ says:




    “My feelings, however, and imagination did not remain unkindled in this general conflagration (the French Revolution); and I confess I should be more inclined to be ashamed than proud of myself if they had. I was a sharer in the general vortex, though my little world described the path of its revolution in an orbit of its own. What I dared not expect from constitutions of government and whole nations, I hoped from Religion.”]




    [Footnote 6: This is a mistake. The candidate was Mr. Bethell, one of the members for Yorkshire, and not the Bishop of Bangor, as is commonly supposed. Bishop Bethel himself, not long ago, told me this.]




    [Footnote 7: The writer of the article above quoted followed Coleridge in the school, and was elected to Trinity College a year after. As I have before observed, he seems to have been well acquainted with his habits; yet, with regard to his feelings on certain points, as his ambition and desire for a college life, I think he must have misunderstood him. Ambition never formed any part of Coleridge’s character. Honours, titles, and distinctions had no meaning for him. His affections, so strong and deep, were likely to be his only stimulants in the pursuit of them.]




    [Footnote 8: Frend’s trial took place at Cambridge, in the Vice-Chancellor’s Court, in the year 1793, for sedition and defamation of the Church of England, in giving utterance to and printing certain opinions, founded on Unitarian Doctrines, adverse to the established Church.—’Vide’ State Trials. Sentence of banishment was pronounced against him: which sentence was confirmed by the Court of Delegates, to which Mr. Frend had appealed from the Vice-Chancellor’s Court. He then appealed from the decision of the Court of Delegates, protested against the proceedings, and moved this cause to the Court of King’s Bench. This Court, after an examination of the case, decided, that the proceedings at Cambridge having been strictly formal, they had no power to interfere, and therefore the sentence against Frend remained in full force. Being a Fellow of Jesus’ College at the time that Coleridge was a student, he excited the sympathies of the young and ardent of that day.]




    [Footnote 9: The repetition of Middleton’s name, so frequently occurring may appear to a stranger unnecessary; but Middleton, loving Coleridge so much, and being his senior in years, as well as in studies, was to him, while at school and at college, what the Polar Star is to the mariner on a wide sea without compass, — his guide, and his influential friend and companion.]




    [Footnote 10: There is another incident which I shall here relate that raised him in the esteem of his comrades. One of them was seized with confluent small-pox, and his life was considered in great danger. The fear of the spread of this had produced such alarm in his quarters, that the sufferer was nearly deserted. Here Coleridge’s reading served him; and, having a small quantity of medical knowledge in addition to a large share of kindness, he volunteered his services, and nursed the sick man night and day for six weeks. His patient recovered, to the joy of Coleridge and of his comrades. The man was taken ill during a march, and in consequence of the fears of the persons of the place, he and Coleridge (who had volunteered to remain with him) were put into an out-building, and no communication held with them — Coleridge remaining the whole time in the same room with the man (who, during part of his illness, was violently delirious) nursing and reading to him, &c.]




    [Footnote 11: In a published letter to a friend is the following observation:




    “I sometimes compare my own life with that of Steele (yet oh! how unlike), led to this from having myself also for a brief time ‘borne arms’, and written ‘private’ after my name, or rather another name; for being at a loss when suddenly asked my name, I answered ‘Comberbach’, and verily my habits were so little equestrian, that my horse, I doubt not, was of that opinion.”]




    [Footnote 12: Capt. Nathaniel Ogle sold out of the 15th Dragoons, Nov. 19th, 1794.




    Comberbacke enlisted at Reading, Dec. 3rd, 1793, commanded at this time by Brevet Lieutenant Colonel Churchill, who was a Major in the regiment at the time Comberbacke was discharged at Hounslow, on the 10th of April, 1794, according to the War-Office books.]




    [Footnote 13: Probably the week in which he enlisted.]




    [Footnote 14: A gentleman much interested in these lectures, who was also present, has given the following version of the story, and it is so well done, that I am desirous of inserting it: —




    “In all Mr. Coleridge’s lectures he was a steady opposer of Mr. Pitt and the then existing war; and also an enthusiastic admirer of Fox, Sheridan, Grey, &c. &c., but his opposition to the reigning politics discovered little asperity; it chiefly appeared by wit and sarcasm, and commonly ended in that which was the speaker’s chief object, a laugh. Few attended Mr. C.’s lectures but those whose political views were similar to his own; but on one occasion, some gentlemen of the opposite party came into the lecture-room, and at one sentiment they heard, testified their disapprobation by the only easy and safe way in their power; namely, by a hiss. The auditors were startled at so unusual a sound, not knowing to what it might conduct; but their noble leader soon quieted their fears, by instantly remarking, with great coolness, ‘I am not at all surprised, when the red hot prejudices of aristocrats are suddenly plunged into the cool waters of reason, that they should go off with a hiss!’ The words were electric. The assailants felt, as well as testified their confusion, and the whole company confirmed it by immense applause! There was no more hissing.”]




    [Footnote 15: This note was written at Highgate, in a copy of the


    ‘Conciones ad Populum’.]




    [Footnote 16:




    “With the exception of one extraordinary man, I have never known an individual, least of all an individual of genius, healthy or happy without a profession, i.e., some ‘regular’ employment, which does not depend on the will of the moment, and which can be carried on so far ‘mechanically’, that an average quantum only of health, spirits, and intellectual exertion are requisite to its faithful discharge. Three hours of leisure, unannoyed by any alien anxiety, and looked forward to with delight as a change and recreation, will suffice to realize in literature a larger product of what is truly genial, than weeks of compulsion. Money, and immediate reputation form only an arbitrary and accidental end of literary labour. The ‘hope’ of increasing them by any given exertion will often prove a stimulant to industry; but the ‘necessity’ of acquiring them will, in all works of genius, convert the stimulant into a ‘narcotic’. Motives by excess reverse their very nature, and instead of exciting, stun and stupify the mind; for it is one contradistinction of genius from talent, that its predominant end is always comprised in the means; and this is one of the many points, which establish an analogy between genius and virtue. Now, though talents may exist without genius, yet, as genius cannot exist, certainly not manifest itself, without talents, I would advise every scholar, who feels the genial power working within him, so far to make a division between the two, as that he should devote his ‘talents’ to the acquirement of competence in some known trade or profession, and his genius to objects of his tranquil and unbiassed choice; while the consciousness of being actuated in both alike by the sincere desire to perform his duty, will alike ennoble both. ‘My dear young friend,’ (I would say), suppose yourself established in any honourable occupation. From the manufactory or counting-house, from the law-court, or from having visited your last patient, you return at evening,




    ’Dear tranquil time, when the sweet sense of home


    Is sweetest…’




    to your family, prepared for its social enjoyments, with the very countenances of your wife and children brightened, and their voice of welcome made doubly welcome by the knowledge that, as far as ‘they’ are concerned, you have satisfied the demands of the day, by the labour of the day. Then, when you retire into your study, in the books on your shelves, you revisit so many venerable friends with whom you can converse. Your own spirit scarcely less free from personal anxieties than the great minds, that in those books are still living for you! Even your writing-desk, with its blank paper and all its other implements, will appear as a chain of flowers, capable of linking your feelings, as well as thoughts to events, and characters, past or to come: not a chain of iron which binds you down to think of the future and the remote, by recalling the claims and feelings of the peremptory present: but why should I say retire? The habits of active life and daily intercourse with the stir of the world, will tend to give you such self command, that the presence of your family will be no interruption. Nay, the social silence, or undisturbing voices of a wife or sister will be like a restorative atmosphere, or soft music which moulds a dream without becoming its object. If facts are required to prove the possibility of combining weighty performances in literature with full and independent employment, the works of Cicero and Xenophon among the ancients; of Sir Thomas Moore, Bacon, Baxter, or, to refer at once to later and contemporary instances, Darwin and Roscoe, are at once decisive of the question.”




    ‘Biog. Lit.’]




    [Footnote 17: Tale and novel writing of second-rate order, somewhat spiced and stimulating, are sure to succeed, and carry ‘of course’ popularity with their success, by advertising the writer. Of this there is an instance in Coleridge’s own works. The “Zapoyla,” entitled a “Christmas Tale,” (and which he never sat down to write, but dictated it while walking up and down the room,) became so immediately popular that 2000 copies were sold in six weeks, while it required two years for the sale of 1000 copies of the “Aids to Reflection,” which cost him much labour, and was the fruit of many years’ reflection.]




    [Footnote 18: i.e. Nether Stowey, at the foot of the Quantock Hills.]




    [Footnote 19: Thomas Poole, Esq.]




    [Footnote 20: The following lines are here referred to




    ”And now, beloved Stowey! I behold


    Thy Church-tower, and, methinks, the four huge elms


    Clustering, which mark the mansion of my friend;


    And close behind them, hidden from my view,


    Is my own lowly cottage, where my babe


    And my babe’s mother dwell in peace. With light


    And quicken’d footsteps thitherward I tend,


    Remembering thee, O green and silent dell!


    And grateful, that by nature’s quietness


    And solitary musings, all my heart


    Is soften’d, and made worthy to indulge


    Love, and the thoughts that yearn for human kind.




    Nether Stowey,




    April 28th, 1798.” ]




    [Footnote 21: Ossian.]




    [Footnote 22: This illnatured remark requires no comment: but I would fain recommend the reader to peruse the beautiful and faithful portrait of him in the Preface to the second edition of the “Table Talk,” Murray, Albemarle Street.]




    [Footnote 23: He was not an enthusiast in the sense this individual used the word; in whatever studies he was engaged, he pursued them with great earnestness, and they were sufficient to excite his powerful and sensitive intellect, so as to induce an observer not well acquainted with him to form this opinion. In the character of preacher, he exhibited more the character of philosopher and poet, never manifesting that sectarian spirit, which too often narrows the mind, or perhaps is rather the ‘result’ of a narrow mind, and which frequently seems to exclude men from the most substantial forms of Christianity, viz. “Christian charity and Christian humility.” His religion was the very opposite of a worldly religion, it was at all times the religion of love.




    This visit to Shrewsbury, as the probable successor of Mr. Rowe, was undertaken by the advice of Mr. afterwards Dr. Estlin, a Unitarian dissenter and preacher in Bristol, a man possessed of great kindness and of great influence among this sect, to whom Coleridge had been indebted for many kind offices; the result of this visit forms a part of the sequel.]




    [Footnote 24: ‘Poetical Works,’ vol. i. p. 238.]




    [Footnote 25:




    “No little fish thrown back into the water, no fly unimprisoned from a child’s hand, could more buoyantly enjoy its element than I this clear and peaceful home, with the lovely view of the town, groves, and lake of Ratzeburg.”]




    [Footnote 26: From the earliest periods of authentic history, the Brocken has been the seat of the marvellous. On its summits are still seen huge blocks of granite, called the Sorcerer’s Chair and the Altar. A spring of pure water is known by the name of the Magic Fountain, and the Anemone of the Brocken is distinguished by the title of the Sorcerer’s Flower. These names are supposed to have originated in the rites of the great Idol Cortho, whom the Saxons worshipped in secret on the summit of the Brocken, when Christianity was extending her benignant sway over the subjacent plains. As the locality of these idolatrous rites, the Brocken must have been much frequented, and we can scarcely doubt that the spectre which now so often haunts it at sunrise, must have been observed from the earliest times; but it is nowhere mentioned that this phenomenon was in any way associated with the objects of their idolatrous worship. One of the best accounts of the Spectre of the Brocken, is that which is given by M. Haué, who saw it on the 23rd May, 1797. After having been on the summit of the mountain no less than thirty times, he had at last the good fortune of witnessing the object of his curiosity. The sun rose about four o’clock in the morning through a serene atmosphere. In the south-west, towards Achtermannshöhe, a brisk west wind carried before it the transparent vapours, which had yet been condensed into thick heavy clouds. About a quarter past four he went towards the inn, and looked round to see whether the atmosphere would afford him a free prospect towards the south-west, when he observed at a very great distance, towards Achtermannshöhe, a human figure of a monstrous size. His hat having been almost carried away by a violent gust of wind, he suddenly raised his hand to his head, to protect his hat, and the colossal figure did the same. He immediately made another movement by bending his body, an action which was repeated by the spectral figure. M. Haué was desirous of making further experiments, but the figure disappeared. He remained however in the same position expecting its return, and in a few minutes it again made its appearance on the Achtermannshöhe, when it mimicked his gestures as before. He then called the landlord of the inn, and having both taken the same position which he had before, they looked towards the Achtermannshöhe, but saw nothing. In a very short space of time, however, two colossal figures were formed over the above eminence, and after bending their bodies, and imitating the gestures of the two spectators, they disappeared. Retaining their position and keeping their eyes still fixed upon the same spot, the two gigantic spectres again stood before them, and were joined by a third. Every movement that they made was imitated by the three figures, but the effect varied in its intensity, being sometimes weak and faint, and at other times strong and well defined —— . “Vide Sir D. Brewster’s Natural Magic, p. 128.]




    [Footnote 27: Horseley appears to have been in his way a Christian Hercules, and well adapted for cleansing even an Augean stable of apostasy.]




    [Footnote 28: “Letter sixteenth,” p. 264. ed. 1789, in Bishop Horsley’s


    ‘Tracts’ in controversy with Dr. Priestley.]




    [Footnote 29: This observation, it is presumed, alludes to the time when he was ‘preaching’ Unitarianism.]




    [Footnote 30: Written in 1805.]




    [Footnote 31:




    Alas! for myself at least I know and feel, that wherever there is a wrong not to be forgiven, there is a grief that admits neither of cure nor comforting.




    ‘Private Record, 1806.’]




    [Footnote 32: It appears that Mr. Alexander Macauley, the secretary, an honest and amiable man, died suddenly, without “moan or motion,” and Coleridge filled his situation till the arrival of a new secretary, appointed and confirmed by the ministers in England.]




    [Footnote 33: 1805.




    “For months past so incessantly employed in official tasks, subscribing, examining, administering oaths, auditing,” &c.]




    [Footnote 34: April 22, 1804.




    ”I was reading when I was taken ill, and felt an oppression of my


    breathing, and convulsive snatching in my stomach and limbs. Mrs.


    Ireland noticed this laborious breathing.”]




    [Footnote 35: I would fain request the reader to peruse the poem, entitled “A Tombless Epitaph,” to be found in Coleridge’s ‘Poetical Works’, 1834, page 200.]




    [Footnote 36: Coleridge when asked what was the difference between fame and reputation, would familiarly reply, “Fame is the fiat of the good and wise,” and then with energy would quote the following beautiful lines from Milton: —




    Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,


    Nor in the glistering foil


    Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies:


    But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes,


    And perfect witness of all-judging Jove;


    As he pronounces lastly on each deed,


    Of so much fame in Heaven expect thy meed.




    ‘Lycidas.’]




    [Footnote 37: “The following memoranda written in pencil, and apparently as he journeyed along, but now scarcely legible, may perhaps have an interest for some readers: —




    “Sunday, December 15th, 1805.




    “Naples, view of Vesuvius, the Hail-mist — Torre del Greco — bright amid darkness — the mountains above it flashing here and there from their snows; but Vesuvius, it had not thinned as I have seen at Keswick, but the air so consolidated with the massy cloud curtain, that it appeared like a mountain in basso relievo, in an interminable wall of some pantheon.”]




    [Footnote 38: The order for Coleridge’s arrest had already been sent from Paris, but his escape was so contrived by the good old Pope, as to defeat the intended indulgence of the Tyrant’s vindictive appetite, which would have preyed equally on a Duc D’Enghien, and a contributor to a public journal. In consequence of Mr. Fox having asserted in the House of Commons, that the rupture of the Truce of Amiens had its origin in certain essays written in the Morning Post, which were soon known to have been Coleridge’s, and that he was at Rome within reach, the ire of Buonaparte was immediately excited.]




    [Footnote 39: Though his Note Books are full of memoranda, not an entry or date of his arrival at Rome is to be found. To Rome itself and its magnificence, he would often refer in conversation. Unfortunately there is not a single document to recall the beautiful images he would place before your mind in perspective, when inspired by the remembrance of its wonder-striking and splendid objects. He however preserved some short essays, which he wrote when in Malta, Observations on Sicily, Cairo, &c. &c. political and statistical, which will probably form part of the literary remains in train of publication.




    Malta, on a first view of the subject, seemed to present a situation so well fitted for a landing place, that it was intended to have adopted this mode, as in ‘The Friend’, of dividing the present memoir; but this loss of MS. and the breaches of continuity, render it impracticable.]




    [Footnote 40: At this time all his writings were strongly tinctured with


    Platonism.]




    [Footnote 41: Each party claimed him as their own; for party without principles must ever be shifting, and therefore they found his opinions sometimes in accordance with their own, and sometimes at variance. But he was of no party — his views were purely philosophical.]




    [Footnote 42: The character of Buonaparte was announced in the same paper.]




    [Footnote 43: Those who spoke after Pitt were Wilberforce, Tierney,


    Sheridan, &c.]




    [Footnote 44: This speech of Mr. Pitt’s is extracted from the ‘Morning


    Post’, February 18th, 1800.]




    [Footnote 45: The following exquisite image on Leighton was found in one of Coleridge’s note books, and is also inserted in his Literary Remains:




    “Next to the inspired Scriptures, yea, and as the vibration of that once struck hour remaining on the air, stands Archbishop Leighton’s commentary on the first epistle of Peter.”]




    [Footnote 46: In his later days, Mr. Coleridge would have renounced the opinions and the incorrect reasoning of this letter].
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    LEAVES THE LAKES ON ACCOUNT OF HIS HEALTH FOR MALTA — HIS EMPLOYMENT IN MALTA IN 1805 — GOES TO SYRACUSE AND ROME — WINTERS AT NAPLES 15TH OF DECEMBER, 1806.




    Mr. Coleridge once met Mrs. Barbauld at an evening party. He had not long been present, and the recognition of mere acquaintanceship over, than, walking across the room, she addressed him in these words:




    ”So, Mr. Coleridge, I understand you do not consider Unitarians


    Christians.”




    “I hope, Madam,” said he, “that all persons born in a Christian country are Christians, and trust they are under the condition of being saved; but I ‘do’ contend that Unitarianism’ is not ‘Christianity’;”




    to which she replied,




    “I do not understand the distinction.”




    This want of knowledge of the difference, is common to many very clever and very amiable persons of this creed. It is hoped that we are not always to be tried by our speculative opinions, for man is frequently constituted higher and better than the principles he sometimes adopts.




    Coleridge frequently observed,




    “I do not so much care for men’s religious opinions, — they vary, and are dependant on that which usually surrounds them-but I regard with more attention what men are.”




    He extended his kindness to all he believed to be good, whatever their creed, and when in his power, his aid. When injured, he immediately forgave, as he hoped to be forgiven, and when reviled and persecuted, he never became ‘persecutor’. Of him it may be said, what he himself observed of the pious Baxter, that “he came a century before his time.” The Western world however seems to have better appreciated the works of Coleridge, than most of his countrymen: in some parts of America, his writings are understood and highly valued.




    In 1801, he settled at Keswick, in a house, which if not built, was at least finished for him, by a then neighbour (a Mr. Jackson,) and for a time he occupied a part of it. But here his health greatly failed, and he suffered severe rheumatism from the humidity of a lake country, which was the main cause of his leaving Keswick for Malta.




    It has been already observed, that when a youth at school, he had, from imprudent bathing, become a rheumatic subject, and during the rest of his life, remained liable to most painful affections of that disorder.




    In 1803, the fear of sudden death induced him to insure his life, that his family might not be left, dependant on his friends. In 1804, his rheumatic sufferings increasing, he determined on a change of climate, and accepted an invitation from his friend, Sir John, then Mr. Stoddart, residing at Malta, where he arrived in May. He soon became acquainted with the governor of the island, Sir Alexander Ball, who was greatly attached to Coleridge, and whose character has been so well described by him in The Friend. During a change of secretaries, Coleridge, at the request of Sir Alexander, officiated, pro tempore, as public secretary of that island; and there was found in him — what at that time was so much required — an able diplomatic writer in this department of correspondence. The dignities of the office he never attempted to support: he was greatly annoyed at what he thought its unnecessary parade, and he petitioned Sir Alexander to be released from the annoyance. There can be no doubt that, to an individual accustomed to public business, his occupation might appear light, and even agreeable; but his health, which was the object of this change, not being much benefited, and the duties of the employment greater than he was equal to, made it for him an arduous one. He seemed at this time, in addition to his rheumatism, to have been oppressed in his breathing, which oppression crept on him imperceptibly to himself without suspicion of its cause yet so obvious was it, that it was noticed by others “as laborious;” and continuing to increase, though with little apparent advancement, at length terminated in death.




    “Friday afternoon, four o’clock, April 18,1804. The Speedwell dropped anchor in the harbour of Malta: one of the finest in the world, the buildings surrounding it on all sides, of a neat ever-new-looking sand-free-stone. Some unfinished, and in all, the windows placed backward, looked like Carthage when Æneas visited it-or a ‘burnt out’ place.”




    Saturday, April 19. — In the after-dinner hour walked out with Mr. and Mrs. Stoddart, towards the Quarantine harbour. One’s first feeling is, that it is all strange, very strange; and when you begin to understand a little of the meaning and uses of the massy endless walls and defiles, then you feel and perceive that it is very wonderful. A city all of freestone, all the houses looking new like Bath; all with flat roofs, the streets all strait, and at right angles to each other; but many of them exceedingly steep, none quite level; of the steep streets, some, ‘all’ stepped with a smooth artificial stone, some having the footpath on each side in stone steps, the middle left for carriages; lines of fortification, fosses, bastions, curtains, &c. &c. endless: — with gardens or bowling-grounds below; for it is all height and depth — you can walk nowhere without having whispers of suicide, toys of desperation. Expletive cries of Maltese venders shot up, sudden and violent. The inhabitants very dark, almost black; but straight, cleanlimbed, lively, active, — cannot speak in praise of their cleanliness — children very fair — women from the use of the faldetto, or cloak-hooding their heads, as women in England in a shower throw over their aprons, and from the use of always holding it down to one side of the face, all have a continued languishing manner of holding their heads one way — picturesque enough as expressive of a transient emotion, but shocking and inelegant in ‘all’ and always. The language Arabic, corrupted with Italian, and perhaps with others.




    Sunday, April 20, 1804. — Went to church, plain chapel with a picture behind the pulpit, which I was not close enough to see, and at the other end in a nitch, a ‘cross painted’! Was it there before? or was it in complaisance to Maltese superstitions? — Called on Sir A. Ball — there I met General Valette, and delivered my letter to him, — a striking room, very high; 3/4ths of its height from the ground hung with rich crimson silk or velvet; and the 1/4th above, a mass of colours, pictures in compartments rudely done and without perspective or art, but yet very impressively and imagination-stirringly — representing all the events and exploits of the Order. — Some fine pictures, one by Correggio, one of a Cain killing Abel, I do not know by whom.




    Monday, April 21, 1804, Hardkain. — Sir A. Ball called on me, and introduced me to Mr. Lane, who was formerly his tutor, but now his chaplain. He invited me to dine with him on Thursday, and made a plan for me to ride to St. Antonio on Tuesday morning with Mr. Lane, offering me a horse. Soon after came on thunder and storm, and my breathing was affected a good deal, but still I was in no discomfort.




    April 22, Tuesday morning, six o’clock, was on horseback, and rode to St. Antonio. — Fields with walls, to keep the fort from the rain — mere desolation seemingly, and yet it is fertile. St. Antonio, a pleasant country-house, with a fine but unheeded garden, save among the low orange and lemon trees, still thick with fruit on many of the trees, fruit ripe, blossoms, and the next year’s fruit. Pepper-trees very beautiful, and the locust-tree not amiss. Visited St. John’s — O magnificence!




    Wednesday, April 23. — General Valette I called on at his country-house, just out of the gates, near the end of the Botanic Garden, and it is the pleasantest place I have seen here. The multitude of small gardens and orangeries, among the huge masses of fortifications, many of them seeming almost as thick as the gardens inclosed by them are broad. Pomegranate in (beautiful secicle) flower. Under a bridge over a dry ditch saw the largest prickly pear. Elkhorns for trunk, and then its leaves — but go and look and look. — (Hard rain.) We sheltered in the Botanic Garden; yet reached home not unwetted.”




    The simplicity of Coleridge’s manners, and entire absence of all show of business-like habits, amongst men chiefly mercantile, made him an object of curiosity, and gave rise to the relation of many whimsical stories about him. But his kindness and benevolence lent a charm to his behaviour and manners, in whatever he was engaged. From the state of his own lungs, invalid-like, he was in the habit of attending much to those about him, and particularly those who had been sent to Malta for pulmonary disease. He frequently observed how much the invalid, at first landing, was relieved by the climate and the ‘stimulus’ of change; but when the novelty, arising from ‘that’ change, had ceased, the monotonous sameness of the blue sky, accompanied by the summer heat of the climate, acted powerfully as a sedative, ending in speedy dissolution, — even more speedy than in a colder climate. The effects on Coleridge seemed to run parallel to this. At first he remarked that he was relieved, but afterwards speaks of his limbs “as lifeless tools,” and of the violent pains in his bowels, which neither opium, ether, nor peppermint, separately or combined, could relieve. These several states he minuted down, from time to time, for after-consideration or comparison. He most frequently sought relief from bodily suffering in religious meditations, or in some augmented exercise of his mind:




    ”Sickness, ‘tis true,


    Whole years of weary days, besieged him close,


    Even to the gates and inlets of his life!


    But it is true, no less, that strenuous, firm,


    And with a natural gladness, he maintained


    The citadel unconquered, and in joy


    Was strong to follow the delightful muse.”




    ‘Tombless Epitaph’.




    The citadel did, indeed, remain unconquered even to his ‘last’ hour — he found in religious meditation and prayer that solace and support which, during a life of misery and pain, gave him his extraordinary patience and resignation. If an ejaculation escaped him, it was usually followed by some moral or religious reflection, as thus runs one of his notes:




    “O me miserum! Assuredly the doctrine of grace, atonement, and the spirit of God interceding by groans to the spirit of God, (Rev. viii. 26.), is founded on constant experience, and even if it can be ever ‘explained away’, it must still remain as the rising and setting of the sun itself, as the darkness and as the light — it must needs have the most efficient character of reality, — quod semper, quod ubique, quod ab omnibus! Deeply do I both know and feel my weakness — God in his wisdom grant, that my day of visitation may not have been past.”




    Lest some ‘will-worshiping’ individuals, inflated by vanity, and self-righteousness, should misunderstand or misconstrue him, the following lines are copied from his poems: —




    “HUMILITY, THE MOTHER OF CHARITY.”




    ”Frail creatures are we all! To be the best,


    Is but the fewest faults to have: —


    Look thou then to thyself, and leave the rest


    To God, thy conscience and the grave.”




    ‘Poetical Works.’




    There is not, perhaps, to be found on record a more perfect example of humility and charity, than that which he exhibited and sustained for so long a period of suffering and trial. Surely he could not be compared to the generality of his fellows — to men who, though possessing great worldly reputation, never gave him their support; but, on the contrary, were sometimes even ready to whisper down his fair name!




    ”For whispering tongues can poison truth;


    And constancy lives in realms above.”




    CHRISTOBEL.




    Some of these might be well meaning enough to believe, that in giving publicity to what they erroneously considered moral infirmities, (not possessing the knowledge to discriminate between moral and physical infirmities), they were performing a religious duty — were displaying a beacon to deter others from the same course. But in the case of Coleridge, this was a sad misconception. Neither morally nor physically was he understood. He did all that in his state duty could exact; and had he been more favoured in his bodily constitution, he would not have been censured for frailties which did not attach to him.




    Alas! how little do the many know of the hearts of truly great men!


    Least of all could such men as Coleridge be known by modern pharisees.




    “It is no uncommon thing,” says an affectionate and kindhearted friend, whose genius is rarely equalled, “to see well intentioned men please themselves with the feeling that they are not as others; that they are the favorites of Heaven, and washed clean by special dispensation from the spots of frail mortality; who moreover assume that they possess the most delicate feelings; but then those feelings are under such admirable discipline, that they can, with the most exquisite suffering, cry over their own sentences, shed tears of pity and blood for their duty, make a merit of the hardness which is contrary to their nature, and live in perpetual apprehension of being too tender-hearted. It is wonderful with what ingenuity these people can reconcile their flexible consciences to acts at which their inferiors might blush or shudder, and no less fearful to reflect how many poor wretches, not wholly past hope or reformation, may have been sent to their last account, with all their imperfections on their heads, to satisfy the religious or political fears of these pharisees. The patrons and employers of spies, we may expect to make the greatest sacrifice to expediency, — a word which every man will explain after his own way.”




    To have written during his life any thing like an eulogy on Coleridge would have been most painful to him, yet he must have felt, that he deserved well of his fellow beings; for fame, and fame only, he observes, is the aim and object of every good and great man, though it is too often confounded with mere reputation. When a youth, he had learnt how to value that bubble reputation, its fleeting character, but the love of which, in some men, is so injurious both to head and heart. Reputation, “the morrow’s meal,” the “breakfast only,” the furnisher of the tinsel ornaments, or at most of some of the worldly agreeables, sown perhaps for future worldly enjoyment. ‘He’ laboured for riches of another kind, and stored them, in the hope of receiving a more permanent reward:




    “By fame of course,” says Coleridge, “I mean any thing rather than reputation, the desire of working in the good and great permanently, through indefinite ages, the struggle to be promoted into the rank of God’s fellow-labourers. For bold as this expression is, it is a quotation from Scripture, and therefore justified by God himself, for which we ought to be grateful, that he has deigned to hold out such a glory to us! This is however only one consistent part of the incomprehensible goodness of Deity in taking upon himself man.”




    His notebooks abound with “his hints and first thoughts; “as he says, his “Cogitabilia rather than actual cogitata à me,” — not always to be understood as his fixed opinions, but often merely suggestions of the disquisition, and acts of obedience to the apostolic command of “Try all things, hold fast that which is good.” Among them is the following characteristic of the man and his feelings, noted down for some future disquisition.




    “Würde, Worthiness, VIRTUE, consist in the mastery over the sensuous and sensual impulses; but Love requires INNOCENCE. Let the lover ask his heart whether he could endure that his mistress should have ‘struggled’ with a sensual impulse for another, though she overcame it from a sense of duty to him? Women are LESS offended with men, from the vicious habits of men in part, and in part from the difference of bodily constitution; yet still to a pure and truly loving woman it must be a painful thought. That he should struggle with and overcome ambition, desire of fortune, superior beauty, &c. or with desire objectless, is pleasing; but ‘not’ that he has struggled with positive appropriated desire, i.e. desire ‘with’ an object. Love in short requires an absolute ‘peace’ and ‘harmony’ between all parts of human nature, such as it is, and it is offended by any war, though the battle should be decided in favour of the worthier.




    This is perhaps the final cause of the ‘rarity’ of true love, and the efficient and immediate cause of its difficulty. Ours is a life of probation, we are to contemplate and obey ‘duty’ for its own sake, and in order to this we, in our present imperfect state of being, must see it not merely abstracted from, but in direct opposition to the ‘wish’, the ‘inclination’. Having perfected this, the highest possibility of human nature, he may then with safety harmonize ‘all’ his being with it; ‘he may’ LOVE! — To perform duties absolutely from the sense of duty, is the ‘ideal’, which perhaps no human being ever can arrive at, but which every human being ought to try to draw near unto. This is in the only wise, and verily, in a most sublime sense to see God face to face; which, alas! it seems too true, that no man can do and ‘live’, i.e. a ‘human’ life. It would become incompatible with his organization, or rather it would ‘transmute’ it, and the process of that transmutation to the senses of other men would be called ‘death’. — Even as to caterpillars; in all probability the caterpillar dies, and he either does not see, which is most probable, or at all events he does not see the connection between the caterpillar and the butterfly, the beautiful Psyche of the Greeks.




    Those who in this life ‘love’ in perfection — if such there be — in proportion as their love has no struggles, see God darkly and through a veil: — for when duty and pleasure are absolutely coincident, the very nature of our organization necessitates that duty, will be contemplated as the symbol of pleasure, instead of pleasure being (as in a future life we have faith it will be) the symbol of duty. This then is the distinction between human and angelic ‘happiness’. Human happiness — humanly happy I call him, who in enjoyment finds his duty; angelically happy he, who seeks and finds his ‘duty’ in enjoyment. Happiness in general may be defined — not the aggregate of pleasurable sensations, for this is either a dangerous error and the creed of sensualists, or else a mere translation or wordy paraphrase — but the state of that person who, in order to enjoy his nature in its highest manifestations of conscious ‘feeling’, has no need of doing wrong, and who in order to do right is under no necessity of abstaining from enjoyment.”




    On the arrival of the new secretary at Malta, Mr. Coleridge left it, September 27, 1805, and after a day’s voyage, arrived at Syracuse. He remained in Sicily a short time only, for he was eager to visit the “eternal city” (Rome,) in which he staid some months. The next date marking his progress, is the 15th December, 1806, Naples, — the usual place of the residence of travellers during summer. This gap in his minutes is partly filled up by his own verbal account, repeated at various times to the writer of this memoir. While in Rome, he was actively employed in visiting the great works of art, statues, pictures, buildings, palaces, &c. &c. observations on which he minuted down for publication. Here he became acquainted with the eminent literary men at that time collected there, and here he first saw the great American painter Alston, for whom he always cherished an unfeigned regard. The German poet Tieck, he then for the first time also saw, and many others of celebrity. To one of them he was mainly indebted for his safety, otherwise he might have terminated his career in the Temple at Paris: for to Buonaparte, through one of his industrious emissaries, Coleridge had become obnoxious, in consequence of an article written by him in the Morning Post. This salutary warning he obtained from the brother of the celebrated traveller, Humboldt, of whom he had enquired, whether he could pass through Switzerland and Germany, and return by that route to England. Humboldt then informed Coleridge, that having passed through Paris on his journey to Rome, he had learnt that he, Coleridge, was a marked man, and unsafe: when within the reach of Buonaparte he advised him to be more than usually circumspect, and do, all in his power to remain unknown. Rather unexpectedly, he had a visit early one morning from a noble Benedictine, with a passport signed by the Pope, in order to facilitate his departure. He left him a carriage, and an admonition for instant flight, which was promptly obeyed by Coleridge. Hastening to Leghorn, he discovered an American vessel ready to sail for England, on board of which he embarked. On the voyage she was chased by a French vessel, which so alarmed the American, that he compelled Coleridge to throw his papers overboard, and thus to his great regret, were lost the fruits of his literary labours in Rome.


  




  

    In 1806 he returned to England, and took up his residence for a time at Keswick, but was more generally with his friend Wordsworth, then living at Grassmere.




    At Grassmere he planned ‘The Friend’, for which Mr. Wordsworth wrote a few contributions; and receiving occasionally some little assistance from other writers, he was enabled to furnish the quantity of valuable matter which appeared in that publication. Some of his earnest admirers, and those too persons best acquainted with his works, are disposed to give this the preference.




    His friend, Lamb, who is justly considered a man of exquisite taste, used to say, in his odd and familiar way, “Only now listen to his talk, it is as fine as an angel’s!” and then, by way of a superlative, would add, “but after all, his best talk is in ‘The Friend’.”




    To the Lake Edition of this work, as it has been termed, is appended the following prospectus, addressed to a correspondent




    “It is not unknown to you, that I have employed almost the whole of my life in acquiring, or endeavouring to acquire, useful knowledge by study, reflection, observation, and by cultivating the society of my superiors in intellect, both at home and in foreign countries. You know too, that at different periods of my life, I have not only planned, but collected the materials for many works on various and important subjects: so many indeed, that the number of my unrealized schemes, and the mass of my miscellaneous fragments, have often furnished my friends with a subject of raillery, and sometimes of regret and reproof. Waiving the mention of all private and accidental hinderances, I am inclined to believe, that this want of perseverance has been produced in the main by an over-activity of thought, modified by a constitutional indolence, which made it more pleasant to me to continue acquiring, than to reduce what I had acquired to a regular form. Add too, that almost daily throwing off my notices or reflections in desultory fragments, I was still tempted onward by an increasing sense of the imperfection of my knowledge, and by the conviction, that in order fully to comprehend and develope any one subject, it was necessary that I should make myself master of some other, which again as regularly involved a third, and so on, with an ever-widening horizon. Yet one habit, formed during long absences from those with whom I could converse with full sympathy, has been of advantage to me — that of daily noting down, in my memorandum or common place books, both incidents and observations, whatever had occurred to me from without, and all the flux and reflux of my mind within itself. The number of these notices and their tendency, miscellaneous as they were, to one common end (‘quid sumus et quid futuri gignimur,’ what we are and what we are born to become; and thus from the end of our being to deduce its proper objects), first encouraged me to undertake the weekly essay, of which you will consider this letter as the prospectus.




    Not only did the plan seem to accord better than any other with the nature of my own mind, both in its strength and in its weakness; but conscious that, in upholding some principles both of taste and philosophy, adopted by the great men of Europe, from the middle of the fifteenth till toward the close of the seventeenth century. I must run counter to many prejudices of many of my readers (for old faith is often modern heresy). I perceived too in a periodical essay, the most likely means of winning instead of forcing my way. Supposing truth on my side, the shock of the first day might be so far lessened by reflections of the succeeding days, as to procure for my next week’s essay a less hostile reception, than it would have met with, had it been only the next chapter of a present volume. I hoped to disarm the mind of those feelings, which preclude conviction by contempt, and as it were, fling the door in the face of reasoning, by a ‘presumption’ of its absurdity. A motion too for honourable ambition was supplied by the fact, that every periodical paper of the kind now attempted, which had been conducted with zeal and ability, was not only well received at the time, but has become permanently, and in the best sense of the word, popular. By honourable ambition, I mean the strong desire to be useful, aided by the wish to be generally acknowledged to have been so. As I feel myself actuated in no ordinary degree by this desire, so the hope of realizing it appears less and less presumptuous to me, since I have received from men of highest rank and established character in the republic of letters, not only strong encouragements as to my own fitness for the undertaking, but likewise promises of support from their own stores.




    The ‘object’ of ‘The Friend’ briefly and generally expressed is — to uphold those truths and those merits against the caprices of fashion, and such pleasures, as either depend on transitory and accidental causes, or are pursued from less worthy impulses. The chief ‘subjects’ of my own essays will be: —




    The true and sole ground of morality, or virtue, as distinguished from


    prudence.




    The origin and growth of moral impulses, as distinguished from


    external and immediate motives.




    The necessary dependence of taste on moral impulses and habits; and the nature of taste (relatively to judgment in general and to genius) defined, illustrated and applied. Under this head I comprise the substance of the Lectures given, and intended to have been given, at the Royal Institution, on the distinguished English Poets, in illustration of the general principles of Poetry, together with suggestions concerning the affinity of the Fine Arts to each other, and the principles common to them all: Architecture; Gardening; Dress; Music; Painting; Poetry.




    The opening out of new objects of just admiration in our own language, and information of the present state and past history of Swedish, Danish, German and Italian literature, (to which, but as supplied by a friend, I may add the Spanish, Portuguese and French,) as far as the same has not been already given to English readers, or is not to be found in common French authors.




    Characters met with in real life; anecdotes and results of my life and travels, &c. &c. as far as they are illustrative of general moral laws, and have no immediate leaning on personal or immediate politics.




    Education in its widest sense, private and national sources of consolation to the afflicted in misfortune or disease, or dejection of mind from the exertion and right application of the reason, the imagination, and the moral sense; and new sources of enjoyment opened out, or an attempt (as an illustrious friend once expressed the thought to me) to add sunshine to daylight, by making the happy more happy. In the words ‘dejection of mind,’ I refer particularly to doubt or disbelief of the moral government of the world, and the grounds and arguments for the religious hopes of human nature.”




    The first number, printed on stamped paper, was dated June 8th, 1809. He commences this work with the following motto:




    “Whenever we improve, it is right to leave room for a further improvement. It is right to consider, to look about us, to examine the effect of what we have done. Then we can proceed with confidence, because we can proceed with intelligence. Whereas, in hot reformations, is what men more zealous than considerate, call ‘making clear work’, the whole is generally so crude, so harsh, so indigested; mixed with so much imprudence and so much injustice; so contrary to the whole course of human nature and human institutions, that the very people who are most eager for it, are among the first to grow disgusted at what they have done. Then some part of the abdicated grievance is recalled from its exile in order to become a corrective of the correction.




    Then the abuse assumes all the credit and popularity of a reform. The very idea of purity and disinterestedness in politics falls into disrepute, and is considered as a vision of hot and inexperienced men; and thus disorders become incurable, not by the virulence of their own quality, but by the unapt and violent nature of the remedies.”




    (‘Burke’s speech on the 11th of February, 1780’.)




    TO MY READERS.




    “Conscious that I am about to deliver my sentiments on a subject of the utmost delicacy, I have selected the general motto to all my political lucubrations, from an authority equally respected by both parties. I have taken it from an orator, whose eloquence enables Englishmen to repeat the name of Demosthenes and Cicero, without humiliation; from a statesman, who has left to our language a bequest of glory unrivalled and all our own, in the keen-eyed, yet far-sighted genius, with which he has made the profoundest general principles of political wisdom, and even the recondite laws of human passions, bear upon particular measures and passing events. While of the harangues of Pitt, Fox, and their compeers on the most important occurrences, we retain a few unsatisfactory fragments alone, the very flies and weeds of Burke shine to us through the purest amber, imperishably enshrined, and valuable from the precious material of their embalment. I have extracted the passage not from that Burke, whose latter exertions have rendered his works venerable as oracular voices from the sepulchre of a patriarch, to the upholders of the government and society in their existing state and order; but from a speech delivered by him while he was the most beloved, the proudest name with the more anxious friends of liberty; while he was the darling of those who, believing mankind to have been improved, are desirous to give to forms of government a similar progression. From the same anxiety, I have been led to introduce my opinions on this most hazardous subject, by a preface of a somewhat personal character. And though the title of my address is general, yet, I own, I direct myself more particularly to those among my readers, who, from various printed and unprinted calumnies, have judged most unfavourably of my political tenets; aid to those whose favour I have chanced to win in consequence of a similar, though not equal mistake. To both, I affirm, that the opinions and arguments, I am about to detail, have been the settled convictions of my mind for the last ten or twelve years, with some brief intervals of fluctuation, and those only in lesser points, and known only to the companions of my fireside. From both and from all my readers, I solicit a gracious attention to the following explanations: first, on the congruity of the following numbers, with the general plan and object of ‘The Friend;’ and secondly, on the charge of arrogance or presumption, which may be adduced against the author for the freedom, with which in these numbers, and in others that will follow on other subjects, he presumes to dissent from men of established reputation, or even to doubt of the justice, with which the public laurel-crown, as symbolical of the ‘first’ class of genius and intellect, has been awarded to sundry writers since the revolution, and permitted to wither around the brows of our elder benefactors, from Hooker to Sir P. Sidney, and from Sir P. Sidney, to Jeremy Taylor and Stillingfleet.”




    The work ceased at the 27th number, March 15th, 1810. As is usually the case when authors become their own publishers, there was a pecuniary loss; but as long as printing lasts, it must remain a record of his powers.




    Yet the critics, if critics they were worthy to be called, discovered only feebleness of mind, when in the attempt to make themselves acquainted with his principles, they professed, either through ignorance, or indolence, not to understand him. When his mental powers had so far advanced, he felt a conviction of the truth of the Triune power, and at once saw that there was no important truth, in which this Triad was not contained. As ours was a constitutional government, composed of three great powers (of the three great estates of the realm, as Queen Elizabeth would say, the church, the nobles, and the commonalty,) when these, Coleridge observed, were exactly balanced, the government was in a healthy state, but excess in any one of these powers, disturbed the balance and produced disorder, which was attended by dissatisfaction and discord. A political writer, he laboured to maintain this balance; and when either power was threatened by any disturbance, threw in a counterweight, sometimes on one side and sometimes on another, as he, according to his philosophical opinions, thought they deserved either censure or praise. For this ‘apparent’ fluctuation he was termed, by those men who never understood his principles, vacillating and inconsistent: but he cast his “bread upon the waters,” and in due time it returned to him.




    There must come a time when the works of Coleridge will be fairly weighed against the agreeable time-killing publications of our day; works for which their frivolous authors have reaped an abundant harvest while this giant in literature gained scarcely a dwarf’s portion. But Truth, though perhaps slowly, must finally prevail. Mr. Coleridge remarks, that for his own guidance he was greatly benefited by a resolve, which, in the antithetic and allowed quaintness of an adage or maxim he had been accustomed to word thus:




    “until you ‘understand a writer’s ignorance’, presume yourself ‘ignorant of his understanding’.”




    This was for him a golden rule, and which, when he read the philosophical works of others, he applied most carefully to himself. If an unlearned individual takes up a book, and, on opening it, finds by certain characters that it is a book on Algebra, he modestly puts, it down with perhaps an equally modest observation. “I never learned the Mathematics, and am ignorant of them: they are not suited to my taste, and I do not require them.” But if perchance, he should take up a philosophical work, this modesty is not exercised: though he does not comprehend it, he will not acknowledge the fact; he is piqued however, and not satisfied with a mere slighting observation, but often ends, as disappointed vanity usually does, in shallow abuse. The political, the critical, the philosophical views of Coleridge, were all grand, and from his philosophical views he never deviated; all fluctuating opinions rolled by him, not indeed unheeded, but observed with sympathy and with regret, when not founded on those permanent principles which were to benefit and give good government to man.




    Coleridge, it is well known, was no adept in matters of business, and so little skilled in ephemeral literature as not to be able to profit by any weekly publication. The first edition of The Friend was published weekly, on paper with the government stamp, and that reached, as before related, its twenty-seventh number.




    Such a work was not suited to his genius: in fact, no periodical which required rapid writing on slight amusing subjects, with punctuality in publication, which demanded steadiness of health, and the absence of those sedative causes arising, in part, from his benevolent heart and sensitive nature, ever would have suited him. To write like a novelist — to charm ennui — is that which is required of a modern author who expects pecuniary recompense. Although he needed such recompense, the character of his genius unfitted him for the attainment of it; and had he continued the work, the expenditure would have ended in still greater pecuniary loss. One of his last political essays is that taken from the Morning Post, of March 19, 1800, on the character of Pitt. These Essays were soon forgotten, though this, at the time, was much read and admired as part of the history of the man and his political feelings. It was the effect which Buonaparte believed to have been produced by these on the public mind that tempted him to try to incarcerate Coleridge. Some time after, Otto, the French ambassador at our Court, was ready with a bribe, in the hope to obtain from Coleridge a complimentary essay to his sovereign. The offer of the bribe would have deterred him from writing any more on the subject. Had he been willing to sell himself — to write a flattering character of the great hero — to raise that hero in the estimation of Europe, he would have been amply recompensed.




    In his ‘Biographia Literaria,’ he says,




    “But I do derive a gratification from the knowledge, that my essays have contributed to introduce the practice of placing the questions and events of the day in a moral point of view, in giving dignity to particular measures by tracing their policy or impolicy to permanent principles, and an interest to principles by the application of them to individual measures. In Mr. Burke’s writings, indeed, the germs of almost all political truths may be found. But I dare assume to myself the merit of having first explicitly defined and analysed the nature of Jacobinism; and that in distinguishing the jacobin from the republican, the democrat and the mere demagogue, I both rescued the word from remaining a mere term of abuse, and put on their guard many honest minds, who even in their heat of zeal against jacobinism, admitted or supported principles from which the worst part of that system may be legitimately deduced.”




    With this view the following Essays and Observations have been republished here, — as illustrative of his early opinions to be compared with those of his more advanced life, — to shew the injustice of his political opponents, who never seemed to have troubled themselves about principle, — and the necessary growth of intellectual power giving deeper insight, with the additional value of experience and its consequences.




    PITT.




    From the Morning Post, March 19, 1800.




    “Plutarch, in his comparative biography of Rome and Greece, has generally chosen for each pair of lives the two contemporaries who most nearly resembled each other. His work would perhaps have been more interesting, if he had adopted the contrary arrangement, and selected those rather who had attained to the possession of similar influence, or similar fame, by means, actions, and talents the most dissimilar. For power is the sole object of philosophical attention in man, as in inanimate nature; and in the one equally as in the other, we understand it more intimately, the more diverse the circumstances are with which we have observed it coexist. In our days, the two persons who appear to have influenced the interests and actions of men the most deeply, and the most diffusively, are beyond doubt the Chief Consul of France and the Prime Minister of Great Britain, and in these two are prerented to us similar situations, with the greatest dissimilitude of characters.




    William Pitt was the younger son of Lord Chatham; a fact of no ordinary importance in the solution of his character, of no mean significance in the heraldry of morals and intellect. His father’s rank, fame, political connections, and parental ambition, were his mould; he was cast, rather than grew.




    A palpable election, a conscious predestination controlled the free agency, and transfigured the individuality of his mind; and that, which he ‘might have been’, was compered into that, which he ‘was to be’. From his early childhood it was his father’s custom to make him stand up on a chair, and declaim before a large company; by which exercise, practised so frequently, and continued for so many years, he acquired a premature and unnatural dexterity in the combination of words, which must of necessity have diverted his attention from present objects, obscured his impressions, and deadened his genuine feelings. Not the ‘thing’ on which he was speaking, but the praises to be gained, were present to his intuition; hence he associated all the operations of his faculties with words, and his pleasures with the surprise excited by them.




    But an inconceivably large portion of human knowledge and human power is involved in the science and management of ‘words’; and an education of words, though it destroys genius, will often create, and always foster, talent. The young Pitt was conspicuous far beyond his fellows, both at school and at college. He was always full grown: he had neither the promise nor the awkwardness of a growing intellect. Vanity, early satiated, formed and elevated itself into a love of power; and in losing this colloquial vanity, he lost one of the prime links that connect the individual with the species, too early for the affections, though not too early for the understanding. At college he was a severe student; his mind was founded and elemented in words and generalities, and these two formed all the superstructure. That revelry and that debauchery, which are so often fatal to the powers of intellect, would probably have been serviceable to him; they would have given him a closer communion with realities, they would have induced a greater presentness to present objects. But Mr. Pitt’s conduct was correct, unimpressibly correct. His after-discipline in the special pleader’s office, and at the bar, carried on the scheme of his education with unbroken uniformity. His first political connections were with the reformers; but those who accuse him of sympathising or coalescing with their intemperate or visionary plans, misunderstand his character, and are ignorant of the historical facts.




    Imaginary situations in an imaginary state of things rise up in minds that possess a power and facility in combining images. Mr. Pitt’s ambition was conversant with old situations in the old state of things, which furnish nothing to the imagination, though much to the wishes. In his endeavours to realise his father’s plan of reform, he was probably as sincere as a being, who had derived so little knowledge from actual impressions, could be. But his sincerity had no living root of affection; while it was propped up by his love of praise and immediate power, so long it stood erect and no longer. He became a member of the Parliament, supported the popular opinions, and in a few years, by the influence of the popular party, was placed in the high and awful rank in which he now is. The fortunes of his country, we had almost said the fates of the world, were placed in his wardship — we sink in prostration before the inscrutable dispensations of Providence, when we reflect in whose wardship the fates of the world were placed!




    The influencer of his country and of his species was a young man, the creature of another’s predetermination, sheltered and weather-fended from all the elements of experience; a young man, whose feet had never wandered; whose very eye had never turned to the right or to the left; whose whole track had been as curveless as the motion of a fascinated reptile! It was a young man, whose heart was solitary, because he had existed always amid objects of futurity, and whose imagination too was unpopulous, because those objects of hope to which his habitual wishes had transferred, and as it were ‘projected’, his existence, were all familiar and long-established objects! A plant sown and reared in a hothouse, for whom the very air, that surrounded him, had been regulated by the thermometer of previous purpose; to whom the light of nature had penetrated only through glasses and covers; who had had the sun without the breeze; whom no storm had shaken; on whom no rain had pattered; on whom the dews of Heaven had not fallen! A being who had had no feelings connected with man or nature, no spontaneous impulses, no unbiassed and desultory studies, no genuine science, nothing that constitutes individuality in intellect, nothing that teaches brotherhood in affection! Such was the man — such, and so denaturalized the spirit, on whose wisdom and philanthropy the lives and living enjoyments of so many millions of human beings were made unavoidably dependent.




    From this time a real enlargement of mind became almost impossible. Preoccupations, intrigue, the undue passion and anxiety, with which all facts must be surveyed; the crowd and confusion of those facts, none of them seen, but all communicated, and by that very circumstance, and by the necessity of perpetually classifying them, transmuted into words and generalities; pride; flattery; irritation; artificial power; these, and circumstances resembling these, necessarily render the heights of office barren heights; which command indeed a vast and extensive prospect, but attract so many clouds and vapours, that most often all prospect is precluded. Still, however, Mr. Pitt’s situation, however inauspicious for his real being, was favourable to his fame. He heaped period on period; persuaded himself and the nation, that extemporaneous arrangement of sentences was eloquence; and that eloquence implied wisdom.




    His father’s struggles for freedom, and his own attempts, gave him an almost unexampled popularity; and his office necessarily associated with his name all the great events that happened during his administration. There were not however wanting men who saw through this delusion: and refusing to attribute the industry, integrity, and enterprising spirit of our merchants, the agricultural improvements of our landholders, the great inventions of our manufacturers, or the valour and skilfulness of our sailors, to the merits of a minister, they have continued to decide on his character from those acts and those merits, which belong to him, and to him alone. Judging him by this standard, they have been able to discover in him no one proof or symptom of a commanding genius. They have discovered him never controlling, never creating, events, but always yielding to them with rapid change, and sheltering himself from inconsistency by perpetual indefiniteness. In the Russian war, they saw him abandoning meanly what he had planned weakly, and threatened insolently. In the debates on the Regency, they detected the laxity of his constitutional principles, and received proofs that his eloquence consisted not in the ready application of a general system to particular questions, but in the facility of arguing for or against any question by specious generalities, without reference to any system. In these debates he combined what is most dangerous in democracy with all that is most degrading in the old superstitions of monarchy; and taught an inherency of the office in the person, in order to make the office itself a nullity, and the premiership, with its accompanying majority, the sole and permanent power of the state. And now came the French Revolution. This was a new event: the old routine of reasoning, the common trade of politics, were to become obsolete. He appeared wholly unprepared for it: half favouring, half condemning, ignorant of what he favoured, and why he condemned, he neither displayed the honest enthusiasm and fixed principle of Mr. Fox, nor the intimate acquaintance with the general nature of man, and the consequent ‘prescience’ of Mr. Burke.




    After the declaration of war, long did he continue in the common cant of office, in declamation about the Scheld and Holland, and all the vulgar causes of common contests! and when at least the immense genius of his new supporter had beat him out of these ‘words’ (words signifying ‘places’ and ‘dead objects’, and signifying nothing more), he adopted other words in their places, other generalities — Atheism and Jacobinism — phrases, which he learnt from Mr. Burke, but without learning the philosophical definitions and involved consequences, with which that great man accompanied those words: Since the death of Mr. Burke the forms, and the sentiments, and the tone of the French have undergone many and important changes: how, indeed, is it possible that it should be otherwise, while man is the creature of experience! But still Mr. Pitt proceeds in an endless repetition of the same ‘general phrases’. This is his element: deprive him of general and abstract phrases, and you reduce him to silence; but you cannot deprive him of them. Press him to specify an ‘individual’ fact of advantage to be derived from a war, and he answers, Security! Call upon him to particularize a crime, and he exclaims — Jacobinism! Abstractions defined by abstractions; generalities defined by generalities! As a minister of finance he is still, as ever, the words of abstractions. Figures, custom-house reports, imports and exports, commerce and revenue — all flourishing, all splendid! Never was such a prosperous country as England under his administration! Let it be objected, that the agriculture of the country is, by the overbalance of commerce, and by various and complex causes, in such a state, that the country hangs as a pensioner for bread on its neighbours, and a bad season uniformly threatens us with famine. This (it is replied) is owing to our PROSPERITY, — all ‘prosperous’ nations are in great distress for food! — Still PROSPERITY, still GENERAL PHRASES, unenforced by one single image, one ‘single fact’ of real national amelioration; of any one comfort enjoyed, where it was not before enjoyed; of any one class of society becoming healthier, or wiser, or happier. These are ‘things’, these are realities, and these Mr. Pitt has neither the imagination to body forth, or the sensibility to feel for. Once, indeed, in an evil hour, intriguing for popularity, he suffered himself to be persuaded to evince a talent for the real, the individual; and he brought in his POOR BILL!! When we hear the minister’s talents for finance so loudly trumpeted, we turn involuntarily to his POOR BILL — to that acknowledged abortion — that unanswerable evidence of his ignorance respecting all the fundamental relations and actions of property, and of the social union!




    As his reasonings, even so is his eloquence. One character pervades his whole being: words on words, finely arranged, and so dexterously consequent, that the whole bears the semblance of argument, and still keeps awake a sense of surprise; but when all is done, nothing rememberable has been said, no one philosophical remark, no one image, not even a pointed aphorism. Not a sentence of Mr. Pitt’s has ever been quoted, or formed the favourite phrase of the day, a thing unexampled in any man of equal reputation; but while he speaks, the effect varies according to the character of his auditor. The man of no talent is swallowed up in surprise; and when the speech is ended, he remembers his feelings, but nothing distinct of that which produced them: (how opposite an effect to that of nature and genius, from whose works the idea still remains, when the feeling is passed away, remains to connect itself with the other feelings, and combine with new impressions!) The mere man of talent hears him with admiration; the mere man of genius with contempt; the philosopher neither admires nor contemns, but listens to him with a deep and solemn interest, tracing in the effects of his eloquence the power of words and phrases, and that peculiar constitution of human affairs in their present state, which so eminently favours this power.




    Such appears to us to be the prime minister of Great Britain, whether we consider him as a statesman or an orator. The same character betrays itself in his private life; the same coldness to realities, to images of realities, and to all whose excellence relates to reality: he has patronized no science, he has raised no man of genius from obscurity, he counts no one prime work of God among his friends. From the same source, he has no attachment to female society, no fondness for children, no perceptions of beauty in natural scenery; but he is fond of convivial indulgences, of that stimulation, which, keeping up the glow of self-importance, and the sense of internal power, gives feelings without the mediation of ideas.




