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BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

CHAPTER I

Occasion of the Lyrwcal Ballads, and the objects

* orgwmally proposed— P eface to the second edition
—The enswing confroversy, s causes and achi-
mony—Philosophic  defimtons of a Poem and
Poetry with schoha

URING the first year that Mi Words-
woith and I were neighbows,! om con-
versations turned fiequently on the two,
cadmal pomts of poetry, the power of
excitng the sympathy of the 1eader by
a faithful adhcience to the truth of natwe, and the
power of giving the wterest of novelty by the modify-
g colours of imagmation The sudden charm, which

“acaidents of hight and shade, which moon-light or sun-
set diffused over a hnown and famihar landscape, ap-
peared to tcpresent the practicability of combinmg
both  These aie the poetry of natme The thought
suggested 1tself—(to which of us I do not recollect)—

! In 1797 8, whulst Mr Coleridge resided at Nethe: Stowey,
and Mr Wordsworth at Alfoxton, Ed ]

2 B



2z BIOGRAPHIA LITERARI.L

that a series of poems might be composed of two corts
In the one,-the wmcidents and agents were to be, m
part at least, supernatmal, and the excellence aimed
at was to consist i the mteresting of the aftections by
the diamatic tiuth of such emotions, as would natu-
rally accompany such situations, supposmg them real
And 1eal m this sense they have been to every human
bemg who, from whatever source of delusion, has at
any time believed Inmself under supernatural agency
For the second class, subjects were to be chosen fiom
ordinary life, the characters and meidents weie to be
such as will be found m every village and its viematy,
where there 1s a meditative and feehng mmd to seck
after them, or to notice them, when they present
themselves

In thisidea oniginated the plan of the Lyricar Bar-
LADS, 1 which 1t was agreed, that my endeavours
should be directed to persons and characters super-
natural, or at least romantic, yet so as to transfer fiom
ow mward nature a human mnterest and a semblance
of truth sufficient to procure for these shadows of
imagmation that willing suspension of disbelief for the
moment, which constitutes poetic futh, Mr Woids-
Wworth, on the other hand, was to propose to himself
as his objeet, to give the charm of novelty to things of
every day, and to excite a feeling analogous to the su-
pernatural, by awakenmg the mind's attention to the
lethargy of custom, and directing 1t to the lovehness
and the wonders of the world before us, an mexhaust-
ible t1easure, but for which,n consequence of the film
of familianity and selfish sohutude we have eyes, yet
see not, ears that hear not, and hearts that neithor feel
nor understand

With this view I wrote Tue Anciexr MARINER,
and was preparing among other poems, THE Darx
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Laprg, and the CiirISTABEL,® m which I should have
more nearly realized my 1deal, than I hat done in my
first attempt But Mr Wordsworth’s mdustiy had
proved so much moie successful, and the numbe1 of
his poems so much gieater, that my composition$,
mstead of formmg a balance, appeated 1ather an m-
terpolation of heterogencous matter  DMr Woids-
wolth added two or three poems wiitten m his own
character, m the impassioned, lofty, and sustained
diction, which 18 characteristic of is gemus In
this form the Lyrrcar Baniaps were published,?
and were presented by him, as an experiment, whether
subjects, which from therr nature rejected the usual
ornaments and estra-colloqual style of poems m
general, might not be so managed m the language
ot ordinary hife as to produce the pleasurable mteiest,
which 1t 18 the pecular busmess of poetry to impart

To the second edition. he added a preface of consider-
able length ! 1 which, notwithstanding some passages
of apparcntly a contrary tmport, he was undcrstood to
contend for the extension of this style to poetiy of all
kinds, and to reject as vicrous and mdetensible all
phrases and forms of speech that were not meluded m
what he (untortunately, I think, adopting an equivocal
expression) called the language of 1edl hfe® y¥rom

¢ lhe Ancient Mariner, Poet W II p 1 —Christabel, 1bad
p 28 —1he Dark Ladie, P W 1 p10 kd]

2 [Lhe first volume of the Lyrcal Ballads was published 1n
1798 Ed]

4 [The second edition, with an additional volume and the
preface, was published 1 1800 Ed ]

[« 1he first volume of these I’oems has already been sub-
mtted to general perusal It was published as in experament,
which I boped mught be of some use to ascertawm how far, by
fitung to metuical arrangement a selecton of the real language
of men m astate of vxvxd“sen”sauon:'tﬁat sort of pleasure and
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this preface, prefized to poems m which 1t was 1mpos-
sible to deny the presence of origmal genws, however
mistaken its direction might be deemed, arose the
whole long-contmued controversy For from the con-
Jinction of perceved power with supposed heresy I
explam the mvetcracy and i some mstances, I grieve
to say, the acrimonious passions, with which the con-
troversy has been conducted by the assailants

that quantity of pleasure may be imparted, which a Poet may
rationally endeavour to impart,” Preface P W II p 303
Ed]

6 [In illustration of these remarhs or the allusions that follow
the Editor gave rather copious extracts from the E Review
of Oct 1807, Nov 1814, and Oct 1815, which I beheve that,
after all, he would have felt it not worth while to reprint, and
I therefore refer the curious reader to those specimens of the
criticism of thirty years since 1n thewr own place I think it
11ght however to preserve the Editor’s comment upon them,
which 1s as follows —

It 18 of great importance to the history of literature in this
country that the critiques contamed in the Edinboro’ Review
on Wordsworth, Southey, and Coleridge, should be known and
reperused 1n the present day ,—not as reflecting any special dis-
grace onthe writers,—(for as to them, the matter and tone of these
essays only showed that the critics had not rsen above the level
of the mass of their age)—but for the purpose of demonstrating
that immediate popularity, though 1t may attend, can never be
a test of, excellence 1 works of the imagmation, and of teach-
1ng, if possible, the duty and the advantages of respect for ad
mitted genius, even when 1t pursues a path of 1ts own mahing
Just consider what was the effect of all the scorn and 11dicule
of Wordsworth by which the Edinboro’ Review, the leading
cnitical Journal of the nation for a long tume, distingwished itself
for twenty years together A great laugh was created 1 the
fashionable world of letters, and the poet’s expectation of pe-
cumary profit was destroyed Public opwnion was, for about a
quarter of a century, set agamnst the reception of works, which
were always allowed to be innocent, and are now everywhere
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Had Mr Wordsworth’s poems been the silly, the
childish thmgs, which they were for a 4ong time de-

proclaimed as excellent, and for the same space of time a great
man was defrauded of that worldly remuneration of his virtudus
labours, which the authors of frivolous wovels and licentious
poems were permtted—and 1 some mstances helped—during
the same period to obtamn for their compositions To make the
lesson perfect, 1t 14s pleased Heaven to let Wordsworth him-
self live to see that revolution legitimated which he and s
compeers, Colenidge and Southey, in different ways and degrees,
together wrought, and to read hus own defence and prase m
the pages of the same work by which some of Ins most exquisite
productions were once pronounced below criticism  Ed

Agreemg as I do with these remarks in the man, I venture
to observe that m my mind they ascribe too much influence
upon the early fate of Mr W ’s poems to the E Rewiew That
those poems were not generally admired from the first, was, m
my opinion, thewr own fault, that 1s to say, arose principally from
thewr bemg works of great genius, and consequently, though old
as the world 1tself, 1n one way, yet 1n another, a new thing un-
der the sun Novelty 1s dehghtful when 1t 18 understood at
once, when 1t 1s but the old familiar matters newly set forth,
but here was a new world presented to the reader which was
also a strange world, and most of those who had grown to mid-
dle age acquainted with the old world only, and chiefly with
that part of 1t which was least ike Wordsworth’s,—the hither
part, out of sight of Chaucer and Spencer and the old Enghsh
Poets m general, could never learn their way, or find themselves
at home there

Penodical hiterature can hardly be said to create public taste
and opunion I beheve 1t does no more than strongly reflect and
thereby concentre and strengthen 1t The fashionable journal
18 expected to be a mirror of public opimon m its own party, a
brilhant magmfymg mirror,in which the mind of the publicmay
see 1tself look large and handsome  Woe be to the muror 1if 1t
presumes to give picturgs and 1mages of 1ts own '—it will fall to
the ground, even if not shivered at once by popular indignation
Such publications depend for their maintenance on the public
whirch they are to teach, and must therefore, ike the pastor of a
voluntary flock, pipe only such tunes as swit thewr auditor’s sense
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scribed as bemg, bad they been really distingmished
from the coxlpositions of other poets merely by mean-

of harmony They cannot afford to make ventures, hke warm-
héarted disinterested mdividuals It 1s far from my intention
to deny, that the beldest things are often said, the most extia-
vagant novelties broached 1n publications of this kind  that the
strongest and most sweeping assertions, fit, as might be supposed
to startle and shock even the cold and caredess,—ascriptions of
saintly excellence to men whose unchristian acts of dupliaty or
cruelty are undenied and undeniable—of worse than human folly
and wickedness to men, whom milhions have regarded with re

verential gratitude, and thus 1n the way of mere assertion, with
no attempt at proof, or only the merest shadow of a shade of
one,—references to the authonty of accusers, who are themselves
resting their vague and violent chaiges on the authorntv of pre-
vious accusers and bitter enemies—will never be ventured upon
1 the publc jourpal We have had evidence enough 1 our day
to the contrary * Still I aver that such things are not done till
nothing but truth and chanty 1s nsked i the dong of them,
t1ll the mass of readers are known to be 1n such a state of mnd,
that these bold utterances will move them not at all, or only
with a pleasurable excitement  Agam, the chief contributors
to the leadang periodicals are for the most part a class of per-
sons opposed to essential novelty, able men more or less ad-
vanced beyond the period of impressible youth, whose intellec-
tual frame 1s set,—who are potent 1n exposing new folles and
false pretensions, but slow to understand the fiesh products
of genus, unwilling even to believe 1n them Itis by the young,
or at least by the youthful, that accessions to the old stores of
thought and mmagination are welcomed and placed 1n the trea-
sury  Stll 1t 1s a remaikable fact, that the journal, which es-

# For some considerable evidence on these pomts I refer the
reader to Note 10 1 Vol II (pp 656 878), of Archdeacon
Hare’s new work, The Mission of the Comforter, &¢ which
contains a thorough imnvestigation of the charges brought agamst
Martimn Luther of late years, including those of Bossuet, and a
most animated and luminous exposure of the perversions and
transmutations, rather than misrepresentations, of lus teaching,
imputable to certain reviewers
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ness of language and manity of thought, had they in-
deed contained nothing more than what 1s found 1

pecially professed faith i the mtellectual progress of the human
race,and to beopen eyed to modei nexcellence, should have shewn
uself blind to the menits of a body of poetgy, m which the spirt
of the age,1n 1ts noblest and most refined charactenstics, 1s more
amply and energetically mamfested than m any other When
the luminary first anpeared above the horizon, those admirers of
new light declared 1t to be nothing better than green cheese, yot
assailed 1t with as violent outcries as if they thought 1t able to
set the world on fire If these cnticisms excited “a great
laugh,” this shows with how httle expenditure of wit a great
laugh may be exated, for whatever talents m that way the
writers may have possessed and on other occasions shewn, I
think they displayed none of them at the expense of Mr Words-
worth The same kind of attack has been repeated of late years
with a far more cunning malice and amusing injustice, without
exciting any general laughter at all, stmply because the time for
laughing at a great poet 1s over and gone If any laughter 1s
heard now t1s but an echo of the past —if there be any minds
that have been dwelling m caves under the earth during the last
quarter of a century, they may suppose that Wordsworth’s fame
has never nisen above the horizon Not that every man of sense
must needs bow down before 1t, there are clever persons who
deny the greatness of Milton , some ingenous entics have pro-
nounced Homer a barbarian, others have decried Shakespeare,
many have looked upon Pindar as a “ crazy fellow,” and Spenser
15 thought even by some of the poetical a very great bore In
hke manne1 there may be a man of sense who has no sense of
the ments of Mr Wordsworth’s writings, but to be ignorant
of thewr power and influence 1s to be ignorant of the mind of the
age m relaton to poetry The laughter of thirty years sgo
must have been chiefly produced by a sense of the contrast
between the great conception of the Poet entertamned by a
few, and the small conception which the many were then
alone able to form of it * He strides on so far before us,” smd.
Mr Coleridge of Ius friend, « that he dwarfs himself in the dis-
tance ” People saw him as a dwarf yet had a suspicion that he
might 1n reahity be a giant One advantage of the present time
to Mr Wordsworth 18 this, that poetry 1s not now the fashion.
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scubed as being, had they been really distmgumshed
from the conipositions of other poets merely by mean-

of harmony They cannot afford to make ventures, hke warm

héarted disinterested individuals It 1s far from my intention
to deny, that the baldest things are often said, the most extra-
vagant novelties broached 1n publications of this kind that the
strongest and most sweeping assertons, fit, as might be supposed
to startle and shock even the cold and careless,—ascriptions of
santly excellence to men whose unchristian acts of duphaty or
cruelty are undenied and undemable—of worse than human folly
and wickedness to men, whom millions have regarded with re

verential gratitude, and this 1n the way of mere assertion, with
no attempt at proof, or only the merest shadow of a shade of
one,—references to the authority of accusers, who are themselves
resting their vague and violent chaiges on the authority of pre-
vious accusers and bitter enemies—~will never be ventured upon
1n the public journal We have had evidence enough m our day
to the contrary * Still 1 aver that such things are not done till
nothing but truth and chanty 1s nsked m the downg of them,
t1ll the mass of readers are known to be 1n such a state of mind,
that these bold utterances will move them not at all, or only
with a pleasurable excitement  Again, the chief contributors
to the Jeading periodicals are for the most part a class of per-
sons opposed to essential novelty, able men more or less ad-
vanced beyond the period of impressible youth, whose ntellec-
tual frame 1s set,—who are potent in exposing new follies and
false pretensions, but slow to understand the fresh products
of genius, unwilling even to believe in them It1s by the young,
or at least by the youthful, that accessions to the old stores of
thought and 1magination are welcomed and placed i the trea-
sury  Still 1t 15 a remarkable fact, that the journal, which es-

For some considerable evidence on these pomts I refer the
reader to Note 10 mn Vol II (pp 6356 878), of Archdeacon
Hare’s new work, The Mission of the Comforter, &e which
contains a thorough investigation of the charges brought agamst
Martin Luther of late years, including those of Bossuet, and a
most animated and luminous exposure of the perversions and
transmutations, rather than misrepresentations, of hs teaching,
1mputable to certan reviewers
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ness of language and manity f thought, had they in-
deed contamed nothing more than what 1s found 1n

pecually professed faith in the intellectual progress of the human
race,and to beopen eyed to moder nexcellence, should have shesvn
itself blind to the merits of a body of poetgy,mn which the spint
of the age, 1n 1ts noblest and most refined characteristics, 1s more
amply and energetically mamfested than in any other When
the luminary first anpeared above the horizon, those admuers of
new light declared 1t to be nothing better than green cheese, yet
assailed 1t with as violent outcries as if they thought it able to
set the world on fire If these cnticisms excited “a great
laugh,” thus shows with how httle expenditure of wit a great
Jaugh may be exated, for whatever talents i that way the
writers may have possessed and on other occasions shewn, I
think they displayed none of them at the expense of Mr Words-
worth The same kind of attack has been repeated of late years
with a far more cunning mahce and amusing wnjustice, without
exciting any general laughter at all, simply because the time for
laughing at a great poet 1s over and gone If any laughter 1s
heard now 1t1s but an echo of the past —if there be any minds
that have been dwelling i1n caves under the earth during the last
quarter of a century, they may suppose that Wordsworth’s fame
has never risen above the honzon Not that every man of sense
must needs bow down before it, there are clever persons who
deny the greatness of Mlton , some ingenious entics have pro-
nounced Homer a barbanan, others have decnied Shakespeare,
many have looked upon Pindar as a “ crazy fellow,” and Spenser
15 thought even by some of the poetical a very great bore In
Iike manner there may be a man of sense who has no sense of
the ments of Mr Wordsworth’s writings, but to be ignorant
of their power and nfluence 1s to be ignorant of the mind of the
age 1 relation to poetry The laughter of thirty years ago
must have been chiefly produced by a sense of the contrast
between the great conception of the Poet entertaned by a
few, and the small conception which the many were then
alone able to form of 1t ¢ He strides on so far before us,” said
Mr Coleridge of lus friend, ¢ that he dwarfs himself in the dis-
tance ” People saw him as a dwarf yet had a suspicion that he
mught 1 reahty be a grant One advantage of the present time
to Mr Wordswoith 1s this, that poetry 1s not now the fashwn
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the palodies and pretended imitations of them, they
must have supk at once, a dead weight, mto the slough
of oblivion, and have dragged the preface along with
them But year after year mcieased the number of
Mr Wordsworth’s admirers They weie found too
not m the lowereclasses of the reading puble, but
chiefly among young men of strong sensibility and me-
ditative munds , and their admiration (wflamed perhaps
m some degree by opposition) was distmgmshed by
1ts mtensity, I might almost say, by its rehgious fervour
These facts, and the mtellectual energy of the author,
which was more or less consciously felt, where 1t was
outwardly and even boisterously denied, meeting with
sentiments of aversion to his opmions, and of alarm at
thewr consequences, produced an eddy of criticism,
which would of itself have borne up the poems by the
violence with which 1t whirled them round and 10und
With many parts of this preface in the sense attributed
to them and which the words undoubtedly seem to
authorize, I never concurred , but on the contrary ob-
Jected to them as erroneous i pimnciple, and as con-
tradictory (1 appearance at least) both to other parts
of the same preface, and to the author’s own practice
i the greater part of the poems themselves Mr
Wordsworth 1 Iis recent collection has, I find, de-
graded this prefatory disqusition to the end of his
second volume, to be read or not at the reader’s
choice ? But he has not, as far as I can discover, an-

