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    At its heart, this book is a study in how attentive travel transforms rough miles into a renewing way of seeing. Recollections of a Tour Made in Scotland A.D. 1803 invites readers into Dorothy Wordsworth’s steady gaze as she records a journey through varied Scottish landscapes with patience and care. The narrative tempers moments of wonder with the discipline of close observation, shaping a portrait of place that grows from walking pace and shared purpose. Without theatrical flourish, it finds significance in weather, light, paths, and people, making the ordinary luminous and the sublime approachable through exact, humane description.

This work is a travel journal by the English writer and diarist Dorothy Wordsworth, set in Scotland during the year signaled by its title. It belongs to the Romantic-era tradition of firsthand, reflective travel writing. Written during and soon after the tour, it was not published in her lifetime and appeared posthumously in the 1870s. The book’s time and manner of composition matter: it bears the immediacy of field notes while also showing a thoughtful shaping of experience. Readers today encounter both a document of its moment and a crafted narrative that exemplifies the period’s interest in nature, memory, and perception.

The premise is straightforward: Dorothy travels through Scotland with her brother, the poet William Wordsworth, recording the day-to-day textures of the road. At the outset, they are joined for a time by Samuel Taylor Coleridge. The journal unfolds as a sequence of dated observations—landscapes seen, lodgings found, distances covered, conversations heard—told in a voice that is measured, alert, and unpretentious. The mood alternates between quiet exhilaration and bodily fatigue, between the strangeness of unfamiliar country and the sustaining comfort of companionship. It is less an itinerary of sights than a record of looking, walking, and thinking with disciplined curiosity.

Several themes animate the book. It explores how careful noticing can honor both the grandeur of mountains and the textures of everyday life. It asks what it means to approach a place as a respectful guest, registering hospitality, hardship, and the claims of local custom. It reflects on companionship as a way of measuring experience: the journey becomes a shared instrument for tuning attention, conversation, and judgment. It also traces how landscapes are understood—through weather, work, and travel conditions—rather than idealized. Above all, the writing develops a moral imagination of place, where seeing well becomes a practice of fairness and care.

Dorothy’s method combines sensory precision with practical candor. She notes the lay of a road, the feel of rain and wind, the drift of cloud across water, the texture of stone, and the colors of heather and bracken, while also acknowledging the limits of comfort, money, and endurance. Her prose often moves from small detail to wide prospect, then back again, mirroring the rhythm of a day’s walk and the way attention naturally widens and narrows. The result is a travel narrative paced by footfall, where time is counted not only by miles but by light, weather, and the company that shares them.

The book also holds historical resonance. It captures Scotland at a particular moment in the early nineteenth century, when long-established rural lifeways were meeting new patterns of movement and early tourism. Without polemic, the journal registers social textures: the look of towns and villages, the labor visible in fields and along roads, the habits of inns and ferries, the differing registers of dialect and courtesy. Its perspective is neither guidebook nor treatise; it is a lived record that complicates picturesque preconceptions by insisting on what is actually there. As such, it is valuable to readers of history, literature, and environmental writing alike.

For contemporary readers, the appeal lies in its honesty, steadiness, and exemplary patience. It models a form of slow travel attentive to limits as well as delights, bridging solitude and sociability, description and reflection. It offers a woman’s voice in a genre often dominated by other perspectives, expanding our sense of Romanticism’s range. It rewards those who care about how language can do justice to place without exaggeration, and how attention itself can be an ethic. Recollections of a Tour Made in Scotland A.D. 1803 remains a companionable, clarifying book—quietly radical in its method, tender in its regard, and enduring in its questions.
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    Recollections of a Tour Made in Scotland A.D. 1803 is Dorothy Wordsworth’s day-by-day record of a six-week journey undertaken with her brother, the poet William Wordsworth. The journal notes routes, landscapes, weather, lodgings, and expenses, emphasizing a modest, largely pedestrian tour supplemented by boats and occasional hired conveyances. Dorothy writes to preserve what they saw and how they traveled, describing roads, inns, and fellow travelers with close attention. The narrative proceeds chronologically, guiding readers from departure to return, and consistently balances practical details with concise landscape description, presenting an unembellished account of early nineteenth-century Scottish scenery, towns, and rural life as encountered along their way.

The tour begins in the Lake District and crosses into Scotland near the Solway, moving quickly to Dumfries. There, the pair visit places associated with Robert Burns and observe the town and surrounding countryside along the River Nith. The journal records modest meals, simple lodgings, and the varying quality of roads. They continue westward and northward toward the coast, noting bridges, river crossings, and farming settlements. In Alloway, they see Burns’s birthplace, adding a factual stop on a route that blends literary interest with practical travel. Throughout these early stages, Dorothy remarks on distances, costs, and the hospitality found or lacking at inns.