    These are the elements of his mind; the accidents of his fortune, the circumstances that enabled such a mind to acquire and retain such a power, would form the subject of a philosophical history, and that too of no scanty size. We can scarcely furnish the chapter of contents to a work, which would comprise subjects so important and delicate as the causes of the diffusion and intensity of secret influence; the machinery and state intrigue of marriages; the overbalance of the commercial interest; the panic of property struck by the late revolution; the short-sightedness of the careful; the carelessness of the far-sighted; and all those many and various events which have given to a decorous profession of religion, and a seemliness of private morals, such an unwonted weight in the attainment and preservation of public power. We are unable to determine whether it be more consolatory or humiliating to human nature, that so many complexities of event, situation, character, age, and country, should be necessary in order to the production of a Mr. Pitt.”




    On the day following the editor promised the character of Buonaparte, but the surmise of a visit from the French minister, then at our court, was sufficient to put a stop to its publication; accordingly it ‘never appeared’. Coleridge was requested by the proprietor and editor to report a speech of Pitt’s, which at this time was expected to be one of great éclat.




    Accordingly, early in the morning off Coleridge set, carrying with him his supplies for the campaign: those who are acquainted with the gallery of the house on a press night, when a man can scarcely find elbow room, will better understand how incompetent Coleridge was for such an undertaking; he, however, started by seven in the morning, but was exhausted long before night. Mr. Pitt, for the first quarter of an hour spoke fluently, and in his usual manner, and sufficiently to give a notion of his best style; this was followed by a repetition of words, and words only; he appeared to “talk against time,” as the phrase is. Coleridge fell asleep, and listened occasionally only to the speeches that followed. On his return, the proprietor being anxious for the report, Coleridge informed him of the result, and finding his anxiety great, immediately ‘volunteered’ a speech for Mr. Pitt, which he wrote off hand, and which answered the purpose exceedingly well: it is here presented. The following day, and for days after the publication, the proprietor received complimentary letters announcing the pleasure received at the report, and wishing to know who was the reporter. The secret was, however, kept, and the real author of the speech concealed; but one day Mr. Canning calling on business, made similar inquiries, and received the same answer. Canning replied, “It does more credit to the author’s head than to his memory.




    The honourable gentleman calls upon ministers to state the object of the war in one sentence. I can state it in one word: it is Security. I can state it in one word, though it is not to be explained but in many. The object of the war is security: security against a danger, the greatest that ever threatened this country; the greatest that ever threatened mankind; a danger the more terrible, because it is unexampled and novel. It is a danger which has more than menaced the safety and independence of all nations; it is a danger which has attacked the property and peace of all individuals; a danger which Europe has strained all its sinews to repel; and which no nation has repelled so successfully as the British; because no nation has acted so energetically, so sincerely, so uniformly on the broad basis of principle; because no other nation has perceived with equal clearness and decision the necessity, not only of combating the evil abroad, but of stifling it at home; because no nation has breasted with so firm a constancy the tide of jacobinical power; because no nation has pierced with so steadfast an eye, through the disguises of jacobinical hypocrisy; but now, it seems, we are at once to remit our zeal and our suspicion; that Jacobinism, which alarmed us under the stumbling and drunken tyranny of Robespierre; that Jacobinism, which insulted and roused us under the short-sighted ambition of the five Directors; that Jacobinism, to which we have sworn enmity through every shifting of every bloody scene, through all those abhorred mockeries which have profaned the name of liberty to all the varieties of usurpation; to this Jacobinism we are now to reconcile ourselves, because all its arts and all its energies are united under one person, the child and the champion of Jacobinism, who has been reared in its principles, who has fought its battles, who has systematised its ambition, at once the fiercest instrument of its fanaticism, and the gaudiest puppet of its folly!




    The honourable gentleman has discovered, that the danger of French power and French principles is at an end, because they are concentred, and because to uniformity of design is added an unity of direction; he has discovered that all the objects of French ambition are relinquished, because France has sacrificed even the ‘appearances’ of freedom to the best means of realising them; in short that now, for the first time, Jacobinism is not to be dreaded, because now, for the first time, it has superadded to itself the compactness of despotism. But the honourable gentleman presses hard, and requires me to be definite and explicit. What, says he, do you mean by destroying the power of Jacobinism? Will, you persevere in the war, until you have received evidence that it is extinct in this country, extinct in France, extinct in the mind of every man? No! I am not so shamefully ignorant of the laws that regulate the soul of man. The mind once tainted with Jacobinism can never be wholly free from the taint; I know no means of purification; when it does not break out on the surface, it still lurks in the vitals; no antidote can approach the subtlety of the venom, no length of quarantine secure us against the obstinacy of the pestilence.




    Those who are now telling us, that all danger from revolutionary principles is now passed by, are yet endeavouring to call up again the very arguments which they used at the commencement of the war, in the youth and rampancy of Jacobinism; and repeat the same language, with which they then attempted to lull the nation into security, combined with the same acts of popular irritation. They are telling us, that ministers disregard peace; that they are prodigal of blood; insensible to the miseries, and enemies to the liberties of mankind; that the extinction of Jacobinism is their pretext, but that personal ambition is their motive; and that we have squandered two hundred millions on an object, unattainable were it desirable, and were it not unattainable, yet still to be deprecated. Sir, will men be governed by mere words without application? This country, Sir, will not. It knows that to this war it owes its prosperity, its constitution, whatever is fair or useful in public or domestic life, the majesty of her laws, the freedom of her worship, and the sacredness of our firesides. For these it has spent two hundred millions, for these it would spend two hundred millions more; and, should it be necessary, Sir, I doubt not that I could find those two hundred millions, and still preserve her resources unimpaired. The only way to make it not necessary is to avail ourselves of the hearty cooperation of our allies, and to secure and invigorate that cooperation by the firmness and vigour of our own conduct. The honourable gentleman then comes back upon me, and presses me upon the supposed dissonance between our views and those of our allies. But surely there may allowably exist in the minds of different men different means of arriving at the same security. This difference may, without breaking the ties of effective union, exist even in this house; how much more then in different kingdoms? The Emperor of Russia may have announced the restoration of monarchy, as exclusively his object. This is not considered as the ultimate object by this country, but as the best means and most reliable pledge of a higher object, viz. our own security, and that of Europe; but we do not confine ourselves to this, as the only possible means.




    From this shade of difference we are required to infer the impossibility of cordial cooperation! But here the honourable gentleman falls into a strange contradiction. He affirms the restoration of monarchy an unjust object of the war, and refuses expressly and repeatedly to vote a single farthing on such a ground; and yet the supposed secession of Russia from the allied powers, the secession of that government, whose ‘exclusive’ object is the restoration of monarchy, is adduced by him as another and equal ground for his refusal. Had the Emperor of Russia persevered in directing his utmost forces to the attainment of that object, to which Austria will not pledge herself, and which the honourable gentleman considers as an unjust object, then the honourable gentleman would have been satisfied. But I will not press too hard on the honourable gentleman, or lay an undue weight on an inadvertence. I will deal most fairly with him if I did believe, which I do not, that Austria saw no advantages in the restoration of monarchy, yet still I would avail myself of her efforts, without changing my own object. Should the security of Britain and Europe result from the exertions of Austria, or be aided by her influence, I should think it my duty to advise his Majesty to lend the Emperor every financial assistance, however those exertions and that influence might spring from principles not in unison with our own.




    If the honourable gentleman will tell me, that the object of Austria is to regain the Netherlands, and to reconquer all she may leave lost in Germany and Italy, so far from feeling this as a cause of distress, I feel it a ground of consolation, as giving us the strongest assurance of his sincerity, added to that right which we possess of believing Austria sincere, from our experience that Austria, above all, must know the insecurity of peace with Jacobins. This, Sir, would be a ground of consolation and confident hope; and though we should go farther than the Emperor of Germany, and stop short of Russia, still, however, we should all travel in the same road. Yet even were less justifiable objects to animate our ally, were ambition her inspiring motive, yet even on that ground I contend that her arms and victories would conduce to our security. If it tend to strip France of territory and influence, the aggrandisement of Austria is elevated by comparison into a blessing devoutly to be wished! The aggrandisement of Austria, founded on the ruins of Jacobinism, I contend, Sir, to be a truly British object. But, Sir, the honourable gentleman says, he thinks the war neither just nor necessary, and calls upon me, without the qualifying reservations and circuitous distinctions of a special pleader; in short, without BUTS or IFS, to state the real object; and affirms that in spite of these buts and ifs, the restoration of monarchy in France is the real and sole object of ministers, and that all else contained in the official notes are unmeaning words and distinctions fallacious, and perhaps meant to deceive. Is it, Sir, to be treated as a fallacious distinction, that the restoration of monarchy is not my sole or ultimate object; that my ultimate object is security, that I think no pledge for that security so unequivocal as the restoration of monarchy, and no means so natural and so effectual? ‘but’ if you can present any other mode, that mode I will adopt. I am unwilling to accept an inadequate security; but the nature of the security which it may be our interest to demand, must depend on the relative and comparative dangers of continuing the war, or concluding a peace. And ‘if’ the danger of the war should be greater than that of a peace, and ‘if’ you can shew to me that there is no chance of diminishing Jacobinism by the war, and ‘if’ you can evince that we are exhausting our means more than our enemies are exhausting theirs, then I am ready to conclude a peace without the restoration of monarchy.




    These are the ‘ifs’ and the ‘buts’, which I shall continue to introduce, not the insidious and confounding subtleties of special pleading, but the just and necessary distinctions of intelligible prudence; I am conscious of sincere and honest intentions in the use of them, and I desire to be tried by no other than God and my country. But are we not weakening ourselves? Let any man calmly, and with the mind of an Englishman, look round on the state of our manufactures, our commerce, on all that forms and feeds the sources of national wealth, and to that man I can confidently leave the following questions to be answered. From the negotiations at Lisle to the present moment has England or France weakened itself in the greater degree? Whether, at the end of this campaign, France is not more likely to suffer the feebleness ensuing on exhausted finance than England?




    If Jacobinism, enthroned in Buonaparte, should resist both the pressure of foreign attack, and its own inherent tendencies to self-destruction, whether it must not derive such power of resistance from the use of such revolutionary and convulsive efforts, as involve, and almost imply a consequent state of feebleness? And whether therefore, if any unexpected reverse of fortune should make it expedient or necessary for us to compromise with Jacobinism, it would not be better for us to compromise with it at the end of the campaign, than at present? And by parity of reasoning, whether it be not true (even on the supposition that Jacobinism is not to be routed, disarmed, and fettered); yet, that even on this supposition, the longer we defer a peace, the safer that peace will be!




    Sir, we have been told that Jacobinism is extinct, or at least dying. We have been asked too, what we mean by Jacobinism? Sir, to employ arguments solely to the purposes of popular irritation is a branch of Jacobinism? It is with pain, Sir, that I have heard arguments manifestly of this tendency, and having heard them, I hear with redoubled suspicion of the assertions, that Jacobinism is extinct. By what softer name shall we characterise the attempts to connect the war by false facts and false reasoning with accidental scarcity? By what softer name shall we characterise appeals to the people on a subject which touches their feelings, and precludes their reasoning? It is this, Sir, which makes me say, that those whose eyes are now open to the horrors and absurdities of Jacobinism are nevertheless still influenced by their early partiality to it. A somewhat of the ‘feeling’ lurks behind, even when all the ‘principle’ has been sincerely abjured. If this be the case with mere spectators, who have but sympathised in the distance, and have caught disease only by ‘looking on’, how much more must this hold good of the actors? And with what increased caution and jealousy ought we not to listen to the affirmation, that Jacobinism is obsolete even in France? The honourable gentleman next charges me with an unbeseeming haughtiness of tone, in deeming that the House had pledged itself to the present measure by their late vote for the continuance of the war. This is not accurate. I did not deem the House pledged: I only assigned reasons of ‘probability’, that having voted for the continuance of war, they would deem themselves inconsistent if they refused assent to those measures by which the objects of the war were most likely to be realised. My argument was, not that the House had pledged itself to this measure directly, but only as far as they must perceive it to be a means of bringing the war to that conclusion to which they have pledged themselves: for unless gendemen will tell me, that though they cannot prevent votes in favour of the war, they will yet endeavour to palsy the arm of the country in the conduct of it; and though they cannot stifle the vast majority of suffrages to the plan, they will yet endeavour to way-lay it in its execution; unless the gentlemen will tell me so themselves, I will not impute it to them. (Here Mr. Pitt made a short reply to some observations of Mr. Bouverie in the early part of the debate, and then proceeded.) It was said of himself and friends (and often said) by a gentleman who does not now commonly honour us with his presence here, ‘We are the minority who represent the opinions of the country.’ In my opinion a state of universal suffrage, formal or virtual, in which, nevertheless, the few represent the many, is a true picture of Jacobinism. But, however this may be, if smallness of number is to become a mark and pledge of genuine representation, that gentleman’s friends must acquire the representative character in a continual progression; for the party has been constantly decreasing in number, and both here and out of this House, they are at present fewer than they ever were before. But they vote for peace, and the people wish for peace; and therefore they represent the opinions of the people. The people wish for peace — so do I! But for what peace? Not for a peace that is made to-day and will be broken tomorrow! Not for a peace that is more insecure and hazardous than war. Why did I wish for peace at Lisle? Because war was then more hazardous than peace; because it was necessary to give to the people a palpable proof of the necessity of the war, in order to their cordial concurrence with that system of finance, without which the war could not be successfully carried on; because our allies were then but imperfectly lessoned by experience; and finally, because the state of parties then in France was less Jacobinical than at any time since that era. But will it follow that I was then insincere in negotiating for peace, when peace was less insecure, and war more hazardous; because now with decreased advantages of peace, and increased means of war, I advise against a peace? As to the other arguments, it is of less consequence to insist upon them, because the opposition implied in them holds not against this measure in particular, but against the general principle of carrying on the war with vigour. Much has been said of the defection of Russia, and every attempt made to deduce from this circumstance so misnamed causes of despair or diminished hope. It is true that Russia has withdrawn herself from confident cooperation with Austria, but she has not withdrawn herself from concert with this country. Has it never occurred, that France, compelled to make head against armies pressing on the whole of her frontiers, will be weakened and distracted in her efforts, by a moveable maritime force? What may be the ultimate extent of the Russian forces engaged in this diversion, we cannot be expected to know, cut off as we are from the continent, by the season and the weather. If the Russians, acting in maritime diversion on the coast of France, and increased by our own forces, should draw the French forces from Switzerland and Italy, it does not follow that the Russians may be greatly, and perhaps equally useful to the objects of the campaign, although they will cease to act on the eastern side of France. I do not pretend to know precisely the number and state of the French armies, but reason only on probabilities; and chiefly with the view of solving the honourable gentleman’s difficulty, how the Russians can be useful, if not on the continent. It is unnecessary to occupy the time and attention of the House with a serious answer to objections, which it is indeed difficult to repeat with the same gravity with which they were originally stated.




    It was affirmed, gravely affirmed, that £12,000,000 would be wanted for corn! I should be happy, if, in the present scarcity, corn could be procured from any, and all parts of the world, to one-third of that amount. It will not be by such arguments as these, that the country will be induced to cease a war for security, in order to procure corn for subsistence. I do object, that there is unfairness both in these arguments in themselves, and in the spirit which produces them. The war is now reviled as unjust and unnecessary; and in order to prove it so, appeals are made to circumstances of accidental scarcity from the visitation of the seasons. The fallacy of these reasonings is equal to their mischief. It is not true that you could procure corn more easily if peace were to be made tomorrow. If this war be unjust, it ought to be stopped on its own account; but if it be indeed a war of principle and of necessity, it were useless and abject to relinquish it from terrors like these. As well might a fortress, sure of being put to the sword, surrender for want of provision. But that man, Sir, does not act wisely, if, feeling like a good citizen, he use these arguments which favour the enemy. God forbid, that an opposition in opinion among ourselves should make us forget the high and absolute duty of opposition to the enemies of our country. Sir, in the present times, it is more than ever the bounden duty of every wise and good man to use more than ordinary caution in abstaining from all arguments that appeal to passions, not facts; above all, from arguments that tend to excite popular irritation on a subject and on an occasion, on which the people can with difficulty be reasoned with, but are irritated most easily. To speak incautiously on such subjects, is an offence of no venial order; but deliberately and wilfully to connect the words, war and scarcity, were infamous, a treachery to our country, and in a peculiar degree cruel to those whom alone it can delude, the lower uneducated classes. I will not enlarge upon that subject, but retire with a firm conviction that no new facts have occurred which can have altered the opinion of this House on the necessity of the war, or the suitableness of similar measures to the present to the effectual carrying of it on, and that the opinion of the House will not be altered but by experience and the evidence of facts.”




    The following paragraph is extracted from private memoranda, and was intended for publication ten years afterwards, in the Courier Newspaper, in which he wrote a series of Essays to Judge Fletcher, which were at that time acknowledged by the most able judges to be prophetic. But it must be remembered he never wrote for party purposes. His views were grounded on Platonic principles keeping the balance of the powers, and throwing his weight into the scale that needed assistance.




    OF THE PROFANATION OF THE SACRED WORD “THE PEOPLE.”




    “Every brutal mob, assembled on some drunken St. Monday of faction, is ‘the People’ forsooth, and now each leprous ragamuffin, like a circle in geometry, is at once one and all, and calls his own brutal self ‘us the People.’ And who are the friends of the People? Not those who would wish to elevate each of them, or at least, the child who is to take his place in the flux of life and death, into something worthy of esteem, and capable of freedom, but those who flatter and infuriate them as they do. A contradiction in the very thought. For if really they are good and wise, virtuous and well-informed, how weak must be the motives of discontent to a truly moral being! — but if the contrary, and the motives for discontent proportionally strong, how without guilt and absurdity appeal to them as judges and arbiters! He alone is entitled to a share in the government of all, who has learnt to govern himself — there is but one possible ground of a right to freedom, viz. to understand and revere its duties.”




    As specimens of his political writings I select the following, and leave party men to criticise them — Coleridge being of no party, but guided, as will sufficiently appear to those who have read his works with attention, solely by philosophical principles, from which he never swerved. Nor did he desire the praise of men, merely because they were in power; still less that of the multitude. For this reason, I repeat, these fragments are given, as illustrative of Coleridge’s political views, and to shew how easily the harmony of the constitutional balance may be disturbed by party zeal. His opinions were often misunderstood even sometimes by kindly-disposed individuals, when ‘theirs’ were not founded on certain data, because their principles were not derived from permanent sources. The doctrine of expediency was one he highly censured, and it had existed long enough to prove to him that it was worthless. What one set of well-intentioned men may effect, and which for a time may have produced good, another set of men by the same doctrine, ‘i.e.’ of expediency may effect, and then produce incalculable mischief, and, therefore, Coleridge thought there was neither guide nor safety, but in the permanent and uncontrovertible truths of the sacred writings, so that the extent of this utility will depend on faith in these truths, and with these truths, his name must ‘live or perish’. But some part of Coleridge’s writings requiring too much effort of thought to be at once thoroughly understood, may therefore have been found distasteful, and consequently have exposed his name to ridicule, in some cases even to contempt; but the application Coleridge has made of these truths to the duties and various circumstances of life will surely be found an inestimable blessing. They were truly his rock of support, and formed the basis of the building he was endeavouring to raise.




    In the year 1807, he wrote those weekly Essays of the Friend, which were published about this time, and thus gave to the world some of his rich intellectual stores. The following letter, which he addressed to Mr. Cottle, will shew the progress of his mind from Socinian to Trinitarian belief at that period of his life:




    “Bristol, 1807.




    DEAR COTTLE,




    To pursue our last conversation. Christians expect no outward or sensible miracles from prayer. Its effects, and its fruitions are spiritual, and accompanied, says that true Divine, Archbishop Leighton, ‘not by reasons and arguments but by an inexpressible kind of evidence, which they only know who have it.’




    To this I would add, that even those who, like me I fear, have not attained it, may yet presume it. First, because reason itself, or rather mere human nature, in any dispassionate moment, feels the necessity of religion, but if this be not true there is no religion, no religation, or binding over again; nothing added to reason, and therefore Socinianism (misnamed Unitarianism) is not only not Christianity, it is not even ‘religion’, it does not religate; does not bind anew. The first outward and sensible result of prayer, is, a penitent resolution, joined with a consciousness of weakness in effecting it, yea even a dread, too well grounded, lest by breaking and falsifying it, the soul should add guilt to guilt; by the very means it has taken to escape from guilt; so pitiable is the state of unregenerate man.




    Are you familiar with Leighton’s Works? He resigned his archbishoprick, and retired to voluntary poverty on account of the persecution of the Presbyterians, saying, ‘I should not dare to introduce Christianity itself with such cruelties, how much less for a surplice, and the name of a bishop.’ If there could be an intermediate space between inspired, and uninspired writings, that space would be occupied by Leighton. No show of learning, no appearance, or ostentatious display of eloquence; and yet both may be shown in him, conspicuously and holily. There is in him something that must be felt, even as the scriptures must be felt.




    You ask me my views of the ‘Trinity’. I accept the doctrine, not as deduced from human reason, in its grovelling capacity for comprehending spiritual things, but as the clear revelation of Scripture. But perhaps it may be said, the ‘Socinians’ do not admit this doctrine as being taught in the Bible. I know enough of their shifts and quibbles, with their dexterity at explaining away all they dislike, (and that is not a little) but though beguiled once by them, I happily, for my own peace of mind, escaped from their sophistries, and now, hesitate not to affirm, that Socinians would lose all character for honesty, if they were to explain their neighbour’s will with the same latitude of interpretation, which they do the Scriptures.




    I have in my head some floating ideas on the ‘Logos’, which I hope, hereafter, to mould into a consistent form; but it is a gross perversion of the truth, in ‘Socinians’, to declare that we believe in ‘Three Gods’, and they know it to be false. They might, with equal justice, affirm that we believe in ‘three suns’. The meanest peasant, who has acquired the first rudiments of Christianity, would shrink back from a thought so monstrous. Still the Trinity has its difficulties. It would be strange if otherwise. A ‘Revelation’ that revealed nothing, not within the grasp of human reason! — no religation, no binding over again, as before said: but these difficulties are shadows, contrasted with the substantive, and insurmountable obstacles with which they contend who admit the ‘Divine authority of Scripture’, with the ‘superlative excellence of Christ’, and yet undertake to prove that these Scriptures teach, and that Christ taught, his own ‘pure humanity!’




    If Jesus Christ was merely a Man, — if he was not God as well as Man, be it considered, he could not have been even a ‘good man’. There is no medium. The SAVIOUR ‘in that case’ was absolutely ‘a deceiver!’ one, transcendently ‘unrighteous!’ in advancing pretensions to miracles, by the ‘Finger of God,’ which he never performed; and by asserting claims, (as a man) in the most aggravated sense, blasphemous!




    These consequences, Socinians, to be consistent, must allow, and which impious arrogation of Divinity in Christ, (according to their faith,) as well as his false assumption of a community of ‘glory’ with the Father, ‘before the world was,’ even they will be necessitated to admit, completely exonerated the Jews, according to their law, in crucifying one, who ‘being a man,’ ‘made himself God!’ But, in the Christian, rather than in the ‘Socinian’, or ‘Pharisaic’ view, all these objections vanish, and harmony succeeds to inexplicable confusion. If Socinians hesitate in ascribing ‘unrighteousness’ to Christ, the inevitable result of their principles, they tremble, as well they might, at their avowed creed, and virtually renounce what they profess to uphold.




    The Trinity, as Bishop Leighton has well remarked, is, ‘a doctrine of faith, not of demonstration,’ except in a ‘moral’ sense. If the New Testament declare it, not in an insulated passage, but through the whole breadth of its pages, rendering, with any other admission, the Book, which is the Christian’s anchor-hold of hope, dark and contradictory, then it is not to be rejected, but on a penalty that reduces to an atom, all the sufferings this earth can inflict.




    Let the grand question be determined; Is, or is not the Bible ‘inspired?’ No one Book has ever been subjected to so rigid an investigation as the Bible, by minds the most capacious, and, in the result, which has so triumphantly repelled all the assaults of Infidels. In the extensive intercourse which I have had with this class of men, I have seen their prejudices surpassed only by their ignorance. This I found conspicuously the case in Dr. D. (Vol. i. p. 167) the prince of their fraternity. Without, therefore, stopping to contend on what all dispassionate men must deem, undebatable ground, I may assume inspiration as admitted; and, equally so, that it would be an insult to man’s understanding to suppose any other Revelation from God than the Christian Scriptures. If these Scriptures, impregnable in their strength; sustained in their pretensions by undeniable prophecies and miracles; and by the experience of the ‘inner man’, in all ages, as well as by a concatenation of arguments, all bearing upon one point, and extending, with miraculous consistency, through a series of fifteen hundred years; if all this combined proof does not establish their validity, nothing can be proved under the sun; but the world and man must be abandoned, with all its consequences to one universal scepticism! Under such sanctions, therefore, if these Scriptures, as a fundamental truth, ‘do’ inculcate the doctrine of the ‘Trinity;’ however surpassing human comprehension; then I say, we are bound to admit it on the strength of ‘moral demonstration’.




    The supreme Governor of the world, and the Father of our spirits, has seen fit to disclose to us, much of his will, and the whole of his natural and moral perfections. In some instances he has given his ‘word’ only, and demanded our ‘faith’; while, on other momentous subjects, instead of bestowing a full revelation; like the ‘Via Lactea’, he has furnished a glimpse only, through either the medium of inspiration, or by the exercise of those rational faculties with which he has endowed us. I consider the Trinity as substantially resting on the first proposition, yet deriving support from the last.




    I recollect when I stood on the summit of Etna, and darted my gaze down the crater; the immediate vicinity was discernible, till, lower down, obscurity gradually terminated in total darkness. Such figures exemplify many truths revealed in the Bible. We pursue them, until, from the imperfection of our faculties, we are lost in impenetrable night. All truths, however, that are essential to faith, ‘honestly’ interpreted; all that are important to human conduct, under every diversity of circumstance, are manifest as a blazing star. The promises also of felicity to the righteous, in the future world, though the precise nature of that felicity may not be defined, are illustrated by every image that can swell the imagination: while the misery of the ‘lost’, in its unutterable intensity, though the language that describes it is all necessarily figurative, is there exhibited as resulting chiefly, if not wholly, from the withdrawment of the ‘light of God’s countenance’, and a banishment from his ‘presence!’ — best comprehended in this world, by reflecting on the desolations which would instantly follow the loss of the sun’s vivifying and universally diffused ‘warmth’.




    You, or rather ‘all’, should remember, that some truths, from their nature, surpass the scope of man’s limited powers, and stand as the criteria of ‘faith’, determining, by their rejection, or admission, who among the sons of men can confide in the veracity of heaven. Those more ethereal truths, of which the Trinity is conspicuously the chief, without being circumstantially explained, may be faintly illustrated by material objects. — The eye of man cannot discern the satellites of Jupiter, nor become sensible of the multitudinous stars, the rays of which have never reached our planet, and, consequently, garnish not the canopy of night; yet, are they the less ‘real’, because their existence lies beyond man’s unassisted gaze? The tube of the philosopher, and the ‘celestial telescope’, — the unclouded visions of heaven, will confirm the one class of truths, and irradiate the other.




    The ‘Trinity’ is a subject on which analogical reasoning may advantageously be admitted, as furnishing, at least, a glimpse of light, and with this, for the present, we must be satisfied. Infinite Wisdom deemed clearer manifestations inexpedient; and is man to dictate to his Maker? I may further remark, that where we cannot behold a desirable object distinctly, we must take the best view we can; and I think you, and every candid and inquiring mind, may derive assistance from such reflections as the following.




    Notwithstanding the arguments of Spinosa, and Descartes, and other advocates of the ‘Material system’, (or, in more appropriate language, the ‘Atheistical system!’) it is admitted by all men not prejudiced, not biassed by sceptical prepossessions, that ‘mind’ is distinct from ‘matter’. The mind of man, however, is involved in inscrutable darkness, (as the profoundest metaphysicians well know) and is to be estimated, (if at all) alone, by an inductive process; that is, by its ‘effects’. Without entering on the question, whether an extremely circumscribed portion of the mental process, surpassing instinct, may, or may not, be extended to quadrupeds, it is universally acknowledged, that the mind of man, alone, regulates all the voluntary actions of his corporeal frame. Mind, therefore, may be regarded as a distinct genus, in the scale ascending above brutes, and including the whole of intellectual existences; advancing from ‘thought’, (that mysterious thing!) in its lowest form, through all the gradations of sentient and rational beings, till it arrives at a Bacon, a Newton, and then, when unincumbered by matter, extending its illimitable sway through Seraph and Archangel, till we are lost in the GREAT INFINITE!




    Is it not deserving of notice, as an especial subject of meditation, that our ‘limbs’, in all they do, or can accomplish, implicitly obey the dictation of the ‘mind’? that this operating power, whatever its name, under certain limitations, exercises a sovereign dominion, not only over our limbs, but over all our intellectual pursuits? The mind of every man is evidently the moving force, which alike regulates all his limbs and actions; and in which example, we find a strong illustration of the subordinate nature of mere ‘matter’. That alone which gives direction to the organic parts of our nature, is wholly ‘mind’; and one mind, if placed over a thousand limbs, could, with undiminished ease, control and regulate the whole.




    This idea is advanced on the supposition, that ‘one mind’ could command an unlimited direction over any given number of ‘limbs’, provided they were all connected by ‘joint’ and ‘sinew’. But suppose, through some occult and inconceivable means, these limbs were dis-associated, as to all material connexion; suppose, for instance, one mind, with unlimited authority, governed the operations of ‘two’ separate persons, would not this, substantially, be only ‘one person’, seeing the directing principle was one? If the truth, here contended for, be admitted, that ‘two persons’, governed by ‘one mind’, is incontestably ‘one person’; the same conclusion would be arrived at, and the proposition equally be justified, which affirmed that, ‘three’, or, otherwise, ‘four’ persons, owning also necessary and essential subjection to ‘one mind’, would only be so many diversities, or modifications of that ‘one mind’, and therefore the component parts, virtually collapsing into ‘one whole’, the person would be ‘one’. Let any man ask himself, whose understanding can both reason, and become the depository of truth, whether, if ‘one mind’ thus regulated, with absolute authority, ‘three’, or, otherwise, ‘four’ persons, with all their congeries of material parts, would not these parts, inert in themselves, when subjected to one predominant mind, be, in the most logical sense, ‘one person’? Are ligament and exterior combination indispensable prerequisites to the sovereign influence of mind over mind? or mind over matter?




    But perhaps it may be said, we have no instance of one mind governing more than one body. This may be, but the argument remains the same. With a proud spirit, that forgets its own contracted range of thought, and circumscribed knowledge, who is to limit the sway of Omnipotence? or, presumptuously to deny the possibility of ‘that’ Being, who called light out of darkness, so to exalt the dominion of ‘one mind’, as to give it absolute sway over other dependent minds, or (indifferently) over detached, or combined portions of organized matter? But if this superinduced quality be conferable on any order of created beings, it is blasphemy to limit the power of GOD, and to deny ‘his’ capacity to transfuse ‘his own’ Spirit, when, and to whom he will.




    This reasoning may now be applied in illustration of the Trinity. We are too much in the habit of viewing our Saviour Jesus Christ, through the medium of his body. ‘A body was prepared for him,’ but this body was mere matter; as insensible in itself, as every human frame when deserted by the soul. If therefore the Spirit that was in Christ, was the Spirit of the Father: if no thought, no vibration, no spiritual communication, or miraculous display, existed in, or proceeded from Christ, not immediately and consubstantially identified with JEHOVAH, the Great First cause; if all these operating principles were thus derived, in consistency alone with the conjoint divine attributes; of this Spirit of the Father ruled and reigned in Christ as his own manifestation, then, in the strictest sense, Christ exhibited ‘the Godhead bodily,’ and was undeniably ‘‘one’ with the Father;’ confirmatory of the Saviour’s words; ‘Of myself,’ (my body) ‘I can do nothing, the Father that dwelleth in me, he doeth the works.’




    But though I speak of the body, as inert in itself, and necessarily allied to matter, yet this declaration must not be understood as militating against the Christian doctrine of the ‘resurrection of the body’. In its grosser form, the thought is not to be admitted, for, ‘flesh and blood cannot inherit the kingdom of God,’ but, that the body, without losing its consciousness, and individuality, may be subjected, by the illimitable power of Omnipotence, to a sublimating process, so as to be rendered compatible with spiritual association, is not opposed to reason, in its severe abstract exercises, while in attestation of this ‘exhilarating belief’, there are many remote analogies in nature exemplifying the same truth, while it is in the strictest accordance with that final dispensation, which must, as Christians, regulate all our speculations. I proceed now to say, that:




    If the postulate be thus admitted, that one mind influencing two bodies, would only involve a diversity of operations, but in reality be one in essence; or otherwise, (as an hypothetical argument, illustrative of truth) if one preeminent mind, or spiritual subsistence, unconnected with matter, possessed an undivided and sovereign dominion over two or more disembodied minds, so as to become the exclusive source of all their subtlest volitions and exercises, the ‘unity’, however complex the modus of its manifestation, would be fully established; and this principle extends to DEITY itself, and shows the true sense, as I conceive, in which Christ and the Father are one.




    In continuation of this reasoning, if God who is light, the Sun of the Moral World, should in his union of Infinite Wisdom, Power, and Goodness, and from all Eternity, have ordained that an emanation from himself (for aught we know, an essential emanation, as light is inseparable from the luminary of day) should not only have existed in his Son, in the fulness of time to be united to a mortal body, but that a like emanation from himself (also perhaps essential) should have constituted the Holy Spirit, who, without losing his ubiquity, was more especially sent to this lower earth, ‘by’ the SON, ‘at’ the impulse of the Father, then, in the most comprehensive sense, God, and his Son, Jesus Christ, and the Holy Ghost, are ONE. ‘Three Persons in one God,’ and thus form the true Trinity in Unity.




    To suppose that more than ONE Independent Power, or Governing mind exists in the whole universe, is absolute Polytheism, against which the denunciations of all the Jewish, and Christian Canonical books were directed. And if there be but ONE directing MIND, that Mind is GOD! — operating, however, in Three Persons, according to the direct and uniform declarations of that inspiration which ‘brought life and immortality to light.’ Yet this divine doctrine of the Trinity is to be received, not because it is, or can be clear to finite apprehension, but, (in reiteration of the argument) because the Scriptures, in their unsophisticated interpretation expressly state it. The Trinity, therefore, from its important aspects, and Biblical prominence, is the grand article of faith, and the foundation of the whole Christian system.




    Who can say, as Christ and the Holy Ghost proceeded from, and are still one with the Father, and as all the disciples of Christ derive their fulness from him, and, in spirit, are inviolately united to him as a branch is to the vine, who can say, but that, in one view, what was once mysteriously separated, may, as mysteriously, be recombined, and, (without interfering with the everlasting Trinity, and the individuality of the spiritual and seraphic orders) the Son, at the consummation of all things, deliver up his mediatorial kingdom to the Father, and God, in some peculiar, and infinitely sublime sense, become All ‘in’ All!




    God love you,




    S.T. COLERIDGE.”




    Those who are acquainted with Mr. Coleridge’s maturer view of the doctrine of the Trinity, will not need to be informed that this letter does not convey his later conviction in regard to this awful mystery, and will know that his philosophic meditations rested essentially in the same faith that dictated the Article of the Church of England on this subject.




    Mr. De Quincey has made several mistatements in a memoir on Mr. Coleridge, which he wrote in Tait’s Magazine; but it may be only fair first to quote a few interesting remarks, with which he begins:




    “In the summer season of 1807 I first saw this illustrious man, the largest and most spacious intellect in my judgment that has ever yet existed amongst men. My knowledge of his works as a most original genius began about the year 1799.”




    A little before that time, Wordsworth published the “Lyrical Ballads,” in which was the Ancient Mariner of Coleridge, and to which Mr. De Quincey attributes the unfolding of his own mind; this confession is by no means humiliating, for many persons of the highest reputation have made similar acknowledgments, and some there are still living who have the courage and integrity to do so now.




    “I found (says this gentleman) that Professor Wilson, as well as myself, saw in these poems ‘the ray of a new morning;’ — and to these names may be added that of the celebrated Sir Walter Scott.”




    The admiration of Mr. De Quincey was so great that inquiring where Coleridge was to be found, and learning that he was in Malta, he contemplated an immediate visit to that island, but the fear of a French prison reconciled him to remaining in England. When on a visit in 1807 (to a relation), at the Hot Wells, he learnt that Coleridge was staying with a friend not far from Bristol. This friend was Mr. Poole of Nether Stowey, and thither he bent his steps. In this house Mr. De Quincey spent two days, and gives, from his own knowledge, a sketch of Mr. Poole’s person and character very descriptive of the original. Coleridge often remarked that he was the best “ideal for a useful member of parliament he ever knew;”




    “a plain dressed man leading a bachelor life,” as Mr. De Quincey observes, “in a rustic old fashioned house, amply furnished with modern luxuries, and a good library. Mr. Poole had travelled extensively, and had so entirely dedicated himself to his humble fellow countrymen, who resided in his neighbourhood, that for many miles round he was the general arbiter of their disputes, the guide and counsellor of their daily life; besides being appointed executor and guardian to his children by every third man who died in or about the town of Nether Stowey.”




    Such in few words was the individual whom Coleridge, in his social hours and in the full warmth of friendship, would most eloquently and feelingly describe.




    Mr. De Quincey having been informed that Coleridge was at Bridgewater, left Nether Stowey for that place, in search of him. The meeting and the description recall him forcibly to the minds of those who twenty years after were so intimately acquainted with him:




    “In Bridgewater I noticed a gateway, standing under which was a man corresponding to the description given me of Coleridge whom I shall presently describe. In height he seemed to be five feet eight inches, (he was in reality about an inch and a half taller,) though in the latter part of life, from a lateral curvature in the spine, he shortened gradually from two to three inches. His person was broad and full, and tended even to corpulence; his complexion was fair, though not what painters technically style fair, because it was associated with black hair; his eyes were large and soft in their expression, and it was by the peculiar appearance of haze or dreaminess which mixed with their light that I recognized my object. This was Coleridge; I examined him steadily for a moment or more, and it struck me he neither saw myself, nor any other object in the street. He was in a deep reverie; for I had dismounted, made two or three trifling arrangements at the inn door, and advanced close to him, before he seemed apparently conscious of my presence. The sound of my voice announcing my name first awoke him; he started, and for a moment seemed at a loss to understand my purpose, or his own situation, for he repeated rapidly a number of words which had no relation to either of us; very likely trying a metre, or making verse, a frequent practice of his, and of Mr. Wordsworth’s. There was no mauvaise haute in his manner, but simple perplexity, and an apparent difficulty in recovering his position amongst daylight realities. This little scene over, he received me with a kindness of manner so marked, that it might be called gracious. The hospitable family, with whom he was domesticated, were distinguished for their amiable manners, and enlightened understandings; they were descendants from Chubb, the philosophic writer, and bore the same name. For Coleridge they all testified deep affection and esteem, sentiments which the whole town of Bridgewater seemed to share, for in the evening, when the heat of the day had declined, I walked out with him; and rarely, perhaps never, have I seen a person so much interrupted in one hour’s space as Coleridge on this occasion, by the courteous attentions of young and old.”




    This appears so faithful a portraiture of Coleridge that it is impossible to read it without once more beholding him as in a mirror. Continuing his description, he speaks again of his extreme courtesy, and of his easy and gentlemanly manner of receiving strangers. A friend of mine seldom speaks of the past in connexion with Coleridge’s name, but he reminds me of a visit he once made to me during my absence at the sea shore, and of the courteous grace he displayed in doing the honours of the house.




    In every thing wherein the comfort or happiness of others were concerned, Coleridge ever evinced how entirely he could devote himself to those he loved or who might require his sympathy:




    His own fair countenance, his kingly forehead,


    His tender smiles, love’s day-dawn on his lips —


    The sense, the spirit, and the light divine,


    At the same moment in his steadfast eye


    Were virtue’s native crest, the innocent soul’s


    Unconscious meek self-heraldry — to man


    Genial, and pleasant to his guardian angel!


    He suffered, nor complained; though oft with tears


    He mourned the oppression of his helpless brethren;


    Yea with a deeper and yet holier grief


    Mourned for th’ oppressor; but this


    In sabbath hours — a solemn grief,


    Most like a cloud at sunset,


    Was but the veil of purest meditation,


    Pierced through and saturate with the intellectual rays


    It softened.




    ‘Literary Remains’, vol. i. 277.




    These were characteristic beauties, that shone forth in Coleridge, and were deeply felt by all who were attached to him.




    With regard to the charge made by Mr. De Quincey, of Coleridge’s so borrowing the property of other writers as to be guilty of ‘petty larceny’; with equal justice might we accuse the bee which flies from flower to flower in quest of food, and which, by means of the instinct bestowed upon it by the all-wise Creator, extracts its nourishment from the field and the garden, but ‘digests’ and ‘elaborates’ it by its own ‘native’ powers.




    Coleridge ‘began’ the use of opium from bodily pain (rheumatism), and for the same reason ‘continued’ it, till he had acquired a habit too difficult under his own management to control. To him it was the thorn in the flesh, which will be seen in the following notes




    “I have never loved evil for its own sake: no! nor ever sought pleasure for its own sake, but only as the means of escaping from pains that coiled around my mental powers, as a serpent around the body and wings of an eagle! My sole sensuality was ‘not’ to be in pain.”




    ‘Note from Pocket Book, “The History of my own mind for my own improvement,” Dec. 23, 1804.’




    “I wrote a few stanzas three and twenty years ago, soon after my eyes had been opened to the true nature of the habit into which I had been ignorantly deluded by the seeming magic effects of opium, in the sudden removal of a supposed rheumatic affection, attended with swellings in my knees, and palpitations of the heart, and pains all over me, by which I had been bed-ridden for nearly six months. Unhappily, among my neighbour’s and landlord’s books were a large parcel of medical reviews and magazines. I had always a fondness (a common case, but most mischievous turn with reading men who are at all dyspeptic) for dabbling in medical writings; and in one of these reviews I met a case, which I fancied very like my own, in which a cure had been effected by the Kendal Black Drop. In an evil hour I procured it: — it worked miracles — the swellings disappeared, the pains vanished; I was all alive, and all around me being as ignorant as myself, nothing could exceed my triumph. I talked of nothing else, prescribed the newly-discovered panacea for all complaints, and carried a bottle about with me, not to lose any opportunity of administering ‘instant relief and speedy cure’ to all complainers, stranger or friend, gentle or simple. Need I say that my own apparent convalescence was of no long continuance; but what then? — the remedy was at hand and infallible. Alas! it is with a bitter smile, a laugh of gall and bitterness, that I recall this period of unsuspecting delusion, and how I first became aware of the Maelstrom, the fatal whirlpool, to which I was drawing just when the current was already beyond my strength to stem. The state of my mind is truly portrayed in the following effusion, for God knows! that from that moment I was the victim of pain and terror, nor had I at any time taken the flattering poison as a stimulus, or for any craving after pleasurable sensations. I needed none; and oh! with what unutterable sorrow did I read the ‘Confessions of an Opium-eater,’ in which the writer with morbid vanity, makes a boast of what was my misfortune, for he had been faithfully and with an agony of zeal warned of the gulf, and yet wilfully struck into the current! — Heaven be merciful to him!”




    ‘April, 1826’.




    “Oh! (will a vain imagination whisper) that in the outset of life I could have ‘felt’ as well as known the consequences of sin and error before their tyranny had commenced! Though, compared with the average of my fellow men, not a sinful man, yet I feel enough to be assured that few indeed are there who might not from their sins or sinful infirmities gain a tongue of flame, wherewith to warn men of the deadly poison of all, even the least offence. Of all divines, Luther felt most deeply the terrors of the LAW; and for that reason, the unutterable goodness and love of the dispensation of grace! — To be one with God the Father — an awful thought beyond all utterance of the awe which it inspires, but by no means wild or mystical. On the contrary, all our experience moves in this direction. In reason, in science, who shall set bounds to the possible progress of man, as long as he is no longer in himself, but in the truth and power of truth. The moment that disease reduces himself to himself, the sage who was able to weigh the planets, and foresee their movements centuries and millenniums to come, trembles in his ignorance of the next five minutes, whether it shall be pain and terror, or relief and respite, and in spirit falls on his knees and prays. Prayer is the mediation, or rather the effort to connect the misery of self with the blessedness of God; and its voice is — Mercy! mercy! for Christ’s sake, in whom thou hast opened out the fountain of mercy to sinful man. It is a sore evil to be, and not in God; but it is a still more dreadful evil and misery to will to be other than in God; and yet in every act, in which the gratification of the sensual life is the ‘ultimate end’, is the manifestation of such a will. Imagine a —— , first in his noblest hours, in the laboratory or the observatory — an unfolder and discoverer — and then on a sick bed, from the consequences of his own indiscretions. Place both states of the same man, that of the spirit and that of the self-seeking self, clearly and in detail before your mind: — if you can do this, you need no more.”




    ‘January 7, 1830’.




    “There is a passage in the Samson Agonistes, in which Milton is supposed on sufficient grounds to have referred to himself, that in which the chorus speaks of strictly temperate man ‘causelessly suffering’ the pains and penances of inordinate days. O! what would I not give to be able to utter with truth this complaint! O! if he had or rather if he ‘could’ have presented to himself truly and vividly the aggravation of those pains, which the conscience of their having originated in errors and weaknesses of his own. I do not say that he would not have complained of his sufferings, for who can be in those most trying sufferances of miserable sensations and not complain of them, but his groans for the pain would have been blended with thanksgivings to the sanctifying Spirit. Even under the direful yoke of the necessity of daily poisoning by narcotics it is somewhat less horrible, through the knowledge that it was not from any craving for pleasurable animal excitement, but from pain, delusion, error, of the worst ignorance, medical sciolism, and when (alas! too late the plea of error was removed from my eyes,) from terror and utter perplexity and infirmity; — sinful infirmity, indeed, but yet not a wilful sinfulness that I brought my neck under it. Oh, may the God to whom I look for mercy through Christ, show mercy on the author of the ‘Confessions of an Opium Eater,’ if, as I have too strong reason to believe, his book has been the occasion of seducing others into this withering vice through wantonness. From this aggravation I have, I humbly trust, been free, as far as acts of my free will and intention are concerned; even to the author of that work I pleaded with flowing tears, and with an agony of forewarning. He utterly denied it, but I fear that I had even then to ‘deter’ perhaps not to forewarn. My own contrasted feelings soon after I saw the Maelstrom to which the current was absorbing me, are written in one of my paper books.”




    ‘Jan. 7, 1830’.




    Having referred to the accusations of plagiarism brought against Coleridge, it will not, I trust, be deemed inappropriate, to introduce from the British Magazine, No. 37, the concluding part of a critique ably written by the Rev. Julius Hare, who has selected with great discrimination several passages from the “Friend,” which must come home to the heart of every good man, and this I feel the more impelled to do, as it is a moral lesson to biographers — perhaps to us all:




    “An inquisitiveness into the minutest circumstances and casual sayings of eminent contemporaries is indeed quite natural: but so are all our follies: and the more natural they are the more caution should we exert in guarding against them. To scribble trifles, even on the perishable glass of an inn window, is the mark of an idler: but to engrave them on the marble monument sacred to the memory of the departed great, is something worse than idleness. The spirit of genuine biography is in nothing more conspicuous than in the firmness with which it withstands the cravings of worthless curiosity, as distinguished from the thirst after useful knowledge. For in the first place, such anecdotes as derive their whole and sole interest from the great name of the person concerning whom they are related, and neither illustrate his general character nor his particular actions, would scarcely have been noticed or remembered, except by men of weak minds. It is not unlikely, therefore, that they were misapprehended at the time; and it is most probable that they have been related as incorrectly, as they were noticed injudiciously. Nor are the consequences of such garrulous biography merely negative. For as insignificant stories can derive no real respectability from the eminence of the person who happens to be the subject of them, but rather an additional deformity of disproportion, they are apt to have their insipidity seasoned by the same bad passions that accompany the habit of gossiping in general: and the misapprehensions of weak men, meeting with the misinterpretations of malignant men, have not seldom formed the ground work of the most grievous calamities. In the second place, those trifles are subversive of the great end of biography, which is to fix the attention and to interest the feelings of men on those qualities and actions which have made a particular life worthy of being recorded. It is no doubt the duty of an honest biographer to portray the prominent imperfections as well as excellencies of his hero. But I am at a loss to conceive how this can be deemed an excuse for heaping together a multitude of particulars, which can prove nothing of any man, that might not be safely taken for granted of all men. In the present age — emphatically the age of personality — there are more than ordinary motives for withholding all encouragement from the mania of busying ourselves with the names of others, which is still more alarming as a symptom, than it is troublesome as a disease. The reader must be still less acquainted with contemporary literature than myself, if he needs me to inform him that there are men who, trading in the silliest anecdotes, in unprovoked abuse and senseless eulogy, think themselves nevertheless employed both worthily and honourably if only all this be done in good set terms, and from the press, and of public characters, — a class which has increased so rapidly of late, that it becomes difficult to discover what characters are to be considered as private. Alas! if these wretched misusers of language and the means of giving wings to thought, and of multiplying the presence of an individual mind, had ever known how great a thing the possession of any one simple truth is, and how mean a thing a mere fact is, except as seen in the light of some comprehensive truth — if they had but once experienced the unborrowed complacency, the inward independence, the homebred strength, with which every clear conception of the reason is accompanied, — they would shrink from their own pages as at the remembrance of a crime. — For a crime it is (and the man who hesitates in pronouncing it such, must be ignorant of what mankind owe to books, what he himself owes to them in spite of his ignorance) thus to introduce the spirit of vulgar scandal, and personal inquietude into the closet and the library, environing with evil passions the very sanctuaries to which we should flee for refuge from them. For to what do these publications appeal, whether they present themselves as biography or as anonymous criticism, but to the same feelings which the scandal bearers, and time-killers of ordinary life seem to gratify in themselves and their listeners; and both the authors and admirers of such publications, in what respect are they less truants and deserters from their own hearts, and from their appointed task of understanding and amending them, than the most garrulous female chronicler of the goings-on of yesterday in the families of her neighbours and townsfolk?




    ‘As to my own attempt to record the life and character of the late Sir Alexander Ball, I consider myself deterred from all circumstances not pertaining to his conduct or character as a public functionary, that involve the names of the living for good or for evil. Whatever facts and incidents I relate of a private nature must, for the most part, concern Sir Alexander Ball exclusively, and as an insulated individual. But I needed not this restraint. It will be enough for me, as I write, to recollect the form and character of Sir Alexander Ball himself, to represent to my own feelings the inward contempt with which he would have abstracted his mind from worthless anecdotes and petty personalities; a contempt rising into indignation if ever an illustrious name were used as a thread to string them upon. If this recollection be my Socratic Demon, to warn and to check me, I shall, on the other hand, derive encouragement from the remembrance of the tender patience, the sweet gentleness, with which he was wont to tolerate the tediousness of well meaning men; and the inexhaustible attention, the unfeigned interest, with which he would listen for hours, when the conversation appealed to reason, and like the bee, made honey, while it murmured.’




    I have transcribed this passage from the original edition of the Friend, No. 21, and not from the reprint, where it stands in vol. ii. pp. 303-307; because in the latter, the last paragraph, in itself a beautiful one, and to our present purpose particularly appropriate, is left out. For if Coleridge could imagine ‘the inward contempt with which Sir Alexander Ball would have abstracted his mind from worthless anecdotes and petty personalities, — a contempt rising into indignation, if ever an illustrious name was used as a thread to string them on,’ well may those who knew Coleridge conceive the grief, the grief and pity, he would have felt, at seeing eminent powers and knowledge employed in ministering to the wretched love of gossip — retailing paltry anecdotes in dispraise of others, intermingled with outflowings of self-praise — and creeping into the secret chambers of great men’s houses to filch out materials for tattle — at seeing great powers wasting and debasing themselves in such an ignoble task — above all, at seeing that the person who thus wasted and debased them was a scholar, and a philosopher whose talents he admired, with whom he had lived familiarly, and whom he had honoured with his friendship.”




    There is one part of Coleridge’s character not to be passed by, although so overlaid by his genius as rarely to be noticed, namely, his love of humour and of wit, of which be possessed so large a share. As punsters, his dear friend Lamb and himself were inimitable. Lamb’s puns had oftener more effect, from the impediment in his speech their force seemed to be increased by the pause of stuttering, and to shoot forth like an arrow from a strong bow — but being never poisoned nor envenomed, they left no pain behind. Coleridge was more humorous than witty in making puns — and in repartee, he was, according to modern phraseology, “smart and clever.” Staying a few days with two friends at a farmhouse, they agreed to visit a race-course in the neighbourhood. The farmer brought from his stud a horse low in stature, and still lower in flesh — a bridle corresponding in respectability of appearance, with a saddle equally suitable — stirrups once bright, but now deeply discoloured by rust. All this was the contrivance of the farmer, and prudently intended for his safety. He had heard previously of Coleridge’s want of skill in riding, and had therefore provided him with a beast not likely to throw him. On this Rosinante the poet mounted, in his accustomed dress, namely, a black coat, black breeches, with black silk stockings and shoes. His friends being trusted with more active steeds, soon outstripped him. Jogging on leisurely he was met by a long-nosed knowing-looking man, attired in a ‘sporting’ dress, and an excellent equestrian. Seeing this whimsical horseman in shoes, he writhed, as Coleridge observed, his lithe proboscis, and thus accosted him:




    Pray, sir, did you meet a tailor along the road?”




    “A tailor?” answered Coleridge; “yes!”




    “Do you see, sir! he rode just such a horse as you ride! and for all the world was just like you!”




    “Oh! oh!” answered Coleridge, “I did meet a person answering such a description, who told me he had dropped his goose, that if I rode a little farther I should find it; and I guess by the arch-fellow’s looks, he must have meant you.”




    “Caught a tartar!” replied the man, and suddenly spurring his horse, left him to pursue his road. At length Coleridge reached the race-course, when threading his way through the crowd, he arrived at the spot of attraction to which all were hastening. Here he confronted a barouche and four, filled with smart ladies and attendant gentlemen. In it was also seated a baronet of sporting celebrity, steward of the course, and member of the House of Commons, well known as having been bought and sold in several parliaments. The baronet eyed the figure of Coleridge as he slowly passed the door of the barouche, and thus accosted him:




    “A pretty piece of blood, sir, you have there?”




    “Yes!” answered Coleridge.




    “Rare paces, I have no doubt, sir!”




    “Yes,” said Coleridge he brought me here a matter of four miles an hour.”




    He was at no loss to perceive the honourable member’s drift, who wished to shew off before the ladies: so he quietly waited the opportunity of a suitable reply.




    “What a forehand he has!” continued Nimrod, “how finely he carries his tail! Bridle and saddle well suited! and appropriately appointed!”




    “Yes,” said Coleridge.




    “Will you sell him?” asked the sporting baronet.




    “Yes!” was the answer, “if I can have my price.”




    “Name your price, then, putting the rider into the bargain!”




    This was too pointed to be passed over by a simple answer, and Coleridge was ready.




    “My price for the ‘horse, sir’, if I sell him, is ‘one hundred’ guineas, — as to the ‘rider’, never having been in parliament, and never intending to go, ‘his’ price is not yet fixed.”




    The baronet sat down more suddenly than he had risen — the ladies began to titter — while Coleridge quietly left him to his chagrin, and them to the enjoyment of their mirth.




    We are now arrived at that period of Coleridge’s life, in which it may be said, he received his first great warning of approaching danger. But it will be necessary to review his previous state of health. From childhood he discovered strong symptoms of a feeble stomach. As observed in the account of his school experience, when compelled to turn over the shoes in the shoe closet, exhausted by the fatigue, and overpowered by the scent, he suffered so much, that in after years the very remembrance almost made him shudder. Then his frequent bathing in the New River was an imprudence so injurious in its consequences, as to place him for nearly twelve months in the sick ward in the hospital of the school, with rheumatism connected with jaundice. These, to a youthful constitution, were matters of so serious a nature, as to explain to those acquainted with disease the origin and cause of his subsequent bodily sufferings. His sensitiveness was consequent on these, and so was his frequent incapability of continuous sedentary employment — an employment requiring far stronger health in an individual whose intellectual powers were ever at work. When overwhelmed at College, by that irresistible alarm and despondency which caused him to leave it, and to enlist as a soldier in the army, he continued in such a state of bodily ailment as to be deprived of the power of stooping, so that ‘Cumberback’, — a thing unheard of before, — was compelled to depute another to perform this part of his duty. On his voyage to Malta, he had complained of suffering from shortness of breath; and on returning to his residence at the Lakes, his difficulty of breathing and his rheumatism increased to a great degree. About the year 1809, ascending Skiddaw with his younger son, he was suddenly seized in the chest, and so overpowered as to attract the notice of the child. After the relation of these circumstances to some medical friend, he was advised by him not to bathe in the sea. The love, however, which he had from a boy, for going into the water, he retained till a late period of life. Strongly impressed with this feeling, he seems to have written the poem, entitled “On Revisiting the Sea Shore:”




    ”Dissuading spake the mild physician,


    Those briny waves for thee are death,


    But my soul fulfilled her mission,


    And lo! I breathe untroubled breath.”




    In the year 1810, he left the Lakes, in company with Mr. Basil Montagu, whose affectionate regard for Mr. Coleridge, though manifested upon every occasion, was more particularly shown in seasons of difficulty and affliction. By Coleridge, Mr. Montagu’s friendship was deeply felt, — and his gentle manners and unremitted kindness had the most soothing effect upon the sensitive and grateful mind of Coleridge. He remained for some time at Mr. Montagu’s house. He afterwards resided at Hammersmith, with an amiable and common friend of his and Mr. Southey’s, — Mr. Morgan, with whom they had formed an intimacy in Bristol. Whilst here he delivered a course of lectures at the London Philosophical Society. The prospectus was as follows:




    “Mr. Coleridge will commence, on Monday, November 18, 1811, a Course of Lectures on Shakspeare and Milton, in illustration of the principles of poetry, and their application, as grounds of criticism, to the most popular works of later English Poets, those of the living included. After an introductory lecture on False Criticism (especially in poetry), and on its causes; two thirds of the remaining course will be assigned,




    1st, to a philosophical analysis, and explanation of all the principal ‘characters’ of our great dramatist, as Othello, Falstaff, Richard the Third, Iago, Hamlet, &c.; and




    2nd, to a critical ‘comparison’ of Shakspeare, in respect of diction, imagery, management of the passions, judgment in the construction of his dramas, in short, of all that belongs to him as a poet, and as a dramatic poet, with his contemporaries or immediate successors, Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, Ford, Massinger, &c. in the endeavour to determine what of Shakspeare’s merits and defects are common to him, with other writers of the same age, and what remain peculiar to his own genius.