We bestow our *“sgnorance, meapability and presumption,” or at
least our superficiality, incompetence and hastiness on the reli-
glous tract o1 controversial pamphlet, and poetry 1s resigned to
those who have a true taste for 1t and study 1t 1n earnest § C ]

7 [« The observations prefixed to that portion of these Volumes
which was pubhished many years ago, under the title of Lyrical
Ballads, have so little of a special application to the great part
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nounced any change m his poétic cieed At all events,
considering 1t as the source of a contiovessy, m which
‘I have been honoured more than I deserve by the fre-
quent conjunction of my name with his, I think it ex-
pedient to declaie once for all, m what pomnts I con-
cide with the opmions supported m ¢hat preface, and
i what pomts I altogether differ But mn order to
render myself intelligible I must previously, m as few
words as possible, explamn my views, first, of a Poem,
and secondly, of Poetry itself, m kind, and m essence

The office of philosophical disquisition consists m
Just distinction, while 1t 1s the privilege of the philo-
sopher to preserve himself constantly aware, that dis-
tmetion 1s not division In order to obtam adequate
notions of any truth, we must intellectually sepaiate
its distingwishable parts, and this 1s the technical pro-
cess of philosophy But having so done, we must
then restore them m our conceptions to the umty,
which they actually co-exist, and thus 1s the result of
philosophy A poem contams the same elements as
a prose composition, the difference therefore must
consist m a different combination of them, mn conse-
quence of a different object bemg proposed  Accord-
g to the difference of the object will be the difference
of the combmation It 1s possible, that the object

of the present enlarged and diversfied collection, that they
could not with propmety stand as an Introduction toit Not
deeming 1t, however, expedient to suppress that exposition, shght
and 1mperfect as 1t 15, of the feelings which had determined the
choice of the subjects, and the principles which had regulated
the composition of these Pieces, I have transferred 1t to the end
of the second volume, to be attended to, or not, at the pleasure
of the Reader ¥ Pref to edition of 1815

This preface 18 now to be found 1 Vol IT p 303, of the
edition of 1840 Ed]
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may be merely to facilitate the recollection of any
given facts qr observations by artificial ariangement,
and the composition will be a poem, meiely because 1t
15 distinguished from prose by metre, o1 by rhyme, or
hy both conjomtly In this, the lowest sense, a man
might attr.bute the name of a poem to the well known
enumeratioa of the days in the several months,
““ Thirty days hath September,,,
Apnl, June, and November,” &¢

and others of the same class and purpose Andasa
particular pleasure 1s found m anticipating the recur-
rence of sounds and quantities, all compositions vhat
have this charm super-added, whatever be thewr con-
tents, may be entitled poems

So much for the superficial form A difference of
object and contents supplies an additional giound of
distmction  The immediate puipose may be the com-
munication of truths, either of truth absolute and de-
monstiable, as 1 works of science, or of facts ex-
perienced and recorded, as in history  Pleasme, and
that of the highest and most permanent kind, may
result from the attamment of the end, but 1t 18 not
itself the immediate epd In other works the com-
munication of pleasure may be the immediate purpose 5
and though truth, either moral or mtellectual, ought
to be the ultimate end, yet this will distinguish the
character of the author, not the class to which the
work belongs Blest mdeed 1s that state of society, m
which the immediate purpose would be baffled by the
perversion of the proper ultimate end, mn which no
charm of diction or imagery could exempt the BATHYL-
LUS even of an Anacreon, or the ArLExis of Virgil,
from disgust and aversion !

But the communication of pleasure may be the 1m-~
mediate object of a work not metrically composed , and
that object may have been m a high degree attamed,
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as m novels and remances Would then the mere
superaddition of metie, with or without rigyme, entitle
these to the name of poems? The answer 1s, that
nothing can permanently please, which does not con-
tam 1n 1itself the reason why 1t 1s so, and not otherwises
If metre be superadded, all other parés must be made
consonant with 1t  They must be such, as to justify
the perpetual and distmet attention to each part, which
an exact correspondent 1ecurrence of accent and sound
are calculated to excite  The final definition then, so
deduced, may be thus worded A poem 1s that speces
of composition, which 1s opposed to works of science,
by proposmg for its wummedrate object pleasure, not
truth, and from all other species—(having thes object
1n common with 1t)—1t 1s discrimmated by proposing
to 1tself such delight from the whole, as 1s compatible
with a distinct gratification fiom each component part.
Controversy 1s not seldom excited m consequence
of the disputants attaching each a different meaning
to the same word, and mn few instances has this been
more striking, than 1 disputes concerning the present
subject If a mah chuses to call every composition a
poem, which 1s 1hyme, o1 measure, or both, I must
leave s opmion uncontroverted The distinction 18
at least competent to characterize the writer’s intention.
If 1t were subjoined, that the whole 1s likewise enter-
taming or affecting, as a tale, or as a series of interest-
g reflections, I of course admit this as another fit
mgredient of a poem, and an additional merit  But if
the defimtion sought for be that of a legitumate poem,
I answer, 1t must be one, the parts of which mutually’
support and explamn each other, all m ther proportmn%
harmomzing with, and supporting the puipose and
known mfluences of metrical airangement. The ph-
losophic critics of all ages comneide with the ultimate
judgment of all countries, in equally denying the praises
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of a just poem, on the one hand, to a sertes of striking
lines or disuches, each of which, absorbing the whole
attention of the reader to itself, becomes disjomed fiom
1ts context, and foims a separate whole, mstead of a
Barmonizimg part, and on the other hand, to an un-
sustamed compasition, from which the reader collects
rapidly the geneial result unattracted by the compo-
nent parts. The reader should be carried forward,
not metely or chiefly by the mechanical mmpulse of
curiosity, or by a restless desire to arrve at the final
solution , but by the pleasurable activity of mind excited
by the attractions of the journey itself Like the mo-
tion of a serpent, which the Egyptians made the em-
blem of mtellectual power, or like the path of sound
through the air ,—at every step he pauses and half re-
cedes, and from the i1etiogressive movement collects
the force which agam carries hum onward Precipr-
tandus est hber sprritus, says Petromus most happily 8
The epithet, &ber, here balances the preceding verb,

8 [These words occur in the passage 1 which Petromus 18
supposed to attack Lucan Caeters enum, aut non niderunt vium
qua wretur ad carmen, aut wmsam tumuerunt caleare  Ecce, bells
cwnlis mgens opus quisquas atiigert, msv plenus hteiss, sub onere
labetur ~ Nom emum res geste versibus comprehendende sunt, quod
longe melius Hustorics facwunt , sed per ambages, Deorumque manis-
terw, et fobulosum sententwarum tormentum precipitandus est l-
ber spuritus, ut potwus furentis anumy vaticinatio appareat, quam
rehgwsc orations sub testibus fides tanquam s placet hac vmpetus,

dum recepit ult manum  Satyric p 63 edit

Lug Bat 1623 And then follows a specimen of a new Phar-
salia, which a great many learned critics, to the confusion of
ordinary readers, prefer to Lucan’s Douza says, se hunc impetun
plurs facere, quam trecenta Cordubulensis ilius volumma Ed ]

Petronius '—all the muses weep for thee,

But every tear shall scald thy memory —
So speaks Cowper 1n a strong passage upon this * polish’d and
high-fimsh’d foe to truth,” 1n his poem called The Progress of
Emor Southey’s edit vol vin p 155-6 S C]
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and 1t 1s not easy to conceive more meanmg condensed
m fewer words

But if this should be admitted as a satmfactory cha-
1acter of & poem, we have still to seek for a defimtion
of poetiy  The witings of Plato, and Jeremy Taylor;
and Burnet’s Theory of the Earth,? futnish undemable
proofs that poetry of the highest kind may exist with-
out metre, and evan without the contiadistingushing
objects of a poem  The first chapter of Isaiah—(1n-
deed a very large proportion of the whole book )—1s
poetry m the most emphatic sense, yet 1t would be
not less irrational than strange to assert, that pleasure,
and not truth was the immediate object of the prophet
In short, whatever specific import we attach to the
word, Poetay, there will be found mvolved m 1t, as a
necessa1y consequence, that a poem of any length ner-
ther can be, nor ought to be, all poetry  Yet if an
harmonious whole 15 to be produced, the remaming
parts must be preserved mn keepmng with the poetry,
and this can be no otherwise effected than by such a
studied selection and artifictal arrangement, as will
partake of ove, though not a peculiar piroperty of
poetty And this agam can be no other than the pro-
perty of exciting amote contmuous and equal attention
than the language of prose aums at, whether colloqual
or written

My own conclusions on the nature of poetry, m the
strictest use of the word, have been m part anticipated
m some of the remarks on the Fancy and Imagination
m the fiist volume of this work  What 15 poetry ?—is

9 [Tellurss Theora Secra  London, 1681 by Thomas Burnet,
D D The work was translated mto English by order of King
Charles, and was 1n a sixth edit 1n 1726 The author, a native
of Scotland, and Master of Sutton’s Hospital, London, wrote
also De Statu Mortuorum et Resurgentwum, and several other
books, died Sep 27,1715 S C]
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50 nearly the same question with, what 1s a poet®—
that the answer to the one 1s mvolved m the solution
of the other For 1t 15 a distmction resulting fiom the
. poetic gemus 1tself, which sustains and modifies the
Images, thoughts, and emotions of the poet’s own mnd.

The poet, desbribed m 1deal perfection, brings the
whole soul of man 1nto activity, with the su.bordmation
of 1ts faculties to each other according to ther relative
worth and digmty He diffuses a tone and spirit of
unity, that blends, and (as 1t were) fuses, each mto each,
by that synthetic and magical power, to which I would
exclusively appropriate the name of Imagmation This
power, first put 1n action by the will and understanding,
and 1etamned under their irremissive, though gentle
and unnoticed, control, lazs effer tur habems, reveals
itself m the balance or reconcilement of opposite or
discordant qualities of sameness, with difference, of
the general with the concrete, thedea with the image,
the mdividual with the representative, the sense of
novelty and freshness with old and famihar objects, a
more than usual state of emotion with more than usual
order, yudgment ever awake and steady self-possession
with enthusiasm and feeling profound or vehement,
and while 1t blends and harmonizes the natural and
the artificial, still subordinates art to nature, the man-
ner to the matter, and our admiration of the poet to
our sympathy with the poetry. Doubtless, as Sir John
Davies observes of the soul—(and his words may with
shght alteration be applied, and even more appro-
priately, to the poetic Imagination)—

Doubtless this could not be, but that she turns
Bodues to sperit by sublimation strange,

As fire converts to fire the things 1t burns,

As we our food 1to our nature change

From their gross matter she abstracts thewr forms,
And draws a kind of quintessence from th.ogs
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Whach to her proper nature she transforms
To bear them hight on her celestial wings o

Thus does she, when from wndundual states
She doth abstract the umiversal kinds,
Which then re clothed wn dwers names and fates
Steal access through the senses to our minds 10

Fmally, Good Sense 1s the Body of poetic genus,
Fancy 1ts Drapery, Motion 1ts Life, and Imagination
the Soul that 1s every where, and m each, and forms
all into one graceful and mtelligent whole 1!

CHAPTER II

The specific symptoms of poetic power elucidated m
a cnritical analysis of Shakespeare’'s VENUS and
Aponis, and RaPE oF LucrecE?

SIN the apphcation of these principles to
purposes of practical eriticism, asemployed
1 the appraisement of works more or less
mmperfect, I have endeavoured to discover
what the qualities 1 a poem are, which
may be deemed promises and sp2'fic symptoms of po-
etic powe1, as distinguished from general talent deter-
mined to poetic composition by accidental motives, by
an act of the will, rather c=croy the mspiration of a
gemal and productive nature  In this investigation, I
could not, I thought, do better, than keep before me

10 [Of the Soul of Man s 4 Mr Colendge’s alterations are
prnted m1talics  Ed ]

i1 [The reader 1s referred generally to Mr Coleridge’s Lite-
rary Remains, IT pp 7-12 Ed ]

1 [See Lat Remeams, IL pp 5460 Ed]
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the eailiest work of the greatest genius, that perhaps
human natfre has yet produced, our myried-minded®
Shakespeare I mean the VENUs AND ADONIs, and
the Lucrece, works which give at once strong pro-
vmses of the strength, and yet obvious proofs of the
mmaturity, of fus gemus From these I abstracted
the followmng marks, as characteristics of original
poetic genius n general .

1 In the VENUs AND ADONIS, the first and most
obvious excellence 18 the perfect sweetness of the ver-
sification , 1ts adaptation to the subject, and the power
displayed m varymg the maréh of the words without
passing mto a loftier and more majestic rhythm than
was demanded by the thoughts, or permutted by the
propriety of preserving a sense of melody predominant
The delight m richness and sweetness of sound, even
to a faulty excess, if 1t be evidenily origmal, and not
the result of an easily imilable mechanism, I1egard as
a highly favourable p1omise m the compositions of a
young man The man that hath not music m s soul®
can mdeed never be a genume poet Imagery,—(even
taken fiom nature, much more when transplanted from
books, as travels, voyages, and wor ks of natuial hustory),
—affecting imeidents, just thoughts, mterestng per-
sonal or domestic feelings, and with these the axt of
therr combmation or intertextuie m the form of a
poem,—may all by mecessant effoit be acquired as a
trade, by a man of talent and much 1eading, who, as I

2 ’Avip pvptovovg, a phrase which I have borrowed from a
Greek monk, who applies 1t to a Patriarch of Constantinople. I
might have said, that I have reclaimed, rather than borrowed,
1t for 1t seems to belong to Shakespeare, de jure singulars, et ex
prunlegio nature

3 [«The man that hath not music in himself ”—DMerchant of
Venice,1v s¢c 1, Ed]
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once before observed, has mistaken an intense desire
of poetic 1eputation for a natural poetic genus, the
love of the arbitrary end for a possession of the peculiar
means But the sense of musical dehght, with the
power of producing 1t, 15 a gift of imagmation, and
this together with the power of redwemng multitude
mto umty of effect, and modifying a series of thoughts
by some one predominant thought o1 feeling, may be
cultivated and mmpioved, but can never be leained It
1s 1 these that “ poeta nascitur non fit”

2 A second promise of genmus 1s the choice of sub-
Jects very 1emote from the private mterests and cu-
cumstances of the wiiter himself At least I have
found, that where the subject 1s taken mmmediately
from the author's personal sensations and experiences,
the excellence of a particular poem 1s but an equivocal
mark, and often a fallacious pledge, of genume poetic
power  We may pethaps 1emember the tale of the
statuary, who had acquired considerable reputation for
the legs of his goddesses, though the rest of the statue
accorded but indifferently with ideal beauty, till his
wife, elated by her husband’s piaises, modestly ac-
Lnowledged that she had been us constant model In
the VENUS axD Apoxis this proof of poetic power
exists even to excess It 1s throughout as if a superiour
spirit more ntuitive, more ntimately conscious, even
than the characters themselves, not only of every out-
ward look and act, but of the flux and reflux of the
mind m all its subtlest thoughts and feelings, were
placing the whole before om view , himself meanwhile
unparticipating 1n the passions, and actuated only by
that pleasurable excitement, winch had resulted from
the energetic fervom of his own spuit m so vividly
exhbitmg what 1t had so accurately and profoundh
contemplated I think, I should have conjectured from

2 C



18 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

these poems, that even then the great mstinet, which
mmpelled the poet to the diama, was secretly wotking
m him, prompting him—Dby a series and never broken
cham of 1magery, always vivid and, because unbroken,
~often minute , by the highest effort of the pictuiesque
m woids, of whech words are capable, hugher perhaps
than was ever 1ealized by any other poet, even Dante
not excepted ,“—to provide a substitute for that visual
language, that constant mtervention and running com-
ment by tone, look and gesture, which m his diamatic