Turning inland, the travelers head toward the Falls of Clyde near Lanark. Dorothy describes footpaths along the wooded banks and the notable cascades, observing the setting and the nearby industrial settlement at New Lanark without extended commentary. The journal marks the contrast between quiet river walks and the activity of mills, then traces their movement on to larger towns. Passing through Glasgow, they note streets and markets before continuing toward the western Highlands. These entries highlight how the journey alternates between urban waypoints and rural stretches, each recorded with brief, practical remarks about guides, directions, and the cost or scarcity of provisions.

Approaching Loch Lomond, the route brings them through Dumbarton and the lower reaches of the Clyde. Dorothy records shoreline walks, views of islands, and changing weather on the loch. They travel by boat and on foot along the water’s edge, remarking on cottages, ferries, and the availability of lodgings at small inns. The journal keeps to immediate observation: light on the surface, distances between villages, and the effects of wind on their passage. Reaching Tarbet and nearby settlements, the travelers balance admiration for the lake and mountains with the needs of economical movement, carefully documenting meals, rest stops, and arrangements for onward travel.

From Loch Lomond they cross into the Trossachs and toward Loch Katrine, a stretch that receives some of the journey’s most detailed notes. Dorothy records birch woods, narrow paths, and steep passes, along with the practicalities of hiring a small boat and securing evening shelter in a remote dwelling. The journal emphasizes the terrain’s character and the travelers’ method: steady walking, attention to weather, and frugal use of local resources. Crossing Loch Katrine and moving through the Trossachs, they mark distances and landmarks with precision, presenting a clear route from rough uplands back toward more settled ground and the road that leads to Stirling.

The path continues through Callander to Stirling, where Dorothy notes the castle, the position of the town, and broad views over the Carse. The journal then carries the reader to Edinburgh, with entries on streets, closes, and prominent sites such as Holyrood and the surrounding hills. Walking remains central, as does a careful tally of expenses and directions. Social calls and letters of introduction appear briefly, anchoring the travelers in the city’s routines while they continue to prioritize movement and observation. The account keeps its chronological pace, presenting city scenes as part of a continuous itinerary rather than as a separate, embellished episode.

Leaving the capital, they cross the Firth of Forth by ferry and proceed into Fife and Perthshire, visiting towns and river valleys before reaching Dunkeld. Dorothy records walks through the Hermitage and Ossian’s Hall, noting wooded gorges and falls with the same practical clarity applied elsewhere. The route leads onward by the River Tay, through passes such as Killiecrankie, and to upland roads near Blair Atholl and Tummel Bridge. Lodgings range from busy inns to humble cottages, with comments on cleanliness, cost, and the availability of beds and food. The entries remain concise, linking scenery, distances, and transport in a steady chain.

Turning south, the journal traces a homeward arc through central Scotland toward the Borders. They pass through market towns and agricultural districts, then visit ruined abbeys along the River Tweed, including Melrose and Jedburgh, recording their positions and present condition without extended historical excursus. Dorothy notes roads, river crossings, and the help of local guides where needed. The route continues by way of smaller settlements toward the western marches and Carlisle, with attention to the practical obligations of travel: securing horses or boats, finding supper, and preparing for early departures. Each day’s progress fits succinctly into the larger return.

The tour concludes with a straightforward return to the Lake District, and the journal ends as it began: with dated entries, precise place names, and direct observations. Recollections of a Tour Made in Scotland A.D. 1803 serves as a compact record of movement through towns, lochs, and highland passes, emphasizing economy, endurance, and notice of local conditions. Its essential purpose is clear: to preserve the routes taken, scenes encountered, and the ordinary workings of travel. Without argument or embellishment, Dorothy Wordsworth’s notes convey Scotland as she and her companion met it in 1803, day by day, stage by stage, from start to finish.
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    Dorothy Wordsworth’s travel journal is set in late summer and early autumn of 1803, when she, William Wordsworth, and for a time Samuel Taylor Coleridge, journeyed from the English Lake District into Scotland. They moved through the Lowlands to Glasgow, along Loch Lomond and the Trossachs, and across central districts to Edinburgh, the Borders, Ayrshire, and Dumfries. The tour unfolds at a moment when Scotland’s landscapes were being reshaped by post-Jacobite pacification, agricultural “Improvement,” and early industrialization. Roads were rough, ferries uncertain, and inns uneven, making their modest, mostly pedestrian travel both arduous and revealing. The book captures local customs, Presbyterian Sabbath observance, Gaelic-speaking communities, and a countryside on the threshold of accelerated change.