    The course will extend to fifteen lectures, which will be given on


    Monday and Thursday evenings successively.”




    Mr. Coleridge afterwards delivered another course of lectures at the Royal Institution. Dr. Dibdin, one of his auditors, gives the following account of the lecturer:




    “It was during my constant and familiar intercourse with Sir T. Bernard, while ‘The Director’ was going on, that I met the celebrated Mr. Coleridge — himself a lecturer. He was not a ‘constant’ lecturer — not in constant harness like others for the business of the day. Indisposition was generally preying upon him, and habitual indolence would now and then frustrate the performance of his own better wishes. I once came from Kensington in a snow-storm, to hear him lecture upon Shakspeare. I might have sat as wisely and more comfortably by my own fireside — for no Coleridge appeared. And this I think occurred more than once at the Royal Institution. I shall never forget the effect his conversation made upon me at the first meeting. It struck me as something not only quite out of the ordinary course of things, but as an intellectual exhibition altogether matchless. The viands were unusually costly, and the banquet was at once rich and varied; but there seemed to be no dish like Coleridge’s conversation to feed upon — and no information so varied and so instructive as his own. The orator rolled himself up, as it were, in his chair, and gave the most unrestrained indulgence to his speech, and how fraught with acuteness and originality was that speech, and in what copious and eloquent periods did it flow! The auditors seemed to be rapt in wonder and delight, as one conversation, more profound or clothed in more forcible language than another, fell from his tongue. A great part of the subject discussed at the first time of my meeting Mr. Coleridge, was the connexion between Lord Nelson and Lady Hamilton. The speaker had been secretary to Sir Alexander Ball, governor of Malta — and a copious field was here afforded for the exercise of his colloquial eloquence. For nearly two hours he spoke with unhesitating and uninterrupted fluency. As I retired homewards (to Kensington), I thought a second Johnson had visited the earth, to make wise the sons of men; and regretted that I could not exercise the powers of a second Boswell, to record the wisdom and the eloquence which had that evening flowed from the orator’s lips. It haunted me as I retired to rest. It drove away slumber: or if I lapsed into sleep, there was Coleridge — his snuffbox, and his ‘kerchief before my eyes! — his mildly beaming looks — his occasionally deep tone of voice — and the excited features of his physiognomy. — The manner of Coleridge was rather emphatic than dogmatic, and thus he was generally and satisfactorily listened to. It might be said of Coleridge, as Cowper has so happily said of Sir Philip Sidney, that he was ‘the warbler of poetic prose.’




    There was always ‘this’ characteristic feature in his multifarious conversation — it was delicate, reverend, and courteous. The chastest ear could drink in no startling sound; the most serious believer never had his bosom ruffled by one sceptical or reckless assertion. Coleridge was eminently simple in his manner. Thinking and speaking were his delight; and he would sometimes seem, during the more fervid movements of discourse, to be abstracted from all and every thing around and about him, and to be basking in the sunny warmth of his own radiant imagination.”




    The manuscript of ‘The Remorse’ was sent to Mr. Sheridan, who did not even acknowledge the receipt of the letter which accompanied the drama; he however observed to a friend, that he had received a play from Coleridge, but that there was one extraordinary line in the Cave Scene, ‘drip, drip’ — which he could not understand: “in short,” said he, “it is all dripping.” This was the only notice he took of the play; but the comment was at length repeated to the author, through the medium of a third party. The theatre falling afterwards into the hands of Lord Byron and Mr. Whitbread, his Lordship sent for Coleridge, was very kind to his brother poet, and requested that the play might be represented: this desire was complied with, and it received his support. Although Mr. Whitbread did not give it the advantage of a single new scene, yet the popularity of the play was such, that the principal actor, who had performed in it with great success, made choice of it for his benefit-night, and it brought an overflowing house.




    In consequence of the interest Lord Byron took in the success of this tragedy, Coleridge was frequently in his company, and on one occasion, in my presence, his Lordship said, “Coleridge, there is one passage in your poems, I have parodied fifty times, and I hope to live long enough to parody it five hundred.” That passage I do not remember; but it may strike some reader.




    In a letter of Coleridge’s to a friend, written April 10th, 1816, he thus speaks of Byron:




    “If you had seen Lord Byron, you could scarcely disbelieve him — so beautiful a countenance I scarcely ever saw — his teeth so many stationary smiles — his eyes the open portals of the sun — things of light, and for light — and his forehead so ample, and yet so flexible, passing from marble smoothness into a hundred wreathes and lines and dimples correspondent to the feelings and sentiments he is uttering.”




    Coleridge, in the preface to ‘The Remorse’, states that the




    “tragedy was written in the summer and autumn of the year 1797, at Nether Stowey, in the county of Somerset. By whose recommendation, and of the manner in which both the play and the author were treated by the recommender, let me be permitted to relate: that I knew of its having been received only from a third person; that I could procure neither answer nor the manuscript; and that but for an accident, I should have had no copy of the work itself. That such treatment would damp a young man’s exertions may be easily conceived: there was no need of after-misrepresentation and calumny, as an additional sedative.”




    Coleridge contributed many pieces to Southey’s ‘Omniana’, (all marked with an asterisk,) and was engaged in other literary pursuits; he had notwithstanding much bodily suffering. The ‘cause’ of this was the organic change slowly and gradually taking place in the structure of the heart itself. But it was so masked by other sufferings, though at times creating despondency, and was so generally overpowered by the excitement of animated conversation, as to leave its real cause undiscovered. Notwithstanding this sad state, he rolled forth volumes from a mind ever active — at times intensely so, — still he required the support of those sympathies which “free the hollow heart from paining.”




    Soon after the performance of ‘The Remorse’, he retired with his kind friend, Mr. Morgan, to the village of Calne, partly to be near the Rev. W.L. Bowles, whose sonnets so much attracted his attention in early life. While residing here, he opened a communication with Mr. Gutch, a bookseller, at Bristol, and in consequence, he collected the poems published by the title of ‘The Sibylline Leaves’, and also composed the greater part of the ‘Biographia Literaria’. Here he likewise dictated to his friend, Mr. Morgan, the ‘Zapolya’, which was submitted to Mr. Douglas Kinnaird, who was then the critic for Drury Lane. — Mr. Kinnaird rejected the play, assigning some ludicrous objections to the metaphysics. The subject is alluded to by Coleridge at the end of the Biographia Literaria, and with that allusion I close the present chapter:




    O we are querulous creatures! Little less


    Than all things can suffice to make us happy:


    And little more than nothing is enough


    To make us wretched.




    [Footnote 1:




    Alas! for myself at least I know and feel, that wherever there is a wrong not to be forgiven, there is a grief that admits neither of cure nor comforting.




    ‘Private Record, 1806.’]




    [Footnote 2: It appears that Mr. Alexander Macauley, the secretary, an honest and amiable man, died suddenly, without “moan or motion,” and Coleridge filled his situation till the arrival of a new secretary, appointed and confirmed by the ministers in England.]




    [Footnote 3: 1805.




    “For months past so incessantly employed in official tasks, subscribing, examining, administering oaths, auditing,” &c.]




    [Footnote 4: April 22, 1804.




    ”I was reading when I was taken ill, and felt an oppression of my


    breathing, and convulsive snatching in my stomach and limbs. Mrs.


    Ireland noticed this laborious breathing.”]




    [Footnote 5: I would fain request the reader to peruse the poem, entitled “A Tombless Epitaph,” to be found in Coleridge’s ‘Poetical Works’, 1834, page 200.]




    [Footnote 6: Coleridge when asked what was the difference between fame and reputation, would familiarly reply, “Fame is the fiat of the good and wise,” and then with energy would quote the following beautiful lines from Milton: —




    Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,


    Nor in the glistering foil


    Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies:


    But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes,


    And perfect witness of all-judging Jove;


    As he pronounces lastly on each deed,


    Of so much fame in Heaven expect thy meed.




    ‘Lycidas.’]




    [Footnote 7: “The following memoranda written in pencil, and apparently as he journeyed along, but now scarcely legible, may perhaps have an interest for some readers: —




    “Sunday, December 15th, 1805.




    “Naples, view of Vesuvius, the Hail-mist — Torre del Greco — bright amid darkness — the mountains above it flashing here and there from their snows; but Vesuvius, it had not thinned as I have seen at Keswick, but the air so consolidated with the massy cloud curtain, that it appeared like a mountain in basso relievo, in an interminable wall of some pantheon.”]




    [Footnote 8: The order for Coleridge’s arrest had already been sent from Paris, but his escape was so contrived by the good old Pope, as to defeat the intended indulgence of the Tyrant’s vindictive appetite, which would have preyed equally on a Duc D’Enghien, and a contributor to a public journal. In consequence of Mr. Fox having asserted in the House of Commons, that the rupture of the Truce of Amiens had its origin in certain essays written in the Morning Post, which were soon known to have been Coleridge’s, and that he was at Rome within reach, the ire of Buonaparte was immediately excited.]




    [Footnote 9: Though his Note Books are full of memoranda, not an entry or date of his arrival at Rome is to be found. To Rome itself and its magnificence, he would often refer in conversation. Unfortunately there is not a single document to recall the beautiful images he would place before your mind in perspective, when inspired by the remembrance of its wonder-striking and splendid objects. He however preserved some short essays, which he wrote when in Malta, Observations on Sicily, Cairo, &c. &c. political and statistical, which will probably form part of the literary remains in train of publication.




    Malta, on a first view of the subject, seemed to present a situation so well fitted for a landing place, that it was intended to have adopted this mode, as in ‘The Friend’, of dividing the present memoir; but this loss of MS. and the breaches of continuity, render it impracticable.]




    [Footnote 10: At this time all his writings were strongly tinctured with


    Platonism.]




    [Footnote 11: Each party claimed him as their own; for party without principles must ever be shifting, and therefore they found his opinions sometimes in accordance with their own, and sometimes at variance. But he was of no party — his views were purely philosophical.]




    [Footnote 12: The character of Buonaparte was announced in the same paper.]




    [Footnote 13: Those who spoke after Pitt were Wilberforce, Tierney,


    Sheridan, &c.]




    [Footnote 14: This speech of Mr. Pitt’s is extracted from the ‘Morning


    Post’, February 18th, 1800.]




    [Footnote 15: The following exquisite image on Leighton was found in one of Coleridge’s note books, and is also inserted in his Literary Remains:




    “Next to the inspired Scriptures, yea, and as the vibration of that once struck hour remaining on the air, stands Archbishop Leighton’s commentary on the first epistle of Peter.”]




    [Footnote 16: In his later days, Mr. Coleridge would have renounced the opinions and the incorrect reasoning of this letter].




    [Footnote 17: Article ii.




    The Son which is the word of the Father, ‘begotten’ from


    Everlasting of the Father, &c.




    Art. v.




    The Holy Ghost ‘proceeding’ from the Father and the Son, &c.]




    [Footnote 18: It was a favourite citation with Mr. Coleridge,




    “I in them, and thou in me, that they may be made perfect in one.”




    Vide St. John, xvii. 2.]




    [Footnote 19: At Mr. Poole’s house, Mr. De Quincey remained two days. Of his visit he gives a full account; at the same time charging Coleridge with the meanness of plagiarism, but which charges since their publication have been ably refuted in an article in the British Magazine, signed J.C.H. Vide No. 37, page 15.]




    [Footnote 20: Vide ‘Tait’s Magazine’, No. 8.]




    [Footnote 21: These have not been found.]




    [Footnote 22: This little Paper Book has not yet been found.]




    [Footnote 23: In the ‘Quarterly Review’ for July, 1837, will be found an able article on the ‘Literary Remains of S.T. Coleridge,’ and on “Mr. Cottle’s Early Recollections,” in which are extracted these very paragraphs from the “Friend,” but which had been sent to the press before this number appeared.]




    [Footnote 24: This poem is supposed to have been written in 1813, when on a visit to some friends at Bexhill, Sussex.]




    [Footnote 25: ‘Reminiscences of a Literary Life’, Vol. i. p. 253.]




    [Footnote 26: If “indisposition were generally preying upon him,” as at this time was indeed the fact, could this occasional failure in the delivery of a lecture (though naturally very disappointing to his audience,) be fairly attributed to indolence?]




    [Footnote 27: About this time, when party spirit was running high,


    Coleridge was known to be the author of the following Jeu d’Esprit,




    “Dregs half way up and froth half way down, form Whitbread’s Entire.”]




    [Footnote 28: It was Mr. Rae who took it for his benefit, some time after Mr. Coleridge’s residence at Highgate.]




    [Footnote 29:




    “‘My heart’, or ‘some part’ about it, seems breaking, as if a weight were suspended from it that stretches it, such is the ‘bodily feeling’, as far as I can express it by words.”




    Letter addressed to Mr. Morgan.]
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    I now approach one of the most eventful epochs in the Life of Coleridge, and, I may well add, of my own.




    In the year 1816, the following letter was addressed to me by a physician:




    Hatton Garden, 9th April, 1816.




    DEAR SIR,




    A very learned, but in one respect an unfortunate gentleman, has applied to me on a singular occasion. He has for several years been in the habit of taking large quantities of opium. For some time past, he has been in vain endeavouring to break himself off it. It is apprehended his friends are not firm enough, from a dread, lest he should suffer by suddenly leaving it off, though he is conscious of the contrary; and has proposed to me to submit himself to any regimen, however severe. With this view, he wishes to fix himself in the house of some medical gentleman, who will have courage to refuse him any laudanum, and under whose assistance, should he be the worse for it, he may be relieved. As he is desirous of retirement, and a garden, I could think of no one so readily as yourself. Be so good as to inform me, whether such a proposal is absolutely inconsistent with your family arrangements. I should not have proposed it, but on account of the great importance of the character, as a literary man. His communicative temper will make his society very interesting, as well as useful. Have the goodness to favour me with an immediate answer; and believe me, dear sir, your faithful humble servant,




    JOSEPH ADAMS.




    I had seen the writer of this letter but twice in my life, and had no intention of receiving an inmate into my house. I however determined on seeing Dr. Adams, for whether the person referred to had taken opium from choice or necessity, to me he was equally an object of commiseration and interest. Dr. Adams informed me that the patient had been warned of the danger of discontinuing opium by several eminent medical men, who, at the same time, represented the frightful consequences that would most probably ensue. I had heard of the failure of Mr. Wilberforce’s case, under an eminent physician at Bath, in addition to which, the doctor gave me an account of several others within his own knowledge. After some further conversation it was agreed that Dr. Adams should drive Coleridge to Highgate the following evening. On the following evening came Coleridge ‘himself’ and alone. An old gentleman, of more than ordinary acquirements, was sitting by the fireside when he entered. — We met, indeed, for the first time, but as friends long since parted, and who had now the happiness to see each other again. Coleridge took his seat — his manner, his appearance, and above all, his conversation were captivating. We listened with delight, and upon the first pause, when courtesy permitted, my visitor withdrew, saying in a low voice, “I see by your manners, an old friend has arrived, and I shall therefore retire.” Coleridge proposed to come the following evening, but he ‘first’ informed me of the painful opinion which he had received concerning his case, especially from one medical man of celebrity. The tale was sad, and the opinion given unprofessional and cruel — sufficient to have deterred most men so afflicted from making the attempt Coleridge was contemplating, and in which his whole soul was so deeply and so earnestly engaged. In the course of our conversation, he repeated some exquisite but desponding lines of his own. It was an evening of painful and pleasurable feeling, which I can never forget. We parted with each other, understanding in a few minutes what perhaps under different circumstances, would have cost many hours to arrange; and I looked with impatience for the morrow, still wondering at the apparent chance that had brought him under my roof. I felt indeed almost spell-bound, without the desire of release. My situation was new, and there was something affecting in the thought, that one of such amiable manners, and at the same time so highly gifted, should seek comfort and medical aid in our quiet home. Deeply interested, I began to reflect seriously on the duties imposed upon me, and with anxiety to expect the approaching day. It brought me the following letter:




    42, Norfolk Street, Strand, Saturday Noon.




    [April 13, 1816.]




    “MY DEAR SIR,




    The first half hour I was with you convinced me that I should owe my reception into your family exclusively to motives not less flattering to me than honourable to yourself. I trust we shall ever in matters of intellect be reciprocally serviceable to each other. Men of sense generally come to the same conclusions; but they are likely to contribute to each other’s enlargement of view, in proportion to the distance or even opposition of the points from which they set out. Travel and the strange variety of situations and employments on which chance has thrown me, in the course of my life, might have made me a mere man of ‘observation’, if pain and sorrow and self-miscomplacence had not forced my mind in on itself, and so formed habits of ‘meditation’. It is now as much my nature to evolve the fact from the law, as that of a practical man to deduce the law from the fact.




    With respect to pecuniary remuneration, allow me to say, I must not at least be suffered to make any addition to your family expences — though I cannot offer any thing that would be in any way adequate to my sense of the service; for that indeed there could not be a compensation, as it must be returned in kind, by esteem and grateful affection.




    And now of myself. My ever wakeful reason, and the keenness of my moral feelings, will secure you from all unpleasant circumstances connected with me save only one, viz. the evasion of a specific madness. You will never ‘hear’ any thing but truth from me: — prior habits render it out of my power to tell an untruth, but unless carefully observed, I dare not promise that I should not, with regard to this detested poison, be capable of acting one. No sixty hours have yet passed without my having taken laudanum, though for the last week comparatively trifling doses. I have full belief that your anxiety need not be extended beyond the first week, and for the first week, I shall not, I must not be permitted to leave your house, unless with you. Delicately or indelicately, this must be done, and both the servants and the assistant must receive absolute commands from you. The stimulus of conversation suspends the terror that haunts my mind; but when I am alone, the horrors I have suffered from laudanum, the degradation, the blighted utility, almost overwhelm me. If (as I feel for the ‘first time’ a soothing confidence it will prove) I should leave you restored to my moral and bodily health, it is not myself only that will love and honour you; every friend I have, (and thank God! in spite of this wretched vice I have many and warm ones, who were friends of my youth, and have never deserted me,) will thank you with reverence. I have taken no notice of your kind apologies. If I could not be comfortable in your house, and with your family, I should deserve to be miserable. If you could make it convenient, I should wish to be with you by Monday evening, as it would prevent the necessity of taking fresh lodgings in town.




    With respectful compliments to Mrs. Gillman and her sister, I remain, dear sir,




    Your much obliged,




    S.T. COLERIDGE.”




    On the evening appointed, Coleridge came, bringing in his hand the proof sheets of ‘Christabel’, which was now for the first time printed. The fragment in manuscript was already known to many, for to many had Coleridge read it, who had listened to it with delight — a delight so marked that its success seemed certain. But the approbation of those whom, in the worldly acceptation of the term, we call ‘friends’, is not always to be relied upon. Among the most plausible connexions, there is often a rivalship, both political and literary, which constrains the sacrifice of sincerity, and substitutes secret for open censure. Of this melancholy fact Coleridge had seen proof. The Fragment had not long been published before he was informed, that an individual had been selected (who was in truth a great admirer of his writings; and whose very life had been saved through the exertions of Coleridge and Mr. Southey,) to “‘cut up’” Christabel in the Edinburgh Review. The subject being afterwards mentioned in conversation, the reviewer confessed that he was the writer of the article, but observed, that as he wrote for the Edinburgh Review, he was compelled to write in accordance with the character and tone of that periodical. This confession took place after he had been extolling the Christabel as the finest poem of its kind in the language, and ridiculing the public for their want of taste and discrimination in not admiring it. — Truly has it been said,




    ”Critics upon all writers there are many,


    Planters of truth or knowledge scarcely any.”




    Sir Walter Scott always spoke in high praise of the Christabel, and more than once of his obligations to Coleridge; of this we have proof in his Ivanhoe, in which the lines by Coleridge, entitled “The Knight’s Tomb,” were quoted by Scott before they were published, from which circumstance, Coleridge was convinced that Sir Walter was the author of the Waverly Novels. The lines were composed as an experiment for a metre, and repeated by him to a mutual friend — this gentleman the following day dined in company with Sir Walter Scott, and spoke of his visit to Highgate, repeating Coleridge’s lines to Scott, and observing at the same time, that they might be acceptable to the author of Waverley.




    THE KNIGHT’S TOMB.




    Where is the grave of Sir Arthur O’Kellyn?


    Where may the grave of that good man be? —


    By the side of a spring, on the breast of Helvellyn,


    Under the twigs of a young birch tree!


    The Oak that in summer was sweet to hear,


    And rustled its leaves in the fall of the year;


    And whistled and roar’d in the winter alone,


    Is gone, — and the birch in its stead is grown. —


    The Knight’s bones are dust,


    And his good sword rust; —


    His soul is with the saints, I trust.




    ‘Poetical Works’, Vol. ii. p. 64.




    The late Mr. Sotheby informed me, that, at his house in a large party,


    Sir Walter made the following remark:




    “I am indebted to Coleridge for the mode of telling a tale by question and answer. This was a new light to me, and I was greatly struck by it.”




    Yet when Sir Walter said this, he must surely have forgotten many of our ancient and most beautiful ballads, in which the questions are so significant, and are made to develope the progress of the fable more clearly than could be affected by the ordinary course of narration. In fact every lover of our old poetry will recollect a hundred pieces in which the same form of evolution is observed. Thus in ‘Johnie of Breadis Lee’:




    ”What news, what news, ye grey-headed carle,


    What news bring ye to me?”




    And in ‘Halbert the Grim’:




    ”There is pity in many, —


    Is there any in him?


    No! ruth is a strange guest


    To Halbert the Grim.”




    Scott particularly admired Coleridge’s management of the supernatural. The “flesh and blood reality,” given to Geraldine, the life, the power of appearing and disappearing equally by day as by night, constitutes the peculiar merit of the Christabel: and those poets who admire, and have reflected much on the supernatural, have ever considered it one of the greatest efforts of genius. But the effect has ever been degraded by unnatural combinations. Thus on the stage, where such creations are the most frequent, it has been the custom for stage-managers to choose ‘male’ actors for the female parts. In ‘Macbeth’, men are called on to stir the caldron and other witcheries requiring muscular power. Again, when Macbeth listens to those extraordinary beings, who, with muttering spells, with charms, foreknowledge and incantations imperfectly announced to him his fate; he, with an air of command, says, “Speak!” &c. They shew their power, and give their best answer by disappearing. The manner of representing this is unnatural, as exhibited by our managers. Coleridge observed, that it would be better to withdraw the light from the stage, than to exhibit these miserable attempts at vanishing, though could the thought have been well executed, he considered it a master-stroke of Shakspeare’s. Yet it should be noticed, that Coleridge’s opinion was, that some of the plays of our “myriad-minded” bard ought never to be acted, but looked on as poems to be read, and contemplated; and so fully was he impressed with this feeling, that in his gayer moments he would often say, “There should be an Act of Parliament to prohibit their representation.” Here ‘he’ excelled: he has no incongruities, no gross illusions. In the management of the supernatural, the only successful poets among our own countrymen have been Shakspeare and Coleridge. Scott has treated it well in the Bride of Lammermoor, and in one or two other works.




    Of the Christabel, as now published, Coleridge says, “The first part was composed in 1797.” This was the Annus Mirabilis of this great man; in it he was in his best and strongest health. He returned from Germany in 1799, and in the year following wrote the ‘second’ part, in the preface to which he observes, “Till very lately my poetic powers have been in a state of suspended animation.” The subject indeed remained present to his mind, though from bad health and other causes, it was left as a mere fragment of his poetic power. When in health he sometimes said, “This poem comes upon me with all the loveliness of a vision;” and he declared, that though contrary to the advice of his friends, he should finish it: At other times when his bodily powers failed him, he would then say, “I am reserved for other works than making verse.”




    In the preface to the Christabel, he makes the following observation:




    “It is probable,” he says, “that if the poem had been finished at either of the former periods, ‘i.e’. 1797 and 1800, or if even the first and second part of this fragment had been published in the year 1800, the impression of its originality would have been much greater than I dare at present expect. But for this, I have only my own indolence to blame. The dates are mentioned for the exclusive purpose of precluding charges of plagiarism or servile imitation from myself. For there is among us a set of critics who seem to hold, that every possible thought and image is traditional; who have no notion that there are such things as fountains in the world, small as well as great; and who would therefore charitably derive every rill, they behold flowing, from a perforation made in some other man’s tank. I am confident, however, that as far as the present poem is concerned, the celebrated poets whose writings I might be suspected of having imitated, either in particular passages, or in the tone and the spirit of the whole, would be among the first to vindicate me from the charge, and who, on any striking coincidence, would permit me to address them in this dogged version of two monkish Latin hexameters:




    ’Tis mine and it is likewise your’s,


    But an if this will not do;


    Let it be mine, good friend! for I


    Am the poorer of the two.”




    I have only to add, that the metre of the Christabel is not, properly speaking, irregular, though it may seem so from its being founded on a new principle; namely, that of counting in each line the accents, not the syllables. Though the latter may vary from seven to twelve, yet in each line the accents will be found to be only four. Nevertheless, this occasional variation in the number of syllables is not introduced wantonly, or for the mere ends of convenience, but in correspondence with some transition in the nature of the imagery or passion.”




    In conversation many of his brother poets would, like the reviewer, echo his praises, while in secret, they were trying to deprive him of his fair fame.




    It has been said, that “Coleridge never explained the story of


    Christabel.” To his friends he did explain it; and in the Biographia


    Literaria, he has given an account of its origin.




    The story of the Christabel is partly founded on the notion, that the virtuous of this world save the wicked. The pious and good Christabel suffers and prays for


  




  

    “The weal of her lover that is far away,”




    exposed to various temptations in a foreign land; and she thus defeats the power of evil represented in the person of Geraldine. This is one main object of the tale.




    At the opening of the poem all nature is laid under a spell:




    ’Tis the middle of night by the castle clock,


    And the owls have awak’ned the crowing cock;


    Tu-whit! — Tu-whoo!


    And hark, again! The crowing cock,


    How drowsily it crew —




    Sir Leoline, the Baron rich,


    Hath a toothless mastiff-bitch,


    From her kennel beneath the rock


    Maketh answer to the clock,


    Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour;


    Ever and aye, by shine and shower,


    Sixteen short howls, not over loud;


    Some say, she sees my lady’s shroud.




    Is the night chilly and dark?


    The night is chilly, but not dark.


    The thin gray cloud is spread on high,


    It covers but not hides the sky.


    The moon is behind, and at the full;


    And yet she looks both small and dull.


    The night is chill, the cloud is gray:


    ’Tis a month before the month of May,


    And the Spring comes slowly up this way.




    The spell is laid by an evil being, not of this world, with whom Christabel, the heroine, is about to become connected; and who in the darkness of the forest is meditating the wreck of all her hopes




    The lovely lady, Christabel,


    Whom her father loves so well,


    What makes her in the wood so late,


    A furlong from the castle gate?


    She had dreams all yesternight


    Of her own betrothed knight;


    And she in the midnight wood will pray


    For the weal of her lover that’s far away.




    She stole along, she nothing spoke,


    The sighs she heaved were soft and low,


    And naught was green upon the oak,


    But moss and rarest misletoe:


    She kneels beneath the huge oak tree,


    And in silence prayeth she.




    There are persons who have considered the description of Christabel in the act of praying, so far from the baron’s castle, too great a poetical license. He was fully aware that all baronial castles had their chapels and oratories attached to them, — and that in these lawless times, for such were the middle ages, the young lady who ventured unattended beyond the precincts of the castle, would have endangered her reputation. But to such an imaginative mind, it would have been scarcely possible to pass by the interesting image of Christabel, presenting itself before him, praying by moonlight at the old oak tree. But to proceed:




    The lady sprang up suddenly,


    The lovely lady Christabel!


    It moaned as near, as near can be,


    But what it is, she cannot tell. —


    On the other side it seems to be,


    Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree.


    The night is chill; the forest bare;


    Is it the wind that moaneth bleak?


    There is not wind enough in the air


    To move away the ringlet curl


    From the lovely lady’s cheek —


    There is not wind enough to twirl


    The one red leaf, the last of its clan,


    That dances as often as dance it can,


    Hanging so light, and hanging so high,


    On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky.


    Hush, beating heart of Christabel!


    Jesu, Maria, shield her well!


    She folded her arms beneath her cloak,


    And stole to the other side of the oak.


    What sees she there?


    There she sees a damsel bright,


    Drest in a silken robe of white,


    That shadowy in the moonlight shone:


    The neck that made that white robe wan,


    Her stately neck and arms were bare;


    Her blue-veined feet unsandal’d were.


    And wildly glittered here and there


    The gems entangled in her hair.


    I guess, ‘twas frightful there to see


    A lady so richly clad as she —


    Beautiful exceedingly!




    This description is exquisite. Now for the mystic demon’s tale of art:




    Mary mother, save me now!


    (Said Christabel,) And who art thou?


    The lady strange made answer meet,


    And her voice was faint and sweet: —


    Have pity on my sore distress,


    I scarce can speak for weariness:


    Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear!


    Said Christabel, How camest thou here?


    And the lady, whose voice was faint and sweet,


    Did thus pursue her answer meet: —




    My sire is of a noble line,


    And my name is Geraldine:


    Five warriors seized me yestermorn,


    Me, even me, a maid forlorn:


    They chok’d my cries with force and fright,


    And tied me on a palfrey white.


    The palfrey was as fleet as wind,


    And they rode furiously behind.


    They spurred amain, their steeds were white:


    And once we crossed the shade of night.


    As sure as Heaven shall rescue me,


    I have no thought what men they be;


    Nor do I know how long it is


    (For I have lain entranced I wis)


    Since one, the tallest of the five,


    Took me from the palfrey’s back,


    A weary woman, scarce alive.


    Some muttered words his comrades spoke


    He placed me underneath this oak,


    He swore they would return with haste;


    Whither they went I cannot tell —


    I thought I heard, some minutes past,


    Sounds as of a castle bell.


    Stretch forth thy hand (thus ended she)


    And help a wretched maid to flee.




    Then Christabel stretched forth her hand


    And comforted fair Geraldine:


    O well, bright dame! may you command


    The service of Sir Leoline;


    And gladly our stout chivalry


    Will he send forth and friends withal,


    To guide and guard you safe and free


    Home to your noble father’s hall.


    She rose: and forth with steps they passed


    That strove to be, and were not, fast.


    Her gracious stars the lady blest


    And thus spake on sweet Christabel:


    All our household are at rest,


    The hall as silent as the cell;


    Sir Leoline is weak in health,


    And may not well awakened be,


    But we will move as if in stealth,


    And I beseech your courtesy,


    This night, to share your couch with me.




    They crossed the moat, and Christabel


    Took the key that fitted well;


    A little door she opened straight,


    All in the middle of the gate;


    The gate that was ironed within and without,


    Where an army in battle array had marched out.


    The lady sank, belike through pain,


    And Christabel with might and main


    Lifted her up, a weary weight,


    Over the threshold of the gate:


    Then the lady rose again,


    And moved, as she were not in pain.




    So free from danger, free from fear,


    They crossed the court: right glad they were.




    Following the popular superstition that dogs are supposed to see ghosts, and therefore see the supernatural, the mastiff yells, when Geraldine appears:




    Outside her kennell, the mastiff old


    Lay fast asleep, in moonshine cold.


    The mastiff old did not awake,


    Yet she an angry moan did make!


    And what can ail the mastiff bitch?


    Never till now she uttered yell,


    Beneath the eye of Christabel.




    Geraldine had already worked upon the kindness of Christabel, so that she had lifted her over the threshold of the gate, which Geraldine’s fallen power had prevented her passing of herself, the place being holy and under the influence of the Virgin.




    ”Praise we the Virgin all divine,


    Who hath rescued thee from thy distress,


    Alas! Alas! said Geraldine,


    I cannot speak for weariness.


    They pass the hall that echoes still,


    Pass as lightly as you will!


    The brands were flat, the brands were dying,


    Amid their own white ashes lying;


    But when the lady passed there came


    A tongue of light, a fit of flame;


    And Christabel saw the lady’s eye,


    And nothing else saw she thereby


    Save the boss of the shield of Sir Leoline tall,


    Which hung in a murky old nitch in the wall.


    O! softly tread, said Christabel,


    My father seldom sleepeth well.”




    Geraldine, who affects to be weary, arrives at the chamber of


    Christabel — this room is beautifully ornamented,




    ”Carved with figures strange and sweet,


    All made out of the carver’s brain,


    For a lady’s chamber meet


    The lamp with twofold silver chain


    Is fasten’d to an angel’s feet.”




    Such is the mysterious movement of this supernatural lady, that all this is visible, and when she passed the dying brands, there came a fit of flame, and Christabel saw the lady’s eye.




    The silver lamp burns dead and dim;


    But Christabel the lamp will trim.


    She trimm’d the lamp and made it bright,


    And left it swinging to and fro,


    While Geraldine, in wretched plight,


    Sank down upon the floor below.


    O weary lady Geraldine,


    I pray you drink this cordial wine,


    It is a wine of virtuous powers;


    My mother made it of wild flowers.


    And will your mother pity me,


    Who am a maiden most forlorn?


    Christabel answer’d — Woe is me!


    She died the hour that I was born,


    I have heard the grey-hair’d friar tell,


    How on her deathbed she did say,


    That she should hear the castle bell


    Strike twelve upon my wedding-day.


    O mother dear! that thou wert here!


    I would, said Geraldine, she were!




    The poet now introduces the real object of the supernatural transformation: the spirit of evil struggles with the deceased and sainted mother of Christabel for the possession of the lady. To render the scene more impressive, the mother instantly appears, though she is invisible to her daughter. Geraldine exclaims in a commanding voice




    ”Off, wandering mother! Peak and pine!


    I have power to bid thee flee?”


    Alas! what ails poor Geraldine?


    Why stares she with unsettled eye


    Can she the bodiless dead espy?


    And why with hollow voice cries she,


    ”Off, woman, off! this hour is mine —


    Though thou her guardian spirit be,


    ”Off, woman, off! ‘tis given to me.”




    Here, Geraldine seems to be struggling with the spirit of Christabel’s mother, over which for a time she obtains the mastery.




    Then Christabel knelt by the lady’s side,


    And rais’d to heaven her eyes so blue —


    Alas! said she, this ghastly ride —


    Dear lady! it hath wilder’d you!


    The lady wiped her moist cold brow,


    And faintly said, “‘Tis over now!”




    Again the wildflower wine she drank,


    Her fair large eyes ‘gan glitter bright,


    And from the floor whereon she sank,


    The lofty lady stood upright


    She was most beautiful to see,


    Like a lady of a far countrée.




    And thus the lofty lady spake —


    All they who live in the upper sky,


    Do love you, holy Christabel!


    And you love them, and for their sake


    And for the good which me befell,


    Even I in my degree will try,


    Fair maiden to requite you well.


    But now unrobe yourself: for I


    Must pray, ere yet in bed I lie.




    Quoth Christabel, so let it be!


    And as the lady bade, did she.


    Her gentle limbs did she undress,


    And lay down in her loveliness.




    But all this had given rise to so many different thoughts and feelings, that she could not compose herself for sleep, so she sits up in her bed to look at Geraldine who drew in her breath aloud, and unbound her cincture. Her silken robe and inner vest then drop to her feet, and she discovers her hideous form:




    A sight to dream of, not to tell!


    O shield her, shield sweet Christabel!


    Yet Geraldine nor speaks — nor stirs;


    Ah! what a stricken look was hers!




    She then lies down by the side of Christabel, and takes her to her arms, saying in a low voice these words:




    In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell,


    Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel!


    Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know tomorrow,


    This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow;


    But vainly thou warrest,


    For this is alone in


    Thy power to declare,


    That in the dim forest


    Thou heardst a low moaning,


    And found’st a bright lady, surpassingly fair


    And didst bring her home with thee in love and in charity,


    To shield her and shelter her from the damp air.




    The conclusion to part the first is a beautiful and well drawn picture, slightly recapitulating some of the circumstances of the opening of the poem.




    THE CONCLUSION TO PART THE FIRST.




    It was a lovely sight to see,


    The lady Christabel, when she


    Was praying at the old oak tree.


    Amid the jagged shadows


    Of mossy leafless boughs,


    Kneeling in the moonlight,


    To make her gentle vows;


    Her slender palms together prest,


    Heaving sometimes on her breast;


    Her face resigned to bliss or bale —


    Her face, oh call it fair, not pale,


    And both blue eyes more bright than clear,


    Each about to have a tear.




    With open eyes (ah woe is me!)


    Asleep and dreaming fearfully,


    Fearfully dreaming, yet I wis,


    Dreaming that alone which is —


    O sorrow and shame! Can this be she,


    The lady who knelt at the old oak tree?


    And lo! the worker of these harms,


    That holds the maiden in her arms,


    Seems to slumber still and mild


    As a mother with her child.




    A star hath set, a star hath risen,


    O Geraldine! since arms of thine


    Have been the lovely lady’s prison.


    O Geraldine! one hour was thine —


    Thou’st had thy will! By tairn and rill,


    The night-birds all that hour were still.




    At the ceasing of the spell, the joyousness of the birds is described, and also the awakening of Christabel as from a trance. — During this rest (her mother) the guardian angel is supposed to have been watching over her. But these passages could not escape coarse minded critics, who put a construction on them which never entered the mind of the author of Christabel, whose poems are marked by delicacy.




    The effects of the apparition of her mother, supposed to be seen by


    Christabel in a vision, are thus described:




    What if her guardian spirit ‘twere,


    What if she knew her mother near?


    But this she knows, in joys and woes,


    That saints will aid if men will call:


    For the blue sky bends over all!




    Here terminates the first canto.




    The passage from this sleep and the reappearance by daylight of


    Geraldine, has always been considered a masterpiece.




    The second part begins with a moral reflection, and introduces Sir Leoline, the father of Christabel, with the following observation, on his rising in the morning:




    Each matin bell, the Baron saith!


    Knells us back to a world of death.


    These words Sir Leoline first said


    When he rose and found his lady dead.


    These words Sir Leoline will say


    Many a morn to his dying day.




    After a popular custom of the country, the old bard Bracy is introduced. Geraldine rises, puts on her silken vestments — tricks her hair, and not doubting her spell, she awakens Christabel,




    ”Sleep you, sweet lady Christabel?


    I trust that you have rested well.”


    And Christabel awoke and spied


    The same who lay down by her side —


    O rather say, the same whom she


    Rais’d up beneath the old oak tree!


    Nay fairer yet, and yet more fair!


    For she belike hath drunken deep


    Of all the blessedness of sleep!


    And while she spake, her looks, her air


    Such gentle thankfulness declare;


    That (so it seem’d) her girded vests


    Grew tight beneath her heaving breasts.


    ”Sure I have sinn’d!” said Christabel,


    ”Now heaven be prais’d if all be well!”


    And in low faultering tones, yet sweet,


    Did she the lofty lady greet;


    With such perplexity of mind


    As dreams too lively leave behind.




    Christabel then leaves her couch, and having offered up her prayers, she leads fair Geraldine to meet the Baron. — They enter his presence room, when her father rises, and while pressing his daughter to his breast, he espies the lady Geraldine, to whom he gives such welcome as




    “Might beseem so bright a dame!”




    But when the Baron hears her tale, and her father’s name, the poet enquires feelingly:




    Why wax’d Sir Leoline so pale,


    Murmuring o’er the name again,


    Lord Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine?




    Alas! they had been friends in youth;


    But whispering tongues can poison truth;


    And constancy lives in realms above;


    And life is thorny; and youth is vain;


    And to be wroth with one we love,


    Doth work like madness in the brain.


    And thus it chanc’d, as I divine,


    With Roland and Sir Leoline.


    Each spake words of high disdain


    And insult to his heart’s best brother:


    They parted — never to meet again!


    But never either found another


    To free the hollow heart from paining —


    They stood aloof, the scars remaining,


    Like cliffs which had been rent asunder;


    A dreary sea now flows between; —


    But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder,


    Shall wholly do away, I ween,


    The marks of that which once hath been.




    Sir Leoline gazed for a moment on the face of Geraldine, and the youthful Lord of Tryermaine again came back upon his heart. He is then described as forgetting his age, and his noble heart swells with indignation.




    He then affectionately takes Geraldine in his arms, who meets the embrace:




    ”Prolonging it with joyous look,


    Which when she viewed, a vision fell


    Upon the soul of Christabel,


    The vision of fear, the touch and pain!


    She shrunk and shudder’d and saw again


    (Ah woe is me! Was it for thee,


    Thou gentle maid! such sights to see?)




    Geraldine then appears to her in her real character, (‘half’ human only,) the sight of which alarms Christabel. The Baron mistakes for jealousy this alarm in his daughter, which was induced by fear of Geraldine, and had been the sole cause of her unconsciously imitating the “hissing sound:”




    Whereat the Knight turn’d wildly round,


    And nothing saw, but his own sweet maid


    With eyes uprais’d, as one that pray’d.




    This touch, this sight passed away, and left in its stead the vision of her guardian angel (her mother) which had comforted her after rest, and having sought consolation in prayer, her countenance resumes its natural serenity and sweetness. The Baron surprised at these sudden transitions, exclaims,




    “What ails then my beloved child?”




    Christabel makes answer:




    ”All will yet be well!”


    I ween, she had no power to tell


    Aught else: so mighty was the spell.




    Yet the Baron seemed so captivated by Geraldine, as to “deem her a thing divine.” She pretended much sorrow, and feared she might have offended Christabel, praying with humility to be sent home immediately.




    ”Nay!


    Nay — by my soul!” said Leoline.


    ”Ho! — Bracy, the bard, the charge be thine!


    Go thou with music sweet and loud


    And take two steeds with trappings proud;


    And take the youth whom thou lov’st best


    To bear thy harp and learn thy song,


    And clothe you both in solemn vest


    And over the mountains haste along.




    He is desired to continue his way to the castle of Tryermaine. Bracy is thus made to act in a double capacity, as bard and herald: in the first, he is to announce to Lord Roland the safety of his daughter in Langdale Hall; in the second as herald to the Baron, he is to convey an apology according to the custom of that day,




    ”He bids thee come without delay,


    With all thy numerous array;


    And take thy lovely daughter home,


    And he will meet thee on the way,


    With all his numerous array;


    White with their panting palfrey’s foam,


    And by mine honour! I will say,


    That I repent me of the day;


    When I spake words of fierce disdain,


    To Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine! —


    For since that evil hour hath flown,


    Many a summer’s sun hath shone;


    Yet ne’er found I a friend again


    Like Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine.”


    The lady fell, and clasped his knees,


    Her face upraised, her eyes o’erflowing,


    And Bracy replied, with faltering voice,


    His gracious hail on all bestowing: —


    Thy words, thou sire of Christabel,


    Are sweeter than my harp can tell.


    Yet might I gain a boon of thee,


    This day my journey should not be,


    So strange a dream hath come to me:


    That I had vow’d with music loud


    To clear yon wood from thing unblest,


    Warn’d by a vision in my rest!




    The dream is then related by Bracy; it is an outline of the past, and a prophecy of the future. — The Baron listens with a smile, turns round, and looks at Geraldine,




    ”His eyes made up of wonder and love;


    And said in courtly accents fine,


    Sweet maid, Lord Roland’s beauteous dove,


    With arms more strong than harp or song,


    Thy sire and I will crush the snake!”


    He kissed her forehead as he spake,


    And Geraldine in maiden wise,


    Casting down her large bright eyes;


    With blushing cheek and courtesy fine,


    She turn’d her from Sir Leoline;


    Softly gathering up her train,


    That o’er her right arm fell again;


    And folded her arms across her chest,


    And couch’d her head upon her breast.


    And look’d askance at Christabel —


    Jesu, Maria, shield her well!




    Then takes place that extraordinary change which, being read in a party at Lord Byron’s, is said to have caused Shelley to faint:




    A snake’s small eye blinks dull and shy,


    And the lady’s eyes, they shrunk in her head,


    Each shrunk up to a serpent’s eye,


    And with somewhat of malice, and more of dread


    At Christabel she looked askance! —


    One moment, — and the sight was fled!


    But Christabel in dizzy trance,


    Stumbling on the unsteady ground —


    Shudder’d aloud, with a hissing sound;


    And Geraldine again turn’d round,


    And like a thing, that sought relief,


    Full of wonder and full of grief;


    She roll’d her large bright eyes divine,


    Wildly on Sir Leoline.




    The maid, alas! her thoughts are gone,


    She nothing sees — no sight but one!




    The look, those shrunken serpent eyes, had made such a deep impression on Christabel,




    That all her features were resign’d


    To the sole image in her mind:


    And passively did imitate


    That look of dull and treacherous hate.


    And thus she stood in dizzy trance,


    Still picturing that look askance.




    But when the trance was o’er, the maid


    Paus’d awhile and inly pray’d,


    ”By my mother’s soul do I entreat


    That thou this woman send away!”


    She said, and more she could not say,


    For what she knew she could not tell


    O’er master’d by the mighty spell.




    The poet now describes the Baron as suffering under the confused emotions of love for Christabel, and anger at her apparent jealousy, and the insult offered to the daughter of his friend, which so wrought upon him that,




    He roll’d his eye with stern regard


    Upon the gentle minstrel bard,


    And said in tones abrupt, austere —


    ”Why, Bracy? dost thou loiter here?


    ”I bade thee hence!” The bard obey’d,


    And turning from his own sweet maid,


    The aged knight, Sir Leoline


    Led forth the lady Geraldine!




    Here ends the second canto.




    In the conclusion to the second canto, he speaks of a child and its father’s fondness, so often expressed by “you little rogue,” “ you little rascal,” with an endearing kiss, says:




    A little child, a limber elf,


    Singing, dancing to itself;


    A fairy thing with red round cheeks,


    That always finds and never seeks;


    Makes such a vision to the sight,


    As fills a father’s eyes with light;


    And pleasures flow in so thick and fast


    Upon his heart, that he at last


    Must needs express his love’s excess,


    With words of unmeant bitterness.




    The following relation was to have occupied a third and fourth canto, and to have closed the tale.




    Over the mountains, the Bard, as directed by Sir Leoline, “hastes” with his disciple; but in consequence of one of those inundations supposed to be common to this country, the spot only where the castle once stood is discovered, — the edifice itself being washed away. He determines to return. Geraldine being acquainted with all that is passing, like the Weird Sisters in Macbeth, vanishes. Reappearing, however, she waits the return of the Bard, exciting in the mean time, by her wily arts, all the anger she could rouse in the Baron’s breast, as well as that jealousy of which he is described to have been susceptible. The old Bard and the youth at length arrive, and therefore she can no longer personate the character of Geraldine, the daughter of Lord Roland de Vaux, but changes her appearance to that of the accepted though absent lover of Christabel. Next ensues a courtship most distressing to Christabel, who feels — she knows not why — great disgust for her once favoured knight. This coldness is very painful to the Baron, who has no more conception than herself of the supernatural transformation. She at last yields to her father’s entreaties, and consents to approach the altar with this hated suitor. The real lover returning, enters at this moment, and produces the ring which she had once given him in sign of her betrothment. Thus defeated, the supernatural being Geraldine disappears. As predicted, the castle bell tolls, the mother’s voice is heard, and to the exceeding great joy of the parties, the rightful marriage takes place, after which follows a reconciliation and explanation between the father and daughter.




    Lamb, who visited us soon after Coleridge’s death, and not long before his own, talking of the Christabel, observed, “I was very angry with Coleridge, when I first heard that he had written a second canto, and that he intended to finish it; but when I read the beautiful apostrophe to the two friends, it calmed me.” He was one of those who strongly recommended Coleridge to leave as a fragment what he had so beautifully begun. With the first edition of the Christabel was given Kubla Khan, the dream within a dream, written in harmonious and fluent rhythm. ‘The Pains of Sleep’ was also added. This is a poem communicating a portion of his personal sufferings. All these were published in 1816.




    In the introduction to ‘The Lay of the last Minstrel’, 1830, Sir


    Walter says,




    “Were I ever to take the unbecoming freedom of censuring a man of Mr. Coleridge’s extraordinary talents, it would be on account of the caprice and indolence with which he has thrown from him, as in mere wantonness, those unfinished scraps of poetry, which, like the Tasso of antiquity, defied the skill of his poetical brethren to complete them. The charming fragments which the author abandons to their fate, are surely too valuable to be treated like the proofs of careless engravers, the sweepings of whose studies often make the fortune of some pains-taking collector. And in a note to the Abbot, alluding to Coleridge’s beautiful and tantalizing fragment of Christabel, he adds, Has not our own imaginative poet cause to fear that future ages will desire to summon him from his place of rest, as Milton longed




    ’To call up him who left half told


    The story of Cambuscam bold.’”




    Since writing the preceding pages, I have met with a critique on the Christabel, written immediately after it was published, from which I select a few passages, in the hope that they may further interest the admirers of this poem:




    ‘The publication of Christabel cannot be an indifferent circumstance to any true lover of poetry — it is a singular monument of genius, and we doubt whether the fragmental beauty that it now possesses can be advantageously exchanged for the wholeness of a finished narrative. In its present form it lays irresistible hold of the imagination. It interests even by what it leaves untold. — The story is like a dream of lovely forms, mixed with strange and indescribable terrors. The scene, the personages, are those of old romantic superstition; but we feel intimate with them, as if they were of our own day, and of our own neighbourhood. It is impossible not to suppose that we have known “sweet Christabel,” from the time when she was “a fairy thing, with red round cheeks,” till she had grown up, through all the engaging prettinesses of childhood, and the increasing charms of youth, to be the pure and dignified creature, which we find her at the opening of the poem. The scene is laid at midnight, in the yet leafless wood, a furlong from the castle-gate of the rich Baron Sir Leoline, whose daughter, “the lovely Lady Christabel,” has come, in consequence of a vow, to pray at the old oak tree, “for the weal of her lover that’s far away.” In the midst of her orisons she is suddenly alarmed by a moaning near her, which turns out to be the complaint of the Lady Geraldine, who relates, that she had been carried off by warriors, and brought to this wild wood, where they had left her with intent quickly to return. This story of Geraldine’s easily obtains credence from the unsuspecting Christabel, who conducts her secretly to a chamber in the castle. There the mild and beautiful Geraldine seems transformed in language and appearance to a sorceress, contending with the spirit of Christabel’s deceased mother for the mastery over her daughter; but Christabel’s lips are sealed by a spell. What she knows she cannot utter; and scarcely can she herself believe that she knows it.




    On the return of morning, Geraldine, in all her pristine beauty, accompanies the innocent but perplexed Christabel to the presence of the Baron, who is delighted when he learns that she is the daughter of his once loved friend, Sir Roland de Vaux, of Tryermaine. — We shall not pursue the distress of Christabel, the mysterious warnings of Bracy the Bard, the assumed sorrow of Geraldine, or the indignation of Sir Leoline, at his daughter’s seemingly causeless jealousy — what we have principally to remark with respect to the tale is, that, wild and romantic and visionary as it is, it has a truth of its own, which seizes on and masters the imagination from the beginning to the end. The poet unveils with exquisite skill the finer ties of imagination and feeling by which they are linked to the human heart.




    The elements of our sensibility, to all that concerns fair Christabel, are of the purest texture; they are not formally announced in a set description, but they accompany and mark her every movement throughout the piece — Incessu patuit Dea. — She is the support of her noble father’s declining age — sanctified by the blessing of her departed mother — the beloved of a valorous and absent knight — the delight and admiration of an inspired bard — she is a being made up of tenderness, affection, sweetness, piety! There is a fine discrimination in the descriptions of Christabel and Geraldine, between the lovely and the merely beautiful. There is a moral sensitiveness about Christabel, which none but a true poet could seize. It would be difficult to find a more delicate touch of this kind in any writer, than her anxious exclamation when, in passing the hall with Geraldine, a gleam bursts from the dying embers.




    Next in point of merit to the power which Mr. Coleridge has displayed, in interesting us by the moral beauty of his heroine, comes the skill with which he has wrought the feelings and fictions of superstition into shape. The witchlike Geraldine lying down by the side of Christabel, and uttering the spell over her, makes the reader thrill with indefinable horror.




    We find another striking excellence of this poem, and which powerfully affects every reader, by placing, as it were before his eyes, a distinct picture of the events narrated, with all their appendages of sight and sound — the dim forest — the massive castle-gate — the angry moan of the sleeping mastiff — the sudden flash of the dying embers — the echoing hall — the carved chamber, with its curious lamp — in short, all that enriches and adorns this tale, with a luxuriance of imagination seldom equalled.’




    Whilst in the full enjoyment of his creative powers, Coleridge wrote in a letter to a friend the following critique on “the Hymn before Sunrise in the Vale of Chamouni,” which is supposed to have been composed about the time of the Christabel, though not published till 1816, in the Sibylline Leaves. It will serve to shew how freely he assented to the opinions of his friends, and with what candour he criticised his own poems, recording his opinions whether of censure or of praise: —




    “In a copy of verses, entitled ‘a Hymn before Sunrise in the Vale of Chamouni,’ I describe myself under the influence of strong devotional feelings, gazing on the mountain, till as if it had been a shape emanating from and sensibly representing her own essence, my soul had become diffused through the mighty vision and there,




    ‘As in her natural form, swell’d vast to Heaven.’




    Mr. Wordsworth, I remember, censured the passage as strained and unnatural, and condemned the hymn in toto, (which, nevertheless, I ventured to publish in my ‘Sibylline Leaves,’) as a specimen of the mock sublime. It may be so for others, but it is impossible that I should myself find it unnatural, being conscious that it was the image and utterance of thoughts and emotions in which there was no mockery. Yet, on the other hand, I could readily believe that the mood and habit of mind out of which the hymn rose, that differs from Milton’s and Thomson’s and from the psalms, the source of all three, in the author’s addressing himself to ‘individual’ objects actually present to his senses, while his great predecessors apostrophize ‘classes’ of things presented by the memory, and generalized by the understanding; — I can readily believe, I say, that in this there may be too much of what our learned ‘med’ciners’ call the ‘idiosyncratic’ for true poetry. — For, from my very childhood, I have been accustomed to ‘abstract’, and as it were, unrealize whatever of more than common interest my eyes dwelt on, and then by a sort of transfusion and transmission of my consciousness to identify myself with the object; and I have often thought within the last five or six years, that if ever I should feel once again the genial warmth and stir of the poetic impulse, and refer to my own experiences, I should venture on a yet stranger and wilder allegory than of yore — that I would allegorize myself as a rock, with its summit just raised above the surface of some bay or strait in the Arctic Sea, ‘while yet the stern and solitary night brooked no alternate sway’ — all around me fixed and firm, methought, as my own substance, and near me lofty masses, that might have seemed to ‘hold the moon and stars in fee,’ and often in such wild play with meteoric lights, or with the quiet shine from above, which they made rebound in sparkles, or dispand in off-shoot, and splinters, and iridiscent needle shafts of keenest glitter, that it was a pride and a place of healing to lie, as in an apostle’s shadow, within the eclipse and deep substance-seeming gloom of ‘these dread ambassadors from earth to heaven, great hierarchs!’ And though obscured, yet to think myself obscured by consubstantial forms, based in the same foundation as my own. I grieved not to serve them — yea, lovingly and with gladsomeness I abased myself in their presence: for they are my brothers, I said, and the mastery is theirs by right of older birth, and by right of the mightier strivings of the hidden fire that uplifted them above me.”




    This poem has excited much discussion, and many individuals have expressed different opinions as to its origin. Some assert that it is borrowed from our own great poets; whilst German readers say, that it is little more than a free translation from a poem of Frederica Brun. That it is founded on Frederica Brun’s poem cannot be doubted; but those who compare the two poems must at once feel, that to call Coleridge’s a translation, containing as it does new thoughts, exciting different feelings, and being in fact a new birth, a glorification of the original, would be a misuse of words. I insert the following note of Coleridge’s, which appears applicable to the subject:




    “In looking at objects of nature, while I am thinking, as at yonder moon dim-glimmering through the dewy window-pane, I seem rather to be seeking, as it were ‘asking’, a symbolical language for something within me that already and for ever exists, than observing any thing new. Even when that latter is the case, yet still I have always an obscure feeling, as if that new phoenomenon were the dim awaking of a forgotten or hidden truth of my inner nature. — It is still interesting as a word, a symbol! It is the [Greek: logos], the Creator! and the Evolver! What is the right, the virtuous feeling and consequent action, when a man having long meditated and perceived a certain truth finds another, a foreign writer, who has handled the same with an approximation to the truth, as he had previously conceived it? Joy! Let truth make her voice audible! While I was preparing the pen to write this remark I lost the train of thought which had led me to it. I meant to have asked something else, now forgotten for the above answers itself — it needed no new answer, I trust, in my heart.”




    ‘15th April, 1805’.




    Coleridge, who was an honest man, was equally honest in literature; and had he thought himself indebted to any other author, he would have acknowledged the same.




    Born a poet, and a philosopher, by reflection, the mysterious depths of nature and the enquiry into these depths were among his chief delights. And from boyhood he had felt that it was the business of this life, to prepare for that which is to come. His schoolfellow, Lamb, also observed, that from his youth upward, “he hungered for eternity,” sincerely and fervently praying to be so enlightened as to attain it.




    Though usually described “as doing nothing,”—”an idler,” “a dreamer,” and by many such epithets — he sent forth works which, though they had cost him years of thought, never brought him any suitable return. In a note written in 1825, speaking of himself, he says,




    “A man of letters, friendless, because of no faction: repeatedly, and in strong language inculpated of hiding his light under a bushel, yet destined to see publication after publication abused by the Edinburgh Review, as the representative of one party, and not even noticed by the Quarterly Review, as the representative of the other — and to receive as the meed of his labours for the cause of freedom against despotism and jacobinism, of the church against infidelity and schism; and of principle against fashion and sciolism, slander, loss, and embarrassment.”