4 [« Consider how he paints,” says Mr Carlyle, “he has
a great power of vision , seizes the very type of a thing, pre-
sents that and nothing more Y ou 1emember the first view he
gets of the Hall of Dite, red pmnnacle, red hot cone of iron
glowing through the immensity of gloom ,—so vivid, so distinct,
visible at once and for ever! Itis as an emblem of the whole
genus of Dante ” «DMlton,” says Lessing 1n his Laokoon,
«can mndeed fill no galleries Yet 1s the Par Lost the first
Epicafter Homer no whit the less because 1t affords few pictures,
than the History of Chnist 1s a Poem, because we cannot put so
much as a nail's head upon 1t without hitting on a place which
has employed 2 ciowd of the greatest artists ¥ « A poetic pic-
ture 1s not necessarily that which can be converted into a ma-
terial picture , but every stroke or combination of stiokes, by
which the Poet makes his object so sensuous to us, that we arc
more conscious of this object than of his words, may be called
pictmesque ” Thus Dante’s squalla du lonteno (Purg ¢ vin 1 5)
may well be called e picture  His picture words have not done
much fo1 the material pamter’s art, if we may judge by Flax-
man s illustrations  The famous 1mage 1n the Purgatorw

solo guardando
A guwisa da leon quando s1 pose,

18, as has been shewn, not a mere presentation of * prctus able mat
ter,” but a picture ready drawn and ¢ so cleaily visble that the
pencil cannot make 1ts outhne clearer ” (See A1t onPmndar Q
Review, March 1834 ) Yet 1t would be nothing 1n a materal
pamnting, because the illustration and the thing 1llustrated eould
not be givea together § C]
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works he was entitled to expect from the players His
Venus and Adoms seem at once the charalters them-
selves, and the whole representation of those characters
by the most consummate actors You seem to be told
nothing, but to see and hear every thing Hence 1t 1s,-
from the peipetual activity of attenteon required on
the part of the reader, fiom the rapid flow, the quick
change, and the playful natme of the thoughts and
mmages, and above all from the alienation, and, if I
may hazard such an expression, the utter alogfness of
the poet’s own feelings, from those of which he 1s at
once the pamter and the analyst,—that though the
very subject cannot but detract from the pleasure of a
delicate mind, yet never was poem less dangerous on
a moral account Instead of dong as Arosto, and as,
still moie offensively, Wieland has done, mnstead of de-
grading and deforming passion 1nto appetite, the tiials
of love mnto the stiuggles of concupiscence ,—Shake-
speare has heie represented the ammal mmpulse 1itself,
so as to pieclude all sympathy with it, by dissipating
the reader’s notice among the thousand outward images,
and now beautiful, now fanciful circumstances, which
form 1ts diesses and 1ts scenery, or by divertng our
attention from the mam subject by those frequent
witty o1 profound reflections, which the poet’s eve:
active mind has deduced from, or connected with, the
mmage1y and the mcidents The reader 1s forced
mto too much action to sympathize with the meiely
passive of our nature As lttle can a mind thus
roused and awakened be brooded on by mean and
mndistinct emotion, as the low, lazy mist can creep
upon the suiface of a lake, while a strong gale 1s dri-
ving 1t onward m waves and billows

8 It has been before obse1ved that images, however
beautiful, though fatnfully copied fiom nature, and as
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accurately represented 1 wouds, do not of themselves
characteriz¢ the poet They become proofs of origmal
genius only as far as they are modified by a predomi-
nant passion, or by associated thoughts o1 images
awakened by that passion, or when they have the
effect of reducing multitude to umity,’ or succession to
an mstant, or lastly, when a human and mtellectual
Ife 1s transferied to them from the poet’s own spirit,

‘Whch shoots 1ts being through earth, sea, and an ¢

In the two following lnes for instance, theie 1s
nothing objectionable, nothing which would preclude
them from formimng, i then proper place, part of a
descriptive poem

Behold yon row of pnes, that shorn and bow’d
Bend from the sea-blast, seen at twilight eve

But with a small alteration of 1hythm, the same
words would be equally m their place m a book of to-
pography, or in a descriptive tour  The same 1mage
will rise mto a semblance of poetry if thus conveyed :

Yon row of bleak and visionary pines,

By twilight glimpse discerned, mark ! how they flee
From the fierce sea blast, all their tresses wild
Streaming before them

I have given this as an illustiation, by no means as
an 1nstance, of that particular excellence which I had
1 view, and 1n which Shakespeare even m his earliest,
as m his latest, works surpasses all other poets It s

> [“The truth 1s he does mnot possess imagmation 1 ity
lughest form,—that of stamping 2/ puil nell’ uno ¥ T1able lalk,
p 281, 2nd edit

« The Imagination modafies images, and gives umty to vauety ,
1t sees all things m one, o/ pru nell’uno” Ib p 306 Ed]

6 [France AnOde Mr C’sP Waip 132 Ed]
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by this, that he still gives a dignmity and a passion to
the objects which he presents Unaided by any pre-
vious excitement, they burst upon us at once mn hfe
and 1 power,—

¢ Full many a glorious morning have I »sen
Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye "7

¢« Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come—

The mortal moen hath her eclipse endured,

And the sad augurs mock their own presage ,
Incertanties now crown themselves assur’d,

And Peace proclaims olives of endless age

Now with the drops of this most balmy time

My love lookhs fresh, and Death to me subscribes,
Siwnce spite of hum, I’ll Iive 1n this poor rhyme,
While he 1nsults o’er dull and speechless tribes

And thou in this shalt find thy monument,

When tyrant’s crests, and tombs of brass are spent ¢

As of ligher worth, so doubtless still more charac-
teristic of poetic gemus does the imagery become,
when 1t moulds and colours itself to the eircumstances,
passion, or character, present and foremost i the
mind  For unrivalled imstances of this excellence, the
reader’s own memory will refer hum to the LEeag,
OTHELLO, m short to which not of the « g1 eat, eves
lwing, dead mon’s” dramatic works?  Jnopem me
copra fecrt  How true 1t 1s to nature, he has himself
finely expressed m the mstance of love m his 98th
Sonnet

“ From you have I been absent 1n the spring,
When proud-pied April drestin all its trim,

7 [Shakespeare's 33rd Sonnet. Ed]  # [Sonnet cvu, Ed ]
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Hath put a spmt of youth 1 every thing ,

L hat heavy Saturn Jaugh’d and leap’d with hum
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell
Of dafferent flowe1s 1n odour and 1n hue,
Could make me any summer’s story tell,

Or from then eproud lap pluck them, where they grew
Nor did I wonder at the lihes whate,

Nor prawse the deep vermihon 1n the rose,
They were, tho’ sweet, but figures of delight,
Diawn after you, you pattern of all those

Yet seem’d 1t winter st1ll, and, you away,

As with your shadow, I with these did play " ®

Scarcely less sme, or if a less valuable, not less in-
dispensable mark

Tovpov ptv wornrod
Soric pnpa yevvaioy Ndrot,'®

will the 1magery supply, when, with more than the
power of the pamter, the poet gives us the liveliest
mage of succession with the feeling of simultaneous-
ness —

With this, he breaketh from the sweet embrace

Of those fair arms, which bound him to her breast,
And homeward through the dark laund 1uns apace ,—

¢ [See Table Talk, pp 229 31, 2nd edit for Mr Colendges
general view of Shakespeare’s Sonnets, and also Mr Kmght’s
valuable essay on the same subject 1n that beautiful edition of
our great poet by which he has rendered so signal and enduring
a service to the cause of Inghsh hterature Ed ]

10 [Anistoph Rane v 96-7 Mr Frere,in the tone of the
Bacchus of the plav, translates thus

13

Lhere’s not one hearty Poet amongst them all
That’s fit to risque an adventurous vahant phrase

But 1t 1s obvious that Mr Coleridge meant by yéwvipog wounrig,
the genwne poet Ed ]
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Look! how a bright stas shooteih fiom the sky,
8o glides he wn the mght from Venus® eye *

4 The last character I shall mention, which would
prove mdeed but httle, except as taken conjomtly with
the foimer,—yet without which the former coula
scaice exist m a high degree, and (&ven if this were
possible) would give promises only of t1ansitory flashes
and a meteoric power ,—is depth, and energy of thought.
No man was ever yet a great poet, without bemg at
the same time a profound philosopher  For poetry 1s
the blossom and the fiagrancy of all human knowledge,
human thoughts, human passions, emotions, language
In Shakespeare’s poems the creative power and the
mtellectual energy wiestle as mn a war embrace Each
1 1ts excess of stiength seems to threaten the extinc-
tion of the other At length m the diama they were
1econciled, and fought each with 1ts shield before the
breast of the othet  Or like two 1apid streams, that,
at then fnst meetmg withm nairow and 1ocky banks,
mutually stiive to repel each other and mteimix reluct-
antly and m tumult, but soon finding a wider channel
and mote yelding shores blend, and dilate, and flow
on m one curient and with one voice The Venus
AND ApoNis did not perhaps allow the display of the
deeper passions Bui the story of Lucretia seems to
favour and even demand then intensest workings.
And yet we find 1n Shakespear e’s management of the
tale neither pathos, nor any other diamatic quabty
There 15 the same minute and faithful imagery asn the
former poem, 1n the same vivid colours, mspirited by the
same 1mpetuous vigom of thought, and diverging and
contracting with the same activity of the assimilative
and of the modifymg faculties, and with a yet larger

11 [Venus and Adomis Ed ]
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display, a yet wider range of knowledge and reflection,
and lastly, With the same perfect domunion, often dom-
mation, over the whole world of language What then
shall we say? even this, that Shakespeare, no mere
child of nature, no automaton of genus, no passive
vehicle of mnspir&tion possessed by the spirit, not pos-
sessing 1t, first studied patiently, meditated deeply,
understood minutely, t1ll knowledge, become habitual
and mtuitive, wedded atself to his habitual feelngs, and
at length gave birth to that stupendous power, by which
he stands alone, with no equal or second m his own
class, to that powe1, which seated him on one of the
two glory-smitten summuts of the poetic mountam, with
Milton as hus compeer notiival While the former
darts himself forth, and passes imnto all the forms of
human character and passion, the one Proteus of the fire
and the flood, the othe1 attraets all forms and things
to himself, mto the umty of his own 1deal ~ All things
and modes of action shape themselves anew in the
being of Milton , while Shalespeai e becomes all things,
yet for ever remammg himself ' O what great men
hast thou not produced, England, my country ! —Truly
mdeed—

We must be free or die, who speak the tongue,
‘Which Shakespeare spake , the faith and morals hold,
Which Milton held In every thing we are sprung
Of earth's first blood, have titles manifold 13

; 12 T «Shakespeare’s poetry 1s characterless, that 1s, it does
not reflect the individual Shakespeare, but John Milton 1s in
every hine of the Paradise Lost.,” Table Talk,p 67 Ed]

13 [Wordsworth’sP W m p 190, edit 1840 Ed ]

[Mr Wordsworth’s noble Preface, often referred to in these
pages, contains as high a tribute to
that mighty orb of song
The divine Multon

(to quote the author’s words 1n another place,) as one great poet
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CHAPTER III

Strikng powts of difference betueen the Pocts of
the p1 esent age and those of the fifteenth and sw-
teenth centuries— Wash erpiessed for the wnion
of the chas actervstic merats of both

0!

Rogeasd] HRISTENDOM, from 1ts first seftle-

ment on feudal rights, has been so far one
gieat body, however imperfectly organ-
1zed, that a stmilar spirit will be found
each period to have been actmg 1 all its
members  The study of Shakespeare’s poems—(I do

could pay to another (See also Iis thiee fine sonnets relating
to Milton, Poet Works 1, pp 188 9-90 ) It would have been
out of his way to speak of Milton’s prose—though such prose
as none but the author of Paradise Lost could have wnitten  If
matter 1s spu ttus wn cougulo,* as some philosophers aver, this
grand Miltonic prose may fanaifully be called poesis e coagulo
Yet I think 1t 1s more truly and properly mose than the high-
strained passages of Jeremy laylor

Dante 1s by some accounted a greater poet than Milton, as
heing a greater philosopher , I think that he shewed the plulo-
sopher 1n lus poetry too much to be the best of poets, especially
1 the Paradise A poet should avoid science, which is ever
1n a process of change and development, and abide by the fixed
and eternal, great part of that thirteenth century lore contained
m Dante’s poem 1s dead, and but for the poetic spices with
which 1t 1s embalmed, and the swathe-bands of the poetic form
1n which 1t 1s preseived, would long since have been scattered

* « When Leibnitz calls matter the sleep-staie of the monads,
or when Hemsterhuis names 1t—den geronnenen Geust—curdled
spirit,—there lies ameaning in these expressions, &c » Transfe
Id p 190. See also Lit Remamns,m p 039
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not mclude his dramatic works, emmently as they too

abroad, hke any unsepulcbred dust and ashes I am here
speabing of physics and metaphysics 1if wise reflections, just
'sentiments and deep moral and spintual maxims are referred to
i this comparisongthen suely the Enghsh poet has greatly the
advantage in thought and still more m expiession  Philo-
sophy 1 the song of Milton 1s better haimomzed with poetry
than 1n that of Dante , 1t1s fused into thg poetic mass by some-
thing accompanymg 1t which appeals to the heait and moral
beng, or 1t 1s introduced ohhiquely, with a touch of tenderness,
which brings 1t 1nto unison with the human actions and passions
of the poem, as 1 that beautiful passage,

Others apart sate on a hll retired—

which seems so like a new voice of The Peacher, pathetically
satinzing the efforts of man after speculative know ledge and m-
sight  There 15 to be sure some fictitious or defunct astronomy
and spherology m the great poem of Milton,t but 1t 1s hghtly
touched on and 1magmatively presented , compaie the passages
that treat of these subjects in the Paradise Lost, especially that
noble speech of the Angel# in the eighth book, with the first and
second cantos of the Puradiso , surely the later poetry 1s to the
earheras “ Hyperion to a Satyr,” so far does1t exceed inrichness
and poetic grace Buiszarma Teologia ! says a Commentator on a
passage 1n the Purgatorio (C' 1 1 18) Bizzarra Fulosofia may
we say of that 1n the Paradiso (C T at the end), which begins
finely, but ends with making specific gravity depend upon on-
gmal sm, unless nothing but a fanciful fight 1s intended  What
a pomp of phlosophy, exclams M Menan, speaking of this
passage,—and all to usher in a foolery! ¢ Every great poet1s a
profound philosopher ” that 15, he sees deep 1into the hfe and
soul of the things which are already known-—and has a special
mastery over them, but 1s not necessanly beyond s age in
speculative science  Certanly this cannot be predicated either
of Dante or of Milton

T own myself of the vulgar herd in greatly preferring the first
to the other sections of Dante’s Poem—nay even venture to

Par Lost,b u 1 555 61 + Ib b | 481, etseq
t Lines 39-178
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deserve that title)—led me to a mole caieful exam-

thinh, that 1f 1t had not been both more strihing than those two
other parts in 1ts general structure and more abyndant 1 pas-
sages of power and of beauty, the Divina Commediz would never
have been a famous poem at all The meré plan of describing
the unseen world 1n three divisions would not have made 1tso,
there were Paradise Losts before Milton’s which 1t would be
time lost to read M lton 18 finer in Hell than 1o Heaven, finest
of all in his earthly Paradise, and Dante’s Inferno 1s better than
his Pur gatorio or Paradaso, because he could put more of this earth
mto 1t,—conform 1t more to the only world the form of which he
was acquamted with Men cannot make bricks without straw
nor fine houses without bricks or stones, nor fine poems wathout
sensuous material

The Diwina Commedia 18 more considerable in religion and

ecclestastical politics, I think,—on which last head there was
some accordance betwixt its author and Malton,—than for its
philosophy, the highest conception of 1t 1s that of Mr Carlyle,
that 1t 18 “ the soul of the Middle Ages rendered rhythmically
visible”—the voice of  ten Chnistian centuries ,”’— the Thought
they lived by bodied forth in everlasting music” Its authoris
great, as Mr C observes, fiom * fiery emphasis,” and tensity
rather than from compiehensiveness or cathohicity of spint  His
was ““not a great Cathohc—was even a narrow sectarian mnd
If Medievalism 1n Dante’s day was a sectanan thing, cut off from
thought expanding beyond 1t—then, when the torch had not been
kindled 1n the hand of Des Cartes, and the revolt agawmst the
dominant Arnstotehanism was yet to begin, what mustit be now,
when thought has been expanding during six more centunes,
whlst It remains fixed, ngid—not hfeless as 2 mummy—but in-
prisomng the hife 1t has with bands and cerements m a body ot
death'

ButDante’s imagination was as medizval as his theology and
philosophy, hovering continually between the horrible sublime
and the hideous grotesque,and sometimes saved only from therids-
culous by the chaste seventy of a style which 15 the very Dianaof
poetical composition Witness,amongst a cloud of witnesses, his
Minos, whom he has equipped with a tail long and laithe enough to
gonine times round his body !—the wise conqueror and nightecus
judge 18 degraded into a worse monster than the Minotaur, in
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mation of the contemporary poets both m England
and 1n other countries But my attention was es-
pecially fixed on those of Italy, from the birth to the
death of Shakespeare, that bemg the country m which
"the fine arts had been most sedulously, and hitherto
most successfully cultivated Abstiacted from the
degiees and pecuharities of mdividual gemus, the pro-
perties common to the good wuitgrs of each period
seem to establish one stuking pomt of difference be-
tween the poetiy of the fifteenth and sixteenth centu-

order that he may 1ndicate every circle in a fantastic hell down
to the ninth and last How would Pindar have been hoiror-
stricken to see the Hero thus turned into a hideous automaton
sign post! In Dante’s hands the demigod sinks into the beast-
man, while 1n those of Milton devils appear as deities, fit indeed
to obtain adoration from the dazzled mind,—not frightful fiends
but wicked angels—specious and seductive as they actually are
to the human heart and imagmation DMalton has borrowed from
Dante, but how has he multiplied his splendours, how nobly
exchanged his ¢ detestable horrors” * for a pageantry of Hell that
far exceeds the lummnous pomp of ks Paradise in subhmuty and
beauty !