The Jacobite risings of 1715 and 1745–46, culminating in the Battle of Culloden (16 April 1746), transformed Highland society. The British state suppressed clan authority, enforced the Disarming Acts, and, in 1746, passed the Dress Act proscribing Highland dress (repealed in 1782). Forts at key corridors—Fort William, Fort Augustus, and Fort George (begun 1748)—and military roads built under General George Wade (circa 1725–1737; about 250 miles and 40 bridges) and his successor extended state reach. Dorothy’s route repeatedly intersects this legacy: she remarks on forts, garrisons, and engineered passes, and her encounters around Inversnaid, Loch Lomond, and Loch Katrine evoke a subdued clan landscape remembered through figures like Rob Roy MacGregor (1671–1734).

The Highland Clearances—phased evictions and restructuring from roughly the 1760s through the mid-nineteenth century—are the most consequential social event shadowing the journal. Driven by “Improvement” economics, chiefs-turned-landlords consolidated holdings and converted mixed subsistence townships into large-scale sheep farms. Early waves occurred in parts of Argyllshire, Perthshire, and the western seaboard during the 1780s–1790s; later, notorious removals in Sutherland (from 1811) would follow. Factors promoted blackface sheep, while coastal estates courted the kelp industry; many tenants were relocated to marginal crofts or forced into seasonal labor. Emigration to Nova Scotia and other Atlantic destinations gathered pace from the 1770s. Infrastructures of control and commerce—harbors at Greenock and Campbeltown, improving roads, and expanded kirk-session oversight—meshed with landlord strategies, while the Gaelic language eroded under pressure of schooling and market integration. Dorothy’s descriptions of turf-walled cottages, sparse hearths, diminished arable plots, and depopulated or under-cultivated glens register this upheaval at ground level. Her sympathy for cottars, women burdened with arduous fieldwork, and ferrymen scraping a living highlights the social costs of agrarian reordering. When she notes “deserted” straths or the scarcity of bread yet abundance of potatoes and milk, she records the dietary and demographic adjustments of displaced communities. Her movement through Rob Roy country and the Trossachs links picturesque appreciation to economic reality: behind celebrated scenery lie fragmenting tenures, rents in arrears, and the precariousness of informal hospitality as inns and turnpikes begin to monetize travel and subsistence alike.

Early industrialization reshaped the Clyde basin. Glasgow’s eighteenth-century “Tobacco Lords” gave way, after 1776, to cotton, iron, and transatlantic commerce; the city’s population rose from roughly 12,000 (c. 1700) to over 80,000 by 1801. New Lanark, founded in 1786 by David Dale, passed in 1800 to Robert Owen, who expanded mills and experimented with welfare and education in a manufacturing village. The Falls of Clyde at Corra Linn and Bonnington Linn adjoined these works. Dorothy’s visit juxtaposes sublime waterfalls and thundering machinery; her notes on factory buildings, workers’ dwellings, and the discipline of time speak to Scotland’s emergent industrial order and to anxieties about labor, childhood, and community under mechanization.

The renewal of war with Napoleonic France in May 1803 created an atmosphere of vigilance. Britain mobilized militias and Volunteers, with Scottish units drilling in towns from Glasgow to Edinburgh; coastal beacons and signal stations prepared for alarm. Impressment and tighter scrutiny of travelers followed. Coleridge’s solitary note-taking during parts of the tour even drew suspicion of espionage, leading to questioning by local authorities—a telling wartime vignette. Dorothy records sentries at ferries, soldiers on the roads, and the practical constraints of movement and provisioning. The book thus preserves a portrait of civilian life conducted under invasion scares, revealing how war compresses distances between remote landscapes and state power.

State-led infrastructure gathered momentum in 1803. Parliament established the Commission for Highland Roads and Bridges, engaging Thomas Telford to improve communications; in ensuing decades hundreds of bridges and extensive new roads knitted remote regions to markets. The Caledonian Canal, authorized in 1803 under Telford and William Jessop, was built between 1803 and 1822, spanning some 60 miles (with about 22 miles of artificial cuts) and including the eight-lock “Neptune’s Staircase” near Fort William. Dorothy traveled on the cusp of these transformations, relying on older military roads, rough tracks, and ferries. Her difficulties with crossings and lodging fix on the page a pre-improvement Highlands disappearing just as legislation and engineering funds took hold.