    If, however, we were to collect the epithets applied to Milton in his time, they would now appear incredible; — so when the misconceptions arising from slander shall have ceased, the name of Coleridge will be enrolled among those of our most illustrious men. The poet has said of Gay, “in wit, a ‘man’; simplicity, a ‘child’.”




    But such was the extent and grasp of Coleridge’s intellectual powers, that of him it may be said, “In wit, a giant; in simplicity, a very child.” Though conscious of his own powers, with other men, he walked most humbly, and whatever their station or acquirements, he would talk to them as equals. He seemed but slightly connected with the things of the world, for which, save the love of those dear to him, he cared but little, living in this affection for his friends, and always feeling and acting in the spirit of that humility he has so beautifully described. “That humility which is the mother of charity,” and which was inwoven in his being, revealing itself in all his intercourse throughout the day — for he looked on man as God’s creature. All that he thought and taught was put forth in the same spirit and with the strongest sense of duty, so that they might learn of him with pleasure. Whatever be considered the faulty part of his own character, he freely acknowledged to others, with an admonition to avoid the like. His sensitive nature induced a too great proneness to a self-accusing spirit; yet in this was there no affected humility, though it might unfortunately dispose some to think evil of him where little or none existed, or form an excuse to others for their neglect of him. With respect to other men, however, all his feelings and judgments ever gave proof of the very reverse. The natural piety of his mind, led him most frequently to dwell on the thought of time and eternity, and was the cause of his discussions ‘ending’ generally with theology.




    During the first week of his residence at Highgate, he conversed frequently on the Trinity and on Unitarianism, and in one of these conversations, his eye being attracted by a large cowry, very handsomely spotted:




    “Observe,” said he, “this shell, and the beauty of its exterior here pourtrayed. Reverse it and place it to your ear, you will find it empty, and a hollow murmuring sound issuing from the cavity in which the animal once resided. This shell, with all its beautiful spots, was secreted by the creature when living within it, but being plucked out, nothing remains save the hollow sound for the ear. Such is Unitarianism; it owes any beauty it may have left to the Christianity from which it separated itself. The teachers of Unitarianism have severed from ‘their’ Christianity its ‘Life’, by removing the doctrine of St. John; and thus mutilated, ‘they’ call the residue the religion of Christ, implying the whole of the system, but omitting in their teaching the doctrine of redemption.”




    This illustration reminds me of what took place between two men well known in the literary world, who were at a dinner party together, both dissenters, — one a Unitarian. In the evening, tea was brought on a large silver waiter. They were popular writers of the day. One of them observing the salver facetiously cried out, “See how we authors swim.” “Read the inscription on it,” said the kindhearted Unitarian: his friend did so, and seeing that it had been presented in token of satisfaction for his friend’s labours in the “Improved Version of the New Testament,” emphatically exclaimed, “Take it away! I am a Unitarian, because I am a Trinitarian; you have hitherto at least adopted a misnomer.” Twenty-five years since the Unitarians were of two creeds; one class materialists, the other immaterialists, but both agreeing that Christ was only an inspired ‘man’. If I am rightly informed, they are not more orthodox at the present day.




    When Coleridge was among the Unitarians, his deeper course of reasoning had not yet commenced. During his school education he became a Socinian; the personality of the Trinity had staggered him, and he in consequence preached for a short time at different Unitarian meetings; but in the course of examination, he found that the doctrines he had to deliver were mere moral truths, while he was “craving for a ‘faith’,” his heart being with Paul and John, though his head was with Spinoza. In after life, speaking of his conversion to Christianity, he often repeated — He did not believe in the Trinity, because to him at that time, the belief seemed contradictory to reason and scripture. “What care I,” said he, “for Rabbi Paul, or Rabbi John, if they be opposed to moral sense.” This was going a step beyond the Socinians, but this step was the means of his being reclaimed from error, for having by his course of reasoning gradually diminished “even this faith,” that which remained with him was so small, that it altogether sank into unbelief; and he then felt compelled to retrace his steps from the point whence he had started. Led by further enquiries after truth, deeper meditation revealed to him the true value of the scriptures; and at the same time his philosophic views enlarging, he found that the doctrine of the Trinity was not contrary to reason — to reason in its highest sense; and he then discovered how far he had misbelieved, or had been, as he stated, puffed up by Socinian views. On quitting Shrewsbury and returning to Bristol, he seceded from the Unitarians, and observed, that if they had attempted to play the same tricks with a neighbour’s will, which they had done with the New Testament, they would deserve to be put in the pillory. He continued attached to the writings of St. John and St. Paul, for thirty-four years of his life, and having grown in strength with increase of years, he died in the faith of these apostles. And yet but lately did it appear in print, that “he was ever shifting his opinions.”




    When at Cambridge, his acquaintance with Mr. Frend led him to study the philosophy of Hartley, and he became one of his disciples. Perhaps the love of Coleridge for his college, “the ever honoured Jesus,” might have had some share in the cause of his early predilection in favour of Hartley. He too was the son of a clergyman, was admitted to Jesus at the age of fifteen, and became a fellow in 1705. According to the account given of him by his biographer, Coleridge in several respects seems to have resembled him. All his early studies were intended to fit him for the church, but scruples arose in his mind, because he could not conscientiously subscribe to the thirty-nine articles: he therefore gave up all thoughts of the clerical profession, and entered the medical, for which, as Coleridge himself states, he also had had the most ardent desire. Hartley, when he had taken his degree, practised physic; and his knowledge, his general acquirements, his sensibility, and his benevolence, made him an ornament to the profession. In this profession too, Coleridge, had circumstances allowed him to enter it, must have been preeminent. Hartley, like Coleridge, was formed for sympathy and all the charities of life — his countenance was benign — his manners were gentle — and his eloquence pathetic and commanding. He first practised at Newark, and afterwards removed to Bury St. Edmonds, where he ended his career, dying in 1757, at the age of fifty-two. He was much afflicted with stone, and was in part the means of procuring from the government five thousand pounds for Mrs. Stevens, as a reward for the secret of preparing the solvent, sold and advertised in her name. In 1740, he published the work on which his fame rests, under the title of ‘Observations on Man, his frame, his duty, and his expectations.’ In it he expounded his doctrine of vibrations, and attempted by reasoning to explain the origin and propagation of sensation, built on gratuitous assumption of certain vibrations of the brain and nerves, coupled by association. Coleridge on his visit to Germany, soon made himself master of this subject. In his Biographia Literaria, he devotes a chapter to the examination of the work, and having seen the hollowness of the argument, abandoned it. While in Germany, Coleridge also studied Des Cartes, and saw the source of Locke’s Theory, from which he entirely differed. He next turned his attention to Spinoza, but with a mind so logically formed, and so energetic in the search after truth, it was impossible for him to dwell long on a philosophy thus constructed — and Coleridge was still left to yearn for a resting place on which to base his faith. After he had successively studied in the schools of Locke, Berkeley, Leibnitz, and Hartley, and could find in one of them an abiding place for his reason;




    “I began,” says he, “to ask myself, Is a system of philosophy, as differing from mere history and classification, possible? If possible, what are its necessary conditions? I was for a while disposed to answer the first question in the negative, and to admit that the sole practicable employment for the human mind was to observe, to recollect, and to classify. Christianity however is not a theory, or a speculation, but a life — not a philosophy of life, but a life and a living process.”




    Spinoza being one of the writers which Coleridge, in his passage from Socinianism to Christianity, had studied, the reader will probably be interested with the following note, written by himself on the subject:




    “Paradoxical, as it assuredly is, I am convinced that Spinoza’s innocence and virtue, guarded and matured into invincible habit of being, by a life of constant meditation and of intellectual pursuit, were the conditions or temptations, ‘sine quibus non’ of his forming and maintaining a system subversive of all virtue. He saw so clearly the ‘folly’ and ‘absurdity’ of wickedness, and felt so weakly and languidly the passions tempting to it, that he concluded, that nothing was wanting to a course of well-doing, but clear conceptions and the ‘fortitudo intellectualis’; while his very modesty, a prominent feature in his character, rendered him, as it did Hartley, less averse to the system of necessity. Add to these causes his profound admiration of pure mathematics, and the vast progress made in it so unspeakably beneficial to mankind, their bodies as well as souls, and souls as well as bodies; the reflection that the essence of mathematical science consists in discovering the absolute properties of forms and proportions, and how pernicious a bewilderment was produced in this ‘sublime’ science by the wild attempt of the Platonists, especially the later (though Plato himself is far from blameless in this respect,) to explain the ‘final’ cause of mathematical ‘figures’ and of numbers, so as to subordinate them to a principle of origination out of themselves; and the further comparison of the progress of this SCIENCE, (‘pura Mathesis’) which excludes all consideration of final cause, with the unequal and equivocal progress of those branches of literature which rest on, or refer to final causes; and that the uncertainty and mixture with error, appeared in proportion to such reference — and if I mistake not, we shall have the most important parts of the history of Spinoza’s mind. It is a duty which we owe to truth, to distinguish Spinoza from the Voltaires, Humes, and the whole nest of ‘popular’ infidels, to make manifest how precious a thing is the sincere thirst of truth for the sake of truth undebased by vanity, appetite, and the ambition of forming a sect of ‘arguescents’ and trumpeters — and that it is capable, to a wonderful degree, of rendering innoxious the poisonous pangs of the worst errors — nay, heaven educing good out of the very evil — the important advantages that have been derived from such men. Wise and good men would never have seen the true basis and bulwark of the right cause, if they had not been made to know and understand the whole weight and possible force of the wrong cause; nor would have even purified their own system from these admissions, on which the whole of Spinozism is built, and which admissions were common to all parties, and therefore fairly belonging to Spinoza. — Now I affirm that none but an eminently pure and benevolent mind could have constructed and perfected such a system as that of the ethics of Spinoza. Bad hearted men always ‘hate’ the religion and morality which they attack — but hatred dims and ‘inturbidates’ the logical faculties. There is likewise a sort of lurking terror in such a heart, which renders it far too painful to keep a steady gaze on the being of God and the existence of immortality — they dare only attack it as Tartars, a hot valiant inroad, and then they scour off again. Equally painful is self-examination, for if the wretch be ‘callous’, the ‘facts’ of psychology will not present themselves — if not, who could go on year after year in a perpetual process of deliberate self-torture and shame. The very torment of the process would furnish facts subversive of the system, for which the process was instituted. The mind would at length be unable to disguise from itself the unequivocal ‘fact’ of its own shame and remorse, and this once felt and distinctly acknowledged, Spinozism is blown up as by a mine.”




    Coleridge had a great abhorrence of vice, and Spinoza having, in his writings, strongly marked its debasing effects, he was from sympathy on these points led to study his philosophy: but when on further research, he discovered that his ethics led to Pantheism and ended in the denial of the Deity — he abandoned these views, and gave up the study of Spinoza. Perhaps the contemplation of such writers led him to compose the following lines:




    But some there are who deem themselves most free,


    When they within this gross and visible sphere


    Chain down the winged thought, scoffing ascent,


    Proud in their meanness: and themselves they cheat


    With noisy emptiness of learned phrase,


    Their subtle fluids, impacts, essences,


    Self-working tools, uncaused effects, and all


    Those blind Omniscients, those Almighty slaves,


    Untenanting creation of its GOD.




    SIBYLLINE LEAVES — (‘Destiny of Nations’.)




    The errors of this writer, however, as before observed, produced this great advantage; he recommenced his studies with greater care and increased ardour, and in the Gospel of St. John, discovered the truth — the truth, as Wordsworth powerfully sings,




    ”That flashed upon that inward eye,


    Which is the bliss of solitude.”




    Having now discovered in the Scriptures this truth, to him at that time new and important, he pursued his philosophical researches — continually finding what he sought for in the one, borne out and elucidated by the other.




    After he had corrected the proof sheets of the ‘Christabel’, the


    ‘Sibylline Leaves’, and the ‘Biographia Literaria’; they were brought to


    London, and published by Rest Fenner, Paternoster Row.




    One of those periodical distresses, which usually visit this country about once in nine years, took place about this time, 1816, — and he was in consequence requested by his publisher to write on the subject. He therefore composed two Lay Sermons, addressed to the higher and to the middle classes of society, and had the intention of addressing a third to the lower classes. The first sermon he named “the Statesman’s Manual, or the Bible the best guide to political skill and foresight.” The pamphlet was as might have been expected, “cut up.” He was an unpopular writer on an unpopular subject. Time was, when reviews directed the taste of the reading public, now, on the contrary, they judge it expedient to follow it.




    But it may be well to place before the reader the expression of Coleridge’s own feelings, written after these several attacks, it may also serve to show the persecution to which he was liable:




    “I published a work a large portion of which was professedly metaphysical. (First Lay Sermon.)




    A delay,” said he, “occurred between its first annunciation and its appearance; and it was reviewed by anticipation with a malignity, so avowedly and so exclusively personal, as is, I believe, unprecedented even in the present contempt of all common humanity that disgraces and endangers the liberty of the press. ‘After’ its appearance the author of this lampoon was chosen to review it in the Edinburgh Review: and under the single condition, that he should have written what he himself really thought, and have criticised the work as he would have done had its author been indifferent to him, I should have chosen that man myself, both from the vigour and the originality of his mind, and from his particular acuteness in speculative reasoning, before all others. But I can truly say, that the grief with which I read this rhapsody of predetermined insult, had the rhapsodist himself for its whole and sole object: and that the indignant contempt which it excited in me was as exclusively confined to his employer and suborner. I refer to this Review at present, in consequence of information having been given me, that the innuendo of my ‘potential infidelity,’ grounded on one passage of my first Lay Sermon, has been received and propagated with a degree of credence, of which I can safely acquit the originator of the calumny. I give the sentences as they stand in the Sermon, premising only that I was speaking exclusively of miracles worked for the outward senses of men. It was only to overthrow the usurpation exercised in and through the senses, that the senses were miraculously appealed to. REASON AND RELIGION ARE THEIR OWN EVIDENCE. The natural sun is in this respect a symbol of the spiritual: Ere he is fully arisen, and while his glories are still under veil, he calls up the breeze to chase away the usurping vapours of the night season, and thus converts the air itself into the minister of its own purification: not surely in proof or elucidation of the light from heaven, but to prevent its interception. Wherever, therefore, similar circumstances coexist with the same moral causes, the principles revealed, and the examples recorded, in the inspired writings, render miracles superfluous: and if we neglect to apply truths in the expectation of wonders, or under pretext of the cessation of the latter, we tempt God and merit the same reply which our Lord gave to the Pharisees on a like occasion.’




    In the sermon and the notes both the historical truth and the necessity of the miracles are strongly and frequently asserted. ‘The testimony of books of history (namely, relatively to the signs and wonders with which Christ came,) is one of the strong and stately ‘pillars’ of the church; but it is not the ‘foundation’.’ Instead, therefore, of defending myself, which I could easily effect by a series of passages, expressing the same opinion, from the fathers and the most eminent protestant divines, from the Reformation to the Revolution, I shall merely state what my belief is, concerning the true evidences of Christianity.




    1st. Its consistency with right reason, I consider as the outer court of the temple, the common area within which it stands.




    2ndly. The miracles, with and through which the religion was first revealed and attested, I regard as the steps, the vestibule, the portal of the temple.




    3rdly. The sense, the inward feeling, in the soul of each believer, of its exceeding ‘desirableness’ — the experience, that he ‘needs’ something, joined with the strong foretokening, that the redemption and the graces propounded to us in Christ are ‘what’ he needs — this I hold to be the true foundation of the spiritual edifice.




    With the strong ‘a priori’ probability that flows in from 1 and 3, on the correspondent historical evidence of 2, no man can refuse or neglect to make the experiment without guilt. But,




    4thly, it is the experience derived from a practical conformity to the conditions of the gospel — it is the opening eye; the dawning light; the terrors and the promises of spiritual growth; the blessedness of loving God as God, the nascent sense of sin hated as sin, and of the incapability of attaining to either without Christ; it is the sorrow that still rises up from beneath, and the consolation that meets it from above; the bosom treacheries of the principal in the warfare, and the exceeding faithfulness and long-suffering of the uninterested ally; — in a word, it is the actual trial of the faith in Christ, with its accompaniments and results, that must form the arched roof, and the faith itself is the completing keystone. In order to an efficient belief in Christianity, a man must have been a Christian, and this is the seeming argumentum in circulo, incident to all spiritual truths, to every subject not presentable under the forms of time and space, as long as we attempt to master by the reflex acts of the understanding, what we can only ‘know’ by the act of ‘becoming’. ‘Do the will of my Father, and ye shall know whether I am of God.’




    These four evidences I believe to have been, and still to be, for the world, for the whole church, all necessary, all equally necessary; but that at present, and for the majority of Christians born in Christian countries, I believe the third and the fourth evidences to be the most operative, not as superseding, but as involving a glad undoubting faith in the two former. Credidi, ideóque intellexi, appears to me the dictate equally of philosophy and religion, even as I believe redemption to be the antecedent of sanctification, and not its consequent. All spiritual predicates may be construed indifferently as modes of action, or as states of being. Thus holiness and blessedness are the same idea, now seen in relation to act, and now to existence.”




    Biog. Liter. Vol. ii. p. 303.




    His next publication was the ‘Zapolya’, which had a rapid sale, and he then began a second edition of the ‘Friend’ — if, indeed, as he observes,




    “a work, the greatest part of which is new in substance, and the whole in form and arrangement, can be described as an edition of the former.”




    At the end of the autumn of 1817, Coleridge issued the following prospectus, and hoped by delivering the proposed lectures to increase his utility; they required efforts indeed which he considered it a duty to make, notwithstanding his great bodily infirmities, and the heartfelt sorrow by which he had, from early life, been more or less oppressed: —




    “There are few families, at present, in the higher and middle classes of English society, in which literary topics and the productions of the Fine Arts, in some one or other of their various forms, do not occasionally take their turn in contributing to the entertainment of the social board, and the amusement of the circle at the fireside. The acquisitions and attainments of the intellect ought, indeed, to hold a very inferior rank in our estimation, opposed to moral worth, or even to professional and specific skill, prudence, and industry. But why should they be opposed, when they may be made subservient merely by being subordinated? It can rarely happen that a man of social disposition; altogether a stranger to subjects of taste (almost the only ones on which persons of both sexes can converse with a common interest), should pass through the world without at times feeling dissatisfied with himself. The best proof of this is to be found in the marked anxiety which men, who have succeeded in life without the aid of these accomplishments, shew in securing them to their children. A young man of ingenuous mind will not wilfully deprive himself of any species of respect. He will wish to feel himself on a level with the average of the society in which he lives, though he may be ambitious of ‘distinguishing’ himself only in his own immediate pursuit or occupation.




    Under this conviction, the following Course of Lectures was planned. The several titles will best explain the particular subjects and purposes of each; but the main objects proposed, as the result of all, are the two following:




    I. To convey, in a form best fitted to render them impressive at the time, and remembered afterwards, rules and principles of sound judgment, with a kind and degree of connected information, such as the hearers, generally speaking, cannot be supposed likely to form, collect, and arrange for themselves, by their own unassisted studies. It might be presumption to say, that any important part of these Lectures could not be derived from books; but none, I trust, in supposing, that the same information could not be so surely or conveniently acquired from such books as are of commonest occurrence, or with that quantity of time and attention which can be reasonably expected, or even wisely desired, of men engaged in business and the active duties of the world.




    II. Under a strong persuasion that little of real value is derived by persons in general from a wide and various reading; but still more deeply convinced as to the actual ‘mischief’ of unconnected and promiscuous reading, and that it is sure, in a greater or less degree, to enervate even where it does not likewise inflate; I hope to satisfy many an ingenuous mind, seriously interested in its own development and cultivation, how moderate a number of volumes, if only they be judiciously chosen, will suffice for the attainment of every wise and desirable purpose: that is, ‘in addition’ to those which he studies for specific and professional purposes. It is saying less than the truth to affirm, that an excellent book (and the remark holds almost equally good of a Raphael as of a Milton) is like a well-chosen and well-tended fruit-tree. Its fruits are not of one season only. With the due and natural intervals, we may recur to it year after year, and it will supply the same nourishment and the same gratification, if only we ourselves return with the same healthful appetite.




    The subjects of the Lectures are indeed very ‘different’, but not (in the strict sense of the term) ‘diverse’: they are ‘various’, rather than ‘miscellaneous’. There is this bond of connexion common to them all, — that the mental pleasure which they are calculated to excite is not dependant on accidents of fashion, place or age, or the events or the customs of the day; but commensurate with the good sense, taste, and feeling, to the cultivation of which they themselves so largely contribute, as being all in ‘kind’, though not all in the same ‘degree’, productions of GENIUS.




    What it would be arrogant to promise, I may yet be permitted to hope, — that the execution will prove correspondent and adequate to the plan. Assuredly my best efforts have not been wanting so to select and prepare the materials, that, at the conclusion of the Lectures, an attentive auditor, who should consent to aid his future recollection by a few notes taken either during each Lecture or soon after, would rarely feel himself, for the time to come, excluded from taking an intelligent interest in any general conversation likely to occur in mixed society.




    S.T. COLERIDGE.”




    SYLLABUS OF THE COURSE.




    LECTURE I. ‘Tuesday Evening, January’ 27, 1818. — On the manners, morals, literature, philosophy, religion, and the state of society in general, in European Christendom, from the eighth to the fifteenth century (that is, from A.D. 700 to A.D. 1400), more particularly in reference to England, France, Italy, and Germany: in other words, a portrait of the (so called) dark ages of Europe.




    II. On the tales and metrical romances common, for the most part, to England, Germany, and the North of France; and on the English songs and ballads; continued to the reign of Charles the First. — A few selections will be made from the Swedish, Danish, and German languages, translated for the purpose by the Lecturer.




    III. Chaucer and Spenser; of Petrarch; of Ariosto, Pulci, and Boiardo.




    IV. V. and VI. On the Dramatic Works of SHAKSPEARE. In these Lectures will be comprised the substance of Mr. Coleridge’s former Courses on the same subject, enlarged and varied by subsequent study and reflection.




    VII. On Ben Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, and Massinger; with the probable causes of the cessation of Dramatic ‘Poetry’ in England with Shirley and Otway, soon after the Restoration of Charles the Second.




    VIII. Of the Life and ‘all’ the Works of CERVANTES, but chiefly of his Don Quixote. The Ridicule of Knight-Errantry shewn to have been but a secondary object in the mind of the Author, and not the principal Cause of the Delight which the Work continues to give in all Nations, and under all the Revolutions of Manners and Opinions.




    IX. On Rabelais, Swift, and Sterne: on the Nature and Constituents of genuine Humour, and on the Distinctions of the Humorous from the Witty, the Fanciful, the Droll, the Odd, &c.




    X. Of Donne, Dante, and Milton.




    XI. On the Arabian Nights Entertainments, and on the ‘romantic’ use of the supernatural in Poetry, and in works of fiction not poetical. On the conditions and regulations under which such Books may be employed advantageously in the earlier Periods of Education.




    XII. On tales of witches, apparitions, &c. as distinguished from the magic and magicians of asiatic origin. The probable sources of the former, and of the belief in them in certain ages and classes of men. Criteria by which mistaken and exaggerated facts may be distinguished from absolute falsehood and imposture. Lastly, the causes of the terror and interest which stories of ghosts and witches inspire, in early life at least, whether believed or not.




    XIII. On colour, sound, and form, in nature, as connected with POESY: the word, ‘Poesy’ used as the ‘generic’ or class term, including poetry, music, painting, statuary, and ideal architecture, as its species. The reciprocal relations of poetry and philosophy to each other; and of both to religion, and the moral sense.




    XIV. On the corruptions of the English language since the reign of Queen Anne, in our style of writing prose. A few easy rules for the attainment of a manly, unaffected, and pure language, in our genuine mother-tongue, whether for the purposes of writing, oratory, or conversation. Concluding Address.”




    These lectures, from his own account, were the most profitable of any he had before given, though delivered in an unfavorable situation; but being near the Temple, many of the students were his auditors. It was the first time I had ever heard him in public. He lectured from notes, which he had carefully made; yet it was obvious, that his audience was more delighted when, putting his notes aside, he spoke extempore; — many of these notes were preserved, and have lately been printed in the Literary Remains. In his lectures he was brilliant, fluent, and rapid; his words seemed to flow as from a person repeating with grace and energy some delightful poem. If, however, he sometimes paused, it was not for the want of words, but that he was seeking the most appropriate, or their most logical arrangement.




    The attempts to copy his lectures verbatim have failed, they are but comments. Scarcely in anything could he be said to be a mannerist, his mode of lecturing was his own. Coleridge’s eloquence, when he gave utterance to his rich thoughts, flowing like some great river, which winds its way majestically at its own “sweet will,” though occasionally slightly impeded by a dam formed from its crumbling banks, but over which the accumulated waters pass onward with increased force, so arrested his listeners, as at times to make them feel almost breathless. Such seemed the movement of Coleridge’s words in lecture or in earnest discourse, and his countenance retained the same charms of benignity, gentleness, and intelligence, though this expression varied with the thoughts he uttered, and was much modified by his sensitive nature. His quotations from the poets, of high character, were most feelingly and most luminously given, as by one inspired with the subject. In my early intimacy with this great man, I was especially struck with the store of knowledge he possessed, and on which I ever found one might safely rely. I begged him to inform me by what means the human mind could retain so much, to which he always gave the following answer:




    “The memory is of two kinds,” (a division I have ever found useful), “the one kind I designate the passive memory, the other the creative, with the first I retain the names of ‘things’, ‘figures’, and ‘numbers’, &c. and this in myself I believe to be very defective. With the other I recall facts, and theories, &c. by means of their law or their principle, and in tracing these, the images or facts present themselves to me.”




    Coleridge, as a motto to the first essay in ‘The Friend’, quotes the following observation from the life of Petrarch:




    “Believe me,” says this writer, “it requires no little confidence to promise help to the struggling, counsel to the doubtful, light to the blind, hope to the desponding, refreshment to the weary; these are great things if they are accomplished, trifles if they exist but in promise. I, however, aim not so much to prescribe a law for others, as to set forth the law of my own mind.” At this Coleridge always aimed, and continuing the quotation from Petrarch, “Let the man who shall approve of it, abide, and let him to whom it shall appear not reasonable, reject it. ‘Tis my earnest wish, I confess, to employ my understanding and acquirements in that mode and direction in which I may be able to benefit the largest number possible of my fellow-creatures.”




    Such was Coleridge’s wish, and with this view, and with this end, he constantly employed his time.




    His mind was occupied with serious thoughts — thoughts connected with the deep truths he was endeavouring to inculcate. His heart was from his early youth full of sympathy and love, and so remained till his latest hour. To his friend, when in trouble or sorrow, this sympathy and solace were freely given; and when he received, or thought he received, a benefit, or a kindness, his heart overflowed with gratitude — even slight services were sometimes overvalued by him. I have selected the following from among many letters written at different periods, as characteristic of the man, and evincing those religious, grateful, and affectionate feelings which are so strongly marked in all he has ever written, for, from his youth upward, he was wedded to the lovely and the beautiful. In his letters, these feelings were occasionally expressed with much liveliness, terseness, and originality.




    In doing this, I believe, I must anticipate some of the incidents of his life; the first letter written was addressed to a friend, who was in great anguish of mind from the sudden death of his mother, and was written thirty years before his decease:




    “Your letter, my friend, struck me with a mighty horror. It rushed upon me and stupified my feelings. You bid me write you a religious letter; I am not a man who would attempt to insult the greatness of your anguish by any other consolation. Heaven knows that in the easiest fortunes there is much dissatisfaction and weariness of spirit; much that calls for the exercise of patience and resignation; but in storms, like these, that shake the dwelling and make the heart tremble, there is no middle way between despair and the yielding up of the whole spirit unto the guidance of faith. And surely it is a matter of joy, that your faith in Jesus has been preserved; the Comforter that should relieve you is not far from you. But as you are a Christian, in the name of that Saviour, who was filled with bitterness and made drunken with wormwood, I conjure you to have recourse in frequent prayer to ‘his God and your God,’ the God of mercies, and father of all comfort. Your poor father is, I hope, almost senseless of the calamity; the unconscious instrument of Divine Providence knows it not, and your mother is in heaven. It is sweet to be roused from a frightful dream by the song of birds, and the gladsome rays of the morning. Ah, how infinitely more sweet to be awakened from the blackness and amazement of a sudden horror, by the glories of God manifest, and the hallelujahs of angels.




    As to what regards yourself, I approve altogether of your abandoning what you justly call vanities. I look upon you as a man, called by sorrow and anguish and a strange desolation of hopes into quietness, and a soul set apart and made peculiar to God; we cannot arrive at any portion of heavenly bliss without in some measure imitating Christ. And they arrive at the largest inheritance who imitate the most difficult parts of his character, and bowed down and crushed under foot, cry in fulness of faith, ‘Father, thy will be done.’




    I wish above measure to have you for a little while here — no visitants shall blow on the nakedness of your feelings — you shall be quiet, and your spirit may be healed. I see no possible objection, unless your father’s helplessness prevent you, and unless you are necessary to him. If this be not the case, I charge you write me that you will come.




    I charge you, my dearest friend, not to dare to encourage gloom or despair — you are a temporary sharer in human miseries, that you may be an eternal partaker of the Divine nature. I charge you, if by any means it be possible, come to me. I remain, your affectionate,




    S.T. COLERIDGE.”




    “MY DEAR SIR,




    Accept my thanks for your kind remembrance of me, and for the proof of it in the present of your tribute of friendship, I have read it with uninterrupted interest, and with satisfaction scarcely less continuous. In adding the three last words, I am taking the word satisfaction in its strictest sense: for had I written pleasure, there would have been no ground for the limitation. Indeed as it was, it is a being scrupulous over much. For at the two only passages at which I made a moment’s ‘halt’ (viz. p. 3, , and p. 53, last line but five,) she had seldom — oppressive awe, my not ‘objection’ but ‘stoppage’ at the latter amounted only to a doubt, a ‘quære’, whether the trait of character here given should not have been followed by some little comment, as for instance, that such a state of feeling, though not desirable in a regenerate person, in whom belief had wrought love, and love obedience, must yet be ranked amongst those constitutional differences that may exist between the best and wisest Christians, without any corresponding difference in their spiritual progress. One saint fixes his eyes on the ‘palm’, another saint thinks of the previous ‘conflict’, and closes them in prayer. Both are waters of the same fountain—’this’ the basin, ‘that’ the salient column, both equally dear to God, and both may be used as examples for men, the one to invite the thoughtless sceptic, the other to alarm the reckless believer. You will see, therefore, that I do not object to the sentence itself; but as a matter of ‘feeling’, it met me too singly and suddenly. I had not anticipated such a trait, and the surprise counterfeited the sensation of perplexity for a moment or two. On as little objection to any thing you have said, did the ‘desiderium’ the sense of not being quite satisfied, proceed in regard to the 44. p. 3. In the particular instance in the application of the sentiment, I found nothing to question or qualify. It was the rule or principle which a certain class of your readers might be inclined to deduce from it, it was the possible generalization of the particular instance that made me pause. I am jealous of the disposition to turn Christianity or Religion into a particular ‘business’ or line. ‘Well, Miss, how does your pencil go on, I was delighted with your last landscape.’ ‘Oh, sir, I have quite given ‘up’ that, I have got into the religious line.’ Now, my dear sir, the rule which I have deduced from the writings of St. Paul and St. John, and (permit me also to add) of Luther, would be this. Form and endeavour to strengthen into an habitual and instinct-like feeling, the sense of the utter incompatibility of Christianity with every thing wrong or unseemly, with whatever betrays or fosters the mind of flesh, the predominence of the ‘animal’ within us, by having habitually present to the mind, the full and lively conviction of its perfect compatibility with whatever is innocent of its harmony, with whatever contradistinguishes the HUMAN from the animal; of its sympathy and coalescence with the cultivation of the faculties, affections, and fruitions, which God hath made ‘peculiar’ to ‘man’, either wholly or in their ordained ‘combination’ with what is peculiar to humanity, the blurred, but not obliterated signatures of our original title deed, (and God said, man will we make in our own image.) What? — shall Christianity exclude or alienate us from those powers, acquisitions, and attainments, which Christianity is so preeminently calculated to elevate and enliven and sanctify?




    Far, very far, am I from suspecting in you, my dear sir, any participation in these prejudices of a shrivelled proselyting and censorious religionist. But a numerous and stirring faction there is, in the so called Religious Public, whose actual and actuating principles, with whatever vehemence they may disclaim it in words, is, that redemption is a something not yet effected — that there is neither sense nor force in our baptism — and that instead of the Apostolic command, ‘Rejoice, and again I say unto you, rejoice’; baptized Christians are to be put on sackcloth and ashes, and try, by torturing themselves and others, to procure a rescue from the devil. Again, let me thank you for your remembrance of me, and believe me from the hour we first met at Bristol, with esteem and regard,




    Your sincere friend,




    S. T. COLERIDGE.”




    Ramsgate, 28th Oct. 1822.




    DEAR FRIEND,




    Words I know are not wanted between you and me. But there are occasions so awful, there may be instances and manifestations of friendship so affecting, and drawing up with them so long a train from behind, so many folds of recollection as they come onward on one’s mind, that it seems but a mere act of justice to oneself, a debt we owe to the dignity of our moral nature to give them some record; a relief which the spirit of man asks and demands to contemplate in some outward symbol, what it is inwardly solemnizing. I am still too much under the cloud of past misgivings, too much of the stun and stupor from the recent peals and thunder-crush still remains, to permit me to anticipate others than by wishes and prayers. What the effect of your unwearied kindness may be on poor M.’s mind and conduct, I pray fervently, and I feel a cheerful trust that I do not pray in vain, that on my own mind and spring of action, it will be proved not to have been wasted. I do inwardly believe, that I shall yet do something to thank you, my dear — in the way in which you would wish to be thanked — by doing myself honour. — Dear friend and brother of my soul, God only knows how truly, and in the depth, you are loved and prized by your affectionate friend,




    S. T. COLERIDGE.”




    During the first lecture of the course in 1817, a young man of modest demeanor sent him a letter, and afterwards introduced himself, stating ti that he was a student in literature, and from his conversation, he struck Coleridge as one much more attached to the better part of our nature than to the love of gain. An intimacy consequently took place, and Coleridge addressed many letters to him, from which will be selected such as are critical or autobiographical. Fortunately they have been preserved, and are too valuable not to form a part of this volume.




    The following is an answer to the first letter Coleridge received from him:




    “Wednesday Morning, Jan. 28th, 1818.




    DEAR SIR,




    Your friendly letter was first delivered to me at the lecture-room door on yesterday evening, ten minutes before the lecture, and my spirits were so sadly depressed by the circumstance of my hoarseness, that I was literally incapable of reading it. I now express my acknowledgments, and with them the regret that I had not received the letter in time to have availed myself of it.




    When I was young I used to laugh at flattery, as, on account of its absurdity, I now abhor it, from my repeated observations of its mischievous effects. Amongst these, not the least is, that it renders honourable natures more slow and reluctant in expressing their real feelings in praise of the deserving, than, for the interests of truth and virtue, might be desired. For the weakness of our moral and intellectual being, of which the comparatively strongest are often the most, and the most painfully, conscious, needs the confirmation derived from the coincidence and sympathy of the friend, as much as the voice of honour within us denounces the pretences of the flatterer. Be assured, then, that I write as I think, when I tell you that, from the style and thoughts of your letter, I should have drawn a very different conclusion from that which you appear to have done, concerning both your talents and the cultivation which they have received. Both the matter and manner are manly, simple, and correct.




    Had I the time in my own power, compatibly with the performance of duties of immediate urgency, I would endeavour to give you, by letter, the most satisfactory answer to your questions that my reflections and the experience of my own fortunes could supply. But, at all events, I will not omit to avail myself of your judicious suggestion in my last lecture, in which it will form a consistent part of the subject and purpose of the discourse. Meantime, believe me, with great respect,




    Your obliged fellow-student of the true and the beseeming




    S. T. COLERIDGE.”




    “Sept. 20th, 1818.




    DEAR SIR,




    Those who have hitherto chosen to take notice of me, as known to them only by my public character, have for the greater part taken out, not, indeed, a poetical, but a critical, license to make game of me, instead of sending game to me. Thank heaven! I am in this respect more tough than tender. But, to be serious, I heartily thank you for your polite remembrance; and, though my feeble health and valetudinarian stomach force me to attach no little value to the present itself, I feel still more obliged by the kindness that prompted it.




    I trust that you will not come within the purlieus of Highgate without giving me the opportunity of assuring you personally that I am, with sincere respect,




    Your obliged,




    S. T. COLERIDGE.”




    Following the chronological order I proposed, I am led to speak again of Lamb, who having at this time collected many little poems and essays, scattered in different publications, he reprinted and published them in two small volumes, which he dedicated to Coleridge; and those of my readers who have not seen this work will, doubtless, find it interesting. The simplicity of this dedication, and above all the biographical portion of it, seem to render it appropriate to this work, and it is therefore subjoined.




    TO S. T. COLERIDGE, Esq.




    MY DEAR COLERIDGE,




    You will smile to see the slender labors of your friend designated by the title of ‘Works’; but such was the wish of the gentlemen who have kindly undertaken the trouble of collecting them, and from their judgment could be no appeal.




    It would be a kind of disloyalty to offer to any one but yourself, a volume containing the ‘early pieces’ which were first published among your poems, and were fairly derivatives from you and them. My friend Lloyd and myself came into our first battle (authorship is a sort of warfare) under cover of the greater Ajax. How this association, which shall always be a dear and proud recollection to me, came to be broken; — who snapped the threefold cord, — whether yourself (but I know that was not the case,) grew ashamed of your former companions, — or whether (which is by much the more probable) some ungracious bookseller was author of the separation, I cannot tell; — but wanting the support of your friendly elm, (I speak for myself,) my vine has, since that time, put forth few or no fruits; the sap (if ever it had any) has become in a manner dried up and extinct: and you will find your old associate in his second volume, dwindled into prose and criticism. Am I right in assuming this as the cause? or is it that, as years come upon us, (except with some more healthy-happy spirits,) life itself loses much of its poetry for us? we transcribe but what we read in the great volume of Nature: and, as the characters grow dim, we turn of and look another way. You, yourself, write no Christabels, nor Ancient Marriners, now. Some of the Sonnets, which shall be carelessly turned over by the general reader, may happily awaken in you remembrances, which I should be sorry should be ever totally extinct — the memory




    Of summer days and of delightful years.




    Even so far back as to those old suppers at our old —— Inn, when life was fresh, and topics exhaustless, — and you first kindled in me, if not the power, yet the love of poetry, and beauty and kindliness,




    What words have I heard Spoke at the Mermaid?




    The world has given you many a shrewd nip and gird since that time, but either my eyes are grown dimmer, or my old friend is the same, who stood before me three-and-twenty years ago — his hair a little confessing the hand of time, but still shrouding the same capacious brain, — his heart not altered, scarcely where it “alteration finds.”




    One piece, Coleridge, I have ventured to publish in its original form, though I have heard you complain of a certain over-imitation of the antique in the style. If I could see any way of getting rid of the objection, without rewriting it entirely, I would make some sacrifices. But when I wrote John Woodville, I never proposed to myself any distinct deviation from common English. I had been newly initiated in the writings of our elder dramatists; Beaumont, and Fletcher, and Massinger, were then a ‘first love’; and from what I was so freshly conversant in, what wonder if my language imperceptibly took a tinge? The very ‘time’, which I had chosen for my story, that which immediately followed the Restoration, seemed to require in an English play, that the English should be of rather an older cast, than that of the precise year in which it happened to be written. I wish it had not some faults which I can less vindicate than the language.




    I remain, my dear Coleridge, Yours, with unabated esteem, C. LAMB.




    In Feb. 1819, application was made to Mr. Coleridge to give a course of lectures at the Russell Institution, to which he sent the following reply, addressed to Mr. Britton:




    Highgate, 28th Feb., 1819.




    DEAR SIR,




    First permit me to remove a very natural, indeed almost inevitable, mistake, relative to my lectures; namely, that I ‘have’ them, or that the lectures of one place or season are in any way repeated in another. So far from it, that on any point that I had ever studied (and on no other should I dare discourse — I mean, that I would not lecture on any subject for which I had to ‘acquire’ the main knowledge, even though a month’s or three months’ previous time were allowed me; on no subject that had not employed my thoughts for a large portion of my life since earliest manhood, free of all outward and particular purpose) — on any point within my habit of thought, I should greatly prefer a subject I had never lectured on, to one which I had repeatedly given; and those who have attended me for any two seasons successively will bear witness, that the lecture given at the London Philosophical Society, on the ‘Romeo and Juliet’, for instance, was as different from that given at the Crown and Anchor, as if they had been by two individuals who, without any communication with each other, had only mastered the same principles of philosophical criticism. This was most strikingly evidenced in the coincidence between my lectures and those of Schlegel; such, and so close, that it was fortunate for my moral reputation that I had not only from five to seven hundred ear witnesses that the passages had been given by me at the Royal Institution two years before Schlegel commenced his lectures at Vienna, but that notes had been taken of these by several men and ladies of high rank. The fact is this; during a course of lectures, I faithfully employ all the intervening days in collecting and digesting the materials, whether I have or have not lectured on the same subject before, making no difference.




    The day of the lecture, till the hour of commencement, I devote to the consideration, what of the mass before me is best fitted to answer the purposes of a lecture, that is, to keep the audience awake and interested during the delivery, and to leave a sting behind, that is, a disposition to study the subject anew, under the light of a new principle. Several times, however, partly from apprehension respecting my health and animal spirits, partly from the wish to possess copies that might afterwards be marketable among the publishers, I have previously written the lecture; but before I had proceeded twenty minutes, I have been obliged to push the MS. away, and give the subject a new turn. Nay, this was so notorious, that many of my auditors used to threaten me, when they saw any number of written papers on my desk, to steal them away; declaring they never felt so secure of a good lecture as when they perceived that I had not a single scrap of writing before me. I take far, far more pains than would go to the set composition of a lecture, both by varied reading and by meditation; but for the words, illustrations, &c., I know almost as little as any one of the audience (that is, those of anything like the same education with myself) what they will be five minutes before the lecture begins. Such is my way, for such is my nature; and in attempting any other, I should only torment myself in order to disappoint my auditors — torment myself during the delivery, I mean; for in all other respects it would be a much shorter and easier task to deliver them from writing. I am anxious to preclude any semblance of affectation; and have therefore troubled you with this lengthy preface before I have the hardihood to assure you, that you might as well ask me what my dreams were in the year 1814, as what my course of lectures was at the Surrey Institution. ‘Fuimus Troes’.”




    The following anecdote will convey to my readers a more accurate notion of Coleridge’s powers, when called upon to lecture, even without previous notice. Early one morning he received two letters, which he sent me to read; one to inform him that he was ‘expected’ that same evening to deliver a lecture at the rooms of the London Philosophical Society, where it was supposed that four or five hundred persons would be present: the other contained a list of the gentlemen who had already given a lecture in the course; to which was added, the subject on which each had addressed the audience. I well knew that Coleridge, not expecting this sudden appeal, would be agitated, as he was always excited before delivering a lecture, and that this would probably bring on a return of his inward suffering. After consulting together, we determined to go to town at seven o’clock in the evening, to make some enquiries respecting this unexpected application, and arrived at the house of the gentleman who had written the letter. His servant informed us that he was not at home, but would return at eight o’clock, the hour fixed for the commencement of the lecture. We then proceeded to the society’s room, which we found empty. It was a long one, partitioned off by a pole, the ends of which were fastened to the side-walls, and from this pole was nailed a length of baize which reached the floor, and in the centre was fixed a square piece of board to form a desk. We passed under this baize curtain to observe the other arrangements, from whence we could easily discern the audience as they entered. When we looked over the pole which formed the partition, we saw rows of benches across the room, prepared for about four or five hundred persons — on the side were some short ones, one above the other, intended for the committee. The preparations looked formidable — and Coleridge was anxiously waiting to be informed of the subject on which he was to lecture. At length the committee entered, taking their seats — from the centre of this party Mr. President arose, and put on a president’s hat, which so disfigured him that we could scarcely refrain from laughter. He thus addressed the company:—”This evening, Mr. Coleridge will deliver a lecture on the ‘Growth of the Individual Mind.’” Coleridge at first seemed startled, and turning round to me whispered, “a pretty stiff subject they have chosen for me.” He instantly mounted his standing-place, and began without hesitation; previously requesting me to observe the effect of his lecture on the audience. It was agreed, that, should he appear to fail, I was to clasp his ancle, but that he was to continue for an hour if the countenances of his auditors indicated satisfaction. If I rightly remember his words, he thus began his address:




    “The lecture I am about to give this evening is purely extempore. Should you find a nominative case looking out for a verb — or a fatherless verb for a nominative case, you must excuse it. It is purely extempore, though I have thought and read much on this subject.”




    I could see the company


    begin to smile, and this at once seemed to inspire him with


    confidence. This beginning appeared to me a sort of mental curvetting,


    while preparing his thoughts for one of his eagle flights, as if with


    an eagle’s eye he could steadily look at the mid-day sun. He was most


    brilliant, eloquent, and logically consecutive. The time moved on so


    swiftly, that on looking at my watch, I found an hour and a half had


    passed away, and therefore waiting only a desirable moment (to use his


    own playful words;) I prepared myself to punctuate his oration.” As


    previously agreed, I pressed his ancle, and thus gave hire the hint he


    had requested-when bowing graciously, and with a benevolent and


    smiling countenance he presently descended.




    The lecture was quite new to me, and I believe quite new to himself, at least so far as the arrangement of his words were concerned. The floating thoughts were most beautifully arranged, and delivered on the spur of the moment. What accident gave rise to the singular request, that he should deliver this lecture impromptu, I never learnt; nor did it signify, as it afforded a happy opportunity to many of witnessing in part the extent of his reading, and the extraordinary strength of his powers.




    At this time an intimate and highly accomplished friend of my wife’s, who was also a very sensible woman, a fine musician, and considered one of the best private performers in the country, came on a visit. The conversation turned on music, and Coleridge, speaking of himself, observed, “I believe I have no ear for music, but have a taste for it.” He then explained the delight he received from Mozart, and how greatly he enjoyed the dithyrambic movement of Beethoven; but could never find pleasure in the fashionable modern composers. It seemed to him “playing tricks with music — like nonsense verses — music to please me,” added he, “must have a subject.” Our friend appeared struck with this observation, “I understand you, sir,” she replied, and immediately seated herself at the piano. “Have the kindness to listen to the three following airs, which I played on a certain occasion extempore, as substitutes for words. Will you try to guess the meaning I wished to convey, and I shall then ascertain the extent of my success.” She instantly gave us the first air, — his reply was immediate. “That is clear, it is solicitation.”—”When I played this air,” observed the lady, “to a dear friend whom you know, she turned to me, saying, ‘what do you want?’ — I told her the purport of my air was to draw her attention to her dress, as she was going out with me to take a drive by the seashore without her cloak.” Our visitor then called Coleridge’s attention to her second air; it was short and expressive. To this he answered, “that is easily told — it is remonstrance.” “Yes,” replied she, “for my friend again shewing the same inattention, I played this second extemporaneous air, in order to remonstrate with her.” We now listened to the third and last air. He requested her to repeat it, which she did.—”That,” said he, “I cannot understand.” To this she replied,—”it is I believe a failure,” naming at the same time the subject she had wished to convey. Coleridge’s answer was—”That is a sentiment, and cannot be well expressed in music.”




    The evening before our friend left us, Coleridge had a long conversation with her on serious and religious subjects. Fearing, however, that he might not have been clearly understood, he the next morning brought down the following paper, written before he had retired to rest: —




    ‘S. T. Coleridge’s confession of belief; with respect to the true grounds of Christian morality’, 1817.




    1. I sincerely profess the Christian faith, and regard the New Testament as containing all its articles, and I interpret the words not only in the obvious, but in the ‘literal’ sense, unless where common reason, and the authority of the Church of England join in commanding them to be understood FIGURATIVELY: as for instance, ‘Herod is a Fox.’




    2. Next to the Holy Scriptures, I revere the Liturgy, Articles, and Homilies of the Established Church, and hold the doctrines therein expressly contained.




    3. I reject as erroneous, and deprecate as ‘most’ dangerous, the notion, that our ‘feelings’ are to be the ground and guide of our actions. I believe the feelings themselves to be among the things that are to be grounded and guided. The feelings are effects, not causes, a part of the ‘instruments’ of action, but never can without serious injury be perverted into the ‘principles’ of action. Under ‘feelings’, I include all that goes by the names of ‘sentiment’, sensibility, &c. &c. These, however pleasing, may be made and often are made the instruments of vice and guilt, though under proper discipline, they are fitted to be both aids and ornaments of virtue. They are to virtue what beauty is to health.




    4. All men, the good as well as the bad, and the bad as well as the good, act with motives. But what is motive to one person is no motive at all to another. The pomps and vanities of the world supply ‘mighty’ motives to an ambitious man; but are so far from being a ‘motive’ to a humble Christian, that he rather wonders how they can be even a temptation to any man in his senses, who believes himself to have an immortal soul. Therefore that a title, or the power of gratifying sensual luxury, is the motive with which A. acts, and no motive at all to B. — must arise from the different state of the moral being in A. and in B. — consequently motives too, as well as ‘feelings’ are ‘effects’; and they become causes only in a secondary or derivative sense.




    5. Among the motives of a probationary Christian, the practical conviction that all his intentional acts have consequences in a future state; that as he sows here, he must reap hereafter; in plain words, that according as he does, or does not, avail himself of the light and helps given by God through Christ, he must go either to heaven or hell; is the ‘most’ impressive, were it only from pity to his own soul, as an everlasting sentient being.




    6. But that this is a motive, and the most impressive of motives to any given person, arises from, and supposes, a commencing state of regeneration in that person’s mind and heart. That therefore which ‘constitutes’ a regenerate STATE is the true PRINCIPLE ON which, or with a ‘view’ to which, actions, feelings, and motives ought to be grounded.




    7. The different ‘operations’ of this radical principle, (which principle is called in Scripture sometimes faith, and in other places love,) I have been accustomed to call good impulses because they are the powers that impel us to do what we ought to do.




    8. The impulses of a full grown Christian are 1. Love of God. 2. Love of our neighbour for the love of God. 3. An undefiled conscience, which prizes above every comprehensible advantage ‘that peace’ of God which passeth all understanding.




    9. Every consideration, whether of hope or of fear, which is, and which ‘is adopted’ by ‘us’, poor imperfect creatures! in our present state of probation, as MEANS of ‘producing’ such impulses in our hearts, is so far a right and ‘desirable’ consideration. He that is weak must take the medicine which is suitable to his existing weakness; but then he ought to know that it is a ‘medicine’, the object of which is to remove the disease, not to feed and perpetuate it.




    10. Lastly, I hold that there are two grievous mistakes, — both of which as ‘extremes’ equally opposite to truth and the Gospel, — I equally reject and deprecate. The first is, that of Stoic pride, which would snatch away his crutches from a curable cripple before he can walk without them. The second is, that of those worldly and temporizing preachers, who would disguise from such a cripple the necessary truth that crutches are not legs, but only temporary aids and substitutes.”
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      It is an ancient Mariner,


      And he stoppeth one of three.


      “By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,


      Now wherefore stopp’st thou me?


    




    

      “The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide,


      And I am next of kin;


      The guests are met, the feast is set:


      May’st hear the merry din.”


    




    

      [image: Wherefore stopp'st thou me?]


      Wherefore stopp'st thou me?


    




    

      He holds him with his skinny hand,


      “There was a ship,” quoth he.


      “Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!”


      Eftsoons his hand dropt he.


    




    

      He holds him with his glittering eye —


      The Wedding–Guest stood still,


      And listens like a three years child:


      The Mariner hath his will.


    




    

      [image: The Wedding Guest] 


      The Wedding Guest

    




    

      The Wedding–Guest sat on a stone:


      He cannot chuse but hear;


      And thus spake on that ancient man,


      The bright-eyed Mariner.


    




    

      The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,


      Merrily did we drop


      Below the kirk, below the hill,


      Below the light-house top.


    




    

      The Sun came up upon the left,


      Out of the sea came he!


      And he shone bright, and on the right


      Went down into the sea.


    




    

      Higher and higher every day,


      Till over the mast at noon —


      The Wedding–Guest here beat his breast,


      For he heard the loud bassoon.


    




    

      [image: Red as a Rose is the Bride] 


      Red as a Rose is the Bride

    




    

      The bride hath paced into the hall,


      Red as a rose is she;


      Nodding their heads before her goes


      The merry minstrelsy.


    




    

      The Wedding–Guest he beat his breast,


      Yet he cannot chuse but hear;


      And thus spake on that ancient man,


      The bright-eyed Mariner.


    




    

      And now the STORM-BLAST came, and he


      Was tyrannous and strong:


      He struck with his o’ertaking wings,


      And chased south along.


    




    

      With sloping masts and dipping prow,


      As who pursued with yell and blow


      Still treads the shadow of his foe


      And forward bends his head,


      The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,


      And southward aye we fled.


    




    

      [image: The Ship Fled the Storm] 


      The Ship Fled the Storm


    




    

      And now there came both mist and snow,


      And it grew wondrous cold:


      And ice, mast-high, came floating by,


      As green as emerald.


    




    

      [image: It was Wondrous Cold]


      It was Wondrous Cold


    




    

      And through the drifts the snowy clifts


      Did send a dismal sheen:


      Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken —


      The ice was all between.


    




    

      The ice was here, the ice was there,


      The ice was all around:


      It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,


      Like noises in a swound!


    




    

      [image: The Ice was All Around]


      The Ice was All Around


    




    

      At length did cross an Albatross:


      Thorough the fog it came;


      As if it had been a Christian soul,


      We hailed it in God’s name.


    




    

      It ate the food it ne’er had eat,


      And round and round it flew.


      The ice did split with a thunder-fit;


      The helmsman steered us through!


    




    

      And a good south wind sprung up behind;


      The Albatross did follow,


      And every day, for food or play,


      Came to the mariners’ hollo!


    




    

      [image: The Albatross]


      The Albatross

    




    

      In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,


      It perched for vespers nine;


      Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,


      Glimmered the white Moon-shine.


    




    

      “God save thee, ancient Mariner!


      From the fiends, that plague thee thus! —


      Why look’st thou so?”— With my cross-bow


      I shot the ALBATROSS.


    




    

      [image: I shot the Albatross] 


      I shot the Albatross
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      The Sun now rose upon the right:


      Out of the sea came he,


      Still hid in mist, and on the left


      Went down into the sea.


    




    

      And the good south wind still blew behind


      But no sweet bird did follow,


      Nor any day for food or play


      Came to the mariners’ hollo!


    




    

      [image: I had done a hellish thing] 


      I had done a hellish thing


    




    

      And I had done an hellish thing,


      And it would work ’em woe:


      For all averred, I had killed the bird


      That made the breeze to blow.


      Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay


      That made the breeze to blow!


    




    

      Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head,


      The glorious Sun uprist:


      Then all averred, I had killed the bird


      That brought the fog and mist.


      ’Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,


      That bring the fog and mist.


    




    

      The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,


      The furrow followed free:


      We were the first that ever burst


      Into that silent sea.


    




    

      Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,


      ’Twas sad as sad could be;


      And we did speak only to break


      The silence of the sea!


    




    

      All in a hot and copper sky,


      The bloody Sun, at noon,


      Right up above the mast did stand,


      No bigger than the Moon.


    




    

      Day after day, day after day,


      We stuck, nor breath nor motion;


      As idle as a painted ship


      Upon a painted ocean.


    




    

      [image: Water, water, every where] 


      Water, water, every where


    




    

      Water, water, every where,


      And all the boards did shrink;


      Water, water, every where,


      Nor any drop to drink.


    




    

      The very deep did rot: O Christ!


      That ever this should be!


      Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs


      Upon the slimy sea.


    




    

      [image: The Death-Fires Danced at Night] 


      The Death-Fires Danced at Night


    




    

      About, about, in reel and rout


      The death-fires danced at night;


      The water, like a witch’s oils,


      Burnt green, and blue and white.


    




    

      And some in dreams assured were


      Of the spirit that plagued us so:


      Nine fathom deep he had followed us


      From the land of mist and snow.


    




    

      [image: Nine fathom deep he had followed us] 


      Nine fathom deep he had followed us


    




    

      And every tongue, through utter drought,


      Was withered at the root;


      We could not speak, no more than if


      We had been choked with soot.


    




    

      Ah! well a-day! what evil looks


      Had I from old and young!


      Instead of the cross, the Albatross


      About my neck was hung.
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      There passed a weary time. Each throat


      Was parched, and glazed each eye.


      A weary time! a weary time!


      How glazed each weary eye,


      When looking westward, I beheld


      A something in the sky.


    




    

      At first it seemed a little speck,


      And then it seemed a mist:


      It moved and moved, and took at last


      A certain shape, I wist.


    




    

      A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!


      And still it neared and neared:


      As if it dodged a water-sprite,


      It plunged and tacked and veered.


    




    

      With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,


      We could not laugh nor wail;


      Through utter drought all dumb we stood!


      I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,


      And cried, A sail! a sail!


    




    

      With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,


      Agape they heard me call:


      Gramercy! they for joy did grin,


      And all at once their breath drew in,


      As they were drinking all.


    




    

      See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!


      Hither to work us weal;


      Without a breeze, without a tide,


      She steadies with upright keel!


    




    

      The western wave was all a-flame


      The day was well nigh done!


      Almost upon the western wave


      Rested the broad bright Sun;


      When that strange shape drove suddenly


      Betwixt us and the Sun.


    




    

      And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,


      (Heaven’s Mother send us grace!)


      As if through a dungeon-grate he peered,


      With broad and burning face.


    




    

      [image: The Death Ship Nears] 


      The Death Ship Nears


    




    

      Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)


      How fast she nears and nears!


      Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,


      Like restless gossameres!


    




    

      Are those her ribs through which the Sun


      Did peer, as through a grate?


      And is that Woman all her crew?


      Is that a DEATH? and are there two?


      Is DEATH that woman’s mate?


    




    

      Her lips were red, her looks were free,


      Her locks were yellow as gold:


      Her skin was as white as leprosy,


      The Night–Mare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she,


      Who thicks man’s blood with cold.