We, whofeel thus can enter mto Mr Carlyle’s ligh notion of
Dante’s genus, yet own the justice of Mr Landor's searching
and severe criticism upon the products of it, though the two
Views appear dissimilar as day and might The one displays
the D C under a nich moonhght, which clothes 1ts dreary flats
and rugged hollows with sublime shadow , the other under a
cold keen dawning dayhght, which shows the whole landscape,
but not1its noblest countenance Mr C so far idealizes lus Hero
Poet, that without keeping out of view his characteristic faults
he, with a far finer economy, converts them mto cognate virtues,
the poet’s stern, angry temper, for 1nstance, appears through Mr
C’s glonfymng medium like earnest sincerity, religious sevety,

* For a strking account of these “ detestable horrors” see
Mr Legh Hunt’s Fancy and Imagmation
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ties, and that of the present age The remark may
perhaps be extended to the sister art of painting At
least the latter will serve to illustrate the former In
the present age the poet—(I would wish to be under~
stood as speaking generally, and without allusion to
mndividual names)—seems to propose Yo himself as his
mam object, and as that which 1s the most chaiacter-
1stic of us art, new and stuking images, with ma-
dents that iterest the affections or excite the cu-
riosity Both his characters and his deseriptions he

a spiritual sadness, and he contrasts his “implacable, grim-
trenchant face ”” with his ¢ soft ethereal soul ” more beautifully
perhaps than quite truthfully, for Dante’s soul was not all
softness Indeed 1t escapes this poweirful advocate that the
heroic poet was bitter  Are the noblest minds embattered then
by ewil and calamity ? Do they clothe themselves with cursing
as wih ¢ gament, and forget that judgment as well as ven-
geance belongs to God? Dante’s soul was full of pity, say other
apologists, but he deemed 1t sinful to commiserate those whom

od’s justice had condemned Justuce forsooth '—and how knew
he whom God had condemned-—that He had sunk Brutus and
Cassiusinto the netheimost pit, and doomed poor Pope Celestine
to be wasp stung to all eternity on the banks of Acheron? I
deny not hus pity or hus piety , yet I say that thus to fabnicate
visions of divine wrath upon mndividuals was a bad sign both
of his age and of himself—the sign of a wiolent and presump-
tuous spuit  Again, are the noblest m nds moody and monrnful
as Dante 1s described to have been? Rather they

bate no jot
Of heart or hope, but st1ll bear up and steer
Right onward

Thus did John Milton, whom with Mr Landor I cannot help
honouring and admiring above any other poet of past times ex-
cept Shakespeare His indeed was what Mr Carlyle ascribes
to Johnson, ¢ a gigantic calmness”—nay more, an almost angelic
serenity and cheerfulness, to judge from the tone of lus wnitings
with which the tenour of lus life seems to agree S, C]
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1enders, as much as possible, speafic and mdividual,
even to a aeglee of portrattuze In his diction and
metie, on the other hand, he 1s comparatively caieless

The measure 1s either constiucted on no previous sys-
tem, and acknowledges no justifying prineiple but that
of the wiiter’s &onvenience, or else some mechanical
movement 1s adopted, of which one couplet o1 stanza
1s so fa1 an adequate specimen, as that the occasional
differences appear evidently to atse fiom aceident, o1
the qualities of the langunage 1tself, not f1 om meditation
and an mtelligent purpose And the language fiom
Pope s translation of Homer, to Daiwm’s Temple of
Natume,! may, notwithstandmg some illustrious excep-
tions, be too faithfully chaiacterized, as claiming to be
postical for no better 1eason, than that 1t would be m-
tolerable 1 conveisation o1 1n piose Though alas!
even our prose wiitings, nay even the style of our
more set discouises, strive to be in the fashion, and
trick themselves out i the soiled and over-worn finery
of the meretricious muse It 1s true that of late a
great impiovement 1 this 1espect 1s observable m our
most popular writers  But 1t 1s equally true, that this
recuirence to plamn sense and genuine mother Enghsh
19 far from bemg general, and that the composition of
out novels, magazines, public harangues, and the like
1s commonly as trivial m thought, and yet emgmatic
m expression, as if Echo and Sphinx had laid then

heads together to constiuct 1t Nay, even of those
who have most rescued themselves from this contagion,
I should plead mwardly gulty to the chaige of duph-
city or cowaidice, If I withheld my conviction, that
few have guarded the purity of theu native tongue
with that jealous care, which the sublime Dante mn his

! Tust published 1 1803
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tract De la volgas e Eloquenza, declaresto be the first
duty of a poet * For language 1s the aimowy of the
human mind, and at once contains the tiophies of 1its
past, and the weapons of its future conquests Ane-
maduves te, says *Hobbes, quam it ab umpr opt ietate

2 [SeeI ¢ mix 8 II ¢ 1 The spint breathing m this Frag-
ment may justify vhat Mr C says, but Dante does not appear
to have used the expiession attributed to lum 1 the text Ed

It seems probable that Mr Coleridge alluded to the follow-
1ng passage, which I found wntten by hus hand 1n a copy of the
first edition of TJoan of Arc

Degne di sommo stilo sono le somme Cose, cid €, I’Amore, la
Laiberta, la Vertu, {'Immorialata, e quelle altre Cose che per cagion
di esse sono mella DMente mostra concepuir, per che per mun
Accidente non siano fatte vilv  Guardisi adunque ciascuno, e dis-
cerna quello che dicemo e quundo vuole queste somme Cose
puramente cantare, prumu® bevendo nel Fonte dv Elcona, ponga
steuramente o 1 accordata Lyraal sommo Plettro, e costumatamente
comner Ma o fwre questa Canzone, e questa Divisione, come si
dee—quz e lu Difficolta, qui e lu Fatica percid che mar sensa
Acume d’Ingegno, ne senza Assidurla d’Arte, ne sensa Abito de
Scienze, non <t potra fare  E quests sono quells, che >l Poeta nel
L VI dela Lnewde chiamr Duletts du D e da la ardente Vutn
aizati al Cielo ¢ Fighnow dv D, avegna che figu atumente parl

E perd st confessa la Scrocchessa du coloro, 1 quals senza Arte, e
sensa Scienza, confidando s svlemente del lovo Ingegno, st pongono
a cantar sommamente le Cose somme  Adunque cefsino quests tal da
tanta loro Presunsione, e se per lu loro naturale Desidia sono Oche,
non voghano U'Aquils, che altemente vola, 1mitare

Dante, de la volgare Eloquenza,1 n ¢ 4t S C]

That 15, waiting for, and seizing the moment ot deep
Feeling, and stuning Imagination, after having by stedfast ac-
curate Ohservation, and by calm and profound Med:tation, filked
himself, as 1t were, wath his subject S T C.

t [Tius Itahan versior of the treatise De vulg Elog was by
Trissino, according to A Zeno, who says that the trans'ator has,
in many places, confounded and altered the sense The Latin
tractate, which the Edutor refeis to,1s by Dante lumself £ C ]



32 BIOGRAPHIJ LITERARIA

verborum pronum honmmbus prolabs m 61101 es circa
tpsas 128! Sat [vero], says Sennertus,® wm hac
mite brevitate ef natur @ obscus ate, 1 er wm est, quibus
cognoscendis tempus wmpendatur, ut [confuss et
multwocis] ses monbus ntelligendss illud consumer e
opus non su [Eheuw ! quantas strages paiavere
verba nubila, que tot dicunt ut mhl dicunt ,—nubes
potus, e quibus et wm 1ebus politicss et i ecclesia
turbines et fomirua erumpunt '] Et p1omde 1ecte
dictum putamus a Platone wm Gorga ds dv ta
ovépara edel, sloerar wal rd modypara et ab Epi-
teto, doyn wawdedoews n rov ovoudrev emionalic et
prudentissume Galenus scribit, n rGv &1 opdray yoi-
ow rapaybeica wal my rov Tpayudrov émrapdrre
Yrwow

EgregieveroJ C Scahger,wm Lib I de Plants
Est prmum, mquit, sapients officium, bene sentne, ut
sib1 vivat  proximum, bene loquu, ut patrie vivat ”

Something analogous to the materals and structure
of modern poetry I seem to have noticed—(but here
I beg to be understood as speaking with the utmost
diffidence) —m our common landscape pamnters Then
foregrounds and inteimediate distances ale compara-
tively unattractine while the mamn interest of the
landscape 1s thiown mto the back ground, where
mountamns and tortents and castles forbid the eye to
proceed, and nothing tempts 1t to trace its way back
agam But m the works of the great Italian and

8 [Erammatio et Emendetro Mathematice hodierna (Dral
11 vol IV p 83 of Molesworth’secdit ) § C ]

4 [See the chapter p 193, De nommmbus novis Paracelsicis 1n
his foho works, Leyden 1676 The words 1n brachets, are not
m the ongnal, and there are several omissions —Ed  lhe
sentence ¢ tcd as from the Gorgias, 18 not contamed, I helreve,
1n that dialogue > C]
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Flemish masters, the front ahd middle objetts of the
landscape are the most obvious and determinate, the
terest gradually dies away m the back °ground, and
the charm and peculiar worth of the picture consists,
not so much 1 the specific objects which 1t conveys to
the understanding 1 a visual language foimed by the
substitution of figures for words, asin the beauty and
harmony of the colours, lines, and expression, with
which the objectg are 1epresented  Hence novelty of
subject was rather avoided than sought for Superiour
excellence 1n the manner of treating the same subjects
was the tral and test of the aitist’s menit

Not otherwise 15 1t with the more polished poets of
the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, especially those
of Italy The imagery 1s almost always general sun,
moon, flowers, bieezes, murmuiing st1eams, warbling
songsters, dehicious shades, lovely damsels cruel as
fair, nymphs, naiads, and goddesses, aie the materials
which are common to all, and which each shaped and
arranged accordmg to his judgment or fanecy, lttle
sohicitous to add or to particularize If we make an
honouable exception i favown ot some English poets,
the thoughts too are as httle novel as the images , and
the fable of their narrative poems, for the most part
drawn from mythology, or sources of equal notoriety,
derive their chef attractions from the manner of
treating them , from 1mpassioned flow, o1 pictmesque
arrangement In opposition to the present age, and
perhaps mn as faulty an extreme, they placed the es-
sence of poetry m the art  The excellence, at which
they aimed, consisted m the exquisite polish of the
dictron, combined with perfect simpheity This ther
prime object they attained by the avoidance of every
word, which a gentleman would nof use m digmfied
conversation, and of every word and phrase, which

2 D



34 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

none butea learned mar would use, by the studied
position of words and phrases, so that not only each
part should e melodious m 1tself, but contribute to
the harmony of the whole, each note referrmg and
conducting to the melody of all the foregomg and
followmng words of the same period or stanza, and
lastly with equalelabour, the gieater because unbe-
trayed, by the vanation and various harmonies of their
metrical movement Their measures, however, were
not indebted for thewr variety to the imtroduction of
new metres, such as have been attempted of late 1n the
Alonzo and Imogen,® and others bortowed fiom the
German, having m therr very mechamsm a speaific
overpowering tune, to which the generous 1eader hu-
mours his voice and emphasis, with more mdulgence
to the author than attention to the meanmg or quan-
tity of the words, but which, to an ear famihar with
the numerous sounds of the Gieek and Roman poets,
has an effect not unhke that of gallopmg over a paved
road mn a German stage-waggon without spimgs  On
the contrary, the elder bards both of Italy and Eng-
land produced a far greater as well as moie charming
variety by countless modifications, and subtle balances
of sound mn the common meties of thewr countiy A
lasting and enviable reputation awaits that man of
genus, who should attempt and realize a umon ,—who

8 [Here 1s astanza of this overpowering metre —

A warnour so bold and a virgin so bright
Conversed as they sat on the green,
They gazed on each other with tender dehght
Alonzo the brave, was the name of the kmght,
The maid’s was the farr Imogene
Mr Southey adopted this metre for Ins popular ballad—

Mary the Maid of the Iun Poet. Works, 1838 vol vi p
3 8§C]
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should recall the high finish, the appiopriateness, the
facility, the dehcate proportion, and above all, the per-
fusive and omnipresent giace, which have preserved,
as m a shrie of precious amber, the Spariow of Ca-
tullus, the Swallow, the Grasshopper, and all the other
little loves of Anacreon, and which, with bright,
though dimimished glores, revisited the youth and
early manhood of Chustian Europe, m the vales of ¢

6 These thoughts were suggested to me during the perusal
of the Madrigals of Giovambatista Strosz1 pubhshed in Florence
1 May 1593, by his sons Lorenzo and Filippo Strozz, with a
dedication to thewr paternal uncle, Signor Leone Strozsi, Gener ale
delle battaghe di Santa Cluesa  As I do not 1emember to have
seen either the poems or their author mentioned 1n any English
work, orto have found them m any of the common collections ot
Itahan poetry ,* and as the hittle work 1s of rare occurrence, I
will transcribe a few specimens I bave seldom met with com-
positions that possessed, to my feelings, more of that saustying
entireness, that complete adequateness of the manner to the
matter which so charms us 1n Anacreon, jomned with the tender-
ness, and more than the delicacy of Catullus Irfles as they
are, they weie probably elaborated with great care, yet i the
perusal we refer them to a spontaneous energy rather than to
voluntary effort To a cultivated taste there 1s a delight m
perfection for 1ts own sake, independently of the material 1n
which 1t 1s mamfested, that none but a cultavated taste can un-
derstand or appreciate

After what I have advanced, 1t would appear presumption to
offer a translation, even if the attempt were not discouraged
by the different genius of the Enghsh mmd and language,
which demands a denser body of thought as the condition or a
high polish, than the Itahan I cannot but deem 1t hkewise an
advantage m the Italian tongue, 10 many other respects infe
niour to our own, that the language of poetry 1s more distinct
from that of prose than with us From the earher appearance
and established primacy of the Tuscan poets, concurring with

[Gamba,p 093, calls this edition 1ara edisione  Ed ]
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Arno, and the groves of Isis and of Cam ,—and who

the number of independent states, and the diversity of wrtten
dalects, the Italians have gained a poetic 1diom, as the Greeks
before them had obtamed from the same causes, with greater
and more various (ﬂscnmmatmns, for example, the Iomc for
their heroic verses, the Attic for their 1ambic, and the two
modes of the Doric for the lyric or sacerdotal, and the pastoral,
the distinctions of which were doubtless enore obvious to the
Greeks themselves than they are to us