Political union and border pacification frame much of the cultural backdrop. The Union of Crowns (1603) and of Parliaments (1707) integrated Scotland into a British state, redirecting trade and ending endemic Border reiving. In 1802–1803 Walter Scott edited Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, memorializing ballads of a once-lawless frontier. The Wordsworths visited Scott at Lasswade near Edinburgh in 1803, linking their tour to contemporary antiquarian and historical interests. They also made a Burns pilgrimage—to Alloway and Dumfries—to honor Robert Burns (1759–1796), a national figure whose life intersected agrarian change and civic identity. Dorothy’s entries at these sites weave national history, oral tradition, and living memory into her account of roads, ruins, and people.

As a social and political critique, the book exposes the uneven burdens of “Improvement” and war on the poor. Dorothy’s precise accounts of cottars’ diets, women’s labor, inadequate inns, and Sabbath constraints reveal classed geographies of comfort and deprivation. She questions landlord power by foregrounding deserted glens and precarious tenancies; she questions industrial progress by contrasting Clyde factories with communal life and education needs. Sightings of soldiers and checkpoints render the state’s reach tangible while hinting at civil liberties narrowed by invasion scares. Her respect for Gaelic habit, local charity, and frugal hospitality counters metropolitan narratives of deficiency, offering a humane indictment of policies that valued revenues, sheep, and machines over communities.
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Those who have long known the poetry of Wordsworth will be no strangers to the existence of this Journal of his sister, which is now for the first time published entire. They will have by heart those few wonderful sentences from it which here and there stand at the head of the Poet’s ‘Memorials of a Tour in Scotland in 1803.’ Especially they will remember that ‘Extract from the Journal of my Companion’ which preludes the ‘Address to Kilchurn Castle upon Loch Awe,’ and they may sometimes have asked themselves whether the prose of the sister is not as truly poetic and as memorable as her brother’s verse. If they have read the Memoirs of the Poet published by his nephew the Bishop of Lincoln, they will have found there fuller extracts from the Journal, which quite maintain the impression made by the first brief sentences. All true Wordsworthians then will welcome, I believe, the present publication. They will find in it not only new and illustrative light on those Scottish poems which they have so long known, but a faithful commentary on the character of the poet, his mode of life, and the manner of his poetry. Those who from close study of Wordsworth’s poetry know both the poet and his sister, and what they were to each other, will need nothing more than the Journal itself. If it were likely to fall only into their hands, it might be left without one word of comment or illustration. But as it may reach some who have never read Wordsworth, and others who having read do not relish him, for the information of these something more must be said. The Journal now published does not borrow all its worth from its bearing on the great poet. It has merit and value of its own, which may commend it to some who have no heart for Wordsworth’s poetry. For the writer of it was in herself no common woman, and might have secured for herself an independent reputation, had she not chosen rather that other part, to forget and merge herself entirely in the work and reputation of her brother.


Dorothy Wordsworth was the only sister of the poet, a year and a half younger, having been born on Christmas Day 1771. The five children who composed the family, four sons and one daughter, lost their mother in 1778, when William was eight, and Dorothy six years old. The father died five years afterwards, at the close of 1783, and the family home at Cockermouth was broken up and the children scattered. Before his father’s death, William, in his ninth year, had gone with his elder brother to school at Hawkshead, by the lake of Esthwaite, and after the father died Dorothy was brought up by a cousin on her mother’s side, Miss Threlkeld, afterwards Mrs. Rawson, who lived in Halifax. During the eight years which Wordsworth spent at school, or, at any rate, from the time of his father’s death, he and his sister seem seldom, if ever, to have met.

The first college vacation in the summer of 1788 brought him back to his old school in the vale of Esthwaite, and either this or the next of his undergraduate summers restored him to the society of his sister at Penrith. This meeting is thus described in the ‘Prelude:’—

‘In summer, making quest for works of art,

Or scenes renowned for beauty, I explored

That streamlet whose blue current works its way

Between romantic Dovedale’s spiry rocks;

Pried into Yorkshire dales, or hidden tracts

Of my own native region, and was blest

Between these sundry wanderings with a joy

Above all joys, that seemed another morn

Risen on mid-noon; blest with the presence, Friend!

Of that sole sister, her who hath been long

Dear to thee also, thy true friend and mine,

Now, after separation desolate

Restored to me—such absence that she seemed

A gift then first bestowed.’

They then together wandered by the banks of Emont, among the woods of Lowther, and ‘climbing the Border Beacon looked wistfully towards the dim regions of Scotland.’ Then and there too Wordsworth first met that young kinswoman who was his wife to be.

During the following summers the Poet was busy with walking tours in Switzerland and North Italy, his residence in France, his absorption in the French Revolution[1], which kept him some years longer apart from his sister. During those years Miss Wordsworth lived much with her uncle Dr. Cookson, who was a canon of Windsor and a favourite with the Court, and there met with people of more learning and refinement, but not of greater worth, than those she had left in her northern home.