    




    

      The naked hulk alongside came,


      And the twain were casting dice;


      “The game is done! I’ve won! I’ve won!”


      Quoth she, and whistles thrice.


    




    

      [image: The Game is Done!] 


      The Game is Done!


    




    

      The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out:


      At one stride comes the dark;


      With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea.


      Off shot the spectre-bark.


    




    

      We listened and looked sideways up!


      Fear at my heart, as at a cup,


      My life-blood seemed to sip!


    




    

      The stars were dim, and thick the night,


      The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white;


      From the sails the dew did drip —


      Till clombe above the eastern bar


      The horned Moon, with one bright star


      Within the nether tip.


    




    

      One after one, by the star-dogged Moon


      Too quick for groan or sigh,


      Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,


      And cursed me with his eye.


    




    

      [image: Each cursed me with his eye] 


      Each cursed me with his eye


    




    

      Four times fifty living men,


      (And I heard nor sigh nor groan)


      With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,


      They dropped down one by one.


    




    

      The souls did from their bodies fly —


      They fled to bliss or woe!


      And every soul, it passed me by,


      Like the whizz of my CROSS-BOW!
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      “I fear thee, ancient Mariner!


      I fear thy skinny hand!


      And thou art long, and lank, and brown,


      As is the ribbed sea-sand.


    




    

      “I fear thee and thy glittering eye,


      And thy skinny hand, so brown.”—


      Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding–Guest!


      This body dropt not down.


    




    

      Alone, alone, all, all alone,


      Alone on a wide wide sea!


      And never a saint took pity on


      My soul in agony.


    




    

      [image: No saint took pity] 


      No saint took pity


    




    

      The many men, so beautiful!


      And they all dead did lie:


      And a thousand thousand slimy things


      Lived on; and so did I.


    




    

      I looked upon the rotting sea,


      And drew my eyes away;


      I looked upon the rotting deck,


      And there the dead men lay.


    




    

      [image: I looked upon the rotting sea] 


      I looked upon the rotting sea


    




    

      I looked to Heaven, and tried to pray:


      But or ever a prayer had gusht,


      A wicked whisper came, and made


      my heart as dry as dust.


    




    

      I closed my lids, and kept them close,


      And the balls like pulses beat;


      For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky


      Lay like a load on my weary eye,


      And the dead were at my feet.


    




    

      The cold sweat melted from their limbs,


      Nor rot nor reek did they:


      The look with which they looked on me


      Had never passed away.


    




    

      An orphan’s curse would drag to Hell


      A spirit from on high;


      But oh! more horrible than that


      Is a curse in a dead man’s eye!


      Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,


      And yet I could not die.


    




    

      [image: And yet I could not die] 


      And yet I could not die


    




    

      The moving Moon went up the sky,


      And no where did abide:


      Softly she was going up,


      And a star or two beside.


    




    

      [image: The moving Moon went up to the Sky] 


      The moving Moon went up to the Sky


    




    

      Her beams bemocked the sultry main,


      Like April hoar-frost spread;


      But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,


      The charmed water burnt alway


      A still and awful red.


    




    

      Beyond the shadow of the ship,


      I watched the water-snakes:


      They moved in tracks of shining white,


      And when they reared, the elfish light


      Fell off in hoary flakes.


    




    

      [image: I watched the water-snakes] 


      I watched the water-snakes


    




    

      Within the shadow of the ship


      I watched their rich attire:


      Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,


      They coiled and swam; and every track


      Was a flash of golden fire.


    




    

      O happy living things! no tongue


      Their beauty might declare:


      A spring of love gushed from my heart,


      And I blessed them unaware:


      Sure my kind saint took pity on me,


      And I blessed them unaware.


    




    

      The self same moment I could pray;


      And from my neck so free


      The Albatross fell off, and sank


      Like lead into the sea.
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      Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing,


      Beloved from pole to pole!


      To Mary Queen the praise be given!


      She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,


      That slid into my soul.


    




    

      The silly buckets on the deck,


      That had so long remained,


      I dreamt that they were filled with dew;


      And when I awoke, it rained.


    




    

      My lips were wet, my throat was cold,


      My garments all were dank;


      Sure I had drunken in my dreams,


      And still my body drank.


    




    

      I moved, and could not feel my limbs:


      I was so light — almost


      I thought that I had died in sleep,


      And was a blessed ghost.


    




    

      And soon I heard a roaring wind:


      It did not come anear;


      But with its sound it shook the sails,


      That were so thin and sere.


    




    

      The upper air burst into life!


      And a hundred fire-flags sheen,


      To and fro they were hurried about!


      And to and fro, and in and out,


      The wan stars danced between.


    




    

      And the coming wind did roar more loud,


      And the sails did sigh like sedge;


      And the rain poured down from one black cloud;


      The Moon was at its edge.


    




    

      [image: The rain poured down from one black cloud]


      The rain poured down from one black cloud


    




    

      The thick black cloud was cleft, and still


      The Moon was at its side:


      Like waters shot from some high crag,


      The lightning fell with never a jag,


      A river steep and wide.


    




    

      The loud wind never reached the ship,


      Yet now the ship moved on!


      Beneath the lightning and the Moon


      The dead men gave a groan.


    




    

      [image: They all uprose] 


      They all uprose


    




    

      They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,


      Nor spake, nor moved their eyes;


      It had been strange, even in a dream,


      To have seen those dead men rise.


    




    

      The helmsman steered, the ship moved on;


      Yet never a breeze up blew;


      The mariners all ‘gan work the ropes,


      Where they were wont to do:


      They raised their limbs like lifeless tools —


      We were a ghastly crew.


    




    

      The body of my brother’s son,


      Stood by me, knee to knee:


      The body and I pulled at one rope,


      But he said nought to me.


    




    

      “I fear thee, ancient Mariner!”


      Be calm, thou Wedding–Guest!


      ’Twas not those souls that fled in pain,


      Which to their corses came again,


      But a troop of spirits blest:


    




    

      For when it dawned — they dropped their arms,


      And clustered round the mast;


      Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,


      And from their bodies passed.


    




    

      Around, around, flew each sweet sound,


      Then darted to the Sun;


      Slowly the sounds came back again,


      Now mixed, now one by one.


    




    

      Sometimes a-dropping from the sky


      I heard the sky-lark sing;


      Sometimes all little birds that are,


      How they seemed to fill the sea and air


      With their sweet jargoning!


    




    

      And now ’twas like all instruments,


      Now like a lonely flute;


      And now it is an angel’s song,


      That makes the Heavens be mute.


    




    

      [image: The sails made on a pleasant noise] 


      The sails made on a pleasant noise


    




    

      It ceased; yet still the sails made on


      A pleasant noise till noon,


      A noise like of a hidden brook


      In the leafy month of June,


      That to the sleeping woods all night


      Singeth a quiet tune.


    




    

      Till noon we quietly sailed on,


      Yet never a breeze did breathe:


      Slowly and smoothly went the ship,


      Moved onward from beneath.


    




    

      Under the keel nine fathom deep,


      From the land of mist and snow,


      The spirit slid: and it was he


      That made the ship to go.


      The sails at noon left off their tune,


      And the ship stood still also.


    




    

      The Sun, right up above the mast,


      Had fixed her to the ocean:


      But in a minute she ‘gan stir,


      With a short uneasy motion —


      Backwards and forwards half her length


      With a short uneasy motion.


    




    

      Then like a pawing horse let go,


      She made a sudden bound:


      It flung the blood into my head,


      And I fell down in a swound.


    




    

      [image: I fell down in a swound] 


      I fell down in a swound


    




    

      How long in that same fit I lay,


      I have not to declare;


      But ere my living life returned,


      I heard and in my soul discerned


      Two VOICES in the air.


    




    

      [image: Two voices in the air] 


      Two voices in the air


    




    

      “Is it he?” quoth one, “Is this the man?


      By him who died on cross,


      With his cruel bow he laid full low,


      The harmless Albatross.


    




    

      “The spirit who bideth by himself


      In the land of mist and snow,


      He loved the bird that loved the man


      Who shot him with his bow.”


    




    

      The other was a softer voice,


      As soft as honey-dew:


      Quoth he, “The man hath penance done,


      And penance more will do.”


    


  




  

    Part the Sixth.




    

      Table of Contents

    




    

      FIRST VOICE.


    




    

      But tell me, tell me! speak again,


      Thy soft response renewing —


      What makes that ship drive on so fast?


      What is the OCEAN doing?


    




    

      SECOND VOICE.


    




    

      Still as a slave before his lord,


      The OCEAN hath no blast;


      His great bright eye most silently


      Up to the Moon is cast —


    




    

      If he may know which way to go;


      For she guides him smooth or grim


      See, brother, see! how graciously


      She looketh down on him.


    




    

      FIRST VOICE.


    




    

      But why drives on that ship so fast,


      Without or wave or wind?


    




    

      [image: Without wave or wind] 


      Without wave or wind


    




    

      SECOND VOICE.


    




    

      The air is cut away before,


      And closes from behind.


    




    

      Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high


      Or we shall be belated:


      For slow and slow that ship will go,


      When the Mariner’s trance is abated.


    




    

      I woke, and we were sailing on


      As in a gentle weather:


      ’Twas night, calm night, the Moon was high;


      The dead men stood together.


    




    

      All stood together on the deck,


      For a charnel-dungeon fitter:


      All fixed on me their stony eyes,


      That in the Moon did glitter.


    




    

      The pang, the curse, with which they died,


      Had never passed away:


      I could not draw my eyes from theirs,


      Nor turn them up to pray.


    




    

      And now this spell was snapt: once more


      I viewed the ocean green.


      And looked far forth, yet little saw


      Of what had else been seen —


    




    

      Like one that on a lonesome road


      Doth walk in fear and dread,


      And having once turned round walks on,


      And turns no more his head;


      Because he knows, a frightful fiend


      Doth close behind him tread.


    




    

      But soon there breathed a wind on me,


      Nor sound nor motion made:


      Its path was not upon the sea,


      In ripple or in shade.


    




    

      It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek


      Like a meadow-gale of spring —


      It mingled strangely with my fears,


      Yet it felt like a welcoming.


    




    

      Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,


      Yet she sailed softly too:


      Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze —


      On me alone it blew.


    




    

      Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed


      The light-house top I see?


      Is this the hill? is this the kirk?


      Is this mine own countree!


    




    

      We drifted o’er the harbour-bar,


      And I with sobs did pray —


      O let me be awake, my God!


      Or let me sleep alway.


    




    

      The harbour-bay was clear as glass,


      So smoothly it was strewn!


      And on the bay the moonlight lay,


      And the shadow of the moon.


    




    

      [image: The shadow of the moon] 


      The shadow of the moon


    




    

      The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,


      That stands above the rock:


      The moonlight steeped in silentness


      The steady weathercock.


    




    

      And the bay was white with silent light,


      Till rising from the same,


      Full many shapes, that shadows were,


      In crimson colours came.


    




    

      [image: In crimson colors came]


      In crimson colors came


    




    

      A little distance from the prow


      Those crimson shadows were:


      I turned my eyes upon the deck —


      Oh, Christ! what saw I there!


    




    

      Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,


      And, by the holy rood!


      A man all light, a seraph-man,


      On every corse there stood.


    




    

      This seraph band, each waved his hand:


      It was a heavenly sight!


      They stood as signals to the land,


      Each one a lovely light:


    




    

      [image: A heavenly sight] 


      A heavenly sight


    




    

      This seraph-band, each waved his hand,


      No voice did they impart —


      No voice; but oh! the silence sank


      Like music on my heart.


    




    

      But soon I heard the dash of oars;


      I heard the Pilot’s cheer;


      My head was turned perforce away,


      And I saw a boat appear.


    




    

      [image: The Pilot] 


      The Pilot


    




    

      The Pilot, and the Pilot’s boy,


      I heard them coming fast:


      Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy


      The dead men could not blast.


    




    

      I saw a third — I heard his voice:


      It is the Hermit good!


      He singeth loud his godly hymns


      That he makes in the wood.


      He’ll shrieve my soul, he’ll wash away


      The Albatross’s blood.
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      This Hermit good lives in that wood


      Which slopes down to the sea.


      How loudly his sweet voice he rears!


      He loves to talk with marineres


      That come from a far countree.


    




    

      He kneels at morn and noon and eve —


      He hath a cushion plump:


      It is the moss that wholly hides


      The rotted old oak-stump.


    




    

      [image: The skiff-boat nears] 


      The skiff-boat nears


    




    

      The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk,


      “Why this is strange, I trow!


      Where are those lights so many and fair,


      That signal made but now?”


    




    

      “Strange, by my faith!” the Hermit said —


      “And they answered not our cheer!


      The planks looked warped! and see those sails,


      How thin they are and sere!


      I never saw aught like to them,


      Unless perchance it were


    




    

      “Brown skeletons of leaves that lag


      My forest-brook along;


      When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,


      And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,


      That eats the she-wolf’s young.”


    




    

      “Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look —


      (The Pilot made reply)


      I am a-feared”—“Push on, push on!”


      Said the Hermit cheerily.


    




    

      The boat came closer to the ship,


      But I nor spake nor stirred;


      The boat came close beneath the ship,


      And straight a sound was heard.


    




    

      Under the water it rumbled on,


      Still louder and more dread:


      It reached the ship, it split the bay;


      The ship went down like lead.


    




    

      Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound,


      Which sky and ocean smote,


      Like one that hath been seven days drowned


      My body lay afloat;


      But swift as dreams, myself I found


      Within the Pilot’s boat.


    




    

      [image: The Whirl] 


      The Whirl


    




    

      Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,


      The boat spun round and round;


      And all was still, save that the hill


      Was telling of the sound.


    




    

      I moved my lips — the Pilot shrieked


      And fell down in a fit;


      The holy Hermit raised his eyes,


      And prayed where he did sit.


    




    

      I took the oars: the Pilot’s boy,


      Who now doth crazy go,


      Laughed loud and long, and all the while


      His eyes went to and fro.


      “Ha! ha!” quoth he, “full plain I see,


      The Devil knows how to row.”


    




    

      And now, all in my own countree,


      I stood on the firm land!


      The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,


      And scarcely he could stand.


    




    

      “O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!”


      The Hermit crossed his brow.


      “Say quick,” quoth he, “I bid thee say —


      What manner of man art thou?”


    




    

      [image: Oh shrieve me, holy man] 


      Oh shrieve me, holy man


    




    

      Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched


      With a woeful agony,


      Which forced me to begin my tale;


      And then it left me free.


    




    

      Since then, at an uncertain hour,


      That agony returns;


      And till my ghastly tale is told,


      This heart within me burns.


    




    

      [image: Strange power of speech] 


      Strange power of speech


    




    

      I pass, like night, from land to land;


      I have strange power of speech;


      That moment that his face I see,


      I know the man that must hear me:


      To him my tale I teach.


    




    

      [image: I know the man that must hear me] 


      I know the man that must hear me


    




    

      What loud uproar bursts from that door!


      The wedding-guests are there:


      But in the garden-bower the bride


      And bride-maids singing are:


      And hark the little vesper bell,


      Which biddeth me to prayer!


    




    

      [image: The Wedding Guests] 


      The Wedding Guests


    




    

      O Wedding–Guest! this soul hath been


      Alone on a wide wide sea:


      So lonely ’twas, that God himself


      Scarce seemed there to be.


    




    

      [image: So Lonely] 


      So Lonely


    




    

      O sweeter than the marriage-feast,


      ’Tis sweeter far to me,


      To walk together to the kirk


      With a goodly company! —


    




    

      To walk together to the kirk,


      And all together pray,


      While each to his great Father bends,


      Old men, and babes, and loving friends,


      And youths and maidens gay!


    




    

      Farewell, farewell! but this I tell


      To thee, thou Wedding–Guest!


      He prayeth well, who loveth well


      Both man and bird and beast.


    




    

      He prayeth best, who loveth best


      All things both great and small;


      For the dear God who loveth us


      He made and loveth all.


    




    

      The Mariner, whose eye is bright,


      Whose beard with age is hoar,


      Is gone: and now the Wedding–Guest


      Turned from the bridegroom’s door.


    




    

      [image: The mariner is gone] 


      The mariner is gone


    




    

      He went like one that hath been stunned,


      And is of sense forlorn:


      A sadder and a wiser man,


      He rose the morrow morn.
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    In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree: 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 
 Down to a sunless sea. 5 
So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round: 
And here were gardens bright with sinuous rills, 
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 10 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.




    But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 
A savage place! as holy and enchanted 
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 15 
By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 
A mighty fountain momently was forced: 
Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 20 
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail: 
And ‘mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 25 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 
Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: 
And ‘mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying war! 30 
 The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
 Floated midway on the waves; 
 Where was heard the mingled measure 
 From the fountain and the caves. 
It was a miracle of rare device, 35 
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!




    A damsel with a dulcimer 
 In a vision once I saw: 
 It was an Abyssinian maid, 
 And on her dulcimer she played, 40 
 Singing of Mount Abora. 
 Could I revive within me. 
 Her symphony and song, 
 To such a deep delight ‘twould win me, 
That with music loud and long, 45 
I would build that dome in air, 
That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 
And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 50 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And close your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 
And drunk the milk of Paradise.
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    The first part of the following poem was written in the year 1797, at Stowey, in the county of Somerset. The second part after my return from Germany, in the year 1800, at Keswick, Cumberland. It is probable that if the poem had been finished at either of the former periods, or if even the first and second part had been published in the year 1800, the impression of its originality would have been much greater than I dare at present expect. But for this, I have only my own indolence to blame. The dates are mentioned for the exclusive purpose of precluding charges of plagiarism or servile imitation from myself. For there is amongst us a set of critics, who seem to hold, that every possible thought and image is traditional; who have no notion that there are such things as fountains in the world, small as well as great and who would therefore charitably derive every rill they behold flowing, from a perforation made in some other man’s tank. I am confident however, that as far as the present poem is concerned, the celebrated poets whose writings I might be suspected of having imitated, either in particular passages, or in the tone and the spirit of the whole, would be among the first to vindicate me from the charge, and who, on any striking coincidence, would permit me to address them in this doggerel version of two monkish Latin hexameters.




    Yes mine and it is likewise yours;


    But an if this will not do;


    Let it be mine, good friend for I


    Am the poorer of the two.




    I have only to add, that the metre of the Christabel is not, properly speaking, irregular, though it may seem so from its being founded on a new principle: namely, that of counting in each line the accents, not the syllables. Though the latter may vary from seven to twelve, yet in each line the accents will be found to be only four. Nevertheless this occasional variation in number of syllables is not introduced wantonly, or for the mere ends of convenience, but in correspondence with some transition, in the nature of the imagery or passion.
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    ‘Tis the middle of night by the castle clock, 
And the owls have awakened the crowing cock; 
Tu — whit! — Tu — whoo! 
And hark, again! the crowing cock, 
How drowsily it crew.




    Sir Leoline, the Baron rich, 
Hath a toothless mastiff bitch; 
From her kennel beneath the rock 
She maketh answer to the clock, 
Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour; 10 
Ever and aye, by shine and shower, 
Sixteen short howls, not over loud; 
Some say, she sees my lady’s shroud.




    Is the night chilly and dark? 
The night is chilly, but not dark. 
The thin gray cloud is spread on high, 
It covers but not hides the sky. 
The moon is behind, and at the full; 
And yet she looks both small and dull. 
The night is chill, the cloud is gray: 20 
‘Tis a month before the month of May 
And the Spring comes slowly up this way.




    The lovely lady, Christabel, 
Whom her father loves so well, 
What makes her in the wood so late, 
A furlong from the castle gate? 
She had dreams all yesternight 
Of her own betrothe’d knight; 
And she in the midnight wood will pray 
For the weal of her lover that’s far away. 30




    She stole along, she nothing spoke, 
The sighs she heaved were soft and low, 
And naught was green upon the oak 
But moss and rarest misletoe: 
She kneels beneath the huge oak tree, 
And in silence prayeth she.




    The lady sprang up suddenly, 
The lovely lady, Christabel! 
It moaned as near, as near can be, 
But what it is she cannot tell. — 40 
On the other side it seems to be, 
Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree.




    The night is chill; the forest bare; 
Is it the wind that moaneth bleak? 
There is not wind enough in the air 
To move away the ringlet curl 
From the lovely lady’s cheek — 
There is not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the last of its clan, 
That dances as often as dance it can, 50 
Hanging so light, and hanging so high, 
On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky.




    Hush, beating heart of Christabel! 
Jesu, Maria, shield her well! 
She folded her arms beneath her cloak, 
And stole to the other side of the oak. 
What sees she there?




    There she sees a damsel bright, 
Drest in a silken robe of white, 
That shadowy in the moonlight shone: 60 
The neck that made that white robe wan, 
Her stately neck, and arms were bare; 
Her blue-veined feet unsandal’d were, 
And wildly glittered here and there 
The gems entangled in her hair. 
I guess, ‘twas frightful there to see 
A lady so richly clad as she — 
Beautiful exceedingly!




    Mary mother, save me now! 
(Said Christabel,) And who art thou? 70




    The lady strange made answer meet, 
And her voice was faint and sweet: — 
Have pity on my sore distress, 
I scarce can speak for weariness: 
Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear! 
Said Christabel, How camest thou here? 
And the lady, whose voice was faint and sweet, 
Did thus pursue her answer meet: —




    My sire is of a noble line, 
And my name is Geraldine: 80 
Five warriors seized me yestermorn, 
Me, even me, a maid forlorn: 
They choked my cries with force and fright, 
And tied me on a palfrey white. 
The palfrey was as fleet as wind, 
And they rode furiously behind.




    They spurred amain, their steeds were white: 
And once we crossed the shade of night. 
As sure as Heaven shall rescue me, 
I have no thought what men they be; 90 
Nor do I know how long it is 
(For I have lain entranced I wis) 
Since one, the tallest of the five, 
Took me from the palfrey’s back, 
A weary woman, scarce alive. 
Some muttered words his comrades spoke: 
He placed me underneath this oak; 
He swore they would return with haste; 
Whither they went — I cannot tell — 
I thought I heard, some minutes past, 100 
Sounds as of a castle bell. 
Stretch forth thy hand (thus ended she). 
And help a wretched maid to flee.




    Then Christabel stretched forth her hand, 
And comforted fair Geraldine: 
O well, bright dame! may you command 
The service of Sir Leoline; 
And gladly our stout chivalry 
Will he send forth and friends withal 
To guide and guard you safe and free 110 
Home to your noble father’s hall.




    She rose: and forth with steps they passed 
That strove to be, and were not, fast. 
Her gracious stars the lady blest, 
And thus spake on sweet Christabel: 
All our household are at rest, 
The hall as silent as the cell; 
Sir Leoline is weak in health, 
And may not well awakened be, 
But we will move as if in stealth, 120 
And I beseech your courtesy, 
This night, to share your couch with me.




    They crossed the moat, and Christabel 
Took the key that fitted well; 
A little door she opened straight, 
All in the middle of the gate; 
The gate that was ironed within and without, 
Where an army in battle array had marched out. 
The lady sank, belike through pain, 
And Christabel with might and main 130 
Lifted her up, a weary weight, 
Over the threshold of the gate: 
Then the lady rose again, 
And moved, as she were not in pain.




    So free from danger, free from fear, 
They crossed the court: right glad they were. 
And Christabel devoutly cried 
To the lady by her side, 
Praise we the Virgin all divine 
Who hath rescued thee from thy distress! 140 
Alas, alas! said Geraldine, 
I cannot speak for weariness. 
So free from danger, free from fear, 
They crossed the court: right glad they were.




    Outside her kennel, the mastiff old 
Lay fast asleep, in moonshine cold. 
The mastiff old did not awake, 
Yet she an angry moan did make! 
And what can ail the mastiff bitch? 
Never till now she uttered yell 150 
Beneath the eye of Christabel. 
Perhaps it is the owlet’s scritch: 
For what can ail the mastiff bitch?




    They passed the hall, that echoes still, 
Pass as lightly as you will! 
The brands were flat, the brands were dying, 
Amid their own white ashes lying; 
But when the lady passed, there came 
A tongue of light, a fit of flame; 
And Christabel saw the lady’s eye, 160 
And nothing else saw she thereby, 
Save the boss of the shield of Sir Leoline tall, 
Which hung in a murky old niche in the wall. 
O softly tread, said Christabel, 
My father seldom sleepeth well.




    Sweet Christabel her feet doth bare, 
And jealous of the listening air 
They steal their way from stair to stair, 
Now in glimmer, and now in gloom, 
And now they pass the Baron’s room, 170 
As still as death, with stifled breath! 
And now have reached her chamber door; 
And now doth Geraldine press down 
The rushes of the chamber floor.




    The moon shines dim in the open air, 
And not a moonbeam enters here. 
But they without its light can see 
The chamber carved so curiously, 
Carved with figures strange and sweet, 
All made out of the carver’s brain, 180 
For a lady’s chamber meet: 
The lamp with twofold silver chain 
Is fastened to an angel’s feet.




    The silver lamp burns dead and dim; 
But Christabel the lamp will trim. 
She trimmed the lamp, and made it bright, 
And left it swinging to and fro, 
While Geraldine, in wretched plight, 
Sank down upon the floor below.




    O weary lady, Geraldine, 190 
I pray you, drink this cordial wine! 
It is a wine of virtuous powers; 
My mother made it of wild flowers.




    And will your mother pity me, 
Who am a maiden most forlorn? 
Christabel answered — Woe is me! 
She died the hour that I was born. 
I have heard the grey-haired friar tell 
How on her deathbed she did say, 
That she should hear the castle-bell 200 
Strike twelve upon my wedding-day. 
O mother dear! that thou wert here! 
I would, said Geraldine, she were!




    But soon with altered voice, said she — 
‘Off, wandering mother! Peak and pine! 
I have power to bid thee flee.” 
Alas! what ails poor Geraldine? 
Why stares she with unsettled eye? 
Can she the bodiless dead espy? 
And why with hollow voice cries she, 
“Off, woman, off! this hour is mine — 210 
Though thou her guardian spirit be, 
Off, woman, off! ‘tis given to me.”




    Then Christabel knelt by the lady’s side, 
And raised to heaven her eyes so blue — 
Alas! said she, this ghastly ride — 
Dear lady! it hath wildered you! 
The lady wiped her moist cold brow, 
And faintly said, “‘tis over now!”




    Again the wildflower wine she drank: 220 
Her fair large eyes ‘gan glitter bright, 
And from the floor whereon she sank, 
The lofty lady stood upright: 
She was most beautiful to see, 
Like a lady of a far countre’e.




    And thus the lofty lady spake — 
“All they who live in the upper sky, 
Do love you, holy Christabel! 
And you love them, and for their sake 
And for the good which me befel, 230 
Even I in my degree will try, 
Fair maiden, to requite you well. 
But now unrobe yourself; for I 
Must pray, ere yet in bed I lie.”




    Quoth Christabel, So let it be! 
And as the lady bade, did she. 
Her gentle limbs did she undress, 
And lay down in her loveliness.




    But through her brain of weal and woe 
So many thoughts moved to and fro, 240 
That vain it were her lids to close; 
So half-way from the bed she rose, 
And on her elbow did recline 
To look at the lady Geraldine.




    Beneath the lamp the lady bowed, 
And slowly rolled her eyes around; 
Then drawing in her breath aloud, 
Like one that shuddered, she unbound 
The cincture from beneath her breast: 
Her silken robe, and inner vest, 250 
Dropt to her feet, and full in view, 
Behold! her bosom and half her side — 
A sight to dream of, not to tell! 
O shield her! shield sweet Christabel!




    Yet Geraldine nor speaks nor stirs; 
Ah! what a stricken look was hers! 
Deep from within she seems half-way 
To lift some weight with sick assay, 
And eyes the maid and seeks delay; 
Then suddenly, as one defied 260 
Collects herself in scorn and pride, 
And lay down by the Maiden’s side! — 
And in her arms the maid she took, 
Ah wel-a-day! 
And with low voice and doleful look 
These words did say: 
“In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell, 
Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel! 
Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know tomorrow, 
This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow; 270 
But vainly thou warrest, 
 For this is alone in 
Thy power to declare, 
 That in the dim forest 
Thou heard’st a low moaning, 
And found’st a bright lady, surpassingly fair; 
And didst bring her home with thee in love and in charity, 
To shield her and shelter her from the damp air.”
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    It was a lovely sight to see 
The lady Christabel, when she 280 
Was praying at the old oak tree. 
Amid the jagged shadows 
Of mossy leafless boughs, 
Kneeling in the moonlight, 
To make her gentle vows; 
Her slender palms together prest, 
Heaving sometimes on her breast; 
Her face resigned to bliss or bale — 
Her face, oh call it fair not pale, 
And both blue eyes more bright than clear, 290 
Each about to have a tear.




    With open eyes (ah woe is me!) 
Asleep, and dreaming fearfully, 
Fearfully dreaming, yet, I wis, 
Dreaming that alone, which is — 
O sorrow and shame! Can this be she, 
The lady, who knelt at the old oak tree? 
And lo! the worker of these harms, 
That holds the maiden in her arms, 
Seems to slumber still and mild, 
As a mother with her child. 300




    A star hath set, a star hath risen, 
O Geraldine! since arms of thine 
Have been the lovely lady’s prison. 
O Geraldine! one hour was thine — 
Thou’st had thy will! By tairn and rill, 
The night-birds all that hour were still. 
But now they are jubilant anew, 
From cliff and tower, tu — whoo! to — whoo! 
Tu — whoo! tu — whoo! from wood and fell! 310




    And see! the lady Christabel 
Gathers herself from out her trance; 
Her limbs relax, her countenance 
Grows sad and soft; the smooth thin lids 
Close o’er her eyes; and tears she sheds — 
Large tears that leave the lashes bright! 
And oft the while she seems to smile 
As infants at a sudden light!




    Yea, she doth smile, and she doth weep, 
Like a youthful hermitess, 320 
Beauteous in a wilderness, 
Who, praying always, prays in sleep. 
And, if she move unquietly, 
Perchance, ‘tis but the blood so free 
Comes back and tingles in her feet. 
No doubt, she hath a vision sweet. 
What if her guardian spirit ‘twere, 
What if she knew her mother near; 
But this she knows, in joys and woes, 
That saints will aid if men will call: 330 
For the blue sky bends over all!
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    Each matin bell, the Baron saith, 
Knells us back to a world of death. 
These words Sir Leoline first said, 
When he rose and found his lady dead: 
These words Sir Leoline will say 
Many a morn to his dying day!




    And hence the custom and law began 
That still at dawn the sacristan, 
Who duly pulls the heavy bell, 340 
Five and forty beads must tell 
Between each stroke — a warning knell, 
Which not a soul can choose but hear 
From Bratha Head to Wyndermere.




    Saith Bracy the bard, So let it knell! 
And let the drowsy sacristan 
Still count as slowly as he can! 
There is no lack of such, I ween, 
As well fill up the space between. 
In Langdale Pike and Witch’s Lair, 
And Dungeon-ghyll so foully rent, 350 
With ropes of rock and bells of air 
Three sinful sextons’ ghosts are pent, 
Who all give back, one after t’other, 
The death-note to their living brother; 
And oft too, by the knell offended, 
Just as their one! two! three! is ended, 
The devil mocks the doleful tale 
With a merry peal from Borodale.




    The air is still! through mist and cloud 360 
That merry peal comes ringing loud; 
And Geraldine shakes off her dread, 
And rises lightly from the bed; 
Puts on her silken vestments white, 
And tricks her hair in lovely plight, 
And nothing doubting of her spell 
Awakens the lady Christabel. 
“Sleep you, sweet lady Christabel? 
I trust that you have rested well.”




    And Christabel awoke and spied 370 
The same who lay down by her side — 
O rather say, the same whom she 
Raised up beneath the old oak tree! 
Nay, fairer yet! and yet more fair! 
For she belike hath drunken deep 
Of all the blessedness of sleep! 
And while she spake, her looks, her air 
Such gentle thankfulness declare, 
That so it seemed’ her girded vests 
Grew tight beneath her heaving breasts. 380 
“Sure I have sinn’d!” said Christabel, 
“Now heaven be praised if all be well!” 
And in low faltering tones, yet sweet, 
Did she the lofty lady greet 
With such perplexity of mind 
As dreams too lively leave behind.




    So quickly she rose, and quickly arrayed 
Her maiden limbs, and having prayed 
That He, who on the cross did groan, 
Might wash away her sins unknown, 390 
She forthwith led fair Geraldine 
To meet her sire, Sir Leoline.




    The lovely maid and the lady tall 
Are pacing both into the hall, 
And pacing on through page and groom, 
Enter the Baron’s presence-room.




    The Baron rose, and while he prest 
His gentle daughter to his breast, 
With cheerful wonder in his eyes 
The lady Geraldine espies, 400 
And gave such welcome to the same, 
As might beseem so bright a dame!




    But when he heard the lady’s tale, 
And when she told her father’s name, 
Why waxed Sir Leoline so pale, 
Murmuring o’er the name again, 
Lord Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine? 
Alas! they had been friends in youth;




    But whispering tongues can poison truth; 
And constancy lives in realms above; 410 
And life is thorny; and youth is vain; 
And to be wroth with one we love 
Doth work like madness in the brain. 
And thus it chanced, as I divine, 
With Roland and Sir Leoline. 
Each spake words of high disdain 
And insult to his heart’s best brother: 
They parted — ne’er to meet again! 
But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining — 420 
They stood aloof, the scars remaining, 
Like cliffs which had been rent asunder; 
A dreary sea now flows between; — 
But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder, 
Shall wholly do away, I ween, 
The marks of that which once hath been.




    Sir Leoline, a moment’s space, 
Stood gazing on the damsel’s face: 
And the youthful Lord of Tryermaine 
Came back upon his heart again. 430




    O then the Baron forgot his age, 
His noble heart swelled high with rage; 
He swore by the wounds in Jesu’s side 
He would proclaim it far and wide, 
With trump and solemn heraldry, 
That they, who thus had wronged the dame, 
Were base as spotted infamy! 
“And if they dare deny the same, 
My herald shall appoint a week, 
And let the recreant traitors seek 440 
My tourney court — that there and then 
I may dislodge their reptile souls 
From the bodies and forms of men!” 
He spake: his eye in lighning rolls! 
For the lady was ruthlessly seized; and he kenned 
In the beautiful lady the child of his friend!




    And now the tears were on his face, 
And fondly in his arms he took 
Fair Geraldine, who met the embrace, 
Prolonging it with joyous look. 450 
Which when she viewed, a vision fell 
Upon the soul of Christabel, 
The vision of fear, the touch and pain! 
She shrunk and shuddered, and saw again — 
(Ah, woe is me! Was it for thee, 
Thou gentle maid! such sights to see?) 
Again she saw that bosom old, 
Again she felt that bosom cold, 
And drew in her breath with a hissing sound: 
Whereat the Knight turned wildly round, 460 
And nothing saw, but his own sweet maid 
With eyes upraised, as one that prayed.




    The touch, the sight, had passed away, 
And in its stead that vision blest, 
Which comforted her after-rest 
While in the lady’s arms she lay, 
Had put a rapture in her breast, 
And on her lips and o’er her eyes 
Spread smiles like light! 
 With new surprise, 
“What ails then my belove’d child?” 470 
The Baron said — His daughter mild 
Made answer, “All will yet be well!” 
I ween, she had no power to tell 
Aught else: so mighty was the spell.




    Yet he, who saw this Geraldine, 
Had deemed her sure a thing divine: 
Such sorrow with such grace she blended, 
As if she feared she had offended 
Sweet Christabel, that gentle maid! 
And with such lowly tones she prayed 480 
She might be sent without delay 
Home to her father’s mansion. 
 “Nay! 
Nay, by my soul!” said Leoline. 
“Ho! Bracy the bard, the charge be thine! 
Go thou, with music sweet and loud, 
And take two steeds with trappings proud, 
And take the youth whom thou lov’st best 
To bear thy harp, and learn thy song, 
And clothe you both in solemn vest, 
And over the mountains haste along, 490 
Lest wandering folk, that are abroad, 
Detain you on the valley road. 
And when he has crossed the Irthing flood, 
My merry bard! he hastes, he hastes 
Up Knorren Moor, through Halegarth Wood, 
And reaches soon that castle good 
Which stands and threatens Scotland’s wastes.”




    “Bard Bracy! bard Bracy! your horses are fleet, 
Ye must ride up the hall, your music so sweet, 
More loud than your horses’ echoing feet! 500 
And loud and loud to Lord Roland call, 
Thy daughter is safe in Langdale hall! 
Thy beautiful daughter is safe and free — 
Sir Leoline greets thee thus through me! 
He bids thee come without delay 
With all thy numerous array 
And take thy lovely daughter home: 
And he will meet thee on the way 
With all his numerous array 
White with their panting palfreys’ foam: 510 
And, by mine honour! I will say, 
That I repent me of the day 
When I spake words of fierce disdain 
To Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine! — 
 — For since that evil hour hath flown, 
Many a summer’s sun hath shone; 
Yet ne’er found I a friend again 
Like Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine.”




    The lady fell, and clasped his knees, 
Her face upraised, her eyes o’erflowing; 520 
And Bracy replied, with faltering voice, 
His gracious Hail on all bestowing! — 
“Thy words, thou sire of Christabel, 
Are sweeter than my harp can tell; 
Yet might I gain a boon of thee, 
This day my journey should not be, 
So strange a dream hath come to me, 
That I had vowed with music loud 
To clear yon wood from thing unblest, 
Warned by a vision in my rest! 530 
For in my sleep I saw that dove, 
That gentle bird, whom thou dost love, 
And call’st by thy own daughter’s name — 
Sir Leoline! I saw the same 
Fluttering, and uttering fearful moan, 
Among the green herbs in the forest alone. 
Which when I saw and when I heard, 
I wonder’d what might ail the bird; 
For nothing near it could I see, 
Save the grass and green herbs underneath the old tree.” 540




    “And in my dream methought I went 
To search out what might there be found; 
And what the sweet bird’s trouble meant, 
That thus lay fluttering on the ground. 
I went and peered, and could descry 
No cause for her distressful cry; 
But yet for her dear lady’s sake 
I stooped, methought, the dove to take, 
When lo! I saw a bright green snake 
Coiled around its wings and neck. 550 
Green as the herbs on which it couched, 
Close by the dove’s its head it crouched; 
And with the dove it heaves and stirs, 
Swelling its neck as she swelled hers! 
I woke; it was the midnight hour, 
The clock was echoing in the tower; 
But though my slumber was gone by, 
This dream it would not pass away — 
It seems to live upon my eye! 
And thence I vowed this selfsame day 560 
With music strong and saintly song 
To wander through the forest bare, 
Lest aught unholy loiter there.”




    Thus Bracy said: the Baron, the while, 
Half-listening heard him with a smile; 
Then turned to Lady Geraldine, 
His eyes made up of wonder and love; 
And said in courtly accents fine, 
“Sweet maid, Lord Roland’s beauteous dove, 
With arms more strong than harp or song, 570 
Thy sire and I will crush the snake!” 
He kissed her forehead as he spake, 
And Geraldine in maiden wise 
Casting down her large bright eyes, 
With blushing cheek and courtesy fine 
She turned her from Sir Leoline; 
Softly gathering up her train, 
That o’er her right arm fell again; 
And folded her arms across her chest, 
And couched her head upon her breast, 580 
And looked askance at Christabel — 
Jesu, Maria, shield her well!




    A snake’s small eye blinks dull and shy; 
And the lady’s eyes they shrunk in her head, 
Each shrunk up to a serpent’s eye, 
And with somewhat of malice, and more of dread, 
At Christabel she looked askance! — 
One moment — and the sight was fled! 
But Christabel in dizzy trance 
Stumbling on the unsteady ground 
Shuddered aloud, with a hissing sound; 590 
And Geraldine again turned round, 
And like a thing, that sought relief, 
Full of wonder and full of grief, 
She rolled her large bright eyes divine 
Wildly on Sir Leoline.




    The maid, alas! her thoughts are gone, 
She nothing sees — no sight but one! 
The maid, devoid of guile and sin, 
I know not how, in fearful wise, 600 
So deeply had she drunken in 
That look, those shrunken serpent eyes, 
That all her features were resigned 
To this sole image in her mind: 
And passively did imitate 
That look of dull and treacherous hate! 
And thus she stood, in dizzy trance, 
Still picturing that look askance 
With forced unconscious sympathy 
Full before her father’s view — 610 
As far as such a look could be 
In eyes so innocent and blue!




    And when the trance was o’er, the maid 
Paused awhile, and inly prayed: 
Then falling at the Baron’s feet, 
“By my mother’s soul do I entreat 
That thou this woman send away!” 
She said: and more she could not say: 
For what she knew she could not tell, 
O’ermastered by the mighty spell. 620




    Why is thy cheek so wan and wild, 
Sir Leoline? Thy only child 
Lies at thy feet, thy joy, thy pride, 
So fair, so innocent, so mild; 
The same, for whom thy lady died! 
O by the pangs of her dear mother 
Think thou no evil of thy child! 
For her, and thee, and for no other, 
She prayed the moment ere she died: 630 
Prayed that the babe for whom she died, 
Might prove her dear lord’s joy and pride! 
 That prayer her deadly pangs beguiled, 
Sir Leoline! 
 And wouldst thou wrong thy only child, 
Her child and thine;




    Within the Baron’s heart and brain 
If thoughts, like these, had any share, 
They only swelled his rage and pain, 
And did but work confusion there. 
His heart was cleft with pain and rage, 640 
His cheeks they quivered, his eyes were wild, 
Dishonoured thus in his old age; 
Dishonoured by his only child, 
And all his hospitality 
To the wronged daughter of his friend 
By more than woman’s jealousy 
Brought thus to a disgraceful end — 
He rolled his eye with stern regard 
Upon the gentle minstrel bard, 
And said in tones abrupt, austere — 650 
“Why, Bracy! dost thou loiter here? 
I bade thee hence!” The bard obeyed; 
And turning from his own sweet maid, 
The age’d knight, Sir Leoline, 
Led forth the lady Geraldine!
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    A little child, a limber elf, 
Singing, dancing to itself, 
A fairy thing with red round cheeks, 
That always finds, and never seeks, 
Makes such a vision to the sight 660 
As fills a father’s eyes with light; 
And pleasures flow in so thick and fast 
Upon his heart, that he at last 
Must needs express his love’s excess 
With words of unmeant bitterness. 
Perhaps ‘tis pretty to force together 
Thoughts so all unlike each other; 
To mutter and mock a broken charm, 
To dally with wrong that does no harm. 
Perhaps ‘tis tender too and pretty 670 
At each wild word to feel within 
A sweet recoil of love and pity. 
And what, if in a world of sin 
(O sorrow and shame should this be true!) 
Such giddiness of heart and brain 
Comes seldom save from rage and pain, 
So talks as it’s most used to do.
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    Ye Clouds! that far above me float and pause,


    Whose pathless march no mortal may control!


    Ye Ocean-Waves! that, wheresoe’er ye roll,


    Yield homage only to eternal laws!


    Ye Woods! that listen to the night-birds singing,


    Midway the smooth and perilous slope reclined.


    Save when your own imperious branches swinging,


    Have made a solemn music of the wind!


    Where, like a man beloved of God,


    Through glooms, which never woodman trod,


    How oft, pursuing fancies holy,


    My moonlight way o’er flowering weeds I wound,


    Inspired, beyond the guess of folly,


    By each rude shape and wild unconquerable sound!


    O ye loud Waves! and O ye Forests high!


    And O ye Clouds that far above me soared!


    Thou rising Sun! thou blue rejoicing Sky!


    Yea, every thing that is and will be free!


    Bear witness for me, wheresoe’er ye be,


    With what deep worship I have still adored


    The spirit of divinest Liberty.




    II




    When France in wrath her giant-limbs upreared,


    And with that oath, which smote air, earth, and sea,


    Stamped her strong foot and said she would be free,


    Bear witness for me, how I hoped and feared!


    With what a joy my lofty gratulation


    Unawed I sang, amid a slavish band:


    And when to whelm the disenchanted nation,


    Like fiends embattled by a wizard’s wand,


    The Monarchs marched in evil day,


    And Britain joined the dire array;


    Though dear her shores and circling ocean,


    Though many friendships, many youthful loves


    Had swoln the patriot emotion


    And flung a magic light o’er all her hills and groves;


    Yet still my voice, unaltered, sang defeat


    To all that braved the tyrant-quelling lance,


    And shame too long delayed and vain retreat!


    For ne’er, O Liberty! with partial aim


    I dimmed thy light or damped thy holy flame;


    But blessed the paeans of delivered France,


    And hung my head and wept at Britain’s name.




     




    III




    “And what,” I said, “though Blasphemy’s loud scream


    With that sweet music of deliverance strove!


    Though all the fierce and drunken passions wove


    A dance more wild than e’er was maniac’s dream!


    Ye storms, that round the dawning East assembled,


    The Sun was rising, though ye hid his light!”


    And when, to soothe my soul, that hoped and trembled,


    The dissonance ceased, and all seemed calm and bright;


    When France her front deep-scarr’d and gory


    Concealed with clustering wreaths of glory;


    When, insupportably advancing,


    Her arm made mockery of the warrior’s ramp;


    While timid looks of fury glancing,


    Domestic treason, crushed beneath her fatal stamp,


    Writhed like a wounded dragon in his gore;


    Then I reproached my fears that would not flee;


    “And soon,” I said, “shall Wisdom teach her lore


    In the low huts of them that toil and groan!


    And, conquering by her happiness alone,


    Shall France compel the nations to be free,


    Till Love and Joy look round, and call the Earth their own.”




     




    IV




    Forgive me, Freedom! O forgive those dreams!


    I hear thy voice, I hear thy loud lament,


    From bleak Helvetia’s icy caverns sent —


    I hear thy groans upon her bloodstained streams!


    Heroes, that for your peaceful country perished,


    And ye that, fleeing, spot your mountain-snows


    With bleeding wounds; forgive me, that I cherished


    One thought that ever blessed your cruel foes!


    To scatter rage, and traitorous guilt,


    Where Peace her jealous home had built;


    A patriot-race to disinherit


    Of all that made their stormy wilds so dear;


    And with inexpiable spirit


    To taint the bloodless freedom of the mountaineer —


    O France, that mockest Heaven, adulterous, blind,


    And patriot only in pernicious toils!


    Are these thy boasts, Champion of human kind?


    To mix with Kings in the low lust of sway,


    Yell in the hunt, and share the murderous prey;


    To insult the shrine of Liberty with spoils


    From freemen torn; to tempt and to betray?




     




    V




    The Sensual and the Dark rebel in vain,


    Slaves by their own compulsion! In mad game


    They burst their manacles and wear the name


    Of Freedom, graven on a heavier chain!


    O Liberty! with profitless endeavour


    Have I pursued thee, many a weary hour;


    But thou nor swell’st the victor’s strain, nor ever


    Didst breathe thy soul in forms of human power.


    Alike from all, howe’er they praise thee,


    (Nor prayer, nor boastful name delays thee)


    Alike from Priestcraft’s harpy minions,


    And factious Blasphemy’s obscener slaves,


    Thou speedest on thy subtle pinions,


    The guide of homeless winds, and playmate of the waves!


    And there I felt thee! — on that sea-cliff’s verge,


    Whose pines, scarce travelled by the breeze above,


    Had made one murmur with the distant surge!


    Yes, while I stood and gazed, my temples bare,


    And shot my being through earth, sea, and air,


    Possessing all things with intensest love,


    O Liberty! my spirit felt thee there.
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    IN SEVEN PARTS




    By Samuel Taylor Coleridge




    ARGUMENT.




    How a Ship having passed the Line was driven by Storms to the cold Country towards the South Pole; and how from thence she made her course to the tropical Latitude of the Great Pacific Ocean; and of the strange things that befell; and in what manner the Ancyent Marinere came back to his own Country.




    I.




    It is an ancyent Marinere,


    And he stoppeth one of three:


    “By thy long grey beard and thy glittering eye


    ”Now wherefore stoppest me?




    “The Bridegroom’s doors are open’d wide


    ”And I am next of kin;


    “The Guests are met, the Feast is set, —


    ”May’st hear the merry din. —




    But still he holds the wedding-guest —


    There was a Ship, quoth he —


    “Nay, if thou’st got a laughsome tale,


    ”Marinere! come with me.”




    He holds him with his skinny hand,


    Quoth he, there was a Ship —


    “Now get thee hence, thou greybeard Loon!


    ”Or my Staff shall make thee skip.”




    He holds him with his glittering eye —


    The wedding guest stood still


    And listens like a three year’s child;


    The Marinere hath his will.




    The wedding-guest sate on a stone,


    He cannot chuse but hear:


    And thus spake on that ancyent man,


    The bright-eyed Marinere.




    The Ship was cheer’d, the Harbour clear’d —


    Merrily did we drop


    Below the Kirk, below the Hill,


    Below the Lighthouse top.




    The Sun came up upon the left,


    Out of the Sea came he:


    And he shone bright, and on the right


    Went down into the Sea.




    Higher and higher every day,


    Till over the mast at noon —


    The wedding-guest here beat his breast,


    For he heard the loud bassoon.




    The Bride hath pac’d into the Hall,


    Red as a rose is she;


    Nodding their heads before her goes


    The merry Minstralsy.




    The wedding-guest he beat his breast,


    Yet he cannot chuse but hear:


    And thus spake on that ancyent Man,


    The bright-eyed Marinere.




    Listen, Stranger! Storm and Wind,


    A Wind and Tempest strong!


    For days and weeks it play’d us freaks —


    Like Chaff we drove along.




    Listen, Stranger! Mist and Snow,


    And it grew wond’rous cauld:


    And Ice mast-high came floating by


    As green as Emerauld.




    And thro’ the drifts the snowy clifts


    Did send a dismal sheen;


    Ne shapes of men ne beasts we ken —


    The Ice was all between.




    The Ice was here, the Ice was there,


    The Ice was all around:


    It crack’d and growl’d, and roar’d and howl’d —


    Like noises of a swound.




    At length did cross an Albatross,


    Thorough the Fog it came;


    And an it were a Christian Soul,


    We hail’d it in God’s name.




    The Marineres gave it biscuit-worms,


    And round and round it flew:


    The Ice did split with a Thunder-fit;


    The Helmsman steer’d us thro’.




    And a good south wind sprung up behind,


    The Albatross did follow;


    And every day for food or play


    Came to the Marinere’s hollo!




    In mist or cloud on mast or shroud


    It perch’d for vespers nine,


    Whiles all the night thro’ fog-smoke white


    Glimmer’d the white moonshine.




    “God save thee, ancyent Marinere!


    ”From the fiends that plague thee thus —


    “Why look’st thou so?” — with my cross bow


    I shot the Albatross.




    II.




    The Sun came up upon the right,


    Out of the Sea came he;


    And broad as a weft upon the left


    Went down into the Sea.




    And the good south wind still blew behind,


    But no sweet Bird did follow


    Ne any day for food or play


    Came to the Marinere’s hollo!




    And I had done an hellish thing


    And it would work ‘em woe:


    For all averr’d, I had kill’d the Bird


    That made the Breeze to blow.




    Ne dim ne red, like God’s own head,


    The glorious Sun uprist:


    Then all averr’d, I had kill’d the Bird


    That brought the fog and mist.


    ‘Twas right, said they, such birds to slay


    That bring the fog and mist.




    The breezes blew, the white foam flew,


    The furrow follow’d free:


    We were the first that ever burst


    Into that silent Sea.




    Down dropt the breeze, the Sails dropt down,


    ’Twas sad as sad could be


    And we did speak only to break


    The silence of the Sea.




    All in a hot and copper sky


    The bloody sun at noon,


    Right up above the mast did stand,


    No bigger than the moon.




    Day after day, day after day,


    We stuck, ne breath ne motion,


    As idle as a painted Ship


    Upon a painted Ocean.




    Water, water, every where


    And all the boards did shrink;


    Water, water, every where,


    Ne any drop to drink.




    The very deeps did rot: O Christ!


    That ever this should be!


    Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs


    Upon the slimy Sea.




    About, about, in reel and rout


    The Death-fires danc’d at night;


    The water, like a witch’s oils,


    Burnt green and blue and white.




    And some in dreams assured were


    Of the Spirit that plagued us so:


    Nine fathom deep he had follow’d us


    From the Land of Mist and Snow.




    And every tongue thro’ utter drouth


    Was wither’d at the root;


    We could not speak no more than if


    We had been choked with soot.




    Ah wel-a-day! what evil looks


    Had I from old and young;


    Instead of the Cross the Albatross


    About my neck was hung.




    III.




    I saw a something in the Sky


    No bigger than my fist;


    At first it seem’d a little speck


    And then it seem’d a mist:


    It mov’d and mov’d, and took at last


    A certain shape, I wist.




    A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!


    And still it ner’d and ner’d;


    And, an it dodg’d a water-sprite,


    It plung’d and tack’d and veer’d.




    With throat unslack’d, with black lips bak’d


    Ne could we laugh, ne wail:


    Then while thro’ drouth all dumb they stood


    I bit my arm and suck’d the blood


    And cry’d, A sail! a sail!




    With throat unslack’d, with black lips bak’d


    Agape they hear’d me call:


    Gramercy! they for joy did grin


    And all at once their breath drew in


    As they were drinking all.




    She doth not tack from side to side —


    Hither to work us weal


    Withouten wind, withouten tide


    She steddies with upright keel.




    The western wave was all a flame,


    The day was well nigh done!


    Almost upon the western wave


    Rested the broad bright Sun;


    When that strange shape drove suddenly


    Betwixt us and the Sun.




    And strait the Sun was fleck’d with bars


    (Heaven’s mother send us grace)


    As if thro’ a dungeon grate he peer’d


    With broad and burning face.




    Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)


    How fast she neres and neres!


    Are those her Sails that glance in the Sun


    Like restless gossameres?




    Are these her naked ribs, which fleck’d


    The sun that did behind them peer?


    And are these two all, all the crew,


    That woman and her fleshless Pheere?




    His bones were black with many a crack,


    All black and bare, I ween;


    Jet-black and bare, save where with rust


    Of mouldy damps and charnel crust


    They’re patch’d with purple and green.




    Her lips are red, her looks are free,


    Her locks are yellow as gold:


    Her skin is as white as leprosy,


    And she is far liker Death than he;


    Her flesh makes the still air cold.




    The naked Hulk alongside came


    And the Twain were playing dice;


    “The Game is done! I’ve won, I’ve won!”


    Quoth she, and whistled thrice.




    A gust of wind sterte up behind


    And whistled thro’ his bones;


    Thro’ the holes of his eyes and the hole of his mouth


    Half-whistles and half-groans.




    With never a whisper in the Sea


    Off darts the Spectre-ship;


    While clombe above the Eastern bar


    The horned Moon, with one bright Star


    Almost atween the tips.




    One after one by the horned Moon


    (Listen, O Stranger! to me)


    Each turn’d his face with a ghastly pang


    And curs’d me with his ee.




    Four times fifty living men,


    With never a sigh or groan,


    With heavy thump, a lifeless lump


    They dropp’d down one by one.




    Their souls did from their bodies fly, —


    They fled to bliss or woe;


    And every soul it pass’d me by,


    Like the whiz of my Cross-bow.




    IV.




    “I fear thee, ancyent Marinere!


    ”I fear thy skinny hand;


    “And thou art long and lank and brown


    ”As is the ribb’d Sea-sand.




    “I fear thee and thy glittering eye


    ”And thy skinny hand so brown” —


    Fear not, fear not, thou wedding guest!


    This body dropt not down.




    Alone, alone, all all alone


    Alone on the wide wide Sea;


    And Christ would take no pity on


    My soul in agony.




    The many men so beautiful,


    And they all dead did lie!


    And a million million slimy things


    Liv’d on — and so did I.




    I look’d upon the rotting Sea,


    And drew my eyes away;


    I look’d upon the eldritch deck,


    And there the dead men lay.




    I look’d to Heaven, and try’d to pray;


    But or ever a prayer had gusht,


    A wicked whisper came and made


    My heart as dry as dust.




    I clos’d my lids and kept them close,


    Till the balls like pulses beat;


    For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky


    Lay like a load on my weary eye,


    And the dead were at my feet.




    The cold sweat melted from their limbs,


    Ne rot, ne reek did they;


    The look with which they look’d on me,


    Had never pass’d away.




    An orphan’s curse would drag to Hell


    A spirit from on high:


    But O! more horrible than that


    Is the curse in a dead man’s eye!


    Seven days, seven nights I saw that curse


    And yet I could not die.




    The moving Moon went up the sky


    And no where did abide:


    Softly she was going up


    And a star or two beside —




    Her beams bemock’d the sultry main


    Like morning frosts yspread;


    But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,


    The charmed water burnt alway


    A still and awful red.




    Beyond the shadow of the ship


    I watch’d the water-snakes:


    They mov’d in tracks of shining white;


    And when they rear’d, the elfish light


    Fell off in hoary flakes.




    Within the shadow of the ship


    I watch’d their rich attire:


    Blue, glossy green, and velvet black


    They coil’d and swam; and every track


    Was a flash of golden fire.




    O happy living things! no tongue


    Their beauty might declare:


    A spring of love gusht from my heart,


    And I bless’d them unaware!


    Sure my kind saint took pity on me,


    And I bless’d them unaware.




    The selfsame moment I could pray;


    And from my neck so free


    The Albatross fell off, and sank


    Like lead into the sea.




    V.




    O sleep, it is a gentle thing


    Belov’d from pole to pole!


    To Mary-queen the praise be yeven


    She sent the gentle sleep from heaven


    That slid into my soul.




    The silly buckets on the deck


    That had so long remain’d,


    I dreamt that they were fill’d with dew


    And when I awoke it rain’d.




    My lips were wet, my throat was cold,


    My garments all were dank;


    Sure I had drunken in my dreams


    And still my body drank.




    I mov’d and could not feel my limbs,


    I was so light, almost


    I thought that I had died in sleep,


    And was a blessed Ghost.




    The roaring wind! it roar’d far off,


    It did not come anear;


    But with its sound it shook the sails


    That were so thin and sere.




    The upper air bursts into life,


    And a hundred fire-flags sheen


    To and fro they are hurried about;


    And to and fro, and in and out


    The stars dance on between.