I will venture to add one other observation before I proceed
to the transcription I am aware that the sentiments which I
have avowed concermng the points of difference between the
poetry of the present age, and that of the period between 1500
and 160, are the reverse of the opinion commonly entertamed
I was conversing on this subject with a fiend, when the servant,
a worthy and sensible woman, comingn, I placed before her
two engravings, the one a pinky coloured plate of the day, the
other a masterly etching by Salvator Rosa from one of his own
pictures  On pressing her to tell us, wluch she preferred, after
a hittle blushing and flutter of feeling, she rephed—¢ Why, that,
Sir, to be sure ! (pointing to the ware from the Fleet street print
shops) ,—1t’s s0 neat and elegant 1 other 1s such a seratchy
slovenly thing” An artist, whose vritings are scaicely less
valuable than lus pictures, and to whose authority more defer-
ence will be willingly paid, than I could even wish should be
shewn to mine, has told us, and from bis own expeilence too,
that good taste must be acquired, and hke all other good things,
1s the result of thought and the submissive study of the best
models { If it be asked, *“ But what shall I deem such ?’—
the answer 1s, presume those to be the best, the reputation of

t+ [ On whom then can he rely, or who shall show him the
path that leads to excellence? 1he answer 1s obvious Those
great masters who have travelled the same road with success are
the most likely to conduct others The works of those who
have stood the test of ages have a claim to that respect and ven-
eration to which no modern can pretend The duration and
stability of their fame 18 sufficient to evince that 1t has not been
suspended upon the slender thread of fashion and caprice, but
bound to the human heart by every tie of sympathetic admi-
ranon ” Reynolds Duscoursen Ed ]
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with these should combme the keener mterest, deepe:

which has been matured mto fame by the consent of ages For
wisdom always has a final majonity, f not by conviction, yet by
acquescence In addition to Sir J Reypolds I may mention
Harnis of Sahisbury, who 1n one of his philosophical disquisi-
tions has written on the means of acquiring a just taste with the
precision of Aristotle, and the elegance of Qumnctihan §

MADRIGALI

Gelado suo ruscel chiaro, e tranquillo
Minsegno Amor du state a meszo’l grorno ,
Ardean le selve, ardean le puigge, e 1 colly
Ond "w, ch’ al pru gran gielo ardo e sfavillo,
Subito corst , ma st pwro adorno
Gursene 1l vdi, che turbar no’l voll
Sol mt specchwrva, €'n dolce ombr 0sa sponda
DMy stava intento al mormo ar dell’ onde

Aure

1 [See Plilological Inquiries Partn chap xu espeually
the concluding paragraphs This lreatise 1s contained in vol
1 of the collecuve edition of the works of Harns,—by his son
the Earl of Malmesbury, i two vols 4to  London, 1801

James Harns, the author of those volumes, was boin n the
Close of Salisbury, July 29, 1709—died Dec 22 1780 Hes
best known as the author of Hermes, a work on Universal Gram-
mar, which, according to Bishop Lowth, presents “the most
beautiful example of analysis that has been exhibited since the
days of Anstotle ”’ and three Treatises concerning Art,—Mausic,
Panting and Poetry, and Happiness,—whichimitate the method
of Plato, and are written with admirable distinctness Harns
was not given up wholly to hiterary pursuits, and domestic and
social amusements, though possessed of high qualifications for
both the one and the other he also took a part in public Iife,
held the office first of a Lord of the Admaralty, then for about
two years of a Lord of the Treasury In 1774 he became
Secretary and Comptroller to the Queen  He represented the
Borough of Christ Church till the day of his death, was assidu-
ous 1o the discharge of his parhamentary duty and occasionally
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Aino, and the groves of Isis and of Cam ,~and who

the number of independent states, and the diversity of written
dialects, the ltahans have gammed a poetic 1diom, as the Greeks
before them had obtamed from the same causes, with greater
and more various (ﬁscnmmauons, for example, the Iomc for
their heroic verses, the Attic for their 1ambic, and the two
modes of the Doric for the lyric or sacerdotal, and the pastoral,
the distinctions of which were doubtless nore obvious to the
Greehs themselves than they are to us

I will venture to add one other observation before I proceed
to the transcription I am aware that the sentiments which I
have avowed concerning the points of difference between the
poetry of the present age, and that of the period between 1500
and 1650, are the reverse of the opinion commonly entertamed
1 was conversing on this subject with a friend, when the servant,
a worthy and sensible woman, comingm, 1 placed before her
two engravings, the one a pinky-coloured plate of the day, the
other a masterly etching by Salvator Rosa from one of his own
pietures  On pressing her to tell us, which she preferred, after
a little blushing and flutter of feeling, she rephed—¢ Why, that,
Sir, to be sure! (ponting to the uare from the Fleet street print
shops) ,—it’s so neat and elegant 1 other 1s such a seratchy
slovenly thing” An artist, whose 1 ntmgs are scarcely less
valuable than lus pictures, and to whose authority more defer-
ence will be willingly paid, than I could even wish should be
shewn to mine, has told us, and from his own experience too,
that good taste must be acquired, and hke all other good things,
15 the result of thought and the submissive studv of the best
models + If it be ashed, “ But what shall I deem such "~
the answer 18, presume those to be the best, the reputation of

+ [** Ou whom then can he rely, or who shall show him the
path that leads to excellence? Lhe answer 1s obvious Those
great masters who have tiavelled the same road with success are
the most likely to conduct others The works of those who
have stood the test of ages have a claim to that respect and ven-
eration to which no modern can pretend The duration and
stability of their fame 1s sufficient to evince that 1t has not been
suspended upon the slender thread of fashion and caprice, but
bound to the human heart by every tie of sympathetic admu-
ranon ” Reynolds Discoursen  Ed ]
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with these should combine the keener mterest, deeper

which has been matured into fame by the consent of ages For
wisdom always has a final majonty, 1f not by conviction, yet by
acquiescence In addition to Sir J Reypolds I may mention
Harris of Sahsbury, who in one of his philosophical disquisi-
tions has written on the means of acquiiing a just taste with the
precsion of Anstotle, and the elegance of Quinctihan %

MADRIGALI
Gelado suo ruscel chuaro, e tranquallo
Mwnsegno Amor da state a mezzo’l grarno ,
Ardean le selve, urdean le pugge, e collr
Ond "0, eb’ ul pru gran gielo ardo e sfavillo,
Subito corss , ma st puro adorno
Garsene 1l nidr, che turbar no’l voll
Sol mu specchwva, €'n dolce ombrosa sponda
M stava intento al mormorar dell’ onda

Aure

1 [See Philological Inquines Partn chap xu especially
the concluding paragraphs This lreatise 1s contaned n vol
1 of the collective edition of the works of Harrs,—by his son
the Earl of Malmesbuiy, m two vols 4to  London, 1801

James Harris, the author of those volumes, was boin in the
Close of Sahsbury, July 29, 1709—died Dec 22, 1780 He1s
best known as the author of Hermes, a work on Universal Gram-
mar, which, according to Bishop Lowth, presents *the most
beautiful example of analyais that has been exhibited since the
days of Anistotle ”’ and three Treatises concerning Art,—Music,
Pamting and Poetry, and Happiness,—which 1mitate the method
of Plato, and are wnitten with admirable distinctness Harus
was not given up wholly to literary pursuits, and domestic and
social am ts, though p d of high quahfications for
both the one and the other he also took a part in pubhc hfe,
held the office first of a Lord of the Admaralty, then for about
two years of a Lord of the Treasury In 1774 he became
Secretary and Comptroller to the Queen  He represented the
Borough of Chnst Church till the day of his death, was assidu-
ous 1 the discharge of his parliamentary duty and occasionally
took a share i debates See Memoirs of the Author by his
Son, prefixed toluisworks 8 C]
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pathos, manker reflection, and the fiesher and more

Awre dell’ angoscioso viver muo
Ref1.genio soave,

E dolce s, ghe puw non mx par grare
Ne'l arder, ne L morv1, ans’ 1l desto,

Deh vor | ghiacco, e le nubs, €'l tempo Ti0
Discacciatene omar, che 'onda chiara,
I U omh a non men cura

A scherzare, e cantar per suox boschetty,
E pats festa et allegresza alletis

—

Pucifiche, ma spesso 1 amor osa

Gueria co'fiort, e’ erba

Alla stagione acerba

Verdu insegne del gigho e della 10sa,

Movete, Awre, puan pran, che tregua o posa,
Se non pace, w0 11trove,

E so ben dove —Oh vago, ¢ mansueto

Sguar do, ok labbra d'amb osia, oh rider hieto !

Hor come un scoglo stassi,

Hor come un 10 se’n fugge,

Ed hor crud’ o1sa rugge,

Hor canta angelo pro ma che non fass:?
E che non famm, O sasst,

01101, o0 belue, o Du, questa mis vaga
Non so, se mnfa, & maga,

Non so, se donna, 0 Dea,

Non so, se dolce d rea?

Prangendo m: bacraste,
E r2dendo 2l negaste
In doghu hebbivr pra,
In festa hebbio ra
Nacque gie di prants,
Dolor dimso O amant:
DMaserr, habbiate insieme
Ognor paura e speme

Bel
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lous 1magery, which give a value and a name that

Bel For, tu my 1:membre

La 1ugudosa guanciu del bel viso .

E st vera Uassemb 1,

Che n te sovente, come wn lev m’affiso

Et hor del vago 1150,

Ho del sereno sguardo

Io pur crecoriguardo  Mu qual fugge,
O Rosa, 1l matiwn lLieve?

E cha te, come neve,

E’L muo cor teco, e la miua nita strugge?

Anna* ma, Anna dolce, oh sempr e nuovo
E pwu chwar o concento,

Quanta dolcesza sento

In sol Anna dicendo? Iomz pur piruovo,
Ne quz tra not 11iruovo,

Ne t1a ciele armoma,

Che del bel nome suo pui dolee s1a

Altroul Caelo, altro Amore,

Altro non suona | Leco del mio cone

Hor che'l prato, e lu selva si scolora,

Al tuo sereno ombr oso

Muorane, alto Riposo,

Deh ch *10 11post una sol notte, un hore

Han le fere, e gl augell, ognun talora

Hu qualche pace, @ quando,

Lasso! non vonne e11uando,

L non mango, ¢ non grido? e qual pus forte?
Mu powche,non sent’ egly, odine, Morte

Risi e puansy d’Amor , né perd mar
8e non w flamma, 0 'n onda, 0 *n vento serussy
Spesso me» ce 11 ovar

Crudel

" [Filimn Strozzi’s Madngal S C]



49 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

will not pass,away to the poets who have done honom
to our own times, and to those of our immediate pie-
decessors ?

Chrudel , senspre 1n me morto, 1n altrr visse
Ha da’ pru scurt Abissy al cel m'alza,
Hor ne pur caddi gauso ,

Stanco al fin quz son chiuso

7 [The umon of * high fimsh and perfusive grace with pathos
and mauly reflection”—pathos recalling the pecuhar tone of
Southey with a Wordsworthian strength of thought and stateh
ness of sentiment—1s exemphfied, as 1t seems to me, m the
poetry of Mr H Taylor, (not to speah of 1ts other merts of a
dufferent kind) especially us later poetiy, and very exqusitely
1n lus printed but unpublished Lines wnitten in remembrance of
E E Vilhers A friend pomnted out to me, what I had before
been feeling the fine interwoven harmony of the stanza in this
poem, which, though long and varied, forms a whole to the ear
as truly as the more formal Spenserian stanza, but has a soft,
flowing movement remarhably well fitted for the expiession of
thoughtful tenderness, and well illustrates Mr Wordsworth’s
remark, recorded 1n this work, on the musical ¢ sweep of whole
paragraphs ” It 1s easy enough to mvent new metres, but some
new metres which the world has lately been presented with
will never live, I fear, to be old Ihey are as unmusical and
not so spirited as a Chicasaw war song —T1here1s awitchin Mr
Tennyson’s poetrv, but 1 do not imagine thatany great part of her
witching power resides 1 newness of metre—though perhapst
18 rash even to hazard a conjecture on the properties of such a
subtle enchantress, or to say how such a mysterious siren does
or does not bewitch 8 C ]



BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA 41

CHAPTER 1V

Ezammaton of the tenets peculiar to My Wos ds-
worth— Rustic life (above all, low and rustic Ife)
especrally unfavourable to the formation of o
human diction—The best parts of language the
product of philosophes s, not of clouns or shep-
herds— Poetry essentially wdeal and generic— The
language of Milton as much the lenguage of real
bfe, yea, mcomparably moie so than that of the
cottager

7 S far then as Mr Wordsworth m his pre-
71| face contended, and most ably contended,
for a reformation n ow poetic diction,
as far as he has evinced the tiuth of pas-
sion, and the dramatic propriety of those
figmies and metaphois m the original poets, which,
stripped of therr justifymg 1easons, and converted mnto
mere artifices of connection o1 ornament, constitute
the characteristic falsity m the poetic style of the mo-
derns, and as far as he has, with equal acuteness and
cleainess, pointed out the process by which this change
was effected, and the resemblances between that state
mto which the 1eade1’s mind 1s thrown by the pleasur-
able confusion of thought from an unaccustomed tram
of words and 1mages, and that state which 1s mduced
by the natual language of impassioned feeling, he
undertook a useful task, and deseives all praise, both
fo1 the attempt and for the execution. The provoca-
tions to this remonstrance mn behalf of t1uth and nature
were still of perpetual recurrence before and after the
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publication f this preface I cannot likewise but add,
that the comparison of such poems of ment, as have
Been given to the public withm the last ten or twelve
yeais, with the majonty of those produced previously
to the appearance of that preface, leave no doubt on
my mind, that M Woidsworth 1s fully justified m
believing Ius efforts to have been by no means meffec-
tual  Not only m the veises of those who have pro-
fessed then admiration of huis genius, but even of those
who have distinguished themselves by hostility to his
theory, and depieciation of s writings, are the im-
pressions of his principles plamly visible It 1s possi-
ble, that with these prmciples others may have been
blended, which are not equally evident, and some
which are unsteady and subvertible fiom the nariow-
ness o1 imperfection of then basis But 1t 1s more
than possible, that these eriors of defect or exaggera~
tion, by kindling and feeding the controversy, may
have conduced not only to the wider propagation of
the accompanying truths, but that, by thewr frequent
presentation to the mind 1 an excited state, they may
have won for them a moie permanent and practical
result A man will borrow a part from his opponent
the more easily, if he feels himself justified in contin-
umng to reject a part While there remam important
pouwnts m which he can still feel himself 1 the 11ght, m
which he still finds firm footing for contmued resist-
ance, he will giadually adopt those opmions, which
were the least remote from his own convictions, as not
less congruous with lus own theory than with that
which he reprobates In like manner with a kind of
mstinetive piudence, he will abandon by httle and
hittle his weakest posts, till at length he seems to for-
get that they had ever belonged to him, or affects to
consider them at most as accidental and “petty annex-
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ments,” the removal of which leaves the citadel unhurt
and unendangeied

My own differences from certain supposed parts of
Mr Wordsworth’s theory ground themselves on the
assumption, that his words had begn nghtly nter-
preted, as purporting that the proper diction for poetry
m general consists altogether m a language taken,
with due exceptiows, from the mouths of men m real
Iife, a language which actually constitutes the natural
conversation of men under the nfluence of natural
feelings My objection 1s, fiist, that i any sense this
rule 1s applicable only to ceitam classes of poetry,
secondly, that even to these classes 1t 1s not applicable,
except m such a sense, as hath never by any one (as
far as I know or have read,) been dented o1 doubted ,
and lastly, that as far as, and 1 that degree mn which 1t
1s practicable, 1t 1s yet as a rule useless, if not mjurious,
and theiefore either need not, or ought not to be
practised The poet informs his 1eader, that he had
generally chosen low and rustic life,? but not as low
and rustic, or n order to repeat that pleasure of doubt-
ful moral effect, which peisons of elevated rank and of
supettow refinement oftentimes derive from a happy
1mitation of the rude unpolished manners and discourse
of thewr mferioms Foi the pleasuie so derived may
be traced to three exciting causes The first 1s the
naturalness, i fact, of the things repiesented The
second 1s the appaient naturalness of the representa-
tion, as raised and qualified by an imperceptible infu-
sion of the author’s own knowledge and talent, which
mfusion does, indeed, constitute 1t an mmitation as dis-
tmngmished from a mere copy The third cause may

! [In the last edition of this preface the word “ humble” 1s
subsutateafor “low ¥ See P.W II p 306 Ed]
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be found 1 the reader’s conscious feeling of his supe-
riority awakened by the contrast presented to hmm,
even as for the same purpose the kings and great
baions of yore retamned, sometimes actual clowns and
fools, but more fyequently shiewd and witty fellows m
that character These, however, were not Mr Words-
worth’s objects He chose low and rustic hfe, ¢ be-
cause 1n that condition the essential passions of the
heart find a better soil, 1n which they can attamn their
matutity, are less under restrant, and speak a plamer
and more emphatic language, because m that condi-
tion of life our elementary feelings coexist in a state
of gieater stmplicity, and consequently may be moie
accutately contemplated, and more forcibly communi-
cated, because the manners of ruial life germinate
from those elementary feelings, and from the neces-
sary character of rural occupations are more easily
compiehended, and a1e more durable, and lastly, be-
cause 1 that condition the passions of men are mco1-
porated with the beautiful and permanent forms of
nature ”