In the beginning of 1794 Wordsworth, returned from his wanderings, came to visit his sister at Halifax, his head still in a whirl with revolutionary fervours. He was wandering about among his friends with no certain dwelling-place, no fixed plan of life, his practical purposes and his opinions, political, philosophical, and religious, all alike at sea. But whatever else might remain unsettled, the bread-and-butter question[2], as Coleridge calls it, could not. The thought of orders, for which his friends intended him, had been abandoned; law he abominated; writing for the newspaper press seemed the only resource. In this seething state of mind he sought once more his sister’s calming society, and the two travelled together on foot from Kendal to Grasmere, from Grasmere to Keswick, ‘through the most delightful country that was ever seen.’

Towards the close of this year (1794) Wordsworth would probably have gone to London to take up the trade of a writer for the newspapers. From this however he was held back for a time by the duty of nursing his friend Raisley Calvert, who lay dying at Penrith. Early in 1795 the young man died, leaving to his friend, the young Poet, a legacy of £900. The world did not then hold Wordsworth for a poet, and had received with coldness his first attempt, ‘Descriptive Sketches and an Evening Walk,’ published two years before. But the dying youth had seen further than the world, and felt convinced that his friend, if he had leisure given him to put forth his powers, would do something which would make the world his debtor. With this view he bequeathed him the small sum above named. And seldom has such a bequest borne ampler fruit. ‘Upon the interest of the £900, £400 being laid out in annuity, with £200 deducted from the principal, and £100 a legacy to my sister, and £100 more which “The Lyrical Ballads” [5]have brought me, my sister and I have contrived to live seven years, nearly eight.’ So wrote Wordsworth in 1805 to his friend Sir George Beaumont. Thus at this juncture of the Poet’s fate, when to onlookers he must have seemed both outwardly and inwardly well-nigh bankrupt, Raisley Calvert’s bequest came to supply his material needs, and to his inward needs his sister became the best earthly minister. For his mind was ill at ease. The high hopes awakened in him by the French Revolution had been dashed, and his spirit, darkened and depressed, was on the verge of despair. He might have become such a man as he has pictured in the character of ‘The Solitary.’[3] But a good Providence brought his sister to his side and saved him. She discerned his real need and divined the remedy. By her cheerful society, fine tact, and vivid love for nature she turned him[2q], depressed and bewildered, alike from the abstract speculations and the contemporary politics in which he had got immersed, and directed his thoughts towards truth of poetry, and the face of nature, and the healing that for him lay in these.

‘Then it was

That the beloved sister in whose sight

Those days were passed—

Maintained for me a saving intercourse

With my true self; for though bedimmed and changed

Much, as it seemed, I was no further changed

Than as a clouded or a waning moon:

She whispered still that brightness would return[1q],

She, in the midst of all, preserved me still

A Poet, made me seek beneath that name,

And that alone, my office upon earth.

By intercourse with her and wanderings together in delightful places of his native country, he was gradually led back

‘To those sweet counsels between head and heart

Whence genuine knowledge grew.’

The brother and sister, having thus cast in their lots together, settled at Racedown Lodge in Dorsetshire in the autumn of 1795. They had there a pleasant house, with a good garden, and around them charming walks and a delightful country looking out on the distant sea. The place was very retired, with little or no society, and the post only once a week. But of employment there was no lack. The brother now settled steadily to poetic work; the sister engaged in household duties and reading, and then when work was over, there were endless walks and wanderings. Long years afterwards Miss Wordsworth spoke of Racedown as the place she looked back to with most affection. ‘It was,’ she said, ‘the first home I had.’

The poems which Wordsworth there composed were not among his best,—‘The Borderers,’ ‘Guilt or Sorrow,’ and others. He was yet only groping to find his true subjects and his own proper manner. But there was one piece there composed which will stand comparison with any tale he ever wrote. It was ‘The Ruined Cottage,’ which, under the title of the ‘Story of Margaret,’ he afterwards incorporated in the first Book of ‘The Excursion.’ It was when they had been nearly two years at Racedown that they received a guest who was destined to exercise more influence on the self-contained Wordsworth than any other man ever did. This was S. T. Coleridge[4]. One can imagine how he would talk, interrupted only by their mutually reading aloud their respective Tragedies, both of which are now well-nigh forgotten, and by Wordsworth reading his ‘Ruined Cottage,’ which is not forgotten. Miss Wordsworth describes S. T. C., as he then was, in words that are well known. And he describes her thus, in words less known,—‘She is a woman indeed, in mind I mean, and in heart; for her person is such that if you expected to see a pretty woman, you would think her ordinary; if you expected to see an ordinary woman, you would think her pretty, but her manners are simple, ardent, impressive. In every motion her innocent soul out-beams so brightly, that who saw her would say, “Guilt was a thing impossible with her.” Her information various, her eye watchful in minutest observation of nature, and her taste a perfect electrometer.’