    The coming wind doth roar more loud;


    The sails do sigh, like sedge:


    The rain pours down from one black cloud


    And the Moon is at its edge.




    Hark! hark! the thick black cloud is cleft,


    And the Moon is at its side:


    Like waters shot from some high crag,


    The lightning falls with never a jag


    A river steep and wide.




    The strong wind reach’d the ship: it roar’d


    And dropp’d down, like a stone!


    Beneath the lightning and the moon


    The dead men gave a groan.




    They groan’d, they stirr’d, they all uprose,


    Ne spake, ne mov’d their eyes:


    It had been strange, even in a dream


    To have seen those dead men rise.




    The helmsman steerd, the ship mov’d on;


    Yet never a breeze up-blew;


    The Marineres all ‘gan work the ropes,


    Where they were wont to do:




    They rais’d their limbs like lifeless tools —


    We were a ghastly crew.




    The body of my brother’s son


    Stood by me knee to knee:


    The body and I pull’d at one rope,


    But he said nought to me —


    And I quak’d to think of my own voice


    How frightful it would be!




    The daylight dawn’d — they dropp’d their arms,


    And cluster’d round the mast:


    Sweet sounds rose slowly thro’ their mouths


    And from their bodies pass’d.




    Around, around, flew each sweet sound,


    Then darted to the sun:


    Slowly the sounds came back again


    Now mix’d, now one by one.




    Sometimes a dropping from the sky


    I heard the Lavrock sing;


    Sometimes all little birds that are


    How they seem’d to fill the sea and air


    With their sweet jargoning,




    And now ‘twas like all instruments,


    Now like a lonely flute;


    And now it is an angel’s song


    That makes the heavens be mute.




    It ceas’d: yet still the sails made on


    A pleasant noise till noon,


    A noise like of a hidden brook


    In the leafy month of June,


    That to the sleeping woods all night


    Singeth a quiet tune.




    Listen, O listen, thou Wedding-guest!


    ”Marinere! thou hast thy will:


    “For that, which comes out of thine eye, doth make


    ”My body and soul to be still.”




    Never sadder tale was told


    To a man of woman born:


    Sadder and wiser thou wedding-guest!


    Thou’lt rise to morrow morn.




    Never sadder tale was heard


    By a man of woman born:


    The Marineres all return’d to work


    As silent as beforne.




    The Marineres all ‘gan pull the ropes,


    But look at me they n’old:


    Thought I, I am as thin as air —


    They cannot me behold.




    Till moon we silently sail’d on


    Yet never a breeze did breathe:


    Slowly and smoothly went the ship


    Mov’d onward from beneath.




    Under the keel nine fathom deep


    From the land of mist and snow


    The spirit slid: and it was He


    That made the Ship to go.


    The sails at noon left off their tune


    And the Ship stood still also.




    The sun right up above the mast


    Had fix’d her to the ocean:


    But in a minute she ‘gan stir


    With a short uneasy motion —


    Backwards and forwards half her length


    With a short uneasy motion.




    Then, like a pawing horse let go,


    She made a sudden bound:


    It flung the blood into my head,


    And I fell into a swound.




    How long in that same fit I lay,


    I have not to declare;


    But ere my living life return’d,


    I heard and in my soul discern’d


    Two voices in the air,




    “Is it he?” quoth one, “Is this the man?


    ”By him who died on cross,


    “With his cruel bow he lay’d full low


    ”The harmless Albatross.




    “The spirit who ‘bideth by himself


    ”In the land of mist and snow,


    “He lov’d the bird that lov’d the man


    ”Who shot him with his bow.”




    The other was a softer voice,


    As soft as honey-dew:


    Quoth he the man hath penance done,


    And penance more will do.




    VI.




    FIRST VOICE.


    “But tell me, tell me! speak again,


    ”Thy soft response renewing —


    “What makes that ship drive on so fast?


    ”What is the Ocean doing?”




    SECOND VOICE.


    “Still as a Slave before his Lord,


    ”The Ocean hath no blast:


    “His great bright eye most silently


    ”Up to the moon is cast —




    “If he may know which way to go,


    ”For she guides him smooth or grim.


    “See, brother, see! how graciously


    ”She looketh down on him.”




    FIRST VOICE.


    “But why drives on that ship so fast


    ”Withouten wave or wind?”


    SECOND VOICE.


    “The air is cut away before,


    ”And closes from behind.




    “Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high,


    ”Or we shall be belated:


    “For slow and slow that ship will go,


    ”When the Marinere’s trance is abated.”




    I woke, and we were sailing on


    As in a gentle weather:


    ‘Twas night, calm night, the moon was high;


    The dead men stood together.




    All stood together on the deck,


    For a charnel-dungeon fitter:


    All fix’d on me their stony eyes


    That in the moon did glitter.




    The pang, the curse, with which they died,


    Had never pass’d away:


    I could not draw my een from theirs


    Ne turn them up to pray.




    And in its time the spell was snapt,


    And I could move my een:


    I look’d far-forth, but little saw


    Of what might else be seen.




    Like one, that on a lonely road


    Doth walk in fear and dread,


    And having once turn’d round, walks on


    And turns no more his head:


    Because he knows, a frightful fiend


    Doth close behind him tread.




    But soon there breath’d a wind on me,


    Ne sound ne motion made:


    Its path was not upon the sea


    In ripple or in shade.




    It rais’d my hair, it fann’d my cheek,


    Like a meadow-gale of spring —


    It mingled strangely with my fears,


    Yet it felt like a welcoming.




    Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,


    Yet she sail’d softly too:


    Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze —


    On me alone it blew.




    O dream of joy! is this indeed


    The lighthouse top I see?


    Is this the Hill? Is this the Kirk?


    Is this mine own countree?




    We drifted o’er the Harbour-bar,


    And I with sobs did pray —


    “O let me be awake, my God!


    ”Or let me sleep alway!”




    The harbour-bay was clear as glass,


    So smoothly it was strewn!


    And on the bay the moon light lay,


    And the shadow of the moon.




    The moonlight bay was white all o’er,


    Till rising from the same,


    Full many shapes, that shadows were,


    Like as of torches came.




    A little distance from the prow


    Those dark-red shadows were;


    But soon I saw that my own flesh


    Was red as in a glare.




    I turn’d my head in fear and dread,


    And by the holy rood,


    The bodies had advanc’d, and now


    Before the mast they stood.




    They lifted up their stiff right arms,


    They held them strait and tight;


    And each right-arm burnt like a torch,


    A torch that’s borne upright.


    Their stony eyeballs glitter’d on


    In the red and smoky light.




    I pray’d and turn’d my head away


    Forth looking as before.


    There was no breeze upon the bay,


    No wave against the shore.




    The rock shone bright, the kirk no less


    That stands above the rock:


    The moonlight steep’d in silentness


    The steady weathercock.




    And the bay was white with silent light,


    Till rising from the same


    Full many shapes, that shadows were,


    In crimson colours came.




    A little distance from the prow


    Those crimson shadows were:


    I turn’d my eyes upon the deck —


    O Christ! what saw I there?




    Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat;


    And by the Holy rood


    A man all light, a seraph-man,


    On every corse there stood.




    This seraph-band, each wav’d his hand:


    It was a heavenly sight:


    They stood as signals to the land,


    Each one a lovely light:




    This seraph-band, each wav’d his hand,


    No voice did they impart —


    No voice; but O! the silence sank,


    Like music on my heart.




    Eftsones I heard the dash of oars,


    I heard the pilot’s cheer:


    My head was turn’d perforce away


    And I saw a boat appear.




    Then vanish’d all the lovely lights;


    The bodies rose anew:


    With silent pace, each to his place,


    Came back the ghastly crew.


    The wind, that shade nor motion made,


    On me alone it blew.




    The pilot, and the pilot’s boy


    I heard them coming fast:


    Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy,


    The dead men could not blast.




    I saw a third — I heard his voice:


    It is the Hermit good!


    He singeth loud his godly hymns


    That he makes in the wood.


    He’ll shrieve my soul, he’ll wash away


    The Albatross’s blood.




    VII.




    This Hermit good lives in that wood


    Which slopes down to the Sea.


    How loudly his sweet voice he rears!


    He loves to talk with Marineres


    That come from a far Contrée.




    He kneels at morn and noon and eve —


    He hath a cushion plump:


    It is the moss, that wholly hides


    The rotted old Oak-stump.




    The Skiff-boat ne’rd: I heard them talk,


    ”Why, this is strange, I trow!


    “Where are those lights so many and fair


    ”That signal made but now?




    “Strange, by my faith!” the Hermit said —


    ”And they answer’d not our cheer.


    “The planks look warp’d, and see those sails


    ”How thin they are and sere!


    “I never saw aught like to them


    ”Unless perchance it were




    “The skeletons of leaves that lag


    ”My forest brook along:


    “When the Ivy-tod is heavy with snow,


    “And the Owlet whoops to the wolf below


    ”That eats the she-wolf’s young.




    “Dear Lord! it has a fiendish look” —


    (The Pilot made reply)


    “I am a-fear’d.—”Push on, push on!”


    Said the Hermit cheerily.




    The Boat came closer to the Ship,


    But I ne spake ne stirr’d!


    The Boat came close beneath the Ship,


    And strait a sound was heard!




    Under the water it rumbled on,


    Still louder and more dread:


    It reach’d the Ship, it split the bay;


    The Ship went down like lead.




    Stunn’d by that loud and dreadful sound,


    Which sky and ocean smote:


    Like one that hath been seven days drown’d


    My body lay afloat:


    But, swift as dreams, myself I found


    Within the Pilot’s boat.




    Upon the whirl, where sank the Ship,


    The boat spun round and round:


    And all was still, save that the hill


    Was telling of the sound.




    I mov’d my lips: the Pilot shriek’d


    And fell down in a fit.


    The Holy Hermit rais’d his eyes


    And pray’d where he did sit.




    I took the oars: the Pilot’s boy,


    Who now doth crazy go,


    Laugh’d loud and long, and all the while


    His eyes went to and fro,


    “Ha! ha!” quoth he—”full plain I see,


    ”The devil knows how to row.”




    And now all in mine own Countrée


    I stood on the firm land!


    The Hermit stepp’d forth from the boat,


    And scarcely he could stand.




    “O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy Man!”


    The Hermit cross’d his brow —


    “Say quick,” quoth he, “I bid thee say


    ”What manner man art thou?”




    Forthwith this frame of mine was wrench’d


    With a woeful agony,


    Which forc’d me to begin my tale


    And then it left me free.




    Since then at an uncertain hour,


    Now oftimes and now fewer,


    That anguish comes and makes me tell


    My ghastly aventure.




    I pass, like night, from land to land;


    I have strange power of speech;


    The moment that his face I see


    I know the man that must hear me;


    To him my tale I teach.




    What loud uproar bursts from that door!


    The Wedding-guests are there;


    But in the Garden-bower the Bride


    And Bride-maids singing are:


    And hark the little Vesper-bell


    Which biddeth me to prayer.




    O Wedding-guest! this soul hath been


    Alone on a wide wide sea:


    So lonely ‘twas, that God himself


    Scarce seemed there to be.




    O sweeter than the Marriage-feast,


    ’Tis sweeter far to me


    To walk together to the Kirk


    With a goodly company.




    To walk together to the Kirk


    And all together pray,


    While each to his great father bends,


    Old men, and babes, and loving friends,


    And Youths, and Maidens gay.




    Farewell, farewell! but this I tell


    To thee, thou wedding-guest!


    He prayeth well who loveth well


    Both man and bird and beast.




    He prayeth best who loveth best,


    All things both great and small:


    For the dear God, who loveth us,


    He made and loveth all.




    The Marinere, whose eye is bright,


    Whose beard with age is hoar,


    Is gone; and now the wedding-guest


    Turn’d from the bridegroom’s door.




    He went, like one that hath been stunn’d


    And is of sense forlorn:


    A sadder and a wiser man


    He rose the morrow morn.
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    By Samuel Taylor Coleridge




    A DRAMATIC FRAGMENT.




    FOSTER-MOTHER.


    I never saw the man whom you describe.




    MARIA.


    ‘Tis strange! he spake of you familiarly


    As mine and Albert’s common Foster-mother.




    FOSTER-MOTHER.


    Now blessings on the man, whoe’er he be,


    That joined your names with mine! O my sweet lady,


    As often as I think of those dear times


    When you two little ones would stand at eve


    On each side of my chair, and make me learn


    All you had learnt in the day; and how to talk


    In gentle phrase, then bid me sing to you —


    ‘Tis more like heaven to come than what has been.




    MARIA.


    O my dear Mother! this strange man has left me


    Troubled with wilder fancies, than the moon


    Breeds in the love-sick maid who gazes at it,


    Till lost in inward vision, with wet eye


    She gazes idly! — But that entrance, Mother!




    FOSTER-MOTHER.


    Can no one hear? It is a perilous tale!




    MARIA.


    No one.




    FOSTER-MOTHER


    My husband’s father told it me,


    Poor old Leoni! — Angels rest his soul!


    He was a woodman, and could fell and saw


    With lusty arm. You know that huge round beam


    Which props the hanging wall of the old chapel?


    Beneath that tree, while yet it was a tree


    He found a baby wrapt in mosses, lined


    With thistle-beards, and such small locks of wool


    As hang on brambles. Well, he brought him home,


    And reared him at the then Lord Velez’ cost.


    And so the babe grew up a pretty boy,


    A pretty boy, but most unteachable —


    And never learnt a prayer, nor told a bead,


    But knew the names of birds, and mocked their notes,


    And whistled, as he were a bird himself:


    And all the autumn ‘twas his only play


    To get the seeds of wild flowers, and to plant them


    With earth and water, on the stumps of trees.


    A Friar, who gathered simples in the wood,


    A grey-haired man — he loved this little boy,


    The boy loved him — and, when the Friar taught him,


    He soon could write with the pen: and from that time,


    Lived chiefly at the Convent or the Castle.


    So he became a very learned youth.


    But Oh! poor wretch! — he read, and read, and read,


    ‘Till his brain turned — and ere his twentieth year,


    He had unlawful thoughts of many things:


    And though he prayed, he never loved to pray


    With holy men, nor in a holy place —


    But yet his speech, it was so soft and sweet,


    The late Lord Velez ne’er was wearied with him.


    And once, as by the north side of the Chapel


    They stood together, chained in deep discourse,


    The earth heaved under them with such a groan,


    That the wall tottered, and had well-nigh fallen


    Right on their heads. My Lord was sorely frightened;


    A fever seized him, and he made confession


    Of all the heretical and lawless talk


    Which brought this judgment: so the youth was seized


    And cast into that hole. My husband’s father


    Sobbed like a child — it almost broke his heart:


    And once as he was working in the cellar,


    He heard a voice distinctly; ‘twas the youth’s,


    Who sung a doleful song about green fields,


    How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah,


    To hunt for food, and be a naked man,


    And wander up and down at liberty.


    He always doted on the youth, and now


    His love grew desperate; and defying death,


    He made that cunning entrance I described:


    And the young man escaped.




    MARIA.


    ’Tis a sweet tale:


    Such as would lull a listening child to sleep,


    His rosy face besoiled with unwiped tears. —


    And what became of him?




    FOSTER-MOTHER.


    He went on shipboard


    With those bold voyagers, who made discovery


    Of golden lands. Leoni’s younger brother


    Went likewise, and when he returned to Spain,


    He told Leoni, that the poor mad youth,


    Soon after they arrived in that new world,


    In spite of his dissuasion, seized a boat,


    And all alone, set sail by silent moonlight


    Up a great river, great as any sea,


    And ne’er was heard of more: but ‘tis supposed,


    He lived and died among the savage men.
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    — Nay, Traveller! rest. This lonely yew-tree stands


    Far from all human dwelling: what if here


    No sparkling rivulet spread the verdant herb;


    What if these barren boughs the bee not loves;


    Yet, if the wind breathe soft, the curling waves,


    That break against the shore, shall lull thy mind


    By one soft impulse saved from vacancy.




    — Who he was


    That piled these stones, and with the mossy sod


    First covered o’er, and taught this aged tree,


    Now wild, to bend its arms in circling shade,


    I well remember. — He was one who own’d


    No common soul. In youth, by genius nurs’d,


    And big with lofty views, he to the world


    Went forth, pure in his heart, against the taint


    Of dissolute tongues, ‘gainst jealousy, and hate,


    And scorn, against all enemies prepared,


    All but neglect: and so, his spirit damped


    At once, with rash disdain he turned away,


    And with the food of pride sustained his soul


    In solitude. — Stranger! these gloomy boughs


    Had charms for him; and here he loved to sit,


    His only visitants a straggling sheep,


    The stone-chat, or the glancing sand-piper;


    And on these barren rocks, with juniper,


    And heath, and thistle, thinly sprinkled o’er,


    Fixing his downward eye, he many an hour


    A morbid pleasure nourished, tracing here


    An emblem of his own unfruitful life:


    And lifting up his head, he then would gaze


    On the more distant scene; how lovely ‘tis


    Thou seest, and he would gaze till it became


    Far lovelier, and his heart could not sustain


    The beauty still more beauteous. Nor, that time,


    Would he forget those beings, to whose minds,


    Warm from the labours of benevolence,


    The world, and man himself, appeared a scene


    Of kindred loveliness: then he would sigh


    With mournful joy, to think that others felt


    What he must never feel: and so, lost man!


    On visionary views would fancy feed,


    Till his eye streamed with tears. In this deep vale


    He died, this seat his only monument.




    If thou be one whose heart the holy forms


    Of young imagination have kept pure,


    Stranger! henceforth be warned; and know, that pride,


    Howe’er disguised in its own majesty,


    Is littleness; that he, who feels contempt


    For any living thing, hath faculties


    Which he has never used; that thought with him


    Is in its infancy. The man, whose eye


    Is ever on himself, doth look on one,


    The least of nature’s works, one who might move


    The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds


    Unlawful, ever. O, be wiser thou!


    Instructed that true knowledge leads to love,


    True dignity abides with him alone


    Who, in the silent hour of inward thought,


    Can still suspect, and still revere himself,


    In lowliness of heart.
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    By Samuel Taylor Coleridge




    A CONVERSATIONAL POEM, WRITTEN IN APRIL, 1798.




    No cloud, no relique of the sunken day


    Distinguishes the West, no long thin slip


    Of sullen Light, no obscure trembling hues.


    Come, we will rest on this old mossy Bridge!


    You see the glimmer of the stream beneath,


    But hear no murmuring: it flows silently


    O’er its soft bed of verdure. All is still,


    A balmy night! and tho’ the stars be dim,


    Yet let us think upon the vernal showers


    That gladden the green earth, and we shall find


    A pleasure in the dimness of the stars.


    And hark! the Nightingale begins its song,


    “Most musical, most melancholy” Bird!


    A melancholy Bird? O idle thought!


    In nature there is nothing melancholy.


    — But some night-wandering Man, whose heart was pierc’d


    With the remembrance of a grievous wrong,


    Or slow distemper or neglected love,


    (And so, poor Wretch! fill’d all things with himself


    And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale


    Of his own sorrows) he and such as he


    First nam’d these notes a melancholy strain;


    And many a poet echoes the conceit,


    Poet, who hath been building up the rhyme


    When he had better far have stretch’d his limbs


    Beside a brook in mossy forest-dell


    By sun or moonlight, to the influxes


    Of shapes and sounds and shifting elements


    Surrendering his whole spirit, of his song


    And of his fame forgetful! so his fame


    Should share in nature’s immortality,


    A venerable thing! and so his song


    Should make all nature lovelier, and itself


    Be lov’d, like nature! — But ‘twill not be so;


    And youths and maidens most poetical


    Who lose the deep’ning twilights of the spring


    In ball-rooms and hot theatres, they still


    Full of meek sympathy must heave their sighs


    O’er Philomela’s pity-pleading strains.


    My Friend, and my Friend’s Sister! we have learnt


    A different lore: we may not thus profane


    Nature’s sweet voices always full of love


    And joyance! ‘Tis the merry Nightingale


    That crowds, and hurries, and precipitates


    With fast thick warble his delicious notes,


    As he were fearful, that an April night


    Would be too short for him to utter forth


    His love-chant, and disburthen his full soul


    Of all its music! And I know a grove


    Of large extent, hard by a castle huge


    Which the great lord inhabits not: and so


    This grove is wild with tangling underwood,


    And the trim walks are broken up, and grass,


    Thin grass and king-cups grow within the paths.


    But never elsewhere in one place I knew


    So many Nightingales: and far and near


    In wood and thicket over the wide grove


    They answer and provoke each other’s songs —


    With skirmish and capricious passagings,


    And murmurs musical and swift jug jug


    And one low piping sound more sweet than all —


    Stirring the air with such an harmony,


    That should you close your eyes, you might almost


    Forget it was not day! On moonlight bushes,


    Whose dewy leafits are but half disclos’d,


    You may perchance behold them on the twigs,


    Their bright, bright eyes, their eyes both bright and full,


    Glistning, while many a glowworm in the shade


    Lights up her love-torch.




    A most gentle maid


    Who dwelleth in her hospitable home


    Hard by the Castle, and at latest eve,


    (Even like a Lady vow’d and dedicate


    To something more than nature in the grove)


    Glides thro’ the pathways; she knows all their notes,


    That gentle Maid! and oft, a moment’s space,


    What time the moon was lost behind a cloud,


    Hath heard a pause of silence: till the Moon


    Emerging, hath awaken’d earth and sky


    With one sensation, and those wakeful Birds


    Have all burst forth in choral minstrelsy,


    As if one quick and sudden Gale had swept


    An hundred airy harps! And she hath watch’d


    Many a Nightingale perch giddily


    On blosmy twig still swinging from the breeze,


    And to that motion tune his wanton song,


    Like tipsy Joy that reels with tossing head.




    Farewell, O Warbler! till tomorrow eve,


    And you, my friends! farewell, a short farewell!


    We have been loitering long and pleasantly,


    And now for our dear homes. — That strain again!


    Full fain it would delay me! — My dear Babe,


    Who, capable of no articulate sound,


    Mars all things with his imitative lisp,


    How he would place his hand beside his ear,


    His little hand, the small forefinger up,


    And bid us listen! And I deem it wise


    To make him Nature’s playmate. He knows well


    The evening star: and once when he awoke


    In most distressful mood (some inward pain


    Had made up that strange thing, an infant’s dream)


    I hurried with him to our orchard plot,


    And he beholds the moon, and hush’d at once


    Suspends his sobs, and laughs most silently,


    While his fair eyes that swam with undropt tears


    Did glitter in the yellow moonbeam! Well —


    It is a father’s tale. But if that Heaven


    Should give me life, his childhood shall grow up


    Familiar with these songs, that with the night


    He may associate Joy! Once more farewell,


    Sweet Nightingale! once more, my friends! farewell.
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    By Derwent’s side my Father’s cottage stood,


    (The Woman thus her artless story told)


    One field, a flock, and what the neighbouring flood


    Supplied, to him were more than mines of gold.


    Light was my sleep; my days in transport roll’d:


    With thoughtless joy I stretch’d along the shore


    My father’s nets, or watched, when from the fold


    High o’er the cliffs I led my fleecy store,


    A dizzy depth below! his boat and twinkling oar.




    My father was a good and pious man,


    An honest man by honest parents bred,


    And I believe that, soon as I began


    To lisp, he made me kneel beside my bed,


    And in his hearing there my prayers I said:


    And afterwards, by my good father taught,


    I read, and loved the books in which I read;


    For books in every neighbouring house I sought,


    And nothing to my mind a sweeter pleasure brought.




    Can I forget what charms did once adorn


    My garden, stored with pease, and mint, and thyme,


    And rose and lilly for the sabbath morn?


    The sabbath bells, and their delightful chime;


    The gambols and wild freaks at shearing time;


    My hen’s rich nest through long grass scarce espied;


    The cowslip-gathering at May’s dewy prime;


    The swans, that, when I sought the water-side,


    From far to meet me came, spreading their snowy pride.




    The staff I yet remember which upbore


    The bending body of my active sire;


    His seat beneath the honeyed sycamore


    When the bees hummed, and chair by winter fire;


    When market-morning came, the neat attire


    With which, though bent on haste, myself I deck’d;


    My watchful dog, whose starts of furious ire,


    When stranger passed, so often I have check’d;


    The redbreast known for years, which at my casement peck’d.




    The suns of twenty summers danced along, —


    Ah! little marked, how fast they rolled away:


    Then rose a mansion proud our woods among,


    And cottage after cottage owned its sway,


    No joy to see a neighbouring house, or stray


    Through pastures not his own, the master took;


    My Father dared his greedy wish gainsay;


    He loved his old hereditary nook,


    And ill could I the thought of such sad parting brook.




    But, when he had refused the proffered gold,


    To cruel injuries he became a prey,


    Sore traversed in whate’er he bought and sold:


    His troubles grew upon him day by day,


    Till all his substance fell into decay.


    His little range of water was denied;


    All but the bed where his old body lay,


    All, all was seized, and weeping, side by side,


    We sought a home where we uninjured might abide.




    Can I forget that miserable hour,


    When from the last hill-top, my sire surveyed,


    Peering above the trees, the steeple tower,


    That on his marriage-day sweet music made?


    Till then he hoped his bones might there be laid,


    Close by my mother in their native bowers:


    Bidding me trust in God, he stood and prayed, —


    I could not pray: — through tears that fell in showers,


    Glimmer’d our dear-loved home, alas! no longer ours!




    There was a youth whom I had loved so long,


    That when I loved him not I cannot say.


    ‘Mid the green mountains many and many a song


    We two had sung, like little birds in May.


    When we began to tire of childish play


    We seemed still more and more to prize each other:


    We talked of marriage and our marriage day;


    And I in truth did love him like a brother,


    For never could I hope to meet with such another.




    His father said, that to a distant town


    He must repair, to ply the artist’s trade.


    What tears of bitter grief till then unknown!


    What tender vows our last sad kiss delayed!


    To him we turned: — we had no other aid.


    Like one revived, upon his neck I wept,


    And her whom he had loved in joy, he said


    He well could love in grief: his faith he kept;


    And in a quiet home once more my father slept.




    Four years each day with daily bread was blest,


    By constant toil and constant prayer supplied.


    Three lovely infants lay upon my breast;


    And often, viewing their sweet smiles, I sighed,


    And knew not why. My happy father died


    When sad distress reduced the children’s meal:


    Thrice happy! that from him the grave did hide


    The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent wheel,


    And tears that flowed for ills which patience could not heal.




    ‘Twas a hard change, an evil time was come;


    We had no hope, and no relief could gain.


    But soon, with proud parade, the noisy drum


    Beat round, to sweep the streets of want and pain.


    My husband’s arms now only served to strain


    Me and his children hungering in his view:


    In such dismay my prayers and tears were vain:


    To join those miserable men he flew;


    And now to the sea-coast, with numbers more, we drew.




    There foul neglect for months and months we bore,


    Nor yet the crowded fleet its anchor stirred.


    Green fields before us and our native shore,


    By fever, from polluted air incurred,


    Ravage was made, for which no knell was heard.


    Fondly we wished, and wished away, nor knew,


    ‘Mid that long sickness, and those hopes deferr’d,


    That happier days we never more must view:


    The parting signal streamed, at last the land withdrew,




    But from delay the summer calms were past.


    On as we drove, the equinoctial deep


    Ran mountains — high before the howling blaft.


    We gazed with terror on the gloomy sleep


    Of them that perished in the whirlwind’s sweep,


    Untaught that soon such anguish must ensue,


    Our hopes such harvest of affliction reap,


    That we the mercy of the waves should rue.


    We reached the western world, a poor, devoted crew.




    Oh! dreadful price of being to resign


    All that is dear in being! better far


    In Want’s most lonely cave till death to pine,


    Unseen, unheard, unwatched by any star;


    Or in the streets and walks where proud men are,


    Better our dying bodies to obtrude,


    Than dog-like, wading at the heels of war,


    Protract a curst existence, with the brood


    That lap (their very nourishment!) their brother’s blood.




    The pains and plagues that on our heads came down,


    Disease and famine, agony and fear,


    In wood or wilderness, in camp or town,


    It would thy brain unsettle even to hear.


    All perished — all, in one remorseless year,


    Husband and children! one by one, by sword


    And ravenous plague, all perished: every tear


    Dried up, despairing, desolate, on board


    A British ship I waked, as from a trance restored.




    Peaceful as some immeasurable plain


    By the first beams of dawning light impress’d,


    In the calm sunshine slept the glittering main.


    The very ocean has its hour of rest,


    That comes not to the human mourner’s breast.


    Remote from man, and storms of mortal care,


    A heavenly silence did the waves invest;


    I looked and looked along the silent air,


    Until it seemed to bring a joy to my despair.




    Ah! how unlike those late terrific sleeps!


    And groans, that rage of racking famine spoke,


    Where looks inhuman dwelt on festering heaps!


    The breathing pestilence that rose like smoke!


    The shriek that from the distant battle broke!


    The mine’s dire earthquake, and the pallid host


    Driven by the bomb’s incessant thunder-stroke


    To loathsome vaults, where heart-sick anguish toss’d,


    Hope died, and fear itself in agony was lost!




    Yet does that burst of woe congeal my frame,


    When the dark streets appeared to heave and gape,


    While like a sea the storming army came,


    And Fire from Hell reared his gigantic shape,


    And Murder, by the ghastly gleam, and Rape


    Seized their joint prey, the mother and the child!


    But from these crazing thoughts my brain, escape!


    — For weeks the balmy air breathed soft and mild,


    And on the gliding vessel Heaven and Ocean smiled.




    Some mighty gulph of separation past,


    I seemed transported to another world: —


    A thought resigned with pain, when from the mast


    The impatient mariner the sail unfurl’d,


    And whistling, called the wind that hardly curled


    The silent sea. From the sweet thoughts of home,


    And from all hope I was forever hurled.


    For me — farthest from earthly port to roam


    Was best, could I but shun the spot where man might come.




    And oft, robb’d of my perfect mind, I thought


    At last my feet a resting-place had found:


    Here will I weep in peace, (so fancy wrought,)


    Roaming the illimitable waters round;


    Here watch, of every human friend disowned,


    All day, my ready tomb the ocean-flood —


    To break my dream the vessel reached its bound:


    And homeless near a thousand homes I stood,


    And near a thousand tables pined, and wanted food.




    By grief enfeebled was I turned adrift,


    Helpless as sailor cast on desart rock;


    Nor morsel to my mouth that day did lift,


    Nor dared my hand at any door to knock.


    I lay, where with his drowsy mates, the cock


    From the cross timber of an out-house hung;


    How dismal tolled, that night, the city clock!


    At morn my sick heart hunger scarcely stung,


    Nor to the beggar’s language could I frame my tongue.




    So passed another day, and so the third:


    Then did I try, in vain, the crowd’s resort,


    In deep despair by frightful wishes stirr’d,


    Near the sea-side I reached a ruined fort:


    There, pains which nature could no more support,


    With blindness linked, did on my vitals fall;


    Dizzy my brain, with interruption short


    Of hideous sense; I sunk, nor step could crawl,


    And thence was borne away to neighbouring hospital.




    Recovery came with food: but still, my brain


    Was weak, nor of the past had memory.


    I heard my neighbours, in their beds, complain


    Of many things which never troubled me;


    Of feet still bustling round with busy glee,


    Of looks where common kindness had no part,


    Of service done with careless cruelty,


    Fretting the fever round the languid heart,


    And groans, which, as they said, would make a dead man start.




    These things just served to stir the torpid sense,


    Nor pain nor pity in my bosom raised.


    Memory, though slow, returned with strength; and thence


    Dismissed, again on open day I gazed,


    At houses, men, and common light, amazed.


    The lanes I sought, and as the sun retired,


    Came, where beneath the trees a faggot blazed;


    The wild brood saw me weep, my fate enquired,


    And gave me food, and rest, more welcome, more desired.




    My heart is touched to think that men like these,


    The rude earth’s tenants, were my first relief:


    How kindly did they paint their vagrant ease!


    And their long holiday that feared not grief,


    For all belonged to all, and each was chief.


    No plough their sinews strained; on grating road


    No wain they drove, and yet, the yellow sheaf


    In every vale for their delight was stowed:


    For them, in nature’s meads, the milky udder flowed.




    Semblance, with straw and pauniered ass, they made


    Of potters wandering on from door to door:


    But life of happier sort to me pourtrayed,


    And other joys my fancy to allure;


    The bagpipe dinning on the midnight moor


    In barn uplighted, and companions boon


    Well met from far with revelry secure,


    In depth of forest glade, when jocund June


    Rolled fast along the sky his warm and genial moon.




    But ill it suited me, in journey dark


    O’er moor and mountain, midnight theft to hatch;


    To charm the surly house-dog’s faithful bark.


    Or hang on tiptoe at the lifted latch;


    The gloomy lantern, and the dim blue match,


    The black disguise, the warning whistle shrill,


    And ear still busy on its nightly watch,


    Were not for me, brought up in nothing ill;


    Besides, on griefs so fresh my thoughts were brooding still.




    What could I do, unaided and unblest?


    Poor Father! gone was every friend of thine:


    And kindred of dead husband are at best


    Small help, and, after marriage such as mine,


    With little kindness would to me incline.


    Ill was I then for toil or service fit:


    With tears whose course no effort could confine,


    By highway side forgetful would I sit


    Whole hours, my idle arms in moping sorrow knit.




    I lived upon the mercy of the fields,


    And oft of cruelty the sky accused;


    On hazard, or what general bounty yields,


    Now coldly given, now utterly refused,


    The fields I for my bed have often used:


    But, what afflicts my peace with keenest ruth


    Is, that I have my inner self abused,


    Foregone the home delight of constant truth,


    And clear and open soul, so prized in fearless youth.




    Three years a wanderer, often have I view’d,


    In tears, the sun towards that country tend


    Where my poor heart lost all its fortitude:


    And now across this moor my steps I bend —


    Oh! tell me whither — for no earthly friend


    Have I. — She ceased, and weeping turned away,


    As if because her tale was at an end


    She wept; — because she had no more to say


    Of that perpetual weight which on her spirit lay.
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    Oh! what’s the matter? what’s the matter?


    What is’t that ails young Harry Gill?


    That evermore his teeth they chatter,


    Chatter, chatter, chatter still.


    Of waistcoats Harry has no lack,


    Good duffle grey, and flannel fine;


    He has a blanket on his back,


    And coats enough to smother nine.




    In March, December, and in July,


    “Tis all the same with Harry Gill;


    The neighbours tell, and tell you truly,


    His teeth they chatter, chatter still.


    At night, at morning, and at noon,


    ‘Tis all the same with Harry Gill;


    Beneath the sun, beneath the moon,


    His teeth they chatter, chatter still.




    Young Harry was a lusty drover,


    And who so stout of limb as he?


    His cheeks were red as ruddy clover,


    His voice was like the voice of three.


    Auld Goody Blake was old and poor,


    Ill fedd she was, and thinly clad;


    And any man who pass’d her door,


    Might see how poor a hut she had.




    All day she spun in her poor dwelling,


    And then her three hours’ work at night!


    Alas! ‘twas hardly worth the telling,


    It would not pay for candlelight.


    — This woman dwelt in Dorsetshire,


    Her hut was on a cold hill-side,


    And in that country coals are dear,


    For they come far by wind and tide.




    By the same fire to boil their pottage,


    Two poor old dames, as I have known,


    Will often live in one small cottage,


    But she, poor woman, dwelt alone.


    ‘Twas well enough when summer came,


    The long, warm, lightsome summer-day,


    Then at her door the canty dame


    Would sit, as any linnet gay.




    But when the ice our streams did fetter,


    Oh! then how her old bones would shake!


    You would have said, if you had met her,


    ‘Twas a hard time for Goody Blake.


    Her evenings then were dull and dead;


    Sad case it was, as you may think,


    For very cold to go to bed,


    And then for cold not sleep a wink.




    Oh joy for her! when e’er in winter


    The winds at night had made a rout,


    And scatter’d many a lusty splinter,


    And many a rotten bough about.


    Yet never had she, well or sick,


    As every man who knew her says,


    A pile beforehand, wood or stick,


    Enough to warm her for three days.




    Now, when the frost was past enduring,


    And made her poor old bones to ache,


    Could any thing be more alluring,


    Than an old hedge to Goody Blake?


    And now and then, it must be said,


    When her old bones were cold and chill,


    She left her fire, or left her bed,


    To seek the hedge of Harry Gill.




    Now Harry he had long suspected


    This trespass of old Goody Blake,


    And vow’d that she should be detected,


    And he on her would vengeance take.


    And oft from his warm fire he’d go,


    And to the fields his road would take,


    And there, at night, in frost and snow,


    He watch’d to seize old Goody Blake.




    And once, behind a rick of barley,


    Thus looking out did Harry stand;


    The moon was full and shining clearly,


    And crisp with frost the stubble-land.


    — He hears a noise — he’s all awake —


    Again? — on tip-toe down the hill


    He softly creeps—’Tis Goody Blake,


    She’s at the hedge of Harry Gill.




    Right glad was he when he beheld her:


    Stick after stick did Goody pull,


    He stood behind a bush of elder,


    Till she had filled her apron full.


    When with her load she turned about,


    The bye-road back again to take,


    He started forward with a shout,


    And sprang upon poor Goody Blake.




    And fiercely by the arm he took her,


    And by the arm he held her fast,


    And fiercely by the arm he shook her,


    And cried, “I’ve caught you then at last!”


    Then Goody, who had nothing said,


    Her bundle from her lap let fall;


    And kneeling on the sticks, she pray’d


    To God that is the judge of all.




    She pray’d, her wither’d hand uprearing,


    While Harry held her by the arm —


    “God! who art never out of hearing,


    “O may he never more be warm!”


    The cold, cold moon above her head,


    Thus on her knees did Goody pray,


    Young Harry heard what she had said,


    And icy-cold he turned away.




    He went complaining all the morrow


    That he was cold and very chill:


    His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow,


    Alas! that day for Harry Gill!


    That day he wore a riding-coat,


    But not a whit the warmer he:


    Another was on Thursday brought,


    And ere the Sabbath he had three.




    ‘Twas all in vain, a useless matter,


    And blankets were about him pinn’d;


    Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter,


    Like a loose casement in the wind.


    And Harry’s flesh it fell away;


    And all who see him say ‘tis plain,


    That, live as long as live he may,


    He never will be warm again.




    No word to any man he utters,


    A-bed or up, to young or old;


    But ever to himself he mutters,


    “Poor Harry Gill is very cold.”


    A-bed or up, by night or day;


    His teeth they chatter, chatter still.


    Now think, ye farmers all, I pray,


    Of Goody Blake and Harry Gill.
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    It is the first mild day of March:


    Each minute sweeter than before,


    The redbreast sings from the tall larch


    That stands beside our door.




    There is a blessing in the air,


    Which seems a sense of joy to yield


    To the bare trees, and mountains bare,


    And grass in the green field.




    My Sister! (‘tis a wish of mine)


    Now that our morning meal is done,


    Make haste, your morning task resign;


    Come forth and feel the sun.




    Edward will come with you, and pray,


    Put on with speed your woodland dress,


    And bring no book, for this one day


    We’ll give to idleness.




    No joyless forms shall regulate


    Our living Calendar:


    We from to-day, my friend, will date


    The opening of the year.




    Love, now an universal birth.


    From heart to heart is stealing,


    From earth to man, from man to earth,


    — It is the hour of feeling.




    One moment now may give us more


    Than fifty years of reason;


    Our minds shall drink at every pore


    The spirit of the season.




    Some silent laws our hearts may make,


    Which they shall long obey;


    We for the year to come may take


    Our temper from to-day.




    And from the blessed power that rolls


    About, below, above;


    We’ll frame the measure of our souls,


    They shall be tuned to love.




    Then come, my sister! come, I pray,


    With speed put on your woodland dress,


    And bring no book; for this one day


    We’ll give to idleness.
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    In the sweet shire of Cardigan,


    Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall,


    An old man dwells, a little man,


    I’ve heard he once was tall.


    Of years he has upon his back,


    No doubt, a burthen weighty;


    He says he is three score and ten,


    But others say he’s eighty.




    A long blue livery-coat has he,


    That’s fair behind, and fair before;


    Yet, meet him where you will, you see


    At once that he is poor.


    Full five and twenty years he lived


    A running huntsman merry;


    And, though he has but one eye left,


    His cheek is like a cherry.




    No man like him the horn could sound.


    And no man was so full of glee;


    To say the least, four counties round


    Had heard of Simon Lee;


    His master’s dead, and no one now


    Dwells in the hall of Ivor;


    Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead;


    He is the sole survivor.




    His hunting feats have him bereft


    Of his right eye, as you may see:


    And then, what limbs those feats have left


    To poor old Simon Lee!


    He has no son, he has no child,


    His wife, an aged woman,


    Lives with him, near the waterfall,


    Upon the village common.




    And he is lean and he is sick,


    His little body’s half awry


    His ancles they are swoln and thick


    His legs are thin and dry.


    When he was young he little knew


    Of husbandry or tillage;


    And now he’s forced to work, though weak,


    — The weakest in the village.




    He all the country could outrun,


    Could leave both man and horse behind;


    And often, ere the race was done,


    He reeled and was stone-blind.


    And still there’s something in the world


    At which his heart rejoices;


    For when the chiming hounds are out,


    He dearly loves their voices!




    Old Ruth works out of doors with him,


    And does what Simon cannot do;


    For she, not over stout of limb,


    Is stouter of the two.


    And though you with your utmost skill


    From labour could not wean them,


    Alas! ‘tis very little, all


    Which they can do between them.




    Beside their moss-grown hut of clay,


    Not twenty paces from the door,


    A scrap of land they have, but they


    Are poorest of the poor.


    This scrap of land he from the heath


    Enclosed when he was stronger;


    But what avails the land to them,


    Which they can till no longer?




    Few months of life has he in store,


    As he to you will tell,


    For still, the more he works, the more


    His poor old ancles swell.


    My gentle reader, I perceive


    How patiently you’ve waited,


    And I’m afraid that you expect


    Some tale will be related.




    O reader! had you in your mind


    Such stores as silent thought can bring,


    O gentle reader! you would find


    A tale in every thing.


    What more I have to say is short,


    I hope you’ll kindly take it;


    It is no tale; but should you think,


    Perhaps a tale you’ll make it.




    One summer-day I chanced to see


    This old man doing all he could


    About the root of an old tree,


    A stump of rotten wood.


    The mattock totter’d in his hand;


    So vain was his endeavour


    That at the root of the old tree


    He might have worked for ever.




    “You’re overtasked, good Simon Lee,


    Give me your tool” to him I said;


    And at the word right gladly he


    Received my proffer’d aid.


    I struck, and with a single blow


    The tangled root I sever’d,


    At which the poor old man so long


    And vainly had endeavour’d.




    The tears into his eyes were brought,


    And thanks and praises seemed to run


    So fast out of his heart, I thought


    They never would have done.


    — I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds


    With coldness still returning.


    Alas! the gratitude of men


    Has oftner left me mourning.




    ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS SHEWING HOW THE ART OF LYING MAY BE TAUGHT
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    I have a boy of five years old,


    His face is fair and fresh to see;


    His limbs are cast in beauty’s mould,


    And dearly he loves me.




    One morn we stroll’d on our dry walk,


    Our quiet house all full in view,


    And held such intermitted talk


    As we are wont to do.




    My thoughts on former pleasures ran;


    I thought of Kilve’s delightful shore,


    My pleasant home, when spring began,


    A long, long year before.




    A day it was when I could bear


    To think, and think, and think again;


    With so much happiness to spare,


    I could not feel a pain.




    My boy was by my side, so slim


    And graceful in his rustic dress!


    And oftentimes I talked to him,


    In very idleness.




    The young lambs ran a pretty race;


    The morning sun shone bright and warm;


    “Kilve,” said I, “was a pleasant place,


    “And so is Liswyn farm.




    “My little boy, which like you more,”


    I said and took him by the arm —


    “Our home by Kilve’s delightful shore,


    “Or here at Liswyn farm?”




    “And tell me, had you rather be,”


    I said and held him by the arm,


    “At Kilve’s smooth shore by the green sea,


    “Or here at Liswyn farm?”




    In careless mood he looked at me,


    While still I held him by the arm,


    And said, “At Kilve I’d rather be


    “Than here at Liswyn farm.”




    “Now, little Edward, say why so;


    My little Edward, tell me why;”


    “I cannot tell, I do not know,”


    “Why this is strange,” said I.




    “For, here are woods and green-hills warm;


    “There surely must some reason be


    “Why you would change sweet Liswyn farm


    “For Kilve by the green sea.”




    At this, my boy, so fair and slim,


    Hung down his head, nor made reply;


    And five times did I say to him,


    “Why? Edward, tell me why?”




    His head he raised — there was in sight,


    It caught his eye, he saw it plain —


    Upon the house-top, glittering bright,


    A broad and gilded vane.




    Then did the boy his tongue unlock,


    And thus to me he made reply;


    “At Kilve there was no weathercock,


    “And that’s the reason why.”




    Oh dearest, dearest boy! my heart


    For better lore would seldom yearn,


    Could I but teach the hundredth part


    Of what from thee I learn.




    WE ARE SEVEN
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    A simple child, dear brother Jim,


    That lightly draws its breath,


    And feels its life in every limb,


    What should it know of death?




    I met a little cottage girl,


    She was eight years old, she said;


    Her hair was thick with many a curl


    That cluster’d round her head.




    She had a rustic, woodland air,


    And she was wildly clad;


    Her eyes were fair, and very fair,


    — Her beauty made me glad.




    “Sisters and brothers, little maid,


    “How many may you be?”


    “How many? seven in all,” she said,


    And wondering looked at me.




    “And where are they, I pray you tell?”


    She answered, “Seven are we,


    “And two of us at Conway dwell,


    “And two are gone to sea.




    “Two of us in the churchyard lie,


    “My sister and my brother,


    “And in the churchyard cottage, I


    “Dwell near them with my mother.”




    “You say that two at Conway dwell,


    “And two are gone to sea,


    “Yet you are seven; I pray you tell


    “Sweet Maid, how this may be?”




    Then did the little Maid reply,


    “Seven boys and girls are we;


    “Two of us in the churchyard lie,


    “Beneath the churchyard tree.”




    “You run about, my little maid,


    “Your limbs they are alive;


    “If two are in the churchyard laid,


    “Then ye are only five.”




    “Their graves are green, they may be seen,”


    The little Maid replied,


    “Twelve steps or more from my mother’s door,


    “And they are side by side.




    “My stockings there I often knit,


    “My ‘kerchief there I hem;


    “And there upon the ground I sit —


    “I sit and sing to them.




    “And often after sunset, Sir,


    “When it is light and fair,


    “I take my little porringer,


    “And eat my supper there.




    “The first that died was little Jane;


    “In bed she moaning lay,


    “Till God released her of her pain,


    “And then she went away.




    “So in the churchyard she was laid,


    “And all the summer dry,


    “Together round her grave we played,


    “My brother John and I.




    “And when the ground was white with snow,


    “And I could run and slide,


    “My brother John was forced to go,


    “And he lies by her side.”




    “How many are you then,” said I,


    “If they two are in Heaven?”


    The little Maiden did reply,


    “O Master! we are seven.”




    “But they are dead; those two are dead!


    “Their spirits are in heaven!”


    ‘Twas throwing words away; for still


    The little Maid would have her will,


    And said, “Nay, we are seven!”




    LINES WRITTEN IN EARLY SPRING
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    I heard a thousand blended notes,


    While in a grove I sate reclined,


    In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts


    Bring sad thoughts to the mind.




    To her fair works did nature link


    The human soul that through me ran;


    And much it griev’d my heart to think


    What man has made of man.




    Through primrose-tufts, in that sweet bower,


    The periwinkle trail’d its wreathes;


    And ‘tis my faith that every flower


    Enjoys the air it breathes.




    The birds around me hopp’d and play’d:


    Their thoughts I cannot measure,


    But the least motion which they made,


    It seem’d a thrill of pleasure.




    The budding twigs spread out their fan,


    To catch the breezy air;


    And I must think, do all I can,


    That there was pleasure there.




    If I these thoughts may not prevent,


    If such be of my creed the plan,


    Have I not reason to lament


    What man has made of man?




    THE THORN
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    I.




    There is a thorn; it looks so old,


    In truth you’d find it hard to say,


    How it could ever have been young,


    It looks so old and grey.


    Not higher than a two-years’ child,


    It stands erect this aged thorn;


    No leaves it has, no thorny points;


    It is a mass of knotted joints,


    A wretched thing forlorn.


    It stands erect, and like a stone


    With lichens it is overgrown.




    II.




    Like rock or stone, it is o’ergrown


    With lichens to the very top,


    And hung with heavy tufts of moss,


    A melancholy crop:


    Up from the earth these mosses creep,


    And this poor thorn they clasp it round


    So close, you’d say that they were bent


    With plain and manifest intent,


    To drag it to the ground;


    And all had joined in one endeavour


    To bury this poor thorn for ever.




    III.




    High on a mountain’s highest ridge,


    Where oft the stormy winter gale


    Cuts like a scythe, while through the clouds


    It sweeps from vale to vale;


    Not five yards from the mountain-path,


    This thorn you on your left espy;


    And to the left, three yards beyond,


    You see a little muddy pond


    Of water, never dry;


    I’ve measured it from side to side:


    ‘Tis three feet long, and two feet wide.




    IV.




    And close beside this aged thorn,


    There is a fresh and lovely sight,


    A beauteous heap, a hill of moss,


    Just half a foot in height.


    All lovely colours there you see,


    All colours that were ever seen,


    And mossy network too is there,


    As if by hand of lady fair


    The work had woven been,


    And cups, the darlings of the eye,


    So deep is their vermilion dye.




    V.




    Ah me! what lovely tints are there!


    Of olive-green and scarlet bright,


    In spikes, in branches, and in stars,


    Green, red, and pearly white.


    This heap of earth o’ergrown with moss


    Which close beside the thorn you see,


    So fresh in all its beauteous dyes,


    Is like an infant’s grave in size


    As like as like can be:


    But never, never any where,


    An infant’s grave was half so fair.




    VI.




    Now would you see this aged thorn,


    This pond and beauteous hill of moss,


    You must take care and chuse your time


    The mountain when to cross.


    For oft there sits, between the heap


    That’s like an infant’s grave in size,


    And that same pond of which I spoke,


    A woman in a scarlet cloak,


    And to herself she cries,


    “Oh misery! oh misery!


    “Oh woe is me! oh misery!”




    VII.




    At all times of the day and night


    This wretched woman thither goes,


    And she is known to every star,


    And every wind that blows;


    And there beside the thorn she sits


    When the blue daylight’s in the skies,


    And when the whirlwind’s on the hill,


    Or frosty air is keen and still,


    And to herself she cries,


    “Oh misery! oh misery!


    “Oh woe is me! oh misery!”




    VIII.




    “Now wherefore thus, by day and night,


    “In rain, in tempest, and in snow,


    “Thus to the dreary mountain-top


    “Does this poor woman go?


    “And why sits she beside the thorn


    “When the blue daylight’s in the sky,


    “Or when the whirlwind’s on the hill,


    “Or frosty air is keen and still,


    “And wherefore does she cry? —


    “Oh wherefore? wherefore? tell me why


    “Does she repeat that doleful cry?”




    IX.




    I cannot tell; I wish I could;


    For the true reason no one knows,


    But if you’d gladly view the spot,


    The spot to which she goes;


    The heap that’s like an infant’s grave,


    The pond — and thorn, so old and grey,


    Pass by her door—’tis seldom shut —


    And if you see her in her hut,


    Then to the spot away! —


    I never heard of such as dare


    Approach the spot when she is there.




    X.




    “But wherefore to the mountain-top


    “Can this unhappy woman go,


    “Whatever star is in the skies,


    “Whatever wind may blow?”


    Nay rack your brain—’tis all in vain,


    I’ll tell you every thing I know;


    But to the thorn, and to the pond


    Which is a little step beyond,


    I wish that you would go:


    Perhaps when you are at the place


    You something of her tale may trace.




    XI.




    I’ll give you the best help I can:


    Before you up the mountain go,


    Up to the dreary mountain-top,


    I’ll tell you all I know.


    Tis now some two and twenty years,


    Since she (her name is Martha Ray)


    Gave with a maiden’s true good will


    Her company to Stephen Hill;


    And she was blithe and gay,


    And she was happy, happy still


    Whene’er she thought of Stephen Hill.




    XII.




    And they had fix’d the wedding-day,


    The morning that must wed them both;


    But Stephen to another maid


    Had sworn another oath;


    And with this other maid to church


    Unthinking Stephen went —


    Poor Martha! on that woful day


    A cruel, cruel fire, they say,


    Into her bones was sent:


    It dried her body like a cinder,


    And almost turn’d her brain to tinder.




    XIII.




    They say, full six months after this,


    While yet the summer-leaves were green,


    She to the mountain-top would go,


    And there was often seen.


    ‘Tis said, a child was in her womb,


    As now to any eye was plain;


    She was with child, and she was mad,


    Yet often she was sober sad


    From her exceeding pain.


    Oh me! ten thousand times I’d rather


    That he had died, that cruel father!




    XIV.




    Sad case for such a brain to hold


    Communion with a stirring child!


    Sad case, as you may think, for one


    Who had a brain so wild!


    Last Christmas when we talked of this,


    Old Farmer Simpson did maintain,


    That in her womb the infant wrought


    About its mother’s heart, and brought


    Her senses back again:


    And when at last her time drew near,


    Her looks were calm, her senses clear.




    XV.




    No more I know, I wish I did,


    And I would tell it all to you;


    For what became of this poor child


    There’s none that ever knew:


    And if a child was born or no,


    There’s no one that could ever tell;


    And if ‘twas born alive or dead,


    There’s no one knows, as I have said,


    But some remember well,


    That Martha Ray about this time


    Would up the mountain often climb.




    XVI.




    And all that winter, when at night


    The wind blew from the mountain-peak,


    ‘Twas worth your while, though in the dark,


    The churchyard path to seek:


    For many a time and oft were heard


    Cries coming from the mountain-head,


    Some plainly living voices were,


    And others, I’ve heard many swear,


    Were voices of the dead:


    I cannot think, whate’er they say,


    They had to do with Martha Ray.




    XVII.




    But that she goes to this old thorn,


    The thorn which I’ve described to you,


    And there sits in a scarlet cloak,


    I will be sworn is true.


    For one day with my telescope,


    To view the ocean wide and bright,


    When to this country first I came,


    Ere I had heard of Martha’s name,


    I climbed the mountain’s height:


    A storm came on, and I could see


    No object higher than my knee.




    XVIII.




    ‘Twas mist and rain, and storm and rain,


    No screen, no fence could I discover,


    And then the wind! in faith, it was


    A wind full ten times over.


    I looked around, I thought I saw


    A jutting crag, and oft’ I ran,


    Head-foremost, through the driving rain,


    The shelter of the crag to gain,


    And, as I am a man,


    Instead of jutting crag, I found


    A woman seated on the ground.




    XIX.




    I did not speak — I saw her face,


    Her face it was enough for me;


    I turned about and heard her cry,


    “O misery! O misery!”


    And there she sits, until the moon


    Through half the clear blue sky will go,


    And when the little breezes make


    The waters of the pond to shake,


    As all the country know,


    She shudders and you hear her cry,


    “Oh misery! oh misery!




    XX.




    “But what’s the thorn? and what’s the pond?


    “And what’s the hill of moss to her?


    “And what’s the creeping breeze that comes


    “The little pond to stir?”


    I cannot tell; but some will say


    She hanged her baby on the tree,


    Some say she drowned it in the pond,


    Which is a little step beyond,


    But all and each agree,


    The little babe was buried there,


    Beneath that hill of moss so fair.




    XXI.




    I’ve heard the scarlet moss is red


    With drops of that poor infant’s blood;


    But kill a newborn infant thus!


    I do not think she could.


    Some say, if to the pond you go,


    And fix on it a steady view,


    The shadow of a babe you trace,


    A baby and a baby’s face,


    And that it looks at you;


    Whene’er you look on it, ‘tis plain


    The baby looks at you again.




    XXII.




    And some had sworn an oath that she


    Should be to public justice brought;


    And for the little infant’s bones


    With spades they would have sought.


    But then the beauteous hill of moss


    Before their eyes began to stir;


    And for full fifty yards around,


    The grass it shook upon the ground;


    But all do still aver


    The little babe is buried there,


    Beneath that hill of moss so fair.




    XXIII.




    I cannot tell how this may be,


    But plain it is, the thorn is bound


    With heavy tufts of moss, that strive


    To drag it to the ground.


    And this I know, full many a time,


    When she was on the mountain high,


    By day, and in the silent night,


    When all the stars shone clear and bright,


    That I have heard her cry,


    “Oh misery! oh misery!


    “O woe is me! oh misery!”




    THE LAST OF THE FLOCK
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    In distant countries I have been,


    And yet I have not often seen


    A healthy man, a man full grown


    Weep in the public roads alone.


    But such a one, on English ground,


    And in the broad highway, I met;


    Along the broad highway he came,


    His cheeks with tears were wet.


    Sturdy he seemed, though he was sad;


    And in his arms a lamb he had.




    He saw me, and he turned aside,


    As if he wished himself to hide:


    Then with his coat he made essay


    To wipe those briny tears away.


    I follow’d him, and said, “My friend


    “What ails you? wherefore weep you so?”


    —”Shame on me, Sir! this lusty lamb,


    He makes my tears to flow.


    To-day I fetched him from the rock;


    He is the last of all my flock.




    When I was young, a single man.


    And after youthful follies ran,


    Though little given to care and thought,


    Yet, so it was, a ewe I bought;


    And other sheep from her I raised,


    As healthy sheep as you might see,


    And then I married, and was rich


    As I could wish to be;


    Of sheep I number’d a full score,


    And every year encreas’d my store.




    Year after year my stock it grew,


    And from this one, this single ewe,


    Full fifty comely sheep I raised,


    As sweet a flock as ever grazed!


    Upon the mountain did they feed;


    They throve, and we at home did thrive.


    — This lusty lamb of all my store


    Is all that is alive:


    And now I care not if we die,


    And perish all of poverty.




    Ten children, Sir! had I to feed,


    Hard labour in a time of need!