Now 1t 1s clear to me, that m the most mteresting
of the poems, m which the author 1s more or less dra-
matic, as THE BroTrHERs, MicHAEL, RuTH, THE
Map MorTHER, and others,? the persons mtioduced
are by no means taken from low or rustic hfe m the
common acceptation of those words, and 1t 13 not less
clear, that the sentiments and language, as far as they
can be concerved to have been really transferred fiom

2 [The Brothers P W I p 109 Michael b p 222 The
Mad Mother, now simply entitled < Her eyes are wild * 2b p
256, and Ruth II p 106 kd 7The Edition of Mr Words
worth’s Poems, referred to by Mr Colendge 1n this critique, 18
that of 1815, 1n two vols large8vo S C ]



BIOGRAPHIA RITERARIA. 45

the minds and conversation of such persons, are attri-
butable to causes and circumstances not' necessarily
connected with “ their occupations and abode ” The
thoughts, feelings, language, and manners of the shep-
herd-farmeis m the vales of Cumberland and West-
moreland, as far as they are actually ‘adopted i those
poems, may be accounted for from causes, which will
and do produce the same results m every state of life,
whethel m town or country As the two prmeipal I
rank that mdependence, which raises a man above
sexrvitude, or daily toil for the profit of others, yet not
above the necessity of mdustry and a frugal simpheity
of domestic Iife, and the accompanying unambtious,
but sohd and religious, education, which has rendered
few books farmliar, but the Bible, and the Liturgy or
Hymn book To this latter cause, mdeed, which 1s so
far accidental, that it 1s the blessing of particular
counties and a particular age, not the product of
particular places or employments, the poet owes the
shew of probability, that his personages might really
feel, think, and talk with any tolerable resemblance
to his representation It 1s an excellent 1emark of Dr
Heny More’s, that “a man of confined education, but
of good parts, by constant reading of the Bible will
naturally form a more winmng and commanding rhe-
toric than those that are learned, the mtermixture of
tongues and of artificial phrases debasing thewr style 3

3 [Enth s Triumphatus, Sect xxxv * For a man alliter-
ate,as he was,* butof good parts, by constant reading of the Bible
will naturally contract a more winning and commanding Rhe-
torich than those that are learned, the intermixtuie of tongues
and of artificial phrases deforming their style, and making 1t

[1Is1s spoken of the enthusiast, David George, who was
born at Delph, died 1506 8 C]
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It 1s, moreover, to be consideied that to the foima-
tion of hedlthy feelings, and a reflecting mind, nega-
tions 1volve mmpediments not less formidable than
sophistication and vicious mntermizture I am con-
vinced, that for_the human soul to prosper mn 1ustic
Ife a certamn vantage-giound 1s pre-iequisite It is
not every man that 1s likely to be impioved by a coun-
try life or by country labours  Education, or original
sensibility, o1 both, must pie-exist, if the changes,
forms, and mecidents of nature aie to prove a sufficient
stimulant And where these aie not sufficient, the
mind contracts and hardens by want of stimulants,
and the man becomes selfish, sensual, gross, and haid-
hearted Let the management of the Poor Laws in
Liverpool, Manchester, or Bristol be compared with
the o1dmary dispensation of the poor rates m agricul-
tural villages, where the farmezs are the overseers and

sound more after the maoner of men, though ordinanly there
mayv bhe mote of God 1n 1t than 1 that of the enthusiast ” p 34,
Ed London, 1656 Dr Henry More, the friend and colleague
of Cudworth was born 1n 1614, died 1687 He was educated
i Chnst College, Cambridge, 1n which University he spent his
hfe Histheological works,—~the chief of which are The Mystery
of Godlness and A Modest Inquny mnto the Mystery ot Im-
quity, a detaled argument agawnst the Church of Rome,—fill
one laige folio volume, and lis philosophical writings are nu
merous He studied Plotinus and, rejecting the doctrimes of
Anstotle and the scholastics, sought the prinuples of divine
philosophy 1n the writings of the Platonists Their teaching
and that of the ancient Cabbahsts he traced to the same source,
the Hebrew Prophets, whose doctrines he beheved to have been
transmitted to Pythagoras and from him to Plato T1hough an
opponent of mystics and enthusiasts, his own mind had a strong
tendency to mysticism, he was profoundly learned and of a
most contemplative spirit  Cousin says that i combating the
errors of Des Cartes and Spinoza he shewed great respect for
the gemus of these two philosophers S C]
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guardians of the poo: If my own experience haver
not been particulaily unfoitunate, as well as that of
the many respectable count1y clergymen with whom I
have conversed on the subject, the 1esult would en-
gendet more than scepticism concerning the desirable
mfluences of low and rustic hfe ,m and for itself
Whatever may,be concluded on the other side, from
the stronger local attachments and enteipusing spirit
of the Swiss, and other mountaineers, apphes to a par-
ticular mode of pastoral life, under forms of property
that permit and beget manners truly 1epublican, not to
rustic life 1 general, o1 to the absence of artificial cul-
tivation  On the contrary the mountameers, whose
manne1s have been so often eulogized, aie in general
better educated and gieater readers than men of equal
rank elsewhere But where this 1s not the caSe, as
among the peasantty of North Wales, the ancient
mountains, with all their teriors and all their glories,
are pictuies to the bhind, and music to the deaf
I should not have entered so much mto detail upon
this passage, but here seems to be the pomt, to which
all the lmes of difference converge as to their source
and centie ,—I mean, as far as, and n whatever respect,
my poetic creed does differ from the doctrmes pro-
mulgated mn this preface I adopt with full faith, the
unciple of Arstotle, that poetry, as poetry, 1s essen-
tially* 1deal,’ that 1t avoids and excludes all accigent,

# [Mr Colenidge here quoted, in afoot note, from the first edi-
tion of The Friend the passage * Say not that [ am recom-
mendmg abstractions,” to the end of the paragraph, which
occurs 1n the Second of the Letters from Germany, placed near
the end of this volume ]

5 [See Poetic s 18  ®awvepov 0c & rdv eipnuévwy, sl omt
ob 1o ¢ yewdueva Nyew, ToiTo mwoiprod pyov eoriv, udX
ole &v yéwoiro, kai ra Suvard kard To ekog, i} To dvay
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that 1ts apparent mdividuahties of rank, character, or
occupation must be representative of a class, and that
the persons of poetry must be clothed with generic
attributes, with the common attributes of the class,
not with such as one gifted individual mght possibly
possess, but such as from his situation 1t 1s most pro-
bable before-hand that he would possess ¢ If my

kafoy * ** A kar ¢i\odopwrepoy kal omovdardTepoy
woupowg woropuag dorwy  H pev yap wolnoie pddlov Ta
waBoov, 7 & wropia ra kab’ ékasrov Néyst “Eori 0t kafo-
Nov pev, g o Ta wol' drru cupPaiver Neyew, i wpdrraw,
Kara TO &Kog, 1) TO avaysaiov, oU oroxalerar 1 mOU]OLg,
ovépara immfsubvy ta 8 kaf bxacrov, T Akifuadng
iwpakev, i) v émabey Ed

It appears from what has been said, that the object of the poet 1
not to 1elate what has actually happened, but what may possibly
happen, either with p1obabilaty or from necessity  The difference
between the poet and the histonian does not anse from one
writing 1n verse and the other 1n prose, for if the work of He-
rodotus were put 1nto verse, it would be no less a history than
1t 15 m prose But they differ in this, that one relates what
has actually been done, the other what may be done, Poetry,
therefore, 18 more philosophical and instructive than history
Poetry speaks more of general things, and history of particulwr
By general things I meun what any person of such a character
would probably and naturally say or do wn such « situatwn , and
this 15 what poetr y aums at even m gring names to the chaiacters
By particular things I meun what any ndwidual, as Alerbades,
Jor wnstance, exther ucted or suffered wn reahity Pye’s Transla-
tion 8§ C]

6 [« Itis Shakespeare’s pecuhar excellence, that throughout
the whole of his splendid picture gallery—(the 1eader will
excuse the acknowledged mnadequacy of tis metaphor)—we
find individuality everywhere, mere portrait nowhere In all
bis various characters we still feel ourselves communing with
the same nature, which 1s everywhere present as the vegetable
sap 1n the bianches, sprays, leaves, buds, blossoms, and fruits,
therr shapes, tastes, and odours Speakmg of the effect, that
18, lus wotks themselves, we may define the excellence of their
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premises are 11ght and my deductions legitimate, 1t
follows that there can be no poetic medium between
the swamns of Theoctitus and those of an imagmary
golden age

The characteis of the vicar and the shepherd-marime:
m the poem of Tie Broruers,” and that of the
shepher d of Green head Ghyll m the MicuAEL,® have
all the veusimlitude and 1epiesentative quality, that
the puiposes of poetry can requne They are persons
of a known and abiding class, and therr manners and
sentiments the natural product of cucumstances com-
mon to the class Take Michael for mstance

An old man stout of heart, and strong of limb
His bodily fiame had been from youth to age
Of an unusual strength lis mind was keen,
Intense, and frugal, apt for all affaus,

And 1 his shepherd’s calling he was prompt
And watchful more than oxdinary men

Hence he had learned the meaning of all winds,
Of blasts of every tone, and oftentimes

W hen others heeded not, He heard the SoutkL
Make subteiraneous music, like the noise

Of bagmpers on distant Haghland halls

Ihe Shepherd at such warning, of s flock
Bethought him, and he to limself would say,
< Ihe winds a1e now devising work for me I’
And, truly, at all times, the storm, that dnves
The traveller to a shciter, summoned him

Up to the mountains he had been alone
Amd the heart of many thousand mists,

That came to him and left him on the heights

method as consisting i that just proportion, that umon and
nterpenetration of the umversal and the particular, which
must ever pervade all woihs of decided and true science ’
lhe Tuend, IIT pp 121-2 Ed]

T{(PWIpi100 Ed]

s [Ib p 222 Ed]
2 E
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So lived he, till lus eightieth year was past

And grossly that man errs, who should suppose
That the green valleys, and the streams and rochs,
Were things indifferent to the Shepherd’s thoughts
Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had breathed
1he commof air, the hlls, which he so oft

Had chmbed with vigoroussteps,® which hadimpressed
So many 1ncidents upoa his mnd

Of hardshup, skill or courage, joy or fear,

‘Which, like a book, preserved the memory

Of the dumb amimals, whom he had saved,

Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts,

So grateful 1n themselves, the certamty

Of honourable gain, these fields, these lulls
Which were his hving Being, even more

Than his own blood —what could they less? had lad
Strong hold on s affections, ? were to him

A pleasurable feeling of blind love,

The pleasure which there 1s m Iife 1tself

On the other hand, n the poems which are pitched m a
lower key, as the Harry GiLrL,”® and TuE IpIrOoT
Bov, " the feelings are those of human nature i ge-
neral, though the poet has judiciously laid the scenem
the country, i order to place himself mn the viemity ot
mteresting 1mages, without the necessity of aseribing a
sentimental perception of their beauty to the persons
of his drama In Tue Inior Boy, indeed, the mo-
ther’s chaiacter 1s not so much the real and native
product of a “situation where the essential passions

8 [u

hulls, which with vigorous step
He had so often chmbed.”—Last editton  Ed ]
9 [** ~——— hnking to such acts

The certainty of honourable gamn ,
Those fields, those hills—what could they less ? had laid
Strong hold o1 Ius affections ’ —Last editon  Ed ]

o fp W,II p 135 Ed]

"Ib I p 23 Ed]
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of the heart find a better soil, in which they can attam
their maturity and speak a plamer and more emphatic
language,” as 1t 1s an impersonation of an nstmet
abandoned by judgment Hence the two followmng
charges seem to me not wholly grourdless at least,
they are the only plausible objections, which I have
heard to that fine poem  The one 1s, that the author
has not, m the poem 1tself, taken sufficient care te
preclude fiom the reader’s fancy the disgusting 1mages
of ordmmary morhid idiocy, which yet 1t was by no
means his mtention to 1epresent He has even by
the “bu, buri, burr,” uncounteracted by any preced-
g description of the boy’s beauty, assisted m recall-
mg them The other 1s, that the 1diocy of the boy 1s
so evenly balanced by the folly of the mother, as to
present to the general reader rather a laughable bur-
lesque on the blindness of anile dotage, than an ana-
lytic display of maternal affection m 1its ordmary
workings

In Tue THORN,™ the poet imself acknowledges
m a note the necessity of an mtroductory poem, m
which he should have portrayed the character of the
person from whom the words of the poem are supposed
to proceed a supeistitious man moderately imagma-
tive, of slow faculties and deep feelings, *“a captamn
of a small trading vessel, for example, who, beng past
the middle age of life, had retired upon an annwty, or
small mdependent mcome, to some village or country
town of which he was not a native, or m which he had
not been accustomed to ive Such men having no-
thing to do become credulous and talkative from mdo-
lence” But 1 a poem, still more i a lyric poem—

27Ib II p 124 Thenote to which Mr Coleridge refers
1s omutted 1n the last editions Ed ]
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and the Nurse m RomEo AnD JULIET alone prevents
me from extending the 1emark even to diamatic
poetry, 1f mdeed even the Nurse can be deemed alto-
gether a case m pomt—1t 15 not possible to imitate
truly a dull and garrulous discourser, without repeat-
mg the effects of dulness and gariubty However
this may be, I dare assert, that the parts—(and these
form the far larger portion of ethe whole)~—which
might as well or still better have proceeded from the
poet’s own 1magmation, and have been spoken mn his
own character, ale those which have given, and which
will contmue to give, umversal delight, and that the
passages exclusively appropriate to the supposed nai-
rato1, such as the last couplet of the third stanza ,'® the
seven last lmes of the tenth, and the five following
stanzas, with the esception of the four admirable lines
at the commencement of the fourteenth, aie felt by
many unprejudiced and unsophisticated hearts, as sud-
den and unpleasant smkings from the height to which
the poet had previously hifted them, and to which he
again re-elevates both himself and his reader

13 # «T’ve measured it from side to sude,
"Tis three feet long, and two feet wide

>

14 t « Nay, rack your brain—'tis all 1 van,
T’ll tell you every thing I hnow ,
But to the Thorn, and to the Pond
Which 15 2 httle step beyond,

* [These two lmes are left out in the latter editions So
are the two stanzas (origmally the 11th and 12th) cated n the
next note, and some parts of the present 12th, 13th, and
14th, are altered from what they were as quoted by Mr C

]

t [Preface P W Il p 307 S C]
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If then I am compelled to doubt the theory, by
which the choice of characters was to be duected, not
oaly @ p11011, from grounds of 1eason, but both from
the few mstances i which the poet himself need be
supposed to have been governed by it and from the
compaiative mfeiority of those mstances, still more
must I hesitate 1 my assent to the sentence which
mmedsately follows the former eitation, and which I
can nerther admit as paiticular fact, nor as general

I wish that you would go
Perhaps, when you are at the place,
You sometiing of her tale may trace

I’ll give you the best help I can
Before you up the mountam go,

Up to the dreaty mountain-top,

'l tell you all I know

115 now some two and-twenty years
Since she (her name 1s Martha Ray)
Gave, with a maiden’s true good wull,
Hex company to Stephen Hill,

And she was blithe and gay,

And she was happy, happy still
Whene’er she thought of Stephen Hill

And they had fixed the wedding day,
Fhe morning that must wed them both,
But Stephen to another maid

Had sworn another oath,

And, with this other maid, to church
Untlinking Stephen went—

Poor Martha ! on that woful day

A pang of pitiless dismay

Into her soul was sent ,

A fire was kindled 1n her breast,
Which might not burn 1tself to rest

They say, full six months after this,
Wiile yet the summer leaves were sreen,
She to the mountamn top would go,
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rule  “The language, too, of these men has been
adopted (purified mdeed hom what appear to be its
real defects, from all lasting and rational causes of
dislike or disgust) because such men hourly commun:-
cate with the best objects from which the best part of
language 1s originally derived, and because, fiom ther
rank m society and the sameness and natrow cucle of
their mteicouse, bemng less under the action of social

And there was often seen

T1s said, a child was 1n her womb,

As now to any eye was plam,

She was with child, and she was mad,
Yet often she was sober sad

From her exceeding pamn

Oh me! ten thousand times I'd rather
That he had died, that cruel fathex !