The result of this meeting of the two poets was that the Wordsworths shifted their abode from Racedown to Alfoxden, near Nether Stowey, in Somersetshire, to be near Coleridge. Alfoxden was a large furnished mansion, which the brother and sister had to themselves. ‘We are three miles from Stowey, the then abode of Coleridge,’ writes the sister, ‘and two miles from the sea. Wherever we turn we have woods, smooth downs, and valleys, with small brooks running down them, through green meadows, hardly ever intersected with hedgerows, but scattered over with trees. The hills that cradle these valleys are either covered with fern and bilberries, or oak woods, which are cut for charcoal. Walks extend for miles over the hill-tops, the great beauty of which is their wild simplicity—they are perfectly smooth, without rocks.’ It was in this neighbourhood, as the two poets loitered in the silvan combs or walked along the smooth Quantock hill-tops, looking seaward, with the ‘sole sister,’ the companion of their walks, that they struck each from the other his finest tones. It was with both of them the heyday of poetic creation. In these walks it was that Coleridge, with slight hints from Wordsworth, first chaunted the vision of the Ancient Mariner, and then alone, ‘The rueful woes of Lady Christabel.’ This, too, was the birthday of some of the finest of the Lyrical Ballads, of ‘We are seven,’ ‘Simon Lee,’ ‘Expostulation and Reply,’ and ‘The Tables Turned,’ ‘It is the first mild day in March,’ and ‘I heard a thousand blended notes.’ Coleridge never knew again such a season of poetic creation, and Wordsworth’s tardier, if stronger, nature, received from contact with Coleridge that quickening impulse which it needed, and which it retained during all its most creative years.

But if Coleridge, with his occasional intercourse and wonderful talk, did much for Wordsworth, his sister, by her continual companionship, did far more. After the great revulsion from the excesses of the French Revolution, she was with him a continually sanative influence. That whole period, which ranged from 1795 till his settling at Grasmere at the opening of the next century, and of which the residence at Racedown and Alfoxden formed a large part, was the healing time of his spirit. And in that healing time she was the chief human minister. Somewhere in the ‘Prelude’ he tells that in early youth there was a too great sternness of spirit about him, a high but too severe moral ideal by which he judged men and things, insensible to gentler and humbler influences. He compares his soul to a high, bare craig, without any crannies in which flowers may lurk, untouched by the mellowing influences of sun and shower. His sister came with her softening influence, and sowed in it the needed flowers, and touched it with mellowing colours:

‘She gave me eyes, she gave me ears,

And humble cares and delicate fears,

A heart, the fountain of sweet tears

And love, and thought and joy.’

Elsewhere in the ‘Prelude’ he describes how at one time his soul had got too much under the dominion of the eye, so that he kept comparing scene with scene, instead of enjoying each for itself—craving new forms, novelties of colour or proportion, and insensible to the spirit of each place and the affections which each awakens. In contrast with this temporary mood of his own he turns to one of another temper:—

‘I knew a maid,

A young enthusiast who escaped these bonds,

Her eye was not the mistress of her heart,

She welcomed what was given, and craved no more;

Whate’er the scene presented to her view,

That was the best, to that she was attuned

By her benign simplicity of life.

Birds in the bower, and lambs in the green field,

Could they have known her, would have loved; methought

Her very presence such a sweetness breathed,

That flowers, and trees, and even the silent hills,

And everything she looked on, should have had

An intimation how she bore herself

Towards them and to all creatures. God delights

In such a being; for her common thoughts

Are piety, her life is gratitude.’

But it was not his sister the Poet speaks of here, but of his first meeting with her who afterwards became his wife.

The results of the residence at Racedown, but especially at Alfoxden, appeared in the shape of the first volume of the ‘Lyrical Ballads,’ which were published in the autumn of 1798 by Mr. Cottle at Bristol. This small volume opens with Coleridge’s ‘Rime of the Ancyent Marinere,’ and is followed by Wordsworth’s short but exquisite poems of the Alfoxden time, and is closed by the well-known lines on Tintern Abbey. Wordsworth reaches about the highest pitch of his inspiration in this latter poem, which contains more rememberable lines than any other of his, of equal length, save perhaps the Immortality Ode. It was the result of a ramble of four or five days made by him and his sister from Alfoxden in July 1798, and was composed under circumstances ‘most pleasant,’ he says, ‘for me to remember.’ He began it upon leaving Tintern, after crossing the Wye, and concluded it as he was entering Bristol in the evening.