    My pride was tamed, and in our grief,


    I of the parish ask’d relief.


    They said I was a wealthy man;


    My sheep upon the mountain fed,


    And it was fit that thence I took


    Whereof to buy us bread:”


    “Do this; how can we give to you,”


    They cried, “what to the poor is due?”




    I sold a sheep as they had said,


    And bought my little children bread,


    And they were healthy with their food;


    For me it never did me good.


    A woeful time it was for me,


    To see the end of all my gains,


    The pretty flock which I had reared


    With all my care and pains,


    To see it melt like snow away!


    For me it was a woeful day.




    Another still! and still another!


    A little lamb, and then its mother!


    It was a vein that never stopp’d,


    Like blood-drops from my heart they dropp’d.


    Till thirty were not left alive


    They dwindled, dwindled, one by one,


    And I may say that many a time


    I wished they all were gone:


    They dwindled one by one away;


    For me it was a woeful day.




    To wicked deeds I was inclined,


    And wicked fancies cross’d my mind,


    And every man I chanc’d to see,


    I thought he knew some ill of me


    No peace, no comfort could I find,


    No ease, within doors or without,


    And crazily, and wearily,


    I went my work about.


    Ofttimes I thought to run away;


    For me it was a woeful day.




    Sir! ‘twas a precious flock to me,


    As dear as my own children be;


    For daily with my growing store


    I loved my children more and more.


    Alas! it was an evil time;


    God cursed me in my sore distress,


    I prayed, yet every day I thought


    I loved my children less;


    And every week, and every day,


    My flock, it seemed to melt away.




    They dwindled, Sir, sad sight to see!


    From ten to five, from five to three,


    A lamb, a weather, and a ewe;


    And then at last, from three to two;


    And of my fifty, yesterday


    I had but only one,


    And here it lies upon my arm,


    Alas! and I have none;


    To-day I fetched it from the rock;


    It is the last of all my flock.”




    THE DUNGEON
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    By Samuel Taylor Coleridge




    And this place our forefathers made for man!


    This is the process of our love and wisdom,


    To each poor brother who offends against us —


    Most innocent, perhaps — and what if guilty?


    Is this the only cure? Merciful God?


    Each pore and natural outlet shrivell’d up


    By ignorance and parching poverty,


    His energies roll back upon his heart,


    And stagnate and corrupt; till changed to poison,


    They break out on him, like a loathsome plague-spot;


    Then we call in our pamper’d mountebanks —


    And this is their best cure! uncomforted


    And friendless solitude, groaning and tears,


    And savage faces, at the clanking hour,


    Seen through the steams and vapour of his dungeon,


    By the lamp’s dismal twilight! So he lies


    Circled with evil, till his very soul


    Unmoulds its essence, hopelessly deformed


    By sights of ever more deformity!




    With other ministrations thou, O nature!


    Healest thy wandering and distempered child:


    Thou pourest on him thy soft influences,


    Thy sunny hues, fair forms, and breathing sweets,


    Thy melodies of woods, and winds, and waters,


    Till he relent, and can no more endure


    To be a jarring and a dissonant thing,


    Amid this general dance and minstrelsy;


    But, bursting into tears, wins back his way,


    His angry spirit healed and harmonized


    By the benignant touch of love and beauty.




    THE MAD MOTHER
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    Her eyes are wild, her head is bare,


    The sun has burnt her coal-black hair,


    Her eyebrows have a rusty stain,


    And she came far from over the main.


    She has a baby on her arm,


    Or else she were alone;


    And underneath the hay-stack warm,


    And on the greenwood stone,


    She talked and sung the woods among;


    And it was in the English tongue.




    “Sweet babe! they say that I am mad,


    But nay, my heart is far too glad;


    And I am happy when I sing


    Full many a sad and doleful thing:


    Then, lovely baby, do not fear!


    I pray thee have no fear of me,


    But, safe as in a cradle, here


    My lovely baby! thou shalt be,


    To thee I know too much I owe;


    I cannot work thee any woe.




    A fire was once within my brain;


    And in my head a dull, dull pain;


    And fiendish faces one, two, three,


    Hung at my breasts, and pulled at me.


    But then there came a sight of joy;


    It came at once to do me good;


    I waked, and saw my little boy,


    My little boy of flesh and blood;


    Oh joy for me that sight to see!


    For he was here, and only he.




    Suck, little babe, oh suck again!


    It cools my blood; it cools my brain;


    Thy lips I feel them, baby! they


    Draw from my heart the pain away.


    Oh! press me with thy little hand;


    It loosens something at my chest;


    About that tight and deadly band


    I feel thy little fingers press’d.


    The breeze I see is in the tree;


    It comes to cool my babe and me.




    Oh! love me, love me, little boy!


    Thou art thy mother’s only joy;


    And do not dread the waves below,


    When o’er the sea-rock’s edge we go;


    The high crag cannot work me harm,


    Nor leaping torrents when they howl;


    The babe I carry on my arm,


    He saves for me my precious soul;


    Then happy lie, for blest am I;


    Without me my sweet babe would die.




    Then do not fear, my boy! for thee


    Bold as a lion I will be;


    And I will always be thy guide,


    Through hollow snows and rivers wide.


    I’ll build an Indian bower; I know


    The leaves that make the softest bed:


    And if from me thou wilt not go,


    But still be true ‘till I am dead,


    My pretty thing! then thou shalt sing,


    As merry as the birds in spring.




    Thy father cares not for my breast,


    ‘Tis thine, sweet baby, there to rest:


    ‘Tis all thine own! and if its hue


    Be changed, that was so fair to view,


    ‘Tis fair enough for thee, my dove!


    My beauty, little child, is flown;


    But thou wilt live with me in love,


    And what if my poor cheek be brown?


    ‘Tis well for me; thou canst not see


    How pale and wan it else would be.




    Dread not their taunts, my little life!


    I am thy father’s wedded wife;


    And underneath the spreading tree


    We two will live in honesty.


    If his sweet boy he could forsake,


    With me he never would have stay’d:


    From him no harm my babe can take,


    But he, poor man! is wretched made,


    And every day we two will pray


    For him that’s gone and far away.




    I’ll teach my boy the sweetest things;


    I’ll teach him how the owlet sings.


    My little babe! thy lips are still,


    And thou hast almost suck’d thy fill.


    — Where art thou gone my own dear child?


    What wicked looks are those I see?


    Alas! alas! that look so wild,


    It never, never came from me:


    If thou art mad, my pretty lad,


    Then I must be for ever sad.




    Oh! smile on me, my little lamb!


    For I thy own dear mother am.


    My love for thee has well been tried:


    I’ve sought thy father far and wide.


    I know the poisons of the shade,


    I know the earth-nuts fit for food;


    Then, pretty dear, be not afraid;


    We’ll find thy father in the wood.


    Now laugh and be gay, to the woods away!


    And there, my babe; we’ll live for aye.




    THE IDIOT BOY
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    Tis eight o’clock, — a clear March night,


    The moon is up — the sky is blue,


    The owlet in the moonlight air,


    He shouts from nobody knows where;


    He lengthens out his lonely shout,


    Halloo! halloo! a long halloo!




    — Why bustle thus about your door,


    What means this bustle, Betty Foy?


    Why are you in this mighty fret?


    And why on horseback have you set


    Him whom you love, your idiot boy?




    Beneath the moon that shines so bright,


    Till she is tired, let Betty Foy


    With girt and stirrup fiddle-faddle;


    But wherefore set upon a saddle


    Him whom she loves, her idiot boy?




    There’s scarce a soul that’s out of bed;


    Good Betty! put him down again;


    His lips with joy they burr at you,


    But, Betty! what has he to do


    With stirrup, saddle, or with rein?




    The world will say ‘tis very idle,


    Bethink you of the time of night;


    There’s not a mother, no not one,


    But when she hears what you have done,


    Oh! Betty she’ll be in a fright.




    But Betty’s bent on her intent,


    For her good neighbour, Susan Gale,


    Old Susan, she who dwells alone,


    Is sick, and makes a piteous moan,


    As if her very life would fail.




    There’s not a house within a mile.


    No hand to help them in distress:


    Old Susan lies a bed in pain,


    And sorely puzzled are the twain,


    For what she ails they cannot guess.




    And Betty’s husband’s at the wood,


    Where by the week he doth abide,


    A woodman in the distant vale;


    There’s none to help poor Susan Gale,


    What must be done? what will betide?




    And Betty from the lane has fetched


    Her pony, that is mild and good,


    Whether he be in joy or pain,


    Feeding at will along the lane,


    Or bringing faggots from the wood.




    And he is all in travelling trim,


    And by the moonlight, Betty Foy


    Has up upon the saddle set,


    The like was never heard of yet,


    Him whom she loves, her idiot boy.




    And he must post without delay


    Across the bridge that’s in the dale,


    And by the church, and o’er the down,


    To bring a doctor from the town,


    Or she will die, old Susan Gale.




    There is no need of boot or spur,


    There is no need of whip or wand,


    For Johnny has his holly-bough,


    And with a hurly-burly now


    He shakes the green bough in his hand.




    And Betty o’er and o’er has told


    The boy who is her best delight,


    Both what to follow, what to shun,


    What do, and what to leave undone,


    How turn to left, and how to right.




    And Betty’s most especial charge,


    Was, “Johnny! Johnny! mind that you


    “Come home again, nor stop at all,


    “Come home again, whate’er befal,


    “My Johnny do, I pray you do.”




    To this did Johnny answer make,


    Both with his head, and with his hand,


    And proudly shook the bridle too,


    And then! his words were not a few,


    Which Betty well could understand.




    And now that Johnny is just going,


    Though Betty’s in a mighty flurry,


    She gently pats the pony’s side,


    On which her idiot boy must ride,


    And seems no longer in a hurry.




    But when the pony moved his legs,


    Oh! then for the poor idiot boy!


    For joy he cannot hold the bridle,


    For joy his head and heels are idle,


    He’s idle all for very joy.




    And while the pony moves his legs,


    In Johnny’s left-hand you may see,


    The green bough’s motionless and dead;


    The moon that shines above his head


    Is not more still and mute than he.




    His heart it was so full of glee,


    That till full fifty yards were gone,


    He quite forgot his holly whip,


    And all his skill in horsemanship,


    Oh! happy, happy, happy John.




    And Betty’s standing at the door,


    And Betty’s face with joy o’erflows,


    Proud of herself, and proud of him,


    She sees him in his travelling trim;


    How quietly her Johnny goes.




    The silence of her idiot boy,


    What hopes it sends to Betty’s heart!


    He’s at the guide-post — he turns right,


    She watches till he’s out of sight,


    And Betty will not then depart.




    Burr, burr — now Johnny’s lips they burr,


    As loud as any mill, or near it,


    Meek as a lamb the pony moves,


    And Johnny makes the noise he loves,


    And Betty listens, glad to hear it.




    Away she hies to Susan Gale:


    And Johnny’s in a merry tune,


    The owlets hoot, the owlets curr,


    And Johnny’s lips they burr, burr, burr,


    And on he goes beneath the moon.




    His steed and he right well agree,


    For of this pony there’s a rumour,


    That should he lose his eyes and ears,


    And should he live a thousand years,


    He never will be out of humour.




    But then he is a horse that thinks!


    And when he thinks his pace is slack;


    Now, though he knows poor Johnny well,


    Yet for his life he cannot tell


    What he has got upon his back.




    So through the moonlight lanes they go,


    And far into the moonlight dale,


    And by the church, and o’er the down,


    To bring a doctor from the town,


    To comfort poor old Susan Gale.




    And Betty, now at Susan’s side,


    Is in the middle of her story,


    What comfort Johnny soon will bring,


    With many a most diverting thing,


    Of Johnny’s wit and Johnny’s glory.




    And Betty’s still at Susan’s side:


    By this time she’s not quite so flurried;


    Demure with porringer and plate


    She sits, as if in Susan’s fate


    Her life and soul were buried.




    But Betty, poor good woman! she,


    You plainly in her face may read it,


    Could lend out of that moment’s store


    Five years of happiness or more,


    To any that might need it.




    But yet I guess that now and then


    With Betty all was not so well,


    And to the road she turns her ears,


    And thence full many a sound she hears,


    Which she to Susan will not tell.




    Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans,


    “As sure as there’s a moon in heaven,”


    Cries Betty, “he’ll be back again;


    “They’ll both be here, ‘tis almost ten,


    “They’ll both be here before eleven.”




    Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans,


    The clock gives warning for eleven;


    ‘Tis on the stroke—”If Johnny’s near,”


    Quoth Betty “he will soon be here,


    “As sure as there’s a moon in heaven.”




    The clock is on the stroke of twelve,


    And Johnny is not yet in sight,


    The moon’s in heaven, as Betty sees,


    But Betty is not quite at ease;


    And Susan has a dreadful night.




    And Betty, half an hour ago,


    On Johnny vile reflections cast;


    “A little idle sauntering thing!”


    With other names, an endless string,


    But now that time is gone and past.




    And Betty’s drooping at the heart,


    That happy time all past and gone,


    “How can it be he is so late?


    “The doctor he has made him wait,


    “Susan! they’ll both be here anon.”




    And Susan’s growing worse and worse,


    And Betty’s in a sad quandary;


    And then there’s nobody to say


    If she must go or she must stay:


    — She’s in a sad quandary.




    The clock is on the stroke of one;


    But neither Doctor nor his guide


    Appear along the moonlight road,


    There’s neither horse nor man abroad,


    And Betty’s still at Susan’s side.




    And Susan she begins to fear


    Of sad mischances not a few,


    That Johnny may perhaps be drown’d,


    Or lost perhaps, and never found;


    Which they must both for ever rue.




    She prefaced half a hint of this


    With, “God forbid it should be true!”


    At the first word that Susan said


    Cried Betty, rising from the bed,


    “Susan, I’d gladly stay with you.




    “I must be gone, I must away,


    “Consider, Johnny’s but half-wise;


    “Susan, we must take care of him,


    “If he is hurt in life or limb” —


    “Oh God forbid!” poor Susan cries.




    “What can I do?” says Betty, going,


    “What can I do to ease your pain?


    “Good Susan tell me, and I’ll stay;


    “I fear you’re in a dreadful way,


    “But I shall soon be back again.”




    “Good Betty go, good Betty go,


    “There’s nothing that can ease my pain.”


    Then off she hies, but with a prayer


    That God poor Susan’s life would spare,


    Till she comes back again.




    So, through the moonlight lane she goes,


    And far into the moonlight dale;


    And how she ran, and how she walked,


    And all that to herself she talked,


    Would surely be a tedious tale.




    In high and low, above, below,


    In great and small, in round and square,


    In tree and tower was Johnny seen,


    In bush and brake, in black and green,


    ‘Twas Johnny, Johnny, every where.




    She’s past the bridge that’s in the dale,


    And now the thought torments her sore,


    Johnny perhaps his horse forsook,


    To hunt the moon that’s in the brook,


    And never will be heard of more.




    And now she’s high upon the down,


    Alone amid a prospect wide;


    There’s neither Johnny nor his horse,


    Among the fern or in the gorse;


    There’s neither doctor nor his guide.




    “Oh saints! what is become of him?


    “Perhaps he’s climbed into an oak,


    “Where he will stay till he is dead;


    “Or sadly he has been misled,


    “And joined the wandering gypsey-folk.




    “Or him that wicked pony’s carried


    “To the dark cave, the goblins’ hall,


    “Or in the castle he’s pursuing,


    “Among the ghosts, his own undoing;


    “Or playing with the waterfall.”




    At poor old Susan then she railed,


    While to the town she posts away;


    “If Susan had not been so ill,


    “Alas! I should have had him still,


    “My Johnny, till my dying day.”




    Poor Betty! in this sad distemper,


    The doctor’s self would hardly spare,


    Unworthy things she talked and wild,


    Even he, of cattle the most mild,


    The pony had his share.




    And now she’s got into the town,


    And to the doctor’s door she hies;


    Tis silence all on every side;


    The town so long, the town so wide,


    Is silent as the skies.




    And now she’s at the doctor’s door,


    She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap,


    The doctor at the casement shews,


    His glimmering eyes that peep and doze;


    And one hand rubs his old nightcap.




    “Oh Doctor! Doctor! where’s my Johnny?”


    “I’m here, what is’t you want with me?”


    “Oh Sir! you know I’m Betty Foy,


    “And I have lost my poor dear boy,


    “You know him — him you often see;




    “He’s not so wise as some folks be,”


    “The devil take his wisdom!” said


    The Doctor, looking somewhat grim,


    “What, woman! should I know of him?”


    And, grumbling, he went back to bed.




    “O woe is me! O woe is me!


    “Here will I die; here will I die;


    “I thought to find my Johnny here,


    “But he is neither far nor near,


    “Oh! what a wretched mother I!”




    She stops, she stands, she looks about,


    Which way to turn she cannot tell.


    Poor Betty! it would ease her pain


    If she had heart to knock again;


    — The clock strikes three — a dismal knell!




    Then up along the town she hies,


    No wonder if her senses fail,


    This piteous news so much it shock’d her,


    She quite forgot to send the Doctor,


    To comfort poor old Susan Gale.




    And now she’s high upon the down,


    And she can see a mile of road,


    “Oh cruel! I’m almost threescore;


    “Such night as this was ne’er before,


    “There’s not a single soul abroad.”




    She listens, but she cannot hear


    The foot of horse, the voice of man;


    The streams with softest sound are flowing,


    The grass you almost hear it growing,


    You hear it now if e’er you can.




    The owlets through the long blue night


    Are shouting to each other still:


    Fond lovers, yet not quite hob nob,


    They lengthen out the tremulous sob,


    That echoes far from hill to hill.




    Poor Betty now has lost all hope,


    Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin;


    A green-grown pond she just has pass’d,


    And from the brink she hurries fast,


    Lest she should drown herself therein.




    And now she sits her down and weeps;


    Such tears she never shed before;


    “Oh dear, dear pony! my sweet joy!


    “Oh carry back my idiot boy!


    “And we will ne’er o’erload thee more.”




    A thought is come into her head;


    “The pony he is mild and good,


    “And we have always used him well;


    “Perhaps he’s gone along the dell,


    “And carried Johnny to the wood.”




    Then up she springs as if on wings;


    She thinks no more of deadly sin;


    If Betty fifty ponds should see,


    The last of all her thoughts would be,


    To drown herself therein.




    Oh reader! now that I might tell


    What Johnny and his horse are doing!


    What they’ve been doing all this time,


    Oh could I put it into rhyme,


    A most delightful tale pursuing!




    Perhaps, and no unlikely thought!


    He with his pony now doth roam


    The cliffs and peaks so high that are,


    To lay his hands upon a star,


    And in his pocket bring it home.




    Perhaps he’s turned himself about,


    His face unto his horse’s tail,


    And still and mute, in wonder lost,


    All like a silent horseman-ghost,


    He travels on along the vale.




    And now, perhaps, he’s hunting sheep,


    A fierce and dreadful hunter he!


    Yon valley, that’s so trim and green,


    In five months’ time, should he be seen,


    A desart wilderness will be.




    Perhaps, with head and heels on fire,


    And like the very soul of evil,


    He’s galloping away, away,


    And so he’ll gallop on for aye,


    The bane of all that dread the devil.




    I to the muses have been bound,


    These fourteen years, by strong indentures;


    Oh gentle muses! let me tell


    But half of what to him befel,


    For sure he met with strange adventures.




    Oh gentle muses! is this kind?


    Why will ye thus my suit repel?


    Why of your further aid bereave me?


    And can ye thus unfriended leave me?


    Ye muses! whom I love so well.




    Who’s yon, that, near the waterfall,


    Which thunders down with headlong force,


    Beneath the moon, yet shining fair,


    As careless as if nothing were,


    Sits upright on a feeding horse?




    Unto his horse, that’s feeding free,


    He seems, I think, the rein to give;


    Of moon or stars he takes no heed;


    Of such we in romances read,


    —’Tis Johnny! Johnny! as I live.




    And that’s the very pony too.


    Where is she, where is Betty Foy?


    She hardly can sustain her fears;


    The roaring waterfall she hears,


    And cannot find her idiot boy.




    Your pony’s worth his weight in gold,


    Then calm your terrors, Betty Foy!


    She’s coming from among the trees,


    And now, all full in view, she sees


    Him whom she loves, her idiot boy.




    And Betty sees the pony too:


    Why stand you thus Good Betty Foy?


    It is no goblin, ‘tis no ghost,


    ‘Tis he whom you so long have lost,


    He whom you love, your idiot boy.




    She looks again — her arms are up —


    She screams — she cannot move for joy;


    She darts as with a torrent’s force,


    She almost has o’erturned the horse,


    And fast she holds her idiot boy.




    And Johnny burrs and laughs aloud,


    Whether in cunning or in joy,


    I cannot tell; but while he laughs,


    Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs,


    To hear again her idiot boy.




    And now she’s at the pony’s tail,


    And now she’s at the pony’s head,


    On that side now, and now on this,


    And almost stifled with her bliss,


    A few sad tears does Betty shed.




    She kisses o’er and o’er again,


    Him whom she loves, her idiot boy,


    She’s happy here, she’s happy there,


    She is uneasy every where;


    Her limbs are all alive with joy.




    She pats the pony, where or when


    She knows not, happy Betty Foy!


    The little pony glad may be,


    But he is milder far than she,


    You hardly can perceive his joy.




    “Oh! Johnny, never mind the Doctor;


    “You’ve done your best, and that is all.”


    She took the reins, when this was said,


    And gently turned the pony’s head


    From the loud waterfall.




    By this the stars were almost gone,


    The moon was setting on the hill,


    So pale you scarcely looked at her:


    The little birds began to stir,


    Though yet their tongues were still.




    The pony, Betty, and her boy,


    Wind slowly through the woody dale:


    And who is she, betimes abroad,


    That hobbles up the steep rough road?


    Who is it, but old Susan Gale?




    Long Susan lay deep lost in thought,


    And many dreadful fears beset her,


    Both for her messenger and nurse;


    And as her mind grew worse and worse,


    Her body it grew better.




    She turned, she toss’d herself in bed,


    On all sides doubts and terrors met her;


    Point after point did she discuss;


    And while her mind was fighting thus,


    Her body still grew better.




    “Alas! what is become of them?


    “These fears can never be endured,


    “I’ll to the wood.” — The word scarce said,


    Did Susan rise up from her bed,


    As if by magic cured.




    Away she posts up hill and down,


    And to the wood at length is come,


    She spies her friends, she shouts a greeting;


    Oh me! it is a merry meeting,


    As ever was in Christendom.




    The owls have hardly sung their last,


    While our four travellers homeward wend;


    The owls have hooted all night long,


    And with the owls began my song,


    And with the owls must end.




    For while they all were travelling home,


    Cried Betty, “Tell us Johnny, do,


    “Where all this long night you have been,


    “What you have heard, what you have seen,


    “And Johnny, mind you tell us true.”




    Now Johnny all night long had heard


    The owls in tuneful concert strive;


    No doubt too he the moon had seen;


    For in the moonlight he had been


    From eight o’clock till five.




    And thus to Betty’s question, he


    Made answer, like a traveller bold,


    (His very words I give to you,)


    “The cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo,


    “And the sun did shine so cold.”


    — Thus answered Johnny in his glory,


    And that was all his travel’s story.




    LINES WRITTEN NEAR RICHMOND, UPON THE THAMES, AT EVENING




    

      Table of Contents

    




    How rich the wave, in front, imprest


    With evening-twilight’s summer hues,


    While, facing thus the crimson west,


    The boat her silent path pursues!


    And see how dark the backward stream!


    A little moment past, so smiling!


    And still, perhaps, with faithless gleam,


    Some other loiterer beguiling.




    Such views the youthful bard allure,


    But, heedless of the following gloom,


    He deems their colours shall endure


    ‘Till peace go with him to the tomb.


    — And let him nurse his fond deceit,


    And what if he must die in sorrow!


    Who would not cherish dreams so sweet,


    Though grief and pain may come tomorrow?




    Glide gently, thus for ever glide,


    O Thames! that other bards may see,


    As lovely visions by thy side


    As now, fair river! come to me.


    Oh glide, fair stream! for ever so;


    Thy quiet soul on all bestowing,


    ‘Till all our minds for ever flow,


    As thy deep waters now are flowing.




    Vain thought! yet be as now thou art,


    That in thy waters may be seen


    The image of a poet’s heart,


    How bright, how solemn, how serene!


    Such heart did once the poet bless,


    Who, pouring here a later ditty,


    Could find no refuge from distress,


    But in the milder grief of pity.




    Remembrance! as we glide along,


    For him suspend the dashing oar,


    And pray that never child of Song


    May know his freezing sorrows more.


    How calm! how still! the only sound,


    The dripping of the oar suspended!


    — The evening darkness gathers round


    By virtue’s holiest powers attended.
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    “Why William, on that old grey stone,


    “Thus for the length of half a day,


    “Why William, sit you thus alone,


    “And dream your time away?




    “Where are your books? that light bequeath’d


    “To beings else forlorn and blind!


    “Up! Up! and drink the spirit breath’d


    “From dead men to their kind.




    “You look round on your mother earth,


    “As if she for no purpose bore you;


    “As if you were her first-born birth,


    “And none had lived before you!”




    One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,


    When life was sweet I knew not why,


    To me my good friend Matthew spake,


    And thus I made reply.




    “The eye it cannot chuse but see,


    “We cannot bid the ear be still;


    “Our bodies feel, where’er they be,


    “Against, or with our will.




    “Nor less I deem that there are powers,


    “Which of themselves our minds impress,


    “That we can feed this mind of ours,


    “In a wise passiveness.




    “Think you, mid all this mighty sum


    “Of things for ever speaking,


    “That nothing of itself will come,


    “But we must still be seeking?




    “ — Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,


    “Conversing as I may,


    “I sit upon this old grey stone,


    “And dream my time away.”
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    Up! up! my friend, and clear your looks,


    Why all this toil and trouble?


    Up! up! my friend, and quit your books,


    Or surely you’ll grow double.




    The sun above the mountain’s head,


    A freshening lustre mellow,


    Through all the long green fields has spread,


    His first sweet evening yellow.




    Books! ‘tis a dull and endless strife,


    Come, hear the woodland linnet,


    How sweet his music; on my life


    There’s more of wisdom in it.




    And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!


    And he is no mean preacher;


    Come forth into the light of things,


    Let Nature be your teacher.




    She has a world of ready wealth,


    Our minds and hearts to bless —


    Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,


    Truth breathed by chearfulness.




    One impulse from a vernal wood


    May teach you more of man;


    Of moral evil and of good,


    Than all the sages can.




    Sweet is the lore which nature brings;


    Our meddling intellect


    Misshapes the beauteous forms of things;


    — We murder to dissect.




    Enough of science and of art;


    Close up these barren leaves;


    Come forth, and bring with you a heart


    That watches and receives.
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    The little hedge-row birds,


    That peck along the road, regard him not.


    He travels on, and in his face, his step,


    His gait, is one expression; every limb,


    His look and bending figure, all bespeak


    A man who does not move with pain, but moves


    With thought — He is insensibly subdued


    To settled quiet: he is one by whom


    All effort seems forgotten, one to whom


    Long patience has such mild composure given,


    That patience now doth seem a thing, of which


    He hath no need. He is by nature led


    To peace so perfect, that the young behold


    With envy, what the old man hardly feels.


    — I asked him whither he was bound, and what


    The object of his journey; he replied


    “Sir! I am going many miles to take


    “A last leave of my son, a mariner,


    “Who from a sea-fight has been brought to Falmouth,


    And there is dying in an hospital.”
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    [When a Northern Indian, from sickness, is unable to continue his journey with his companions; he is left behind, covered over with Deer-skins, and is supplied with water, food, and fuel if the situation of the place will afford it. He is informed of the track which his companions intend to pursue, and if he is unable to follow, or overtake them, he perishes alone in the Desart; unless he should have the good fortune to fall in with some other Tribes of Indians. It is unnecessary to add that the females are equally, or still more, exposed to the same fate. See that very interesting work, Hearne’s Journey from Hudson’s Bay to the Northern Ocean. When the Northern Lights, as the same writer informs us, vary their position in the air, they make a rustling and a crackling noise. This circumstance is alluded to in the first stanza of the following poem.]




    Before I see another day,


    Oh let my body die away!


    In sleep I heard the northern gleams;


    The stars they were among my dreams;


    In sleep did I behold the skies,


    I saw the crackling flashes drive;


    And yet they are upon my eyes,


    And yet I am alive.


    Before I see another day,


    Oh let my body die away!




    My fire is dead: it knew no pain;


    Yet is it dead, and I remain.


    All stiff with ice the ashes lie;


    And they are dead, and I will die.


    When I was well, I wished to live,


    For clothes, for warmth, for food, and fire;


    But they to me no joy can give,


    No pleasure now, and no desire.


    Then here contented will I lie;


    Alone I cannot fear to die.




    Alas! you might have dragged me on


    Another day, a single one!


    Too soon despair o’er me prevailed;


    Too soon my heartless spirit failed;


    When you were gone my limbs were stronger,


    And Oh how grievously I rue,


    That, afterwards, a little longer,


    My friends, I did not follow you!


    For strong and without pain I lay,


    My friends, when you were gone away.




    My child! they gave thee to another,


    A woman who was not thy mother.


    When from my arms my babe they took,


    On me how strangely did he look!


    Through his whole body something ran,


    A most strange something did I see;


    — As if he strove to be a man,


    That he might pull the sledge for me.


    And then he stretched his arms, how wild!


    Oh mercy! like a little child.




    My little joy! my little pride!


    In two days more I must have died.


    Then do not weep and grieve for me;


    I feel I must have died with thee.


    Oh wind that o’er my head art flying,


    The way my friends their course did bend,


    I should not feel the pain of dying,


    Could I with thee a message send.


    Too soon, my friends, you went away;


    For I had many things to say.




    I’ll follow you across the snow,


    You travel heavily and slow:


    In spite of all my weary pain,


    I’ll look upon your tents again.


    My fire is dead, and snowy white


    The water which beside it stood;


    The wolf has come to me to-night,


    And he has stolen away my food.


    For ever left alone am I,


    Then wherefore should I fear to die?




    My journey will be shortly run,


    I shall not see another sun,


    I cannot lift my limbs to know


    If they have any life or no.


    My poor forsaken child! if I


    For once could have thee close to me,


    With happy heart I then would die,


    And my last thoughts would happy be,


    I feel my body die away,


    I shall not see another day.
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    The glory of evening was spread through the west;


    — On the slope of a mountain I stood;


    While the joy that precedes the calm season of rest


    Rang loud through the meadow and wood.




    “And must we then part from a dwelling so fair?”


    In the pain of my spirit I said,


    And with a deep sadness I turned, to repair


    To the cell where the convict is laid.




    The thick-ribbed walls that o’ershadow the gate


    Resound; and the dungeons unfold:


    I pause; and at length, through the glimmering grate,


    That outcast of pity behold.




    His black matted head on his shoulder is bent,


    And deep is the sigh of his breath,


    And with stedfast dejection his eyes are intent


    On the fetters that link him to death.




    ‘Tis sorrow enough on that visage to gaze.


    That body dismiss’d from his care;


    Yet my fancy has pierced to his heart, and pourtrays


    More terrible images there.




    His bones are consumed, and his lifeblood is dried,


    With wishes the past to undo;


    And his crime, through the pains that o’erwhelm him, descried,


    Still blackens and grows on his view.




    When from the dark synod, or blood-reeking field,


    To his chamber the monarch is led,


    All soothers of sense their soft virtue shall yield,


    And quietness pillow his head.




    But if grief, self-consumed, in oblivion would doze,


    And conscience her tortures appease,


    ‘Mid tumult and uproar this man must repose;


    In the comfortless vault of disease.




    When his fetters at night have so press’d on his limbs,


    That the weight can no longer be borne,


    If, while a half-slumber his memory bedims,


    The wretch on his pallet should turn,




    While the jail-mastiff howls at the dull clanking chain,


    From the roots of his hair there shall start


    A thousand sharp punctures of cold-sweating pain,


    And terror shall leap at his heart.




    But now he half-raises his deep-sunken eye,


    And the motion unsettles a tear;


    The silence of sorrow it seems to supply,


    And asks of me why I am here.




    “Poor victim! no idle intruder has stood


    ”With o’erweening complacence our state to compare,


    “But one, whose first wish is the wish to be good,


    ”Is come as a brother thy sorrows to share.




    “At thy name though compassion her nature resign,


    ”Though in virtue’s proud mouth thy report be a stain,


    “My care, if the arm of the mighty were mine,


    ”Would plant thee where yet thou might’st blossom again.”
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    Five years have passed; five summers, with the length


    Of five long winters! and again I hear


    These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs


    With a sweet inland murmur. — Once again


    Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,


    Which on a wild secluded scene impress


    Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect


    The landscape with the quiet of the sky.


    The day is come when I again repose


    Here, under this dark sycamore, and view


    These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,


    Which, at this season, with their unripe fruits,


    Among the woods and copses lose themselves,


    Nor, with their green and simple hue, disturb


    The wild green landscape. Once again I see


    These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines


    Of sportive wood run wild; these pastoral farms


    Green to the very door; and wreathes of smoke


    Sent up, in silence, from among the trees,


    With some uncertain notice, as might seem,


    Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,


    Or of some hermit’s cave, where by his fire


    The hermit sits alone.




    Though absent long,


    These forms of beauty have not been to me,


    As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye:


    But oft, in lonely rooms, and mid the din


    Of towns and cities, I have owed to them,


    In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,


    Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart,


    And passing even into my purer mind


    With tranquil restoration: — feelings too


    Of unremembered pleasure; such, perhaps,


    As may have had no trivial influence


    On that best portion of a good man’s life;


    His little, nameless, unremembered acts


    Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,


    To them I may have owed another gift,


    Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,


    In which the burthen of the mystery,


    In which the heavy and the weary weight


    Of all this unintelligible world


    Is lighten’d: — that serene and blessed mood,


    In which the affections gently lead us on,


    Until, the breath of this corporeal frame,


    And even the motion of our human blood


    Almost suspended, we are laid asleep


    In body, and become a living soul:


    While with an eye made quiet by the power


    Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,


    We see into the life of things.




    If this


    Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft,


    In darkness, and amid the many shapes


    Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir


    Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,


    Have hung upon the beatings of my heart,


    How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee


    O sylvan Wye! Thou wanderer through the woods,


    How often has my spirit turned to thee!




    And now, with gleams of half-extinguish’d thought,


    With many recognitions dim and faint,


    And somewhat of a sad perplexity,


    The picture of the mind revives again:


    While here I stand, not only with the sense


    Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts


    That in this moment there is life and food


    For future years. And so I dare to hope


    Though changed, no doubt, from what I was, when first


    I came among these hills; when like a roe


    I bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides


    Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,


    Wherever nature led; more like a man


    Flying from something that he dreads, than one


    Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then


    (The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,


    And their glad animal movements all gone by,)


    To me was all in all. — I cannot paint


    What then I was. The sounding cataract


    Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,


    The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,


    Their colours and their forms, were then to me


    An appetite: a feeling and a love,


    That had no need of a remoter charm,


    By thought supplied, or any interest


    Unborrowed from the eye. — That time is past,


    And all its aching joys are now no more,


    And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this


    Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur: other gifts


    Have followed, for such loss, I would believe,


    Abundant recompence. For I have learned


    To look on nature, not as in the hour


    Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes


    The still, sad music of humanity,


    Not harsh nor grating, though of ample power


    To chasten and subdue. And I have felt


    A presence that disturbs me with the joy


    Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime


    Of something far more deeply interfused,


    Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,


    And the round ocean, and the living air,


    And the blue sky, and in the mind of man,


    A motion and a spirit, that impels


    All thinking things, all objects of all thought,


    And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still


    A lover of the meadows and the woods,


    And mountains; and of all that we behold


    From this green earth; of all the mighty world


    Of eye and ear, both what they half-create,


    And what perceive; well pleased to recognize


    In nature and the language of the sense,


    The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,


    The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul


    Of all my moral being.


    


    Nor, perchance,


    If I were not thus taught, should I the more


    Suffer my genial spirits to decay:


    For thou art with me, here, upon the banks


    Of this fair river; thou, my dearest Friend,


    My dear, dear Friend, and in thy voice I catch


    The language of my former heart, and read


    My former pleasures in the shooting lights


    Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while


    May I behold in thee what I was once,


    My dear, dear Sister! And this prayer I make,


    Knowing that Nature never did betray


    The heart that loved her; ‘tis her privilege,


    Through all the years of this our life, to lead


    From joy to joy: for she can so inform


    The mind that is within us, so impress


    With quietness and beauty, and so feed


    With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,


    Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,


    Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all


    The dreary intercourse of daily life,


    Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb


    Our chearful faith that all which we behold


    Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon


    Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;


    And let the misty mountain winds be free


    To blow against thee: and in after years,


    When these wild ecstasies shall be matured


    Into a sober pleasure, when thy mind


    Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,


    Thy memory be as a dwelling-place


    For all sweet sounds and harmonies; Oh! then,


    If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,


    Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts


    Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,


    And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance,


    If I should be, where I no more can hear


    Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams


    Of past existence, wilt thou then forget


    That on the banks of this delightful stream


    We stood together; and that I, so long


    A worshipper of Nature, hither came,


    Unwearied in that service: rather say


    With warmer love, oh! with far deeper zeal


    Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,


    That after many wanderings, many years


    Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,


    And this green pastoral landscape, were to me


    More dear, both for themselves, and for thy sake.


  




  

    LYRICAL BALLADS, WITH OTHER POEMS (1800)




    

      Table of Contents

    


  




  

    PREFACE

  




  

    


  




  

    VOLUME I



    

      EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY.

    




    

      THE TABLES TURNED;

    




    

      ANIMAL TRANQUILLITY & DECAY

    




    

      THE COMPLAINT OF A FORSAKEN INDIAN WOMAN.

    




    

      THE LAST OF THE FLOCK.

    




    

      LINES

    




    

      FOSTER-MOTHER.

    




    

      GOODY BLAKE & HARRY GILL

    




    

      THE THORN.

    




    

      WE ARE SEVEN.

    




    

      ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS.

    




    

      LINES WRITTEN AT A SMALL DISTANCE FROM MY HOUSE, AND SENT BY MY LITTLE BOY TO THE PERSON TO WHOM THEY ARE ADDRESSED.

    




    

      THE FEMALE VAGRANT

    




    

      THE DUNGEON.

    




    

      SIMON LEE, THE OLD HUNTSMAN.

    




    

      LINES WRITTEN IN EARLY SPRING.

    




    

      THE NIGHTINGALE.

    




    

      LINES WRITTEN WHEN SAILING IN A BOAT AT EVENING.

    




    

      LINES WRITTEN NEAR RICHMOND UPON THE THAMES.

    




    

      THE IDIOT BOY.

    




    

      LOVE.

    




    

      THE MAD MOTHER.

    




    

      THE ANCIENT MARINER.

    




    

      LINES WRITTEN A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN ABBEY, ON REVISITING THE BANKS OF THE WYE DURING A TOUR

    




    

      


    


  




  

    VOLUME II



    

      HART-LEAP

    




    

      THE BROTHERS.

    




    

      ELLEN IRWIN.

    




    

      SONG: SHE DWELT AMONG TH’ UNTRODDENWAYS

    




    

      THE WATERFALL AND THE EGLANTINE.

    




    

      THE OAK AND THE BROOM.

    




    

      LUCY GRAY.

    




    

      THE IDLE SHEPHERD-BOYS.

    




    

      POOR SUSAN.

    




    

      INSCRIPTION FOR THE SPOT WHERE THE HERMITAGE STOOD ON ST. HERBERT’S ISLAND, DERWENT-WATER

    




    

      INSCRIPTION FOR THE HOUSE ON THE ISLAND AT GRASMERE.

    




    

      TO A SEXTON.

    




    

      ANDREW JONES.

    




    

      THE TWO THIEVES.

    




    

      SONG FOR THE WANDERING JEW.

    




    

      RUTH.

    




    

      LINES WRITTEN WITH A SLATE-PENCIL UPON A STONE, THE LARGEST OF A HEAP LYING NEAR A DESERTED QUARRY, UPON ONE OF THE ISLANDS AT RYDALE.

    




    

      THE FOUNTAIN.

    




    

      NUTTING.

    




    

      WRITTEN IN GERMANY, ON ONE OF THE COLDEST DAYS OF THE CENTURY.

    




    

      THE CHILDLESS FATHER.

    




    

      THE OLD CUMBERLAND BEGGAR.

    




    

      RURAL ARCHITECTURE.

    




    

      A POET’S EPITAPH.

    




    

      A CHARACTER IN THE ANTITHETICAL MANNER.

    




    

      A FRAGMENT

    




    

      POEMS ON THE NAMING OF PLACES.

    




    

      MICHAEL: A PASTORAL POEM.

    


  




  

    PREFACE




    

      Table of Contents

    




    The First Volume of these Poems has already been submitted to general perusal. It was published, as an experiment which, I hoped, might be of some use to ascertain, how far, by fitting to metrical arrangement a selection of the real language of men in a state of vivid sensation, that sort of pleasure and that quantity of pleasure may be imparted, which a Poet may rationally endeavour to impart.




    I had formed no very inaccurate estimate of the probable effect of those Poems: I flattered myself that they who should be pleased with them would read them with more than common pleasure: and on the other hand I was well aware that by those who should dislike them they would be read with more than common dislike. The result has differed from my expectation in this only, that I have pleased a greater number, than I ventured to hope I should please.




    For the sake of variety and from a consciousness of my own weakness I was induced to request the assistance of a Friend, who furnished me with the Poems of the ANCIENT MARINER, the FOSTER-MOTHER’S TALE, the NIGHTINGALE, the DUNGEON, and the Poem entitled LOVE. I should not, however, have requested this assistance, had I not believed that the poems of my Friend would in a great measure have the same tendency as my own, and that, though there would be found a difference, there would be found no discordance in the colours of our style; as our opinions on the subject of poetry do almost entirely coincide.




    Several of my Friends are anxious for the success of these Poems from a belief, that if the views, with which they were composed, were indeed realized, a class of Poetry would be produced, well adapted to interest mankind permanently, and not unimportant in the multiplicity and in the quality of its moral relations: and on this account they have advised me to prefix a systematic defence of the theory, upon which the poems were written. But I was unwilling to undertake the task, because I knew that on this occasion the Reader would look coldly upon my arguments, since I might be suspected of having been principally influenced by the selfish and foolish hope of reasoning him into an approbation of these particular Poems: and I was still more unwilling to undertake the task, because adequately to display my opinions and fully to enforce my arguments would require a space wholly disproportionate to the nature of a preface. For to treat the subject with the clearness and coherence, of which I believe it susceptible, it would be necessary to give a full account of the present state of the public taste in this country, and to determine how far this taste is healthy or depraved; which again could not be determined, without pointing out, in what manner language and the human mind act and react on each other, and without retracing the revolutions not of literature alone but likewise of society itself. I have therefore altogether declined to enter regularly upon this defence; yet I am sensible, that there would be some impropriety in abruptly obtruding upon the Public, without a few words of introduction, Poems so materially different from those, upon which general approbation is at present bestowed.




    It is supposed, that by the act of writing in verse an Author makes a formal engagement that he will gratify certain known habits of association, that he not only thus apprizes the Reader that certain classes of ideas and expressions will be found in his book, but that others will be carefully excluded. This exponent or symbol held forth by metrical language must in different aeras of literature have excited very different expectations: for example, in the age of Catullus Terence and Lucretius, and that of Statius or Claudian, and in our own country, in the age of Shakespeare and Beaumont and Fletcher, and that of Donne and Cowley, or Dryden, or Pope. I will not take upon me to determine the exact import of the promise which by the act of writing in verse an Author in the present day makes to his Reader; but I am certain it will appear to many persons that I have not fulfilled the terms of an engagement thus voluntarily contracted. I hope therefore the Reader will not censure me, if I attempt to state what I have proposed to myself to perform, and also, (as far as the limits of a preface will permit) to explain some of the chief reasons which have determined me in the choice of my purpose: that at least he may be spared any unpleasant feeling of disappointment, and that I myself may be protected from the most dishonorable accusation which can be brought against an Author, namely, that of an indolence which prevents him from endeavouring to ascertain what is his duty, or, when his duty is ascertained prevents him from performing it.




    The principal object then which I proposed to myself in these Poems was to make the incidents of common life interesting by tracing in them, truly though not ostentatiously, the primary laws of our nature: chiefly as far as regards the manner in which we associate ideas in a state of excitement. Low and rustic life was generally chosen because in that situation the essential passions of the heart find a better soil in which they can attain their maturity, are less under restraint, and speak a plainer and more emphatic language; because in that situation our elementary feelings exist in a state of greater simplicity and consequently may be more accurately contemplated and more forcibly communicated; because the manners of rural life germinate from those elementary feelings; and from the necessary character of rural occupations are more easily comprehended; and are more durable; and lastly, because in that situation the passions of men are incorporated with the beautiful and permanent forms of nature. The language too of these men is adopted (purified indeed from what appear to be its real defects, from all lasting and rational causes of dislike or disgust) because such men hourly communicate with the best objects from which the best part of language is originally derived; and because, from their rank in society and the sameness and narrow circle of their intercourse, being less under the action of social vanity they convey their feelings and notions in simple and unelaborated expressions. Accordingly such a language arising out of repeated experience and regular feelings is a more permanent and a far more philosophical language than that which is frequently substituted for it by Poets, who think that they are conferring honour upon themselves and their art in proportion as they separate themselves from the sympathies of men, and indulge in arbitrary and capricious habits of expression in order to furnish food for fickle tastes and fickle appetites of their own creation.




    I cannot be insensible of the present outcry against the triviality and meanness both of thought and language, which some of my contemporaries have occasionally introduced into their metrical compositions; and I acknowledge that this defect where it exists, is more dishonorable to the Writer’s own character than false refinement or arbitrary innovation, though I should contend at the same time that it is far less pernicious in the sum of its consequences. From such verses the Poems in these volumes will be found distinguished at least by one mark of difference, that each of them has a worthy purpose. Not that I mean to say, that I always began to write with a distinct purpose formally conceived; but I believe that my habits of meditation have so formed my feelings, as that my descriptions of such objects as strongly excite those feelings, will be found to carry along with them a purpose. If in this opinion I am mistaken I can have little right to the name of a Poet. For all good poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings; but though this be true, Poems to which any value can be attached, were never produced on any variety of subjects but by a man who being possessed of more than usual organic sensibility had also thought long and deeply. For our continued influxes of feeling are modified and directed by our thoughts, which are indeed the representatives of all our past feelings; and as by contemplating the relation of these general representatives to each other, we discover what is really important to men, so by the repetition and continuance of this act feelings connected with important subjects will be nourished, till at length, if we be originally possessed of much organic sensibility, such habits of mind will be produced that by obeying blindly and mechanically the impulses of those habits we shall describe objects and utter sentiments of such a nature and in such connection with each other, that the understanding of the being to whom we address ourselves, if he be in a healthful state of association, must necessarily be in some degree enlightened, his taste exalted, and his affections ameliorated.




    I have said that each of these poems has a purpose. I have also informed my Reader what this purpose will be found principally to be: namely to illustrate the manner in which our feelings and ideas are associated in a state of excitement. But speaking in less general language, it is to follow the fluxes and refluxes of the mind when agitated by the great and simple affections of our nature. This object I have endeavoured in these short essays to attain by various means; by tracing the maternal passion through many of its more subtle windings, as in the poems of the IDIOT BOY and the MAD MOTHER; by accompanying the last struggles of a human being at the approach of death, cleaving in solitude to life and society, as in the Poem of the FORSAKEN INDIAN; by shewing, as in the Stanzas entitled WE ARE SEVEN, the perplexity and obscurity which in childhood attend our notion of death, or rather our utter inability to admit that notion; or by displaying the strength of fraternal, or to speak more philosophically, of moral attachment when early associated with the great and beautiful objects of nature, as in THE BROTHERS; or, as in the Incident of SIMON LEE, by placing my Reader in the way of receiving from ordinary moral sensations another and more salutary impression than we are accustomed to receive from them. It has also been part of my general purpose to attempt to sketch characters under the influence of less impassioned feelings, as in the OLD MAN TRAVELLING, THE TWO THIEVES, &c. characters of which the elements are simple, belonging rather to nature than to manners, such as exist now and will probably always exist, and which from their constitution may be distinctly and profitably contemplated. I will not abuse the indulgence of my Reader by dwelling longer upon this subject; but it is proper that I should mention one other circumstance which distinguishes these Poems from the popular Poetry of the day; it is this, that the feeling therein developed gives importance to the action and situation and not the action and situation to the feeling. My meaning will be rendered perfectly intelligible by referring my Reader to the Poems entitled POOR SUSAN and the CHILDLESS FATHER, particularly to the last Stanza of the latter Poem.




    I will not suffer a sense of false modesty to prevent me from asserting, that I point my Reader’s attention to this mark of distinction far less for the sake of these particular Poems than from the general importance of the subject. The subject is indeed important! For the human mind is capable of excitement without the application of gross and violent stimulants; and he must have a very faint perception of its beauty and dignity who does not know this, and who does not further know that one being is elevated above another in proportion as he possesses this capability. It has therefore appeared to me that to endeavour to produce or enlarge this capability is one of the best services in which, at any period, a Writer can be engaged; but this service, excellent at all times, is especially so at the present day. For a multitude of causes unknown to former times are now acting with a combined force to blunt the discriminating powers of the mind, and unfitting it for all voluntary exertion to reduce it to a state of almost savage torpor. The most effective of these causes are the great national events which are daily taking place, and the encreasing accumulation of men in cities, where the uniformity of their occupations produces a craving for extraordinary incident which the rapid communication of intelligence hourly gratifies. To this tendency of life and manners the literature and theatrical exhibitions of the country have conformed themselves. The invaluable works of our elder writers, I had almost said the works of Shakespeare and Milton, are driven into neglect by frantic novels, sickly and stupid German Tragedies, and deluges of idle and extravagant stories in verse. — When I think upon this degrading thirst after outrageous stimulation I am almost ashamed to have spoken of the feeble effort with which I have endeavoured to counteract it; and reflecting upon the magnitude of the general evil, I should be oppressed with no dishonorable melancholy, had I not a deep impression of certain inherent and indestructible qualities of the human mind, and likewise of certain powers in the great and permanent objects that act upon it which are equally inherent and indestructible; and did I not further add to this impression a belief that the time is approaching when the evil will be systematically opposed by men of greater powers and with far more distinguished success.




    Having dwelt thus long on the subjects and aim of these Poems, I shall request the Reader’s permission to apprize him of a few circumstances relating to their style, in order, among other reasons, that I may not be censured for not having performed what I never attempted. Except in a very few instances the Reader will find no personifications of abstract ideas in these volumes, not that I mean to censure such personifications: they may be well fitted for certain sorts of composition, but in these Poems I propose to myself to imitate, and, as far as possible, to adopt the very language of men, and I do not find that such personifications make any regular or natural part of that language. I wish to keep my Reader in the company of flesh and blood, persuaded that by so doing I shall interest him. Not but that I believe that others who pursue a different track may interest him likewise: I do not interfere with their claim, I only wish to prefer a different claim of my own. There will also be found in these volumes little of what is usually called poetic diction; I have taken as much pains to avoid it as others ordinarily take to produce it; this I have done for the reason already alleged, to bring my language near to the language of men, and further, because the pleasure which I have proposed to myself to impart is of a kind very different from that which is supposed by many persons to be the proper object of poetry. I do not know how without being culpably particular I can give my Reader a more exact notion of the style in which I wished these poems to be written than by informing him that I have at all times endeavoured to look steadily at my subject, consequently I hope it will be found that there is in these Poems little falsehood of description, and that my ideas are expressed in language fitted to their respective importance. Something I must have gained by this practice, as it is friendly to one property of all good poetry, namely good sense; but it has necessarily cut me off from a large portion of phrases and figures of speech which from father to son have long been regarded as the common inheritance of Poets. I have also thought it expedient to restrict myself still further, having abstained from the use of many expressions, in themselves proper and beautiful, but which have been foolishly repeated by bad Poets till such feelings of disgust are connected with them as it is scarcely possible by any art of association to overpower.




    If in a Poem there should be found a series of lines, or even a single line, in which the language, though naturally arranged and according to the strict laws of metre, does not differ from that of prose, there is a numerous class of critics who, when they stumble upon these prosaisms as they call them, imagine that they have made a notable discovery, and exult over the Poet as over a man ignorant of his own profession. Now these men would establish a canon of criticism which the Reader will conclude he must utterly reject if he wishes to be pleased with these volumes. And it would be a most easy task to prove to him that not only the language of a large portion of every good poem, even of the most elevated character, must necessarily, except with reference to the metre, in no respect differ from that of good prose, but likewise that some of the most interesting parts of the best poems will be found to be strictly the language of prose when prose is well written. The truth of this assertion might be demonstrated by innumerable passages from almost all the poetical writings, even of Milton himself. I have not space for much quotation; but, to illustrate the subject in a general manner, I will here adduce a short composition of Gray, who was at the head of those who by their reasonings have attempted to widen the space of separation betwixt Prose and Metrical composition, and was more than any other man curiously elaborate in the structure of his own poetic diction.




    In vain to me the smiling mornings shine,


    And reddening Phoebus lifts his golden fire:


    The birds in vain their amorous descant join,


    Or chearful fields resume their green attire:


    These ears alas! for other notes repine;


    A different object do these eyes require;


    My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine;


    And in my breast the imperfect joys expire;


    Yet Morning smiles the busy race to cheer,


    And newborn pleasure brings to happier men;


    The fields to all their wonted tribute bear;


    To warm their little loves the birds complain.


    I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear


    And weep the more because I weep in vain.




    It will easily be perceived that the only part of this Sonnet which is of any value is the lines printed in Italics: it is equally obvious that except in the rhyme, and in the use of the single word “fruitless” for fruitlessly, which is so far a defect, the language of these lines does in no respect differ from that of prose.




    Is there then, it will be asked, no essential difference between the language of prose and metrical composition? I answer that there neither is nor can be any essential difference. We are fond of tracing the resemblance between Poetry and Painting, and, accordingly, we call them Sisters: but where shall we find bonds of connection sufficiently strict to typify the affinity betwixt metrical and prose composition? They both speak by and to the same organs; the bodies in which both of them are clothed may be said to be of the same substance, their affections are kindred and almost identical, not necessarily differing even in degree; Poetry sheds no tears “such as Angels weep,” but natural and human tears; she can boast of no celestial Ichor that distinguishes her vital juices from those of prose; the same human blood circulates through the veins of them both.




    If it be affirmed that rhyme and metrical arrangement of themselves constitute a distinction which overturns what I have been saying on the strict affinity of metrical language with that of prose, and paves the way for other distinctions which the mind voluntarily admits, I answer that the distinction of rhyme and metre is regular and uniform, and not, like that which is produced by what is usually called poetic diction, arbitrary and subject to infinite caprices upon which no calculation whatever can be made. In the one case the Reader is utterly at the mercy of the Poet respecting what imagery or diction he may choose to connect with the passion, whereas in the other the metre obeys certain laws, to which the Poet and Reader both willingly submit because they are certain, and because no interference is made by them with the passion but such as the concurring testimony of ages has shewn to heighten and improve the pleasure which coexists with it. It will now be proper to answer an obvious question, namely, why, professing these opinions have I written in verse? To this in the first place I reply, because, however I may have restricted myself, there is still left open to me what confessedly constitutes the most valuable object of all writing whether in prose or verse, the great and universal passions of men, the most general and interesting of their occupations, and the entire world of nature, from which I am at liberty to supply myself with endless combinations of forms and imagery. Now, granting for a moment that whatever is interesting in these objects may be as vividly described in prose, why am I to be condemned if to such description I have endeavoured to superadd the charm which by the consent of all nations is acknowledged to exist in metrical language? To this it will be answered, that a very small part of the pleasure given by Poetry depends upon the metre, and that it is injudicious to write in metre unless it be accompanied with the other artificial distinctions of style with which metre is usually accompanied, and that by such deviation more will be lost from the shock which will be thereby given to the Reader’s associations than will be counterbalanced by any pleasure which he can derive from the general power of numbers. In answer to those who thus contend for the necessity of accompanying metre with certain appropriate colours of style in order to the accomplishment of its appropriate end, and who also, in my opinion, greatly underrate the power of metre in itself, it might perhaps be almost sufficient to observe that poems are extant, written upon more humble subjects, and in a more naked and simple style than what I have aimed at, which poems have continued to give pleasure from generation to generation. Now, if nakedness and simplicity be a defect, the fact here mentioned affords a strong presumption that poems somewhat less naked and simple are capable of affording pleasure at the present day; and all that I am now attempting is to justify myself for having written under the impression of this belief.




    But I might point out various causes why, when the style is manly, and the subject of some importance, words metrically arranged will long continue to impart such a pleasure to mankind as he who is sensible of the extent of that pleasure will be desirous to impart. The end of Poetry is to produce excitement in coexistence with an overbalance of pleasure. Now, by the supposition, excitement is an unusual and irregular state of the mind; ideas and feelings do not in that state succeed each other in accustomed order. But if the words by which this excitement is produced are in themselves powerful, or the images and feelings have an undue proportion of pain connected with them, there is some danger that the excitement may be carried beyond its proper bounds. Now the copresence of something regular, something to which the mind has been accustomed when in an unexcited or a less excited state, cannot but have great efficacy in tempering and restraining the passion by an intertexture of ordinary feeling. This may be illustrated by appealing to the Reader’s own experience of the reluctance with which he comes to the reperusal of the distressful parts of Clarissa Harlowe, or the Gamester. While Shakespeare’s writings, in the most pathetic scenes, never act upon us as pathetic beyond the bounds of pleasure — an effect which is in a great degree to be ascribed to small, but continual and regular impulses of pleasurable surprise from the metrical arrangement. — On the other hand (what it must be allowed will much more frequently happen) if the Poet’s words should be incommensurate with the passion, and inadequate to raise the Reader to a height of desirable excitement, then, (unless the Poet’s choice of his metre has been grossly injudicious) in the feelings of pleasure which the Reader has been accustomed to connect with metre in general, and in the feeling, whether chearful or melancholy, which he has been accustomed to connect with that particular movement of metre, there will be found something which will greatly contribute to impart passion to the words, and to effect the complex end which the Poet proposes to himself.