Last Christmas when thev talked of this,
Old Farmer Simpson did maintain,

That 1 her womb the 1zfant wronght
About ats mother’s heart, and brought
Her senses back agam

And, when at last her time drew near,
Her looks were calm, her senses clear

No more I know, I wish I did,

And I would tell 1t 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 1f ’twas born ahve or dead,
There’s no one knows, as I have said
But some remember well,

That Martha Ray about this hime
Would up the mountamn often chimb
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vanity, they convey their feelmgs and notions m simple
and unelaborated expressions *” To this I reply, that
arustic’s language, puiified from all provinaalism and
grossness, and so far re-constructed as to be made
consistent with the rules of grammar—(which are mn
essence no othel than the laws of umversal logie, ap-
plied to psychological materals)—will not differ from
the language of any other man of common sense,
however leained or iefined he may be, except as far
as the notions, which the rustic has to convey, are
fewer and more mdiscrimmate This will become still
clearer, if we add the consideration—(equally mmpor-
tant though less obvious)—that the rustic, from the
more 1mperfect development of his faculties, and from
the lower state of their cultivation, aims almost solely
to convey insulated facts, either those of his scanty
experience or his traditional belief, while the educated
man chiefly seeks to discover and express those con-
nections of things, or those relative bearings of fact to
fact, fiom which some mo1e o1 less general law 1s de-
ducible  For facts are valuable to a wise man, chiefly
as thev lead to the discovery of the ndwelling law,
which 1s the tiue bemg of things, the sole solution of
then modes of existence and m the knowledge of
which consists our dignity and our power

As little can I agiee with the assertion, that from
the objects with which the 1ustic hourly commumicates
the best part of language 1s foomed For first, if to
communicate with an object imples such an acquamt-
ance with 1t, as rendeis 1t capable of bemng discrymi-
nately reflected on, the distmet knowledge of an un-
educated rustic would furnish a very scanty vocabulary

35 [Preface P W IL p 807 S C]
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The few things and modes of action 1equisite for his
bodily convemiences would alone be mdividualized ,
while all the 1est of natuie would be expiessed by a
small number of confused general terms Secondly,
I deny that the vords and combmations of words de-
rived from the objects, with which the rustic 1s fa-
milar, whether with distinct o1 confused knowledge,
can be justly said to form the best pait of language
It 1s more than piobable, that many classes of the
brute creation possess disciimimating sounds, by which
they can convey to each other notices of such objects
as concern then food, shelter, o1 safety  Yet we he-
sitate to call the aggregate of such sounds a language,
otherwise than metaphotically  The best part of hu-
man language, propeily so called, 1s derved fiom
1eflection on the acts of the mind itself It 1s formed
by a voluntary appropiiation of fixed symbols to -
ternal acts, to pirocesses and 1esults of mmagmation,
the greater part of which have no place m the con-
sciousness of uneducated man, though m crvilized
society, by imtation and passive remembrance of what
they hear fiom thewr 1ehgious mstructois and other
superiours, the most uneducated share m the harvest
which they neither sowed, nor reaped If the hustory
of the phrases 1 houily cuirency among out peasants
were traced, a peison not previously aware of the fact
would be surprised at finding so large a number, which
three or fom centuries ago were the exclusive propeity
of the umversities and the schools, and, at the com-
mencement of the Refoimation, had been transferred
fiom the school to the pulpit, and thus gradually
passed nto common life  The extreme difficulty, and
often the impossibility, of finding words for the simplest
moral and 1ntellectual procesees m the languages of
uncivilized tribes has proved perhaps the weightiest
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obstacle to the progress of our most zealous and
adioit missionaries Yet these tribes aie surrounded
by the same nature as ow peasants aie, but m still
more 1mpressive forms, and they are, moreovel,
obliged to particulaiize many more of éhem  When,
therefore, Mr Wordsworth adds, ¢accordingly, such
a language”—(meaning, as befoie, the language of
rustic hife puiified from provincialism)— arisimg out
of repeated experlence and regulai feelings, 1s a more
permanent, and a far more philosophical language,
than that which 18 frequently substituted for 1t by
Poets, who think that they are conferring honour upon
themselies and then ait m propoition as they mndulge
m arbitra1y and capiicious habits of expiession,”?® 1t
may be answeied, that the language, which he has m
view, can be attiibuted to rustics with no greater right,
than the style of Hooker o1 Bacon to Tom Biown '

16 | Tb —“ In proportion asthey separate themselves from the
sympathies of men, and mndulge 1n arbitrary and capricious ha-
bits of expression, mn order to furnish food for fickle tastes, and
fickle appetites, of their own creation” § C ]

7 [Thomas Brown, the son of a farmer in Shropshire, hved
towards the close of the 17th century, diedin 1704 His works
m prose and verse, with his remains, were printed i % vols
12mo, m 1707 There was a Sth edition 1 1730 « His
poems,” says Dr Drake, 1n hus ¢ Character of the author,’ *are
most of them 1mitations of antiquity, and so called by him, but
generally so improved under his hands, they may justly be
esteemed originals They were generally Odes, Satires, or
Epigrams, Paraphrases, Imitations of Horace and Martial »

His prose worhs cousist of Letters from the Dead to the
Living, &c , after the manner of Lucian, Dialogues, Essays,
Declamations, Satires, Letters, and other miscellaneous pro-
ductions, being Amusements Serious and Comucal, calculated
fo1 the Mendian of London I would famn believe, to speah
fiom a mere glance into these volumes, that the Meridian of
London 18 improved since Mr Brown’s days and am sorry to
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or Sir Roger L'Estrange ®® Doubtless, if what 1s
peculiar to each were omitted in each, the result
must needs be the same  Further, that the poet, who
uses an 1illogical diction, or a style fitted to excite
only the low and changeable pleasure of wonder by
means of groundless novelty, substitutes a language of

learn that this “ vulgar writer’s” works are not likely just yet
to visit
« The waters of Oblivion’s lake ”

The author appears to have possessed, besides an acquaintance
with French, Itahan, and Spamsh, some classic lore, and to
have employed 1t 1n working up the alloy and baser portions of
ancient wit 1nto modern shapes < And if he was not so mce
1 the choice of his authors,” says Dr Drake, *as might be
expected from a man of his taste, he must be excused , because,
doing those things for his subsistence, he did not consult his
own liking so much as Ius booksellers’, tahing such as they
offered the best price for > Poor man' he had better have
tried to dig, and ought to have been less ashamed to beg, than
to follow 1a the track of those who, though they do not call evil
good, yet stimulate under pretence of satirmzingit  His eulo-
gist and defender adds, “ Nor can he be blam’d for this, since
fortune having provided no other way for lum to lve by, pru
dence directed him to prefer the drudgery of most gam, before
a more specious one of applause, and taught him not to barter
his ease and profit for the reputation of being mice” What
lax notions must have been generally tolerated 1n times when
a grave man could write such a sentence as this mn sober ear-
nest, weighing money gamns agamst reputation for delicacy,
and leaving morals out of the question! It would seem as if
Charles Lamb’s remark On the Artificial Comedy of the last
Century must be apphed to a great deal of our hterature be-
side comedy, both 1n that century and the preceding one that
it 18 out of the moral world altogether, to be judged by no
laws but those of a land where laws of consczence are unrecog-
nized—a Utopian place, where “ pleasure 1s duty, and the man-
ners perfect freedom > § C]

18 [Sir Roger L'Estrange, of an ancient family in Norfolk,
15 another ‘‘ emiment writer 1 the 17th centuy,” who emi-
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folly and vanity, not for that of the rustic, hut for that
of good sense and natural feeling

Here let me be permitted to remund the reade,
that the positions, which I controvert, are contamed
m the sentences— a selection of the real language of
men ,”?—*“the language of these men” (that is, men

nently displays the wosse characteristics of that period of our
hterature He lived fiom about 1617 to December 12, 1705,
was a royalist, contrived to keep in with Cromwell, but was
in trouble, as a disaffected person, under King Wilham He
wrote a great many tracts for those times, but as an author 1s at
present best known by Che Alhances of Divine Offices, ex-
hibiting all the Laturgies of the Church of England since the
Reformation, 1699, folio—The Reign of Charles I 1654~—His-
tory of the Times 1687, and a tract agamst Milton, entitled No
Bhind Guides

His writigs have been characterized with great seventy by
Mr Thomas Gordon, who declares them * not fit to be read by
any who have taste and breeding”—* full of techmical terms,
of phrases picked up m the streets fiom apprentices and por-
ters ”’ ¢ His sentences,” says the cntic, « beside their gross-
ness, are lively nothings, which can never be translated
After giving a specimen, “ Yet this man,” he adds, “was
reckoned a master, nay, a reformer of the English language, a
man who wnt no language, nor does 1t appear that he under-
stood any, witness s mserable translations of Cacero’s Offices
and Josephus —Sir Roger had a genwus for buffoonery and a
rabble, and higher he never went —To put lus books into the
hands of youth or boys, for whom Zsop, by him burlesqued,
was designed, 1s to vitiate their taste, and to give them a poor
low turn of thinking not to mention the vile and slavish prin-
ciples of the man  He has not only turned Asop’s plain beasts
from the sumpliaty of nature into jesters and buffoons, but out
of the mouths of animals mued to the boundless freedom of
air and deserts, has drawn doctiines of servitude and a defence
of tyranny ” (Quoted from the General Dictionary, Historical
and Cntical, vol mn) § C]

19 [« A selection of language really used by men,” i the
later editions S C]
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m low and rustic life) “has been adopted, Ihave pro-
posed to myself to imitate, and, as far as 1s possible,
to adopt the very language of men ”

“ Between the language of piose and that of me-
trical composition, there neither 1s, nor can be, any
essential difference ” 1t 1s agamst these exclusively
that my opposition 18 directed

I object, mn the very fiist mstange, to an equivoca-
tion 1n the use of the word “real” Every mans
language vatles, accordng to the extent of his know-
ledge, the activity of lis faculties, and the depth o1
quickness of his feelmgs  Every man’s language has,
first, 1ts imndividualities, secondly, the common pro-
perties of the class to which he belongs, and thirdly,
words and phiases of umveisal use The language
of Hooker, Bacon, Bishop Taylor, and Buike differs
from the common language of the learned class only
by the supeiiour number and novelty of the thoughts
and relations which they had to convey  The lan-
guage of Algernon Sidney differs not at all from that,
which every well educated gentleman would wish to
write, and (with due allowances for the undeliberate-
ness, and less connected tram, of thinkmg natural and
proper to conversation) such as he would wish to talk
Neither one nor the other differ half as much from the
general language of cultivated society, as the language
of Mr Woidsworth’s homelest composition differs
fiom that of a common peasant. For “real” there-
fore, we must substitute ordinary, or bngue com~
munzs  And this, we have proved, 1s no more to be
found mn the phiaseology of low and rustic life than
that of any other class Omit the pecubarities of
each and the result of course must be common to all
And assmedly the omissions and changes to be made
m the language of rustics, before 1t could be tians-
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ferred to any species of poem, except the drama or
other professed imitation, are at least as numerous
and weighty, as would be required m adapting to the
same pumpose the ordmary language of tradesmen and
manufacturers  Not to mention, that ¢he language so
highly extolled by Mr Woirdsworth varies m every
county, nay m every village, according to the acei-
dental chaiacter of the clergyman, the existence o
non-existence of schools, or even, perhaps, as the ex-
ciseman, publican, and barber happen to be, or not to
be, zealous politicians, and readers of the weekly news-
paper pro bono publico  Anteriour to cultivation the
hingua communis of every country, as Dante has well
observed, exists every where 1n parts, and no wheie as
a whole

Nether 1s the case rendered at all moie tenable by
the addition of the words, “1n a state of excitement ”
For the nature of a man’s words, when he 18 strongly
affected by joy, guief, or anget, must necessaiily de-
pend on the numbe1 and quality of the general tiuths,
conceptions and images, and of the woids expressing
them, with which us mind had been previously stored
For the pioperty of passion 1s not to create, but to set
m mereased activity At least, whatever new con-
nections of thoughts or 1mages, or—(which 1s equally,
if not more than equally, the appropriate effect of
strong excitement)—whatever generahzations of truth
or expeitence the heat of passion may produce, yet
the terms of their conveyance must have pie-existed
1n his former conversations, and a1e only collected and
crowded together by the unusual stimulation It 1s
mndeed very possible to adopt m a poem the unmeaning
repetitions, habitual phrases, and other blank counters,
which an unfurmshed or confused understanding m-
terposes at short mtervals, mn order to keep hold of
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his subject, which 1s still shpping from him, and to
give him time for recollection, or, m mere aid of va-
cancy, as in the scanty companies of a countiy stage
the same player pops backwaids and forwards, n
order to prevent the appeaiance of empty spaces, i
the procession of Macbeth, oo Henry VIII  But what
assistance to the poet, or ornament to the poem, these
can supply, I am at a loss to conjecture  Nothing as-
suredly can differ either m origm or m mode more
widely fiom the apparent tautologies of mntense and
turbulent feeling, m which the passion 1s greater and
of longer endurance than to be exhausted o1 satisfied
by a smngle representation of the image o1 mecident
exciting 1t Such repetitions I admit to be a beauty
of the highest kind, as illustrated by Mr Words-
woith himself from the song of Deborah Af hes
JSzet he bowed, he fell, he lay down at her feet
ke bowed, he fell where he bowed, there he fell
down dead  Judges v 27,
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CHAPTER V

Language of metrecal composition, why and whes em
essentially different fiom that of prose— Origmn
and elements ofenetre—Iis necessmy consequences,
and the conditions ther eby vmposed on the metrical
wruter w the choice of hus diction

g} CONCLUDE, therefore, that the attempt
~ 15 1mpracticable, and that, were 1t not

_’ ji For the very power of making the selec-

tion imphes the previous possession of the
language selected Or where can the poet have hved ?
And by what 1ules could he direct lus choice, wiich
would not have enabled him to select and arrange his
words by the light of his own judgment? We do not
adopt the language of a class by the mere adoption of
such woids exclusively, as that class would use, or at
least undeistand, but likewise by followmg the order,
m which the words of such men are wont to succeed
each other Now this order, in the intercourse of un-
educated men,1s distingushed from the diction of thesr
superiours 1 knowledge and power, by the greater
disjunction and separation m the component parts of
that, whateve 1t be, which they wish to commumecate
There 15 2 want of that prospectiveness of mind, that
sutview, which enables a man to foresee the whole of
what he 1s to convey, appertamng to any one pomt,

‘and by this means so to subordinate and aizange the
different paits according to thewr relative mmportance,
as to convey 1t at once, and as an organized whole
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Now I will take the fiist stanza, on which I have
chanced to open, i the Ly1ical Ballads It 1s one the
most simple and the least peculiar 1 1ts language

¢« In distant countries have I been,
And gret I bave not often seen

A healthy man, a man full grown,
Weep 1 the public 10ads, alone

But such a one, on Enghsh ground,
And 1 the broad highway, I met,
Along the bioad highway he came,
His cheeks with tears were wet

Sturdy he seemed, though he was sad,
And 1n his arms a Jamb he had’ !