Every one will recollect how, after its high reflections he turns at the close to her, ‘his dearest Friend,’ ‘his dear, dear Friend,’ and speaks of his delight to have her by his side, and of the former pleasures which he read in ‘the shooting lights of her wild eyes,’ and then the almost prophetic words with which he forebodes, too surely, that time when ‘solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief should be her portion.’

That September (1798) saw the break-up of the brief, bright companionship near Nether Stowey. Coleridge went with Wordsworth and his sister to Germany, but soon parted from them and passed on alone to Göttingen, there to study German, and lose himself in the labyrinth of German metaphysics. Wordsworth and Dorothy remained at Goslar, and, making no acquaintances, spent the winter—said to have been the coldest of the century—by the German stoves, Wordsworth writing more lyrical poems in the same vein which had been opened so happily at Alfoxden. There is in these poems no tincture of their German surroundings; they deal entirely with those which they had left on English ground. Early in spring they returned to England, to spend the summer with their friends the Hutchinsons at Sockburn-upon-Tees. There Dorothy remained, while in September Wordsworth made with Coleridge the walking tour through the lakes of Westmoreland and Cumberland, which issued in his choice of a home at Grasmere for himself and his sister.

At the close of the year Wordsworth and his sister set off and walked, driven forward by the cold, frosty winds blowing from behind, from Wensleydale over Sedbergh’s naked heights and the high range that divides the Yorkshire dales from the lake country. On the shortest day of the year (St. Thomas’s Day) they reached the small two-story cottage at the Townend of Grasmere, which, for the next eight years, was to be the poet’s home, immortalised by the work he did in it. That cottage has behind it a small orchard-plot or garden ground shelving upwards toward the woody mountains above, and in front it looks across the peaceful lake with its one green island, to the steeps of Silver-how on the farther side. Westward it looks on Helm Craig, and up the long folds of Easedale towards the range that divides Easedale from Borrowdale. In this cottage they two lived on their income of a hundred pounds a year, Dorothy doing all the household work, for they had then, it has been said, no servant. Besides this, she had time to write out all his poems—for Wordsworth himself could never bear the strain of transcribing—to read aloud to him of an afternoon or evening—at one such reading by her of Milton’s Sonnets it was that his soul took fire and rolled off his first sonnets—and to accompany him on his endless walks. Nor these alone—her eye and imagination fed him, not only with subjects for his poetry, but even with images and thoughts. What we are told of the poem of the ‘Beggars’ might be said of I know not how many more. ‘The sister’s eye was ever on the watch to provide for the poet’s pen.’ He had a most observant eye, and she also for him; and his poems are sometimes little more than poetic versions of her descriptions of the objects which she had seen; and which he treated as seen by himself. Look at the poem on the ‘Daffodils’ and compare with it these words taken from the sister’s Journal. ‘When we were in the woods below Gowbarrow Park, we saw a few daffodils close by the water-side. As we went along there were more and yet more; and at last, under the boughs of the trees, we saw there were a long belt of them along the shore. I never saw daffodils so beautiful. They grew among the mossy stones about them. Some rested their heads on the stones, as on a pillow; the rest tossed, and reeled, and danced, and seemed as if they verily laughed with the wind, they looked so gay and glancing.’ It may also be noted that the Poet’s future wife contributed to this poem these two best lines—

‘They flash upon that inward eye,

Which is the bliss of solitude.’

Or take another description from Miss Wordsworth’s Journal of a birch-tree, ‘the lady of the woods,’ which her brother has not versified:—‘As we were going along we were stopped at once, at the distance, perhaps, of fifty yards from our favourite birch-tree: it was yielding to the gust of the wind, with all its tender twigs; the sun shone upon it, and it glanced in the wind like a flying sunshiny shower. It was a tree in shape, with stem and branches, but it was like a spirit of water.’