    If I had undertaken a systematic defence of the theory upon which these poems are written, it would have been my duty to develope the various causes upon which the pleasure received from metrical language depends. Among the chief of these causes is to be reckoned a principle which must be well known to those who have made any of the Arts the object of accurate reflection; I mean the pleasure which the mind derives from the perception of similitude in dissimilitude. This principle is the great spring of the activity of our minds and their chief feeder. From this principle the direction of the sexual appetite, and all the passions connected with it take their origin: It is the life of our ordinary conversation; and upon the accuracy with which similitude in dissimilitude, and dissimilitude in similitude are perceived, depend our taste and our moral feelings. It would not have been a useless employment to have applied this principle to the consideration of metre, and to have shewn that metre is hence enabled to afford much pleasure, and to have pointed out in what manner that pleasure is produced. But my limits will not permit me to enter upon this subject, and I must content myself with a general summary.




    I have said that Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings: it takes its origin from emotion recollected in tranquillity: the emotion is contemplated till by a species of reaction the tranquillity gradually disappears, and an emotion, similar to that which was before the subject of contemplation, is gradually produced, and does itself actually exist in the mind. In this mood successful composition generally begins, and in a mood similar to this it is carried on; but the emotion, of whatever kind and in whatever degree, from various causes is qualified by various pleasures, so that in describing any passions whatsoever, which are voluntarily described, the mind will upon the whole be in a state of enjoyment. Now if Nature be thus cautious in preserving in a state of enjoyment a being thus employed, the Poet ought to profit by the lesson thus held forth to him, and ought especially to take care, that whatever passions he communicates to his Reader, those passions, if his Reader’s mind be sound and vigorous, should always be accompanied with an overbalance of pleasure. Now the music of harmonious metrical language, the sense of difficulty overcome, and the blind association of pleasure which has been previously received from works of rhyme or metre of the same or similar construction, all these imperceptibly make up a complex feeling of delight, which is of the most important use in tempering the painful feeling which will always be found intermingled with powerful descriptions of the deeper passions. This effect is always produced in pathetic and impassioned poetry; while in lighter compositions the ease and gracefulness with which the Poet manages his numbers are themselves confessedly a principal source of the gratification of the Reader. I might perhaps include all which it is necessary to say upon this subject by affirming what few persons will deny, that of two descriptions either of passions, manners, or characters, each of them equally well executed, the one in prose and the other in verse, the verse will be read a hundred times where the prose is read once. We see that Pope by the power of verse alone, has contrived to render the plainest common sense interesting, and even frequently to invest it with the appearance of passion. In consequence of these convictions I related in metre the Tale of GOODY BLAKE and HARRY GILL, which is one of the rudest of this collection. I wished to draw attention to the truth that the power of the human imagination is sufficient to produce such changes even in our physical nature as might almost appear miraculous. The truth is an important one; the fact (for it is a fact) is a valuable illustration of it. And I have the satisfaction of knowing that it has been communicated to many hundreds of people who would never have heard of it, had it not been narrated as a Ballad, and in a more impressive metre than is usual in Ballads.




    Having thus adverted to a few of the reasons why I have written in verse, and why I have chosen subjects from common life, and endeavoured to bring my language near to the real language of men, if I have been too minute in pleading my own cause, I have at the same time been treating a subject of general interest; and it is for this reason that I request the Reader’s permission to add a few words with reference solely to these particular poems, and to some defects which will probably be found in them. I am sensible that my associations must have sometimes been particular instead of general, and that, consequently, giving to things a false importance, sometimes from diseased impulses I may have written upon unworthy subject; but I am less apprehensive on this account, than that my language may frequently have suffered from those arbitrary connections of feelings and ideas with particular words, from which no man can altogether protect himself. Hence I have no doubt that in some instances feelings even of the ludicrous may be given to my Readers by expressions which appeared to me tender and pathetic. Such faulty expressions, were I convinced they were faulty at present, and that they must necessarily continue to be so, I would willingly take all reasonable pains to correct. But it is dangerous to make these alterations on the simple authority of a few individuals, or even of certain classes of men; for where the understanding of an Author is not convinced, or his feelings altered, this cannot be done without great injury to himself: for his own feelings are his stay and support, and if he sets them aside in one instance, he may be induced to repeat this act till his mind loses all confidence in itself and becomes utterly debilitated. To this it may be added, that the Reader ought never to forget that he is himself exposed to the same errors as the Poet, and perhaps in a much greater degree: for there can be no presumption in saying that it is not probable he will be so well acquainted with the various stages of meaning through which words have passed, or with the fickleness or stability of the relations of particular ideas to each other; and above all, since he is so much less interested in the subject, he may decide lightly and carelessly.




    Long as I have detained my Reader, I hope he will permit me to caution him against a mode of false criticism which has been applied to Poetry in which the language closely resembles that of life and nature. Such verses have been triumphed over in parodies of which Dr. Johnson’s Stanza is a fair specimen.




    ”I put my hat upon my head,


    And walk’d into the Strand,


    And there I met another man


    Whose hat was in his hand.”




    Immediately under these lines I will place one of the most justly admired stanzas of the “Babes in the Wood.”




    ”These pretty Babes with hand in hand


    Went wandering up and down;


    But never more they saw the Man


    Approaching from the Town.”




    In both of these stanzas the words, and the order of the words, in no respect differ from the most unimpassioned conversation. There are words in both, for example, “the Strand,” and “the Town,” connected with none but the most familiar ideas; yet the one stanza we admit as admirable, and the other as a fair example of the superlatively contemptible. Whence arises this difference? Not from the metre, not from the language, not from the order of the words; but the matter expressed in Dr. Johnson’s stanza is contemptible. The proper method of treating trivial and simple verses to which Dr. Johnson’s stanza would be a fair parallelism is not to say this is a bad kind of poetry, or this is not poetry, but this wants sense; it is neither interesting in itself, nor can lead to any thing interesting; the images neither originate in that sane state of feeling which arises out of thought, nor can excite thought or feeling in the Reader. This is the only sensible manner of dealing with such verses: Why trouble yourself about the species till you have previously decided upon the genus? Why take pains to prove that an Ape is not a Newton when it is selfevident that he is not a man.




    I have one request to make of my Reader, which is, that in judging these Poems he would decide by his own feelings genuinely, and not by reflection upon what will probably be the judgment of others. How common is it to hear a person say, “I myself do not object to this style of composition or this or that expression, but to such and such classes of people it will appear mean or ludicrous.” This mode of criticism so destructive of all sound unadulterated judgment is almost universal: I have therefore to request that the Reader would abide independently by his own feelings, and that if he finds himself affected he would not suffer such conjectures to interfere with his pleasure.




    If an Author by any single composition has impressed us with respect for his talents, it is useful to consider this as affording a presumption, that, on other occasions where we have been displeased, he nevertheless may not have written ill or absurdly; and, further, to give him so much credit for this one composition as may induce us to review what has displeased us with more care than we should otherwise have bestowed upon it. This is not only an act of justice, but in our decisions upon poetry especially, may conduce in a high degree to the improvement of our own taste: for an accurate taste in Poetry and in all the other arts, as Sir Joshua Reynolds has observed, is an acquired talent, which can only be produced by thought and a long continued intercourse with the best models of composition. This is mentioned not with so ridiculous a purpose as to prevent the most inexperienced Reader from judging for himself, (I have already said that I wish him to judge for himself;) but merely to temper the rashness of decision, and to suggest that if Poetry be a subject on which much time has not been bestowed, the judgment may be erroneous, and that in many cases it necessarily will be so.




    I know that nothing would have so effectually contributed to further the end which I have in view as to have shewn of what kind the pleasure is, and how the pleasure is produced which is confessedly produced by metrical composition essentially different from what I have here endeavoured to recommend; for the Reader will say that he has been pleased by such composition and what can I do more for him? The power of any art is limited and he will suspect that if I propose to furnish him with new friends it is only upon condition of his abandoning his old friends. Besides, as I have said, the Reader is himself conscious of the pleasure which he has received from such composition, composition to which he has peculiarly attached the endearing name of Poetry; and all men feel an habitual gratitude, and something of an honorable bigotry for the objects which have long continued to please them: we not only wish to be pleased, but to be pleased in that particular way in which we have been accustomed to be pleased. There is a host of arguments in these feelings; and I should be the less able to combat them successfully, as I am willing to allow, that, in order entirely to enjoy the Poetry which I am recommending, it would be necessary to give up much of what is ordinarily enjoyed. But would my limits have permitted me to point out how this pleasure is produced, I might have removed many obstacles, and assisted my Reader in perceiving that the powers of language are not so limited as he may suppose; and that it is possible that poetry may give other enjoyments, of a purer, more lasting, and more exquisite nature. But this part of my subject I have been obliged altogether to omit: as it has been less my present aim to prove that the interest excited by some other kinds of poetry is less vivid, and less worthy of the nobler powers of the mind, than to offer reasons for presuming, that, if the object which I have proposed to myself were adequately attained, a species of poetry would be produced, which is genuine poetry; in its nature well adapted to interest mankind permanently, and likewise important in the multiplicity and quality of its moral relations. From what has been said, and from a perusal of the Poems, the Reader will be able clearly to perceive the object which I have proposed to myself: he will determine how far I have attained this object; and, what is a much more important question, whether it be worth attaining; and upon the decision of these two questions will rest my claim to the approbation of the public.




    VOLUME I
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    EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY.
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    ”Why, William, on that old grey stone,


    Thus for the length of half a day,


    Why, William, sit you thus alone,


    And dream your time away?”




    ”Where are your books? that light bequeath’d


    To beings else forlorn and blind!


    Up! Up! and drink the spirit breath’d


    From dead men to their kind.”




    ”You look round on your mother earth,


    As if she for no purpose bore you;


    As if you were her first-born birth,


    And none had lived before you!”




    One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,


    When life was sweet, I knew not why,


    To me my good friend Matthew spake,


    And thus I made reply.




    ”The eye it cannot chuse but see,


    We cannot bid the ear be still;


    Our bodies feel, where’er they be,


    Against, or with our will.”




    ”Nor less I deem that there are powers


    Which of themselves our minds impress,


    That we can feed this mind of ours


    In a wise passiveness.”




    ”Think you, mid all this mighty sum


    Of things for ever speaking,


    That nothing of itself will come,


    But we must still be seeking?”




    ” — Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,


    Conversing as I may,


    I sit upon this old grey stone,


    And dream my time away.”




    THE TABLES TURNED;
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    An Evening Scene, on the same Subject,




    Up! up! my friend, and clear your looks,


    Why all this toil and trouble?


    Up! up! my friend, and quit your books,


    Or surely you’ll grow double.




    The sun, above the mountain’s head,


    A freshening lustre mellow


    Through all the long green fields has spread,


    His first sweet evening yellow.




    Books! ‘tis dull and endless strife,


    Come, here the woodland linnet,


    How sweet his music; on my life


    There’s more of wisdom in it.




    And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!


    And he is no mean preacher;


    Come forth into the light of things,


    Let Nature be your teacher.




    She has a world of ready wealth,


    Our minds and hearts to bless —


    Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,


    Truth breathed by chearfulness.




    One impulse from a vernal wood


    May teach you more of man;


    Of moral evil and of good,


    Than all the sages can.




    Sweet is the lore which nature brings;


    Our meddling intellect


    Mishapes the beauteous forms of things;


    — We murder to dissect.




    Enough of science and of art;


    Close up these barren leaves;


    Come forth, and bring with you a heart


    That watches and receives.




    ANIMAL TRANQUILLITY & DECAY
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    A SKETCH.




    The little hedge-row birds


    That peck along the road, regard him not.


    He travels on, and in his face, his step,


    His gait, is one expression; every limb,


    His look and bending figure, all bespeak


    A man who does not move with pain, but moves


    With thought — He is insensibly subdued


    To settled quiet: he is one by whom


    All effort seems forgotten, one to whom


    Long patience has such mild composure given,


    That patience now doth seem a thing, of which


    He hath no need. He is by nature led


    To peace so perfect, that the young behold


    With envy, what the old man hardly feels.


    — I asked him whither he was bound, and what


    The object of his journey; he replied


    That he was going many miles to take


    A last leave of his son, a mariner,


    Who from a sea-fight had been brought to Falmouth,


    And there was lying in an hospital.




    THE COMPLAINT OF A FORSAKEN INDIAN WOMAN.
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    [When a Northern Indian, from sickness, is unable to continue his journey with his companions; he is left behind, covered over with Deer-skins, and is supplied with water, food, and fuel if the situation of the place will afford it. He is informed of the track which his companions intend to pursue, and if he is unable to follow, or overtake them, he perishes alone in the Desart; unless he should have the good fortune to fall in with some other Tribes of Indians. It is unnecessary to add that the females are equally, or still more, exposed to the same fate. See that very interesting work, Hearne’s Journey from Hudson’s Bay to the Northern Ocean. In the high Northern Latititudes, as the same writer informs us, when the Northern Lights vary their position in the air, they make a rustling and a crackling noise. This circumstance is alluded to in the first stanza of the following poem.]




    THE COMPLAINT, etc.




    Before I see another day,


    Oh let my body die away!


    In sleep I heard the northern gleams;


    The stars they were among my dreams;


    In sleep did I behold the skies,


    I saw the crackling flashes drive;


    And yet they are upon my eyes,


    And yet I am alive.


    Before I see another day,


    Oh let my body die away!




    My fire is dead: it knew no pain;


    Yet is it dead, and I remain.


    All stiff with ice the ashes lie;


    And they are dead, and I will die.


    When I was well, I wished to live,


    For clothes, for warmth, for food, and fire;


    But they to me no joy can give,


    No pleasure now, and no desire.


    Then here contented will I lie;


    Alone I cannot fear to die.




    Alas! you might have dragged me on


    Another day, a single one!


    Too soon despair o’er me prevailed;


    Too soon my heartless spirit failed;


    When you were gone my limbs were stronger,


    And Oh how grievously I rue,


    That, afterwards, a little longer,


    My friends, I did not follow you!


    For strong and without pain I lay,


    My friends, when you were gone away.




    My child! they gave thee to another,


    A woman who was not thy mother.


    When from my arms my babe they took,


    On me how strangely did he look!


    Through his whole body something ran,


    A most strange something did I see;


    — As if he strove to be a man,


    That he might pull the sledge for me.


    And then he stretched his arms, how wild!


    Oh mercy! like a little child.




    My little joy! my little pride!


    In two days more I must have died.


    Then do not weep and grieve for me;


    I feel I must have died with thee.


    Oh wind that o’er my head art flying,


    The way my friends their course did bend,


    I should not feel the pain of dying,


    Could I with thee a message send.


    Too soon, my friends, you went away;


    For I had many things to say.




    I’ll follow you across the snow,


    You travel heavily and slow:


    In spite of all my weary pain,


    I’ll look upon your tents again.


    My fire is dead, and snowy white


    The water which beside it stood;


    The wolf has come to me to-night,


    And he has stolen away my food.


    For ever left alone am I,


    Then wherefore should I fear to die?




    My journey will be shortly run,


    I shall not see another sun,


    I cannot lift my limbs to know


    If they have any life or no.


    My poor forsaken child! if I


    For once could have thee close to me,


    With happy heart I then should die,


    And my last thoughts would happy be.


    I feel my body die away,


    I shall not see another day.




    THE LAST OF THE FLOCK.
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    In distant countries I have been,


    And yet I have not often seen


    A healthy man, a man full grown,


    Weep in the public roads alone.


    But such a one, on English ground,


    And in the broad highway, I met;


    Along the broad highway he came,


    His cheeks with tears were wet.


    Sturdy he seemed, though he was sad;


    And in his arms a lamb he had.




    He saw me, and he turned aside,


    As if he wished himself to hide:


    Then with his coat he made essay


    To wipe those briny tears away.


    I follow’d him, and said, “My friend


    What ails you? wherefore weep you so?”


    —”Shame on me, Sir! this lusty lamb,


    He makes my tears to flow.


    To-day I fetched him from the rock;


    He is the last of all my flock.”




    When I was young, a single man,


    And after youthful follies ran.


    Though little given to care and thought,


    Yet, so it was, a ewe I bought;


    And other sheep from her I raised,


    As healthy sheep as you might see,


    And then I married, and was rich


    As I could wish to be;


    Of sheep I numbered a full score,


    And every year increas’d my store.




    Year after year my stock it grew,


    And from this one, this single ewe,


    Full fifty comely sheep I raised,


    As sweet a flock as ever grazed!


    Upon the mountain did they feed;


    They throve, and we at home did thrive.


    — This lusty lamb of all my store


    Is all that is alive;


    And now I care not if we die,


    And perish all of poverty.




    Six children, Sir! had I to feed,


    Hard labour in a time of need!


    My pride was tamed, and in our grief,


    I of the parish ask’d relief.


    They said I was a wealthy man;


    My sheep upon the mountain fed,


    And it was fit that thence I took


    Whereof to buy us bread:


    ”Do this; how can we give to you,”


    They cried, “what to the poor is due?”




    I sold a sheep as they had said,


    And bought my little children bread,


    And they were healthy with their food;


    For me it never did me good.


    A woeful time it was for me,


    To see the end of all my gains,


    The pretty flock which I had reared


    With all my care and pains,


    To see it melt like snow away!


    For me it was a woeful day.




    Another still! and still another!


    A little lamb, and then its mother!


    It was a vein that never stopp’d,


    Like blood-drops from my heart they dropp’d.


    Till thirty were not left alive


    They dwindled, dwindled, one by one,


    And I may say that many a time


    I wished they all were gone:


    They dwindled one by one away;


    For me it was a woeful day.




    To wicked deeds I was inclined,


    And wicked fancies cross’d my mind,


    And every man I chanc’d to see,


    I thought he knew some ill of me.


    No peace, no comfort could I find,


    No ease, within doors or without,


    And crazily, and wearily


    I went my work about.


    Ofttimes I thought to run away;


    For me it was a woeful day.




    Sir! ‘twas a precious flock to me,


    As dear as my own children be;


    For daily with my growing store


    I loved my children more and more.


    Alas! it was an evil time;


    God cursed me in my sore distress,


    I prayed, yet every day I thought


    I loved my children less;


    And every week, and every day,


    My flock, it seemed to melt away.




    They dwindled. Sir, sad sight to see!


    From ten to five, from five to three,


    A lamb, a weather, and a ewe;


    And then at last, from three to two;


    And of my fifty, yesterday


    I had but only one,


    And here it lies upon my arm,


    Alas! and I have none;


    To-day I fetched it from the rock;


    It is the last of all my flock.




    LINES
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    Left upon a seat in a YEW-TREE, which stands near the Lake of ESTHWAITE, on a desolate part of the shore, yet commanding a beautiful prospect.




    — Nay, Traveller! rest. This lonely yew-tree stands


    Far from all human dwelling: what if here


    No sparkling rivulet spread the verdant herb;


    What if these barren boughs the bee not loves;


    Yet, if the wind breathe soft, the curling waves,


    That break against the shore, shall lull thy mind


    By one soft impulse saved from vacancy.




    — Who he was


    That piled these stones, and with the mossy sod


    First covered o’er and taught this aged tree


    With its dark arms to form a circling bower,


    I well remember. — He was one who owned


    No common soul. In youth by science nursed


    And led by nature into a wild scene


    Of lofty hopes, he to the world went forth,


    A favored being, knowing no desire


    Which genius did not hallow, ‘gainst the taint


    Of dissolute tongues, and jealousy, and hate


    And scorn, against all enemies prepared.


    All but neglect. The world, for so it thought,


    Owed him no service: he was like a plant


    Fair to the sun, the darling of the winds,


    But hung with fruit which no one, that passed by,


    Regarded, and, his spirit damped at once,


    With indignation did he turn away


    And with the food of pride sustained his soul


    In solitude. — Stranger! these gloomy boughs


    Had charms for him; and here he loved to sit,


    His only visitants a straggling sheep,


    The stone-chat, or the glancing sand-piper;


    And on these barren rocks, with juniper,


    And heath, and thistle, thinly sprinkled o’er,


    Fixing his downcast eye, he many an hour


    A morbid pleasure nourished, tracing here


    An emblem of his own unfruitful life:


    And lifting up his head, he then would gaze


    On the more distant scene; how lovely ‘tis


    Thou seest, and he would gaze till it became


    Far lovelier, and his heart could not sustain


    The beauty still more beauteous. Nor, that time


    When Nature had subdued him to herself


    Would he forget those beings, to whose minds,


    Warm from the labours of benevolence,


    The world, and man himself, appeared a scene


    Of kindred loveliness: then he would sigh


    With mournful joy, to think that others felt


    What he must never feel: and so, lost man!


    On visionary views would fancy feed,


    Till his eye streamed with tears. In this deep vale


    He died, this seat his only monument.




    If thou be one whose heart the holy forms


    Of young imagination have kept pure,


    Stranger! henceforth be warned; and know, that pride,


    Howe’er disguised in its own majesty,


    Is littleness; that he, who feels contempt


    For any living thing, hath faculties


    Which he has never used; that thought with him


    Is in its infancy. The man, whose eye


    Is ever on himself, doth look on one,


    The least of nature’s works, one who might move


    The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds


    Unlawful, ever. O, be wiser thou!


    Instructed that true knowledge leads to love,


    True dignity abides with him alone


    Who, in the silent hour of inward thought,


    Can still suspect, and still revere himself,


    In lowliness of heart.




    THE FOSTER-MOTHER’S TALE.


    A Narration in Dramatic Blank Verse.




    But that entrance, Mother!




    FOSTER-MOTHER.
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    By Samuel Taylor Coleridge




    Can no one hear? It is a perilous tale!




    MARIA.




    No one.




    FOSTER-MOTHER.




    My husband’s father told it me,


    Poor old Leoni! — Angels rest his soul!


    He was a woodman, and could fell and saw


    With lusty arm. You know that huge round beam


    Which props the hanging wall of the old chapel?


    Beneath that tree, while yet it was a tree


    He found a baby wrapt in mosses, lined


    With thistle beards, and such small locks of wool


    As hang on brambles. Well, he brought him home,


    And reared him at the then Lord Velez’ cost.


    And so the babe grew up a pretty boy,


    A pretty boy, but most unteachable —


    And never learnt a prayer, nor told a bead.


    But knew the names of birds, and mocked their notes,


    And whistled, as he were a bird himself:


    And all the autumn ‘twas his only play


    To get the seeds of wild flowers, and to plant them


    With earth and water, on the stumps of trees.


    A Friar, who gathered simples in the wood,


    A grey-haired man — he loved this little boy,


    The boy loved him — and, when the Friar taught him,


    He soon could write with the pen: and from that time,


    Lived chiefly at the Convent or the Castle.


    So he became a very learned youth.


    But Oh! poor wretch! — he read, and read, and read,


    Till his brain turned — and ere his twentieth year,


    He had unlawful thoughts of many things:


    And though he prayed, he never loved to pray


    With holy men, nor in a holy place —


    But yet his speech, it was so soft and sweet,


    The late Lord Velez ne’er was wearied with him.


    And once, as by the north side of the Chapel


    They stood together, chained in deep discourse,


    The earth heaved under them with such a groan,


    That the wall tottered, and had well-nigh fallen


    Right on their heads. My Lord was sorely frightened;


    A fever seized him, and he made confession


    Of all the heretical and lawless talk


    Which brought this judgment: so the youth was seized


    And cast into that cell. My husband’s father


    Sobbed like a child — it almost broke his heart:


    And once as he was working in the cellar,


    He heard a voice distinctly; ‘twas the youth’s


    Who sang a doleful song about green fields,


    How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah,


    To hunt for food, and be a naked man,


    And wander up and down at liberty.


    Leoni doted on the youth, and now


    His love grew desperate; and defying death,


    He made that cunning entrance I described:


    And the young man escaped.




    MARIA.




    ’Tis a sweet tale.


    And what became of him?




    FOSTER-MOTHER.




    He went on shipboard


    With those bold voyagers, who made discovery


    Of golden lands. Leoni’s younger brother


    Went likewise, and when he returned to Spain,


    He told Leoni, that the poor mad youth,


    Soon after they arrived in that new world,


    In spite of his dissuasion, seized a boat,


    And all alone, set sail by silent moonlight


    Up a great river, great as any sea,


    And ne’er was heard of more: but ‘tis supposed,


    He lived and died among the savage men.




    GOODY BLAKE & HARRY GILL
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    A TRUE STORY




    Oh! what’s the matter? what’s the matter?


    What is’t that ails young Harry Gill?


    That evermore his teeth they chatter,


    Chatter, chatter, chatter still.


    Of waistcoats Harry has no lack,


    Good duffle grey, and flannel fine;


    He has a blanket on his back,


    And coats enough to smother nine.




    In March, December, and in July,


    ’Tis all the same with Harry Gill;


    The neighbours tell, and tell you truly,


    His teeth they chatter, chatter still.


    At night, at morning, and at noon,


    ’Tis all the same with Harry Gill;


    Beneath the sun, beneath the moon,


    His teeth they chatter, chatter still.




    Young Harry was a lusty drover,


    And who so stout of limb as he?


    His cheeks were red as ruddy clover,


    His voice was like the voice of three.


    Auld Goody Blake was old and poor,


    Ill fed she was, and thinly clad;


    And any man who pass’d her door,


    Might see how poor a hut she had.




    All day she spun in her poor dwelling,


    And then her three hours’ work at night!


    Alas! ‘twas hardly worth the telling,


    It would not pay for candlelight.


    — This woman dwelt in Dorsetshire,


    Her hut was on a cold hill-side,


    And in that country coals are dear,


    For they come far by wind and tide.




    By the same fire to boil their pottage,


    Two poor old dames as I have known,


    Will often live in one small cottage,


    But she, poor woman, dwelt alone.


    ’Twas well enough when summer came,


    The long, warm, lightsome summer-day,


    Then at her door the canty dame


    Would sit, as any linnet gay.




    But when the ice our streams did fetter,


    Oh! then how her old bones would shake!


    You would have said, if you had met her,


    ’Twas a hard time for Goody Blake.


    Her evenings then were dull and dead;


    Sad case it was, as you may think,


    For very cold to go to bed,


    And then for cold not sleep a wink.




    Oh joy for her! whene’er in winter


    The winds at night had made a rout,


    And scatter’d many a lusty splinter,


    And many a rotten bough about.


    Yet never had she, well or sick,


    As every man who knew her says,


    A pile before hand, wood or stick,


    Enough to warm her for three days.




    Now when the frost was past enduring,


    And made her poor old bones to ache,


    Could any thing be more alluring,


    Than an old hedge to Goody Blake?


    And now and then, it must be said,


    When her old bones were cold and chill,


    She left her fire, or left her bed,


    To seek the hedge of Harry Gill.




    Now Harry he had long suspected


    This trespass of old Goody Blake,


    And vow’d that she should be detected,


    And he on her would vengeance take.


    And oft from his warm fire he’d go,


    And to the fields his road would take,


    And there, at night, in frost and snow,


    He watch’d to seize old Goody Blake.




    And once, behind a rick of barley,


    Thus looking out did Harry stand;


    The moon was full and shining clearly,


    And crisp with frost the stubble land.


    — He hears a noise — he’s all awake —


    Again? — on tip-toe down the hill


    He softly creeps—’Tis Goody Blake,


    She’s at the hedge of Harry Gill.




    Right glad was he when he beheld her;


    Stick after stick did Goody pull,


    He stood behind a bush of elder,


    Till she had filled her apron full.


    When with her load she turned about,


    The bye-road back again to take,


    He started forward with a shout,


    And sprang upon poor Goody Blake.




    And fiercely by the arm he took her,


    And by the arm he held her fast,


    And fiercely by the arm he shook her,


    And cried, “I’ve caught you then at last!”


    Then Goody, who had nothing said,


    Her bundle from her lap let fall;


    And kneeling on the sticks, she pray’d


    To God that is the judge of all.




    She pray’d, her wither’d hand uprearing,


    While Harry held her by the arm —


    ”God! who art never out of hearing,


    O may he never more be warm!”


    The cold, cold moon above her head,


    Thus on her knees did Goody pray,


    Young Harry heard what she had said;


    And icy-cold he turned away.




    He went complaining all the morrow


    That he was cold and very chill:


    His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow,


    Alas! that day for Harry Gill!


    That day he wore a riding-coat,


    But not a whit the warmer he:


    Another was on Thursday brought,


    And ere the Sabbath he had three.




    ’Twas all in vain, a useless matter,


    And blankets were about him pinn’d;


    Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter,


    Like a loose casement in the wind.


    And Harry’s flesh it fell away;


    And all who see him say ‘tis plain,


    That, live as long as live he may,


    He never will be warm again.




    No word to any man he utters,


    A-bed or up, to young or old;


    But ever to himself he mutters,


    ”Poor Harry Gill is very cold.”


    A-bed or up, by night or day;


    His teeth they chatter, chatter still.


    Now think, ye farmers all, I pray,


    Of Goody Blake and Harry Gill.




    THE THORN.
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    I.




    There is a thorn; it looks so old,


    In truth you’d find it hard to say,


    How it could ever have been young,


    It looks so old and grey.


    Not higher than a two years’ child


    It stands erect this aged thorn;


    No leaves it has, no thorny points;


    It is a mass of knotted joints,


    A wretched thing forlorn.


    It stands erect, and like a stone


    With lichens it is overgrown.




    II.




    Like rock or stone, it is o’ergrown


    With lichens to the very top,


    And hung with heavy tufts of moss,


    A melancholy crop:


    Up from the earth these mosses creep,


    And this poor thorn! they clasp it round


    So close, you’d say that they were bent


    With plain and manifest intent,


    To drag it to the ground;


    And all had join’d in one endeavour


    To bury this poor thorn for ever.




    III.




    High on a mountain’s highest ridge,


    Where oft the stormy winter gale


    Cuts like a scythe, while through the clouds


    It sweeps from vale to vale;


    Not five yards from the mountain-path,


    This thorn you on your left espy;


    And to the left, three yards beyond,


    You see a little muddy pond


    Of water, never dry;


    I’ve measured it from side to side:


    ’Tis three feet long, and two feet wide.




    IV.




    And close beside this aged thorn,


    There is a fresh and lovely sight,


    A beauteous heap, a hill of moss,


    Just half a foot in height.


    All lovely colours there you see,


    All colours that were ever seen,


    And mossy network too is there,


    As if by hand of lady fair


    The work had woven been,


    And cups, the darlings of the eye,


    So deep is their vermillion dye.




    V.




    Ah me! what lovely tints are there!


    Of olive green and scarlet bright,


    In spikes, in branches, and in stars,


    Green, red, and pearly white.


    This heap of earth o’ergrown with moss,


    Which close beside the thorn you see,


    So fresh in all its beauteous dyes,


    Is like an infant’s grave in size


    As like as like can be:


    But never, never any where,


    An infant’s grave was half so fair.




    VI.




    Now would you see this aged thorn,


    This pond and beauteous hill of moss,


    You must take care and chuse your time


    The mountain when to cross.


    For oft there sits, between the heap


    That’s like an infant’s grave in size


    And that same pond of which I spoke,


    A woman in a scarlet cloak,


    And to herself she cries,


    ”Oh misery! oh misery!


    Oh woe is me! oh misery!”




    VII.




    At all times of the day and night


    This wretched woman thither goes,


    And she is known to every star,


    And every wind that blows;


    And there beside the thorn she sits


    When the blue daylight’s in the skies,


    And when the whirlwind’s on the hill,


    Or frosty air is keen and still,


    And to herself she cries,


    ”Oh misery! oh misery!


    Oh woe is me! oh misery;”




    VIII.




    ”Now wherefore thus, by day and night,


    In rain, in tempest, and in snow


    Thus to the dreary mountain-top


    Does this poor woman go?


    And why sits she beside the thorn


    When the blue daylight’s in the sky,


    Or when the whirlwind’s on the hill,


    Or frosty air is keen and still,


    And wherefore does she cry? —


    Oh wherefore? wherefore? tell me why


    Does she repeat that doleful cry?”




    IX.




    I cannot tell; I wish I could;


    For the true reason no one knows,


    But if you’d gladly view the spot,


    The spot to which she goes;


    The heap that’s like an infant’s grave,


    The pond — and thorn, so old and grey.


    Pass by her door — tis seldom shut —


    And if you see her in her hut,


    Then to the spot away! —


    I never heard of such as dare


    Approach the spot when she is there.




    X.




    ”But wherefore to the mountain-top,


    Can this unhappy woman go,


    Whatever star is in the skies,


    Whatever wind may blow?”


    Nay rack your brain—’tis all in vain,


    I’ll tell you every thing I know;


    But to the thorn and to the pond


    Which is a little step beyond,


    I wish that you would go:


    Perhaps when you are at the place


    You something of her tale may trace.




    XI.




    I’ll give you the best help I can:


    Before you up the mountain go,


    Up to the dreary mountain-top,


    I’ll tell you all I know.


    ’Tis now some two and twenty years,


    Since she (her name is Martha Ray)


    Gave with a maiden’s true good will


    Her company to Stephen Hill;


    And she was blithe and gay,


    And she was happy, happy still


    Whene’er she thought of Stephen Hill.




    XII.




    And they had fix’d the wedding-day,


    The morning that must wed them both;


    But Stephen to another maid


    Had sworn another oath;


    And with this other maid to church


    Unthinking Stephen went —


    Poor Martha! on that woful day


    A cruel, cruel fire, they say,


    Into her bones was sent:


    It dried her body like a cinder,


    And almost turn’d her brain to tinder.




    XII.




    They say, full six months after this,


    While yet the summer leaves were green,


    She to the mountain-top would go,


    And there was often seen.


    ’Tis said, a child was in her womb,


    As now to any eye was plain;


    She was with child, and she was mad,


    Yet often she was sober sad


    From her exceeding pain.


    Oh me! ten thousand times I’d rather,


    That he had died, that cruel father!




    XIV.




    Sad case for such a brain to hold


    Communion with a stirring child!


    Sad case, as you may think, for one


    Who had a brain so wild!


    Last Christmas when we talked of this,


    Old Farmer Simpson did maintain,


    That in her womb the infant wrought


    About its mother’s heart, and brought


    Her senses back again:


    And when at last her time drew near,


    Her looks were calm, her senses clear.




    XV.




    No more I know, I wish I did,


    And I would tell it all to you;


    For what became of this poor child


    There’s none that ever knew:


    And if a child was born or no,


    There’s no one that could ever tell


    And if ‘twas born alive or dead,


    There’s no one knows, as I have said,


    But some remember well,


    That Martha Ray about this time


    Would up the mountain often climb.




    XVI.




    And all that winter, when at night


    The wind blew from the mountain-peak,


    ’Twas worth your while, though in the dark,


    The churchyard path to seek:


    For many a time and oft were heard


    Cries coming from the mountain-head,


    Some plainly living voices were,


    And others, I’ve heard many swear,


    Were voices of the dead:


    I cannot think, whate’er they say,


    They had to do with Martha Ray.




    XVII.




    But that she goes to this old thorn,


    The thorn which I’ve described to you,


    And there sits in a scarlet cloak,


    I will be sworn is true.


    For one day with my telescope,


    To view the ocean wide and bright,


    When to this country first I came,


    Ere I had heard of Martha’s name,


    I climbed the mountain’s height:


    A storm came on, and I could see


    No object higher than my knee.




    XVIII.




    ’Twas mist and rain, and storm and rain,


    No screen, no fence could I discover,


    And then the wind! in faith, it was


    A wind full ten times over.


    Hooked around, I thought I saw


    A jutting crag, and off I ran,


    Head-foremost, through the driving rain,


    The shelter of the crag to gain,


    And, as I am a man,


    Instead of jutting crag, I found


    A woman seated on the ground.




    XIX.




    I did not speak — I saw her face,


    In truth it was enough for me;


    I turned about and heard her cry,


    ”O misery! O misery!”


    And there she sits, until the moon


    Through half the clear blue sky will go,


    And when the little breezes make


    The waters of the pond to shake,


    As all the country know


    She shudders, and you hear her cry,


    ”Oh misery! oh misery!”




    XX.




    ”But what’s the thorn? and what’s the pond?


    And what’s the hill of moss to her?


    And what’s the creeping breeze that comes


    The little pond to stir?”


    I cannot tell; but some will say


    She hanged her baby on the tree,


    Some say she drowned it in the pond,


    Which is a little step beyond,


    But all and each agree,


    The little babe was buried there,


    Beneath that hill of moss so fair.




    XXI.




    I’ve heard, the moss is spotted red


    With drops of that poor infant’s blood;


    But kill a newborn infant thus!


    I do not think she could.


    Some say, if to the pond you go,


    And fix on it a steady view,


    The shadow of a babe you trace,


    A baby and a baby’s face,


    And that it looks at you;


    Whene’er you look on it, ‘tis plain


    The baby looks at you again.




    XXII.




    And some had sworn an oath that she


    Should be to public justice brought;


    And for the little infant’s bones


    With spades they would have sought.


    But then the beauteous bill of moss


    Before their eyes began to stir;


    And for full fifty yards around,


    The grass it shook upon the ground;


    But all do still aver


    The little babe is buried there.


    Beneath that hill of moss so fair.




    XXIII.




    I cannot tell how this may be,


    But plain it is, the thorn is bound


    With heavy tufts of moss, that strive


    To drag it to the ground.


    And this I know, full many a time,


    When she was on the mountain high,


    By day, and in the silent night;


    When all the stars shone clear and bright,


    That I have heard her cry,


    ”Oh misery! oh misery!


    O woe is me! oh misery!”




    WE ARE SEVEN.
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    A simple child, dear brother Jim,


    That lightly draws its breath,


    And feels its life in every limb,


    What should it know of death?




    I met a little cottage girl,


    She was eight years old, she said;


    Her hair was thick with many a curl


    That cluster’d round her head.




    She had a rustic, woodland air,


    And she was wildly clad;


    Her eyes were fair, and very fair,


    — Her beauty made me glad.




    ”Sisters and brothers, little maid,


    How many may you be?”


    ”How many? seven in all,” she said,


    And wondering looked at me.




    ”And where are they, I pray you tell?”


    She answered, “Seven are we,


    And two of us at Conway dwell,


    And two are gone to sea.”




    ”Two of us in the churchyard lie,


    My sister and my brother,


    And in the churchyard cottage, I


    Dwell near them with my mother.”




    ”You say that two at Conway dwell,


    And two are gone to sea,


    Yet you are seven; I pray you tell


    Sweet Maid, how this may be?”




    Then did the little Maid reply,


    ”Seven boys and girls are we;


    Two of us in the churchyard lie,


    Beneath the churchyard tree.”




    ”You run about, my little maid,


    Your limbs they are alive;


    If two are in the churchyard laid,


    Then ye are only five.”




    ”Their graves are green, they may be seen,”


    The little Maid replied,


    ”Twelve steps or more from my mother’s door,


    And they are side by side.”




    ”My stockings there I often knit,


    My ‘kerchief there I hem;


    And there upon the ground I sit —


    I sit and sing to them.”




    ”And often after sunset, Sir,


    When it is light and fair,


    I take my little porringer,


    And eat my supper there.”




    ”The first that died was little Jane;


    In bed she moaning lay,


    Till God released her of her pain,


    And then she went away.”




    ”So in the churchyard she was laid,


    And all the summer dry,


    Together round her grave we played,


    My brother John and I.”




    ”And when the ground was white with snow,


    And I could run and slide,


    My brother John was forced to go,


    And he lies by her side.”




    ”How many are you then,” said I,


    ”If they two are in Heaven?”


    The little Maiden did reply,


    ”O Master! we are seven.”




    ”But they are dead; those two are dead!


    Their spirits are in heaven!”


    ’Twas throwing words away; for still


    The little Maid would have her will,


    And said, “Nay, we are seven!”




    ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS.
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    Shewing how the practice of Lying may be taught.




    I have a boy of five years old,


    His face is fair and fresh to see;


    His limbs are cast in beauty’s mould,


    And dearly he loves me.




    One morn we stroll’d on our dry walk,


    Our quiet house all full in view,


    And held such intermitted talk


    As we are wont to do.




    My thoughts on former pleasures ran;


    I thought of Kilve’s delightful shore,


    My pleasant home, when Spring began,


    A long, long year before.




    A day it was when I could bear


    To think, and think, and think again;


    With so much happiness to spare,


    I could not feel a pain.




    My boy was by my side, so slim


    And graceful in his rustic dress!


    And oftentimes I talked to him


    In very idleness.




    The young lambs ran a pretty race;


    The morning sun shone bright and warm;


    ”Kilve,” said I, “was a pleasant place,


    And so is Liswyn farm.”




    ”My little boy, which like you more,”


    I said and took him by the arm —


    ”Our home by Kilve’s delightful shore,


    Or here at Liswyn farm?”




    ”And tell me, had you rather be,”


    I said and held-him by the arm,


    ”At Kilve’s smooth shore by the green sea,


    Or here at Liswyn farm?”




    In careless mood he looked at me,


    While still I held him by the arm,


    And said, “At Kilve I’d rather be


    Than here at Liswyn farm.”




    ”Now, little Edward, say why so;


    My little Edward, tell me why;”


    ”I cannot tell, I do not know.”


    ”Why this is strange,” said I.




    ”For, here are woods and green hills warm:


    There surely must some reason be


    Why you would change sweet Liswyn farm,


    For Kilve by the green sea.”




    At this, my boy hung down his head,


    He blush’d with shame, nor made reply;


    And five times to the child I said,


    ”Why, Edward, tell me, why?”




    His head he raised — there was in sight,


    It caught his eye, he saw it plain —


    Upon the house-top, glittering bright,


    A broad and gilded vane.




    Then did the boy his tongue unlock,


    And thus to me he made reply;


    ”At Kilve there was no weathercock,


    And that’s the reason why.”




    Oh dearest, dearest boy! my heart


    For better lore would seldom yearn


    Could I but teach the hundredth part


    Of what from thee I learn.




    LINES WRITTEN AT A SMALL DISTANCE FROM MY HOUSE, AND SENT BY MY LITTLE BOY TO THE PERSON TO WHOM THEY ARE ADDRESSED.
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    It is the first mild day of March:


    Each minute sweeter than before,


    The redbreast sings from the tall larch


    That stands beside our door.




    There is a blessing in the air,


    Which seems a sense of joy to yield


    To the bare trees, and mountains bare,


    And grass in the green field.




    My Sister! (‘tis a wish of mine)


    Now that our morning meal is done,


    Make haste, your morning task resign;


    Come forth and feel the sun.




    Edward will come with you, and pray,


    Put on with speed your woodland dress,


    And bring no book, for this one day


    We’ll give to idleness.




    No joyless forms shall regulate


    Our living Calendar:


    We from to-day, my friend, will date


    The opening of the year.




    Love, now an universal birth,


    From heart to heart is stealing,


    From earth to man, from man to earth,


    — It is the hour of feeling.




    One moment now may give us more


    Than fifty years of reason;


    Our minds shall drink at every pore


    The spirit of the season.




    Some silent laws our hearts may make,


    Which they shall long obey;


    We for the year to come may take


    Our temper from to-day.




    And from the blessed power that rolls


    About, below, above;


    We’ll frame the measure of our souls,


    They shall be tuned to love.




    Then come, my sister I come, I pray,


    With speed put on your woodland dress,


    And bring no book; for this one day


    We’ll give to idleness.




    THE FEMALE VAGRANT
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    By Derwent’s side my Father’s cottage stood,


    (The Woman thus her artless story told)


    One field, a flock, and what the neighbouring flood


    Supplied, to him were more than mines of gold.


    Light was my sleep; my days in transport roll’d:


    With thoughtless joy I stretch’d along the shore


    My father’s nets, or from the mountain fold


    Saw on the distant lake his twinkling oar


    Or watch’d his lazy boat still less’ning more and more




    My father was a good and pious man,


    An honest man by honest parents bred,


    And I believe that, soon as I began


    To lisp, he made me kneel beside my bed,


    And in his hearing there my prayers I said:


    And afterwards, by my good father taught,


    I read, and loved the books in which I read;


    For books in every neighbouring house I sought,


    And nothing to my mind a sweeter pleasure brought.




    Can I forget what charms did once adorn


    My garden, stored with pease, and mint, and thyme,


    And rose and lilly for the sabbath morn?


    The sabbath bells, and their delightful chime;


    The gambols and wild freaks at shearing time;


    My hen’s rich nest through long grass scarce espied;


    The cowslip-gathering at May’s dewy prime;


    The swans, that, when I sought the water-side,


    From far to meet me came, spreading their snowy pride.




    The staff I yet remember which upbore


    The bending body of my active sire;


    His seat beneath the honeyed sycamore


    When the bees hummed, and chair by winter fire;


    When market-morning came, the neat attire


    With which, though bent on haste, myself I deck’d;


    My watchful dog, whose starts of furious ire,


    When stranger passed, so often I have check’d;


    The redbreast known for years, which at my casement peck’d.




    The suns of twenty summers danced along, —


    Ah! little marked, how fast they rolled away:


    Then rose a stately hall our woods among,


    And cottage after cottage owned its sway.


    No joy to see a neighbouring house, or stray


    Through pastures not his own, the master took;


    My Father dared his greedy wish gainsay;


    He loved his old hereditary nook,


    And ill could I the thought of such sad parting brook.




    But when he had refused the proffered gold,


    To cruel injuries he became a prey,


    Sore traversed in whate’er he bought and sold:


    His troubles grew upon him day by day,


    Till all his substance fell into decay.


    His little range of water was denied;


    All but the bed where his old body lay.


    All, all was seized, and weeping, side by side,


    We sought a home where we uninjured might abide.




    Can I forget that miserable hour,


    When from the last hill-top, my sire surveyed,


    Peering above the trees, the steeple tower


    That on his marriage-day sweet music made?


    Till then he hoped his bones might there be laid,


    Close by my mother in their native bowers:


    Bidding me trust in God, he stood and prayed, —


    I could not pray: — through tears that fell in showers,


    Glimmer’d our dear-loved home, alas! no longer ours!




    There was a youth whom I had loved so long.


    That when I loved him not I cannot say.


    ’Mid the green mountains many and many a song


    We two had sung, like gladsome birds in May.


    When we began to tire of childish play


    We seemed still more and more to prize each other;


    We talked of marriage and our marriage day;


    And I in truth did love him like a brother,


    For never could I hope to meet with such another.




    His father said, that to a distant town


    He must repair, to ply the artist’s trade.


    What tears of bitter grief till then unknown?


    What tender vows our last sad kiss delayed!


    To him we turned: — we had no other aid.


    Like one revived, upon his neck I wept,


    And her whom he had loved in joy, he said


    He well could love in grief: his faith he kept;


    And in a quiet home once more my father slept.




    Four years each day with daily bread was blest,


    By constant toil and constant prayer supplied.


    Three lovely infants lay upon my breast;


    And often, viewing their sweet smiles, I sighed,


    And knew not why. My happy father died


    When sad distress reduced the childrens’ meal:


    Thrice happy! that from him the grave did hide


    The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent wheel,


    And tears that flowed for ills which patience could not heal.




    ’Twas a hard change, an evil time was come;


    We had no hope, and no relief could gain.


    But soon, with proud parade, the noisy drum


    Beat round, to sweep the streets of want and pain.


    My husband’s arms now only served to strain


    Me and his children hungering in his view:


    In such dismay my prayers and tears were vain:


    To join those miserable men he flew;


    And now to the sea-coast, with numbers more, we drew.




    There foul neglect for months and months we bore,


    Nor yet the crowded fleet its anchor stirred.


    Green fields before us and our native shore,


    By fever, from polluted air incurred,


    Ravage was made, for which no knell was heard.


    Fondly we wished, and wished away, nor knew,


    ’Mid that long sickness, and those hopes deferr’d,


    That happier days we never more must view:


    The parting signal streamed, at last the land withdrew.




    But from delay the summer calms were past.


    On as we drove, the equinoctial deep


    Ran mountains-high before the howling blast.


    We gazed with terror on the gloomy sleep


    Of them that perished in the whirlwind’s sweep,


    Untaught that soon such anguish must ensue,


    Our hopes such harvest of affliction reap,


    That we the mercy of the waves should rue.


    We readied the western world, a poor, devoted crew.




    Oh I dreadful price of being to resign


    All that is dear in being! better far


    In Want’s most lonely cave till death to pine,


    Unseen, unheard, unwatched by any star;


    Or in the streets and walks where proud men are,


    Better our dying bodies to obtrude,


    Than dog-like, wading at the heels of war,


    Protract a curst existence, with the brood


    That lap (their very nourishment!) their brother’s blood.




    The pains and plagues that on our heads came down;


    Disease and famine, agony and fear,


    In wood or wilderness, in camp or town,


    It would thy brain unsettle even to hear.


    All perished — all, in one remorseless year,


    Husband and children! one by one, by sword


    And ravenous plague, all perished: every tear


    Dried up, despairing, desolate, on board


    A British ship I waked, as from a trance restored.




    Peaceful as some immeasurable plain


    By the first beams of dawning light impress’d;


    In the calm sunshine slept the glittering main,


    The very ocean has its hour of rest,


    That comes not to the human mourner’s breast.


    Remote from man, and storms of mortal care,


    A heavenly silence did the waves invest:


    I looked and looked along the silent air,


    Until it seemed to bring a joy to my despair.




    Ah! how unlike those late terrific sleeps!


    And groans, that rage of racking famine spoke:


    The unburied dead that lay in festering heaps!


    The breathing pestilence that rose like smoke!


    The shriek that from the distant battle broke!


    The mine’s dire earthquake, and the pallid host


    Driven by the bomb’s incessant thunder-stroke


    To loathsome vaults, where heart-sick anguish toss’d,


    Hope died, and fear itself in agony was lost!




    Yet does that burst of woe congeal my frame,


    When the dark streets appeared to heave and gape,


    While like a sea the storming army came,


    And Fire from hell reared his gigantic shape,


    And Murder, by the ghastly gleam, and Rape


    Seized their joint prey, the mother and the child!


    But from these crazing thoughts my brain, escape!


    — For weeks the balmy air breathed soft and mild,


    And on the gliding vessel Heaven and Ocean smiled.




    Some mighty gulph of separation past,


    I seemed transported to another world: —


    A thought resigned with pain, when from the mast


    The impatient mariner the sail unfurl’d,


    And whistling, called the wind that hardly curled


    The silent sea. From the sweet thoughts of home,


    And from all hope I was forever hurled.


    For me — farthest from earthly port to roam


    Was best, could I but shun the spot where man might


    come.




    And oft, robb’d of my perfect mind, I thought


    At last my feet a resting-place had found:


    Here will I weep in peace, (so fancy wrought,)


    Roaming the illimitable waters round;


    Here watch, of every human friend disowned,


    All day, my ready tomb the ocean-flood —


    To break my dream the vessel reached its bound:


    And homeless near a thousand homes I stood,


    And near a thousand tables pined, and wanted food.




    By grief enfeebled was I turned adrift,


    Helpless as sailor cast on desert rock;


    Nor morsel to my mouth that day did lift,


    Nor dared my hand at any door to knock.


    I lay, where with his drowsy mates, the cock


    From the cross timber of an out-house hung;


    How dismal tolled, that night, the city clock!


    At morn my sick heart hunger scarcely stung,


    Nor to the beggar’s language could I frame my tongue.




    So passed another day, and so the third:


    Then did I try, in vain, the crowd’s resort,


    In deep despair by frightful wishes stirr’d,


    Near the sea-side I reached a ruined fort:


    There, pains which nature could no more support,


    With blindness linked, did on my vitals fall;


    Dizzy my brain, with interruption short


    Of hideous sense; I sunk, nor step could crawl,


    And thence was borne away to neighbouring hospital.




    Recovery came with food: but still, my brain


    Was weak, nor of the past had memory.


    I heard my neighbours, in their beds, complain


    Of many things which never troubled me;


    Of feet still bustling round with busy glee,


    Of looks where common kindness had no part.


    Of service done with careless cruelty,


    Fretting the fever round the languid heart,


    And groans, which, as they said, would make a dead man start.




    These things just served to stir the torpid sense,


    Nor pain nor pity in my bosom raised.


    Memory, though slow, returned with strength: and thence


    Dismissed, again on open day I gazed,


    At houses, men, and common light, amazed.


    The lanes I sought, and as the sun retired,


    Came, where beneath the trees a faggot blazed;


    The wild brood saw me weep, my fate enquired,


    And gave me food, and rest, more welcome, more desired.




    My heart is touched to think that men like these,


    The rude earth’s tenants, were my first relief:


    How kindly did they paint their vagrant ease!


    And their long holiday that feared not grief,


    For all belonged to all, and each was chief.


    No plough their sinews strained; on grating road


    No wain they drove, and yet, the yellow sheaf


    In every vale for their delight was stowed:


    For them, in nature’s meads, the milky udder flowed,




    Semblance, with straw and panniered ass, they made


    Of potters wandering on from door to door:


    But life of happier sort to me pourtrayed,


    And other joys my fancy to allure;


    The bagpipe dinning on the midnight moor


    In barn uplighted, and companions boon


    Well met from far with revelry secure,


    In depth of forest glade, when jocund June


    Rolled fast along the sky his warm and genial moon.




    But ill it suited me, in journey dark


    O’er moor and mountain, midnight theft to hatch;


    To charm the surly house-dog’s faithful bark,


    Or hang on tiptoe at the lifted latch;


    The gloomy lantern, and the dim blue match,


    The black disguise, the warning whistle shrill,


    And ear still busy on its nightly watch,


    Were not for me, brought up in nothing ill;


    Besides, on griefs so fresh my thoughts were brooding still.




    What could I do, unaided and unblest?


    Poor Father! gone was every friend of thine:


    And kindred of dead husband are at best


    Small help, and, after marriage such as mine,


    With little kindness would to me incline.


    Ill was I then for toil or service fit:


    With tears whose course no effort could confine,


    By highway side forgetful would I sit


    Whole hours, my idle arms in moping sorrow knit.




    I lived upon the mercy of the fields


    And oft of cruelty the sky accused;


    On hazard, or what general bounty yields.


    Now coldly given, now utterly refused,


    The fields I for my bed have often used:


    But, what afflicts my peace with keenest ruth


    Is, that I have my inner self abused,


    Foregone the home delight of constant truth,


    And clear and open soul, so prized in fearless youth.




    Three years a wanderer, often have I view’d,


    In tears, the sun towards that country tend


    Where my poor heart lost all its fortitude:


    And now across this moor my steps I bend —


    Oh! tell me whither — for no earthly friend


    Have I. — She ceased, and weeping turned away,


    As if because her tale was at an end


    She wept; — because she had no more to say


    Of that perpetual weight which on her spirit lay.




    THE DUNGEON.
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    By Samuel Taylor Coleridge




    And this place our forefathers made for man!


    This is the process of our love and wisdom


    To each poor brother who offends against us —


    Most innocent, perhaps — and what if guilty?


    Is this the only cure? Merciful God!


    Each pore and natural outlet shrivell’d up


    By ignorance and parching poverty,


    His energies roll back upon his heart,


    And stagnate and corrupt; till changed to poison,


    They break out on him, like a loathsome plague spot.


    Then we call in our pamper’d mountebanks —


    And this is their best cure! uncomforted.




    And friendless solitude, groaning and tears.


    And savage faces, at the clanking hour,


    Seen through the steams and vapour of his dungeon,


    By the lamp’s dismal twilight! So he lies


    Circled with evil, till his very soul


    Unmoulds its essence, hopelessly deformed


    By sights of ever more deformity!




    With other ministrations thou, O nature!’


    Healest thy wandering and distempered child:


    Thou pourest on him thy soft influences.


    Thy sunny hues, fair forms, and breathing sheets,


    Thy melodies of woods, and winds, and waters,


    Till he relent, and can no more endure


    To be a jarring and a dissonant thing,


    Amid this general dance and minstrelsy;


    But, bursting into tears, wins back his way,


    His angry spirit healed and harmonized


    By the benignant touch of love and beauty.




    SIMON LEE, THE OLD HUNTSMAN.
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    With an incident in which he was concerned.




    In the sweet shire of Cardigan,


    Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall,


    An old man dwells, a little man,


    I’ve heard he once was tall.


    Of years he has upon his back,


    No doubt, a burthen weighty;


    He says he is three score and ten,


    But others say he’s eighty.




    A long blue livery-coat has he,


    That’s fair behind, and fair before;


    Yet, meet him where you will, you see


    At once that he is poor.


    Full five and twenty years he lived


    A running huntsman merry;


    And, though he has but one eye left,


    His cheek is like a cherry.




    No man like him the horn could sound,


    And no man was so full of glee;


    To say the least, four counties round.


    Had heard of Simon Lee;


    His master’s dead, and no one now


    Dwells in the hall of Ivor;


    Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead;


    He is the sole survivor.




    His hunting feats have him bereft


    Of his right eye, as you may see:


    And then, what limbs those feats have left


    To poor old Simon Lee!


    He has no son, he has no child,


    His wife, an aged woman,


    Lives with him, near the waterfall,


    Upon the village common.




    And he is lean and he is sick,


    His dwindled body’s half awry,


    His ancles they are swoln and thick;


    His legs are thin and dry.


    When he was young he little knew


    ’Of husbandry or tillage;


    And now he’s forced to work, though weak,


    — The weakest in the village.




    He all the country could outrun,


    Could leave both man and horse behind;


    And often, ere the race was done,


    He reeled and was stone-blind.


    And still there’s something in the world


    At which his heart rejoices;


    For when the chiming bounds are out,


    He dearly loves their voices!




    Old Ruth works out of doors with him.


    And does what Simon cannot do;


    For she, not over stout of limb,


    Is stouter of the two.


    And though you with your utmost skill


    From labour could not wean them,


    Alas! ‘tis very little, all


    Which they can do between them.




    Beside their moss-grown hut of clay,


    Not twenty paces from the door,


    A scrap of land they have, but they


    Are poorest of the poor.


    This scrap of land he from the heath


    Enclosed when he was stronger;


    But what avails the land to them,


    Which they can till no longer?




    Few months of life has he in store,


    As he to you will-tell,


    For still, the more he works, the more


    His poor old ancles swell.


    My gentle reader, I perceive


    How patiently you’ve waited,


    And I’m afraid that you expect


    Some tale will be related.
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