The life which the Poet and his sister lived during the eight years at the Townend of Grasmere stands out with a marked individuality which it is delightful ever so often to recur to. It was as unlike the lives of most literary or other men, as the most original of his poems are unlike the ordinary run of even good poetry. Their outward life was exactly like that of the dalesmen or ‘statesmen’—for so the native yeomen proprietors are called—with whom they lived on the most friendly footing, and among whom they found their chief society. Outwardly their life was so, but inwardly it was cheered by imaginative visitings to which these were strangers. Sheltered as they then were from the agitations of the world, the severe frugality of the life they led ministered in more than one way to feed that poetry which introduced a new element into English thought. It kept the mind cool, and the eye clear, to feel once more that kinship between the outward world and the soul of man, to perceive that impassioned expression in the countenance of all nature, which, if felt by primeval men, ages of cultivation have long forgotten. It also made them wise to practise the same frugality in emotional enjoyment which they exercised in household economy. It has been well noted [0a] that this is one of Wordsworth’s chief characteristics. It is the temptation of the poetic temperament to be prodigal of passion, to demand a life always strung to the highest pitch of emotional excitement, to be never content unless when passing from fervour to fervour. No life can long endure this strain. This is specially seen in such poets as Byron and Shelley, who speedily fell from the heights of passion to the depths of languor and despondency. The same quick using up of the power of enjoyment produces the too common product of the blasé man and the cynic. Wordsworth early perceived that all, even the richest, natures have but a very limited capacity of uninterrupted enjoyment, and that nothing is easier than to exhaust this capacity. Hence he set himself to husband it, to draw upon it sparingly, to employ it only on the purest, most natural, and most enduring objects, and not to speedily dismiss or throw them by and demand more, but to detain them till they had yielded him their utmost. From this in part it came that the commonest sights of earth and sky—a fine spring day, a sunset, even a chance traveller met on a moor, any ordinary sorrow of man’s life—yielded to him an amount of imaginative interest inconceivable to more mundane spirits. The simple healthiness and strict frugality of his household life suited well, and must have greatly assisted, that wholesome frugality of emotion which he exercised.

During those seven or eight Grasmere years, the spring of poetry which burst forth at Alfoxden, and produced the first volume of ‘Lyrical Ballads,’ flowed steadily on and found expression in other poems of like quality and spirit,—‘Hartleap Well,’ ‘The Brothers,’ ‘Michael,’ which, with others of the same order, written in Germany, appeared in the second volume of ‘Lyrical Ballads.’ And after these two volumes had gone forth, Grasmere still gave more of the same high order,—‘The Daffodils,’ ‘The Leech-Gatherer,’ and above all the ‘Ode on Immortality.’ It was too the conclusion of the ‘Prelude,’ and the beginning of the ‘Excursion.’ So that it may be said that those Grasmere years, from 1800 to 1807, mark the period when Wordsworth’s genius was in its zenith. During all this time, sister Dorothy was by his side, ministering to him, equally in body and in mind—doing the part of household servant, and not less that of prompter and inspirer of his highest songs.

But this life of theirs, retired and uneventful as it seems, was not without its own incidents. Such was the homecoming of their younger sailor-brother John, who, in the first year of their residence at Grasmere—

‘Under their cottage roof, had gladly come

From the wild sea a cherished visitant.’

He was, what his brother calls him, ‘a silent poet,’ and had the heart and sense to feel the sterling quality of his brother’s poems, and to foretell with perfect confidence their ultimate acceptance, at the time when the critic wits who ruled the hour treated them with contempt. The two brothers were congenial spirits, and William’s poetry has many affecting allusions to his brother John, whose intention it was, when his last voyage was over, to settle in ‘Grasmere’s happy vale,’ and to devote the surplus of his fortune to his brother’s use. On his last voyage he sailed as captain of the ‘Earl of Abergavenny’ East-Indiaman, at the opening of February 1805; and on the 5th of that month, the ill-fated ship struck on the Shambles of the Bill of Portland, and the captain and most of the crew went down with her. To the brother and sister this became a permanent household sorrow. But in time they found comfort in that thought with which the Poet closes a remarkable letter on his brother’s loss,—‘So good must be better; so high must be destined to be higher.’

Another lesser incident was a short tour to the Continent, in which, as the brother and sister crossed Westminster Bridge, outside the Dover coach, both witnessed that sunrise which remains fixed for ever in the famous sonnet. Another incident, and more important, was Wordsworth’s marriage in October 1802, when he brought home his young wife, Mary Hutchinson, his sister’s long-time friend, to their cottage at Townend. This is she whom he has sung in the lines—‘She was a phantom of delight;’ of whom he said in plain prose, ‘She has a sweetness all but angelic, simplicity the most entire, womanly self-respect and purity of heart speaking through all her looks, acts, and movements.’ The advent of Mrs. Wordsworth brought no change to Dorothy. She still continued to fill to her brother and his wife the same place which she had filled when her brother was alone, sharing in all the household duties and family interests, and still accompanying him in his rambles when Mrs. Wordsworth was detained at home. The year after the marriage, that is, in the fourth year of the Grasmere residence, after the first son was born, the brother and sister, accompanied by Coleridge, set out on that tour the Journal of which is here published. Portions of it have already appeared in the ‘Memoirs’ of Wordsworth, but it is now for the first time given in full, just as it came from the pen of Miss Wordsworth seventy years ago. As I shall have to speak of it again, I may now pass on and note the few facts that still remain to be told in illustration of the writer’s character.
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