The words here aie doubtless such as are current in
all ranks of life, and of course not less so m the ham-
let and cottage than i the shop, manufactory, college,
or palace But 1s this the 02 der, mn which the rustic
would have placed the words® I am giievously deceived,
if the following less compact mode of commenciny the
same tale be not a far more faithful copy I have
been m a many parts, far and nea1, and I don’t know
that I ever saw before a man crymg by himself mn the
public road, a grown man I mean, that was neithe
sick not hurt, & &c¢» But when I turn to the fol-
lowing stanza m The Thoin

“ At all times of the day and might
This wretched woman thither goes,
And she 1s known to every star,

And every wind that blows

And there, beside the Thorn, she s ts,
When the blue day hight’s n the shies,
And when the whirlwind’s on the hill,
Or frosty air 1s keen and still,

' [1he Last of the Floch, 1st stanza P \V vol 1 p 169
S C}]
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And to herself she cries,
Oh misery' Oh misery!
Oh woe 1sme! Oh misery 1”2

and compaie this with the language of, ordinary men,
or with that which I can conceive at all likely to pro-
ceed, 1n 1eal life, from such a na1iator, as 1s supposed
i the note to the poem, compare 1t either 1n the suc-
cession of the imares or of the sentences, I am re-
mimnded of the sublime prayer and hymn of praise,
which Milton, m opposition to an estabhished litmgy,
presents as a fair specimen of common extemporary
devotion, and such as we might expect to hea: from
every self-inspired mimster of a conventicle! And I
reflect with delight, how little a mere theory, though
of his own workmanship, interferes with the processes
of genuine 1magimation 1 a man of true poetic genius,
who possesses, as M1 Wordsworth, 1f ever man did,
most assuredly does possess,

« The Vision and the Faculty divine 3

One pomnt then alone remamns, but that the mo«t
mmportant, 1ts exammation having been, 1adeed, my
chief inducement for the preceding mqwsition “ There
neither 1s nor can be any essential difference between
the language of prose and metrical composition ”*
Such 158 Mr Wordsworth’s asseittion Now prose it-
self, at least m all argumentative and consecutive
works, differs, and ought to differ, from the language
of conversation , even as® reading ought to differ from

2[P W vol Il p 127 S C]
3 [The Excursion, BI P Wwpé6 S C]J
4+[P W II p 315 Preface [Ihe word essential 1s marhed
with 1talics 1n the edition 0of 1840 8§ C ]
5 It1s no less an eror 1n teachers, than a torment to the
poor cluldren, to enforce the necessity of reading as they would
2 F
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superinduction of reality Thus we speak of the
essence, and essential propeities of a circle, but we
do not therefore assert, that any thing, which really
exists, 15 mathematically cuculan  Thus too, without
anv tautology ‘e contend for the emstence of the
Supreme Beiag, that 1s,for a 1eality coirespondent to
the idea There 1s, next, a secondaiy use of the word
essence, 1n which 1t signifies the pomt o1 giound of
contia-distinction between two modifications of the
.ame substance o1 subject Thus we should be allowed
to say, that the style of architectmie of Westminster
Abbey 1s essentially different from that of Saint Paul,
even though both had been bwlt with blocks cut into
the same form, and from the same quariy Only m
thus latter sense of the term must 1t have been denied
by Mi Wordsworth (for m this sense alone 1s 1t
affirmed by the geneial opimion) that the language of
poetry (that 1s the formal construction, or architecture,
of the woids and phrases) 1s essentially different from
that of prose Now the burden of the proof lies with
the oppugnel, not with the suppoiters of the common
belief Mr Wordsworth, in consequence, assigns as
the proof of his position, “that not only the language
of a large portion of every good poem, even of the
most elevated character, must necessanly, except with
1eference to the metie, m no respect differ fiom that
of good piose, but ikewse that some of the most m-
teresting parts of the best poems will be found to be
strictly the language of prose, when prose 1s well
wutten The truth of this assertion might be demon-
strated by mnumeiable passages fiom almost all the
poetical writings, even of Milton himself” He then
quotes Giay’s sonnet—

*In vain to me the smiling mornings shine,
And reddening Pheebus hits his golden fire,
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The birds 1 vam thar amorous descant jom,
Or cheerful fields resume their green attue
These ears, alas! for other notes repme,

A different ohyject do these eyes require ,

My 1onely anguish melts no heart but mune,
And i my b east the imperfect goys expue

Yet morning smules the busy race to cheer,
And new boin pleasure brings to happier men,
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear,
To warm thenr hutle loves the birds complan
I fruitless mourn to hun that cannot hear,

And weep the more, because I weep 1 vain »

and adds the followmng remark —% It will easily be
perceved, that the only pait of this Sonnet which 1s
of any value, 1s the lines prted in Italies, 1t 15 equally
obvious, that, except in the rhyme, and m the use of
the smgle word “frustless” for frurtlessly, which 1s so
far a defect, the language of these lines does m no 2e-
spect duffer from that of prose’ ¢

An 1dcalist defending ns system by the fact, that
when asleep we often believe ovrselves awake, was
well answeied by his plam neghbour, “Ah, but
when awake do we ever believe omiselves asleep®”
Things 1dentical must be convertible The preceding
passage seems to rest on a similar sophism  Fou the
question 1s not, whethe1 there may not oceur 1 p1ose
an order of words, which would be equally proper 1 a
poem, nor whether there a1e not beautiful hines and
sentences of fiequent occurience m good poems, which
would be equally becommng as well as beautaful 1 good
prose, for nerther the one nor the other has ever
been erther denied or doubted by any one  The true
question must be, whether there aie not modes of ex-
pression, a constiuction, and an order of sentences,

§[P W IIL pp 81314 8 C]
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which are m their fit and natural place 1 a serious
prose composition, but would be dispioportionate and
heterogeneous m metiical poetry, and, wice versa,
whether 1n the lenguage of a serious poem there may
not be an arrangement both of words and sentences,
and a use and selection of (what e1e called) figuies of
speech, both as to therr kind, their fiequency, and
thewr occasions, which on a subjec. of equal weight
would be vicious and alien m conlect and manly prose
T contend, that 1 both cases this unfitness of each for
the place of the other fiequently will and ought to
ealst

And first from the origin of metre This I would
trace to the balance 1 the mnd effected by that spon-
taneous effort which strives to hold m check the woik-
mngs of passion It might be easily explamed hkewise
m what manner this salutary antagonism 1s assisted by
the very state, which 1t counteracts, and how this
balance of antagonists became organized into metre
(n the usual acceptation of that term), by a super-
vening act of the will and judgment, consciously and
for the foreseen pmpose of pleasure Assuming these
prme.ples, as the data of owmr argument, we deduce
fiom them two legitimate conditions, which the ciitic
1s entitled to expect m every metrical work  First,
that, as the elements of metre owe their existence to a
state of inc1eased excitement, so the metre 1tself should
be accompanied by the natural language of excitement
Secondly, that as these elements are formed mto metre
artificially, by a voluntaiy act, with the design and for
the purpose of blending dehght with emotion, so the
tiaces of present volition should throughout the me-
tiical language be proportionably discernible Now
these two conditions must be 1econciled and co-present
There must be not only a partneiship, but a umion,
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an mterpenetiation of passion and of will, of sponta-
neous mmpulse and of voluntary putpose  Agam, this
union can be manifested only in a fiequency of foims
and figures of speech, (ouigmally the gffsprng of pas-
sion, but now the adopted childien of posver), gieater
than would be desned or endwied, wheie the emotion
1s not voluntaiily encouraged and 1 ept up for the sake
of that pleasure, which such emotion, so tempered and
maste1 ed by the will, 1s found capable of communicating
It not only dictates, but of itself tends to produce a
more frequent employment of picturesque aad vivifying
language, than would be natural mn any other case, 1
which there did not exist, as there does m the piesent,
a previous and well understood, though vacit, compact
between the poet and his reade:, that the latter 1s en-
titled to expect, and the formet bound to supply this
species and degiee of pleasurable exaitement We
may m some measure apply to this umon the answer
of Polixenes, m the Winter’s Tale, to Perdita’s neglect
of the stieaked gilliflowers, because she had heaid 1t
said,

¢ There 1s an art, which, 1 their piedness, shares
With great creating nature

Pol Say there be,
Yet nature 1s made better by no mean,
But nature makes that mean, so, o’er that ait,
Which, you say, adds to nature, 1s an art,
That natwie makes You see, sweet maid, we marry
A gentler scion to the wildest stock ,
And make conceive a bark of baser kind
By bud of nobler race  This 1s an art,
‘Whach does mend nature,~—change 1t rather, but
The art 1tself 1s nature 7

Secondly, I argue from the effects of metre As far

7 [Actw sc 1 S C]
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as metie acts m and for itself, 1t tends to inciease the
vivacity and susceptibility both of the general feelings
and of the attention This effect 1t produces by the
contmued excltement of surprise, and by the quick re-
ciprocations of & curtosity still gratified and stll re-
excited, which are too shght indeed to be at any one
moment objects of distinet consciousness, yet become
considerable n then aggiegate influence  Asa medi-
cated atmosphele, o1 as wine during anmmated conver-
sation, they act powerfully, though themselves un-
noticed Where, therefore, correspondent food and
appropriate matter are not provided for the attention
and feelings thus roused there must needs be a disap-
pomtment felt, hke that of leaping in the daik fiom
the last step of a stan-case, when we had prepared our
muscles for a leap of thiee or four

The discussion on the powers of metie m the pre-
face 1s highly ngemous and touches at all points on
truth  But I cannot find any statement of 1ts powers
considered abstractly and separately On the contrary
M: Wordsworth seems always to estimate metre by
the powers, which 1t exerts during, (and, as I think, n
consequence of), its combmation with other elements
of poetry Thus the previous difficulty 1s left un-
answered, what the elements are, with which 1t must
be combined, mn order to produce 1ts own effects to
any pleasurable purpose Double and tri-syllable
rhymes, mdeed, form a lower species of wit, and, at-
tended to exclusively for their own sake, may become
a souice of momentary amusement , as m poor Smart’s
distich to the Welsh Squire who had promised him a
hare

¢ Tell me, thou son of great Cadwallader '
Hast sent the hare ? or hast thou swallow’d her ?”

But for any poetic purposes, metre resembles, (if

the aptness of the simile may excuse 1ts meanness),
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yeast, worthless o1 disagieeable by itself, but giving
vivacity and spuit to the iquor with which 1t 1s pro-
portionally combmed

The reference to Tue CHiLDREN IN THE Woo0D?®
by no means satisfies my judgment  We all willingly
throw ourselves back for awhile mto the feelings of
our childhood This ballad, therefore, we read under
such recollections of our own childish feelings, as would
equally endear to us poems, which M1 Wordsworth
himself would regard as faulty in the opposite extreme
of gaudy and technical o1nament Befoie the mven-
tion of printing, and m a still greater degree, before
the mtroduction of writing, metre, especially allitera-
tive metie, (whether alliterative at the beginnmng
of the words, as in Prerce Prouman, or at the
end, as m rhymes,) possessed an mdependent value
as assisting the recollection, and consequently the
preservation, of any series of truths or madents
But I am not convinced by the collation of facts,
that THE CoiLprEN 1v THE WooD owes erther 1its
preservation, or its populanty, to its metrcal form
Mr Marshal's repository affords a number of tales
prose mferiour mn pathos and general me1it, some of
as old a date, and many as widely popular Tom
HickaTHRIFT, JACK THE GIANT-KILLER, GOODY
Two-suoEs, and LitrLE ReEp RipINg-HOOD are
formidable 11vals  And that they have continued m
prose, cannot be farly esplamed by the assumption,
that the compaiative meanness of then thoughts and
mmages piecluded even the humblest forms of metre
The scene of Goopy Two-sHOEs m the church 1s
perfectly susceptible of metrical narration, and, among
the Oavpara Bavuasrorare even of the present age,
I do not recollect a more astonishing 1mage than that

[P 335 8.CJ
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of the “whole 100kery, that flew out of thie glant’s
beaird,” scared by the tiemendous voice, with which
this monster answered the challenge of the heroic
Towm HickATHRIF1!

If from thesd we tuin to compositions universally,
and independently of all early associations, beloved
and admned, would the Marra, Tug Monk, or
TraE Poor MaX's Ass of Sterne,? be read with more
delight, or have a better chance of immortahtv, had
they without any change m the diction been com-
posed 1n 1thyme, than m their present state® If Iam
not grossly mistaken, the general reply would be m
the negative Nay, I will confess, that, m Mr Words-
worth’s own volumes, the ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS,
Simon LEeE, Avice Feri, BeEcears, and Tue
SarLor’s Moruer,® notwithstanding the beauties
which aie to be found m each of them where the poet
mterposes the music of his own thoughts, would have
been more dehightful to me m prose told and managed,
as by Mr Wordswoith they would have been, mn a
motal essay or pedestiian tour

Metie 1 1tself 1s simply a stimulant of the attention,
and theiefore excites the question Why 1s the atten-
tion to be thus stimulated > Now the question cannot
be answered by the pleasure of the metre itself for
this we have shown to be conditional, and dependent
on the appropiiateness of the thoughts and expressions,
to which the metrical form 1s superadded Neither
can I concerve any other answer that can be rationally
given, short of this I write in metre, because I am
about to use a language different fiom that of prose

¢ [Sentimental Journey and Irnstram Shandy Works IT pp
247, 394, 271,812 S C]

S[PWIpge2 Vpir Ip 13 Il pio1 Ip
182 S C]
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Besides, where the language 1s not such, how mterest-
ng soever the reflections are, that are capable of being
drawn by a philosophic mind from the thoughts or m-
cidents of the poem, the met1e itself musgf often become
feeble Take the thiee last stanzas of THE SAILOR’S
MorTuER, for mstance If I could for a moment ab-
stract from the effect p1oduced on the author’s feelngs,
as a man, by the mesdent at the time of 1ts real oc-
cmience, I would dare appeal to his own judgment,
whether m the metre 1tself he found a sufficient reason
for thew bemg wiitten met scally @

And, thus contmuing, she said

I had a Son, who many a day

Sailed on the seas, but he 1s dead ,

In Denmark he was cast away ,

And I have travelled far as Hull, to see

What clothes he might have left, or other properts

The Bird and Cage they both were his

*I'was my Son’s Bird, and neat and trim

He kept 1t many voyages

This Singmg-bird hath gone with him,

When last he sailed he left the Bird behind,

As 1t might be, perhaps, from bodings of bis mind

He to a Fellow lodger’s care
Had left 1t, to be watched and fed,

10 [In the edit of 1840,

¢ And I have travelled weary miles to see
If aught which he had owned might still remain for me ”

The last line of stanza 5 1n that edit stands thus
« From bodings, as might be, that hung upon his mind ”
The end of stanza 6 has been altered thus

« And pipe 1ts song m safety,—there

I found 1t when my Son was dead ,

And now, God help me for my hittle wit'

I bear 1t with me, Sir ,—he took so much delight mit” § C]
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Till he came back again , and there

I found 1t when 1wy Son was dead ,

And now, God help me for my Little wit!

T trail 1t with me, Sir! he took so much delight 1 1t

If disproportioning the emphasis we 1ead these
stanzas so as to make the rhymes perceptible, even
tri-syllable 1thymes could scarcely produce an equal
sense of oddity and strangeness, as we feel here m
finding rhymes at all m sentences so exclusively col-
loqual I would further ask whether, but for that
visionary state, mnto which the figure of the woman
and the susceptibility of us own genus had placed the
poet’s imagination,—(a state, which spieads its mflu-
ence and colounng over all, that co-exists with the
exciting cause, and m which

“1he sumplest, and the most famihar things
Gain a strange power of spreading awe around them,”)!!

I would ask the poet whether he would not have

1t Altered from the description of Night-Mair 1 the Re-
MORSE

“ Oh Heaven ! ’twas fightful ! Now run down and stared at
By Indeous shapes that cannot be remembered ,

Now seeing nothing and imagining nothing,

Baut only being afraid—stifled with fear !

Whule every goodly or familiar form

Had a strange power of spreading terror round me '’ #

N B Though Shakespeare has, for lus own alljustifying
purposes, mtroduced the Night-Mwe with her own foals, yet
Mair means a Sister, or perhaps a Hag

* [Coleridge’s Poet Works, II p 209 Act v sc 1
Altered thus

O sleep of horrors! Now run down and stared at
By forms so hideous that they mock remembrance—
Mow seeing nothing, &¢ S C]



BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA 77

felt an abrupt down-fall 1 these verses fiom the pe-
ceding stanza ?

¢ The ancient spirit 1s not dead ,

Old times, thought I, are breathing therag
Pioud was I that my countiy bred

Such strength, a dignity so far

She begged an alms, like one 1 poor estate,

I looked at her again, nor did my pride abate ”

It must not be omitted, and 1s besides worthy of
notice, that those stanzas furmsh the only fair mstance
that I have been able to discover in all M1 Words-
worth’s wiitings, of an actual adoption, or true imita-
tion, of the 1 eal and very language of low and 1ustic
life, fieed from provincialisms

Thndly, I deduce the position fiom all the causcs
elsewhere assigned, which render metie the proper
form of poetry, and poetiy impeifect and defective
without metre Metre, theiefore, having been con-
nected with poetry most often and by a pecihiar fitness,
whatever else 1s combined with metre must, though 1t
be not 1tself essentially poetic, have nes ertheless some
propeity mn common with poetiy, as an nler medeuin
of affimity, a soit, (1f I may dare borrow a well-known
phrase from techmecal chemstry), of 01 daunt be-
tween 1t and the super-added metie Now poetry,
M: Woidsworth tiuly affirms, does always imply pas-
ston , which word must be here understood in 1ts most
general sense, as an exated state of the feelngs and
faculties And as every passion has 1ts proper pulse,
so will 1t Iikew:se have 1ts characteristic modes of ex-
pression. But wheie there exists that degree of genius
and talent which entitles a writer to aim at the honours
of a poet, the very act of poetic composition 1tself 1s,
and 1s allowed to imply and to produce, an unusua]
state of excitement, which of course justifies and de-
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mands a correspondent difference of language, as truly,
though not perhaps m as marked a degree, as the ex-
citement of love, fea, 1age, or jealousy The vivid-
ness of the desciiptions or declamations m Donne, or
Dryden, 15 as much and as often deirved fiom the
force and fervour of the describer, as from the 1eflec-
tions, forms or mecidents, which constitute then subject
and matenals The wheels take_fire fiom the meie
rapidity of therr motion  To what extent, and unde
what modifications, this may be admutted to act, I shall
attempt to define m an after 1emark on M1 Words-
wotith’s reply to this objection, or rather on his ob-
jection to this reply, as already anticipated m his
preface

Fowthly, and as mtimately connected with this, if
not the same argument mn a more general foim, I ad-
duce the high spiritual instinet of the human bemg
mmpelling us to seek umty by haimonious adjustment,
and thus estabhishing the pimciple, that all the parts
of an organized whole must be assimlated to the more
unpod tant and essential parts This and the preceding
arguments may be stiengthened by the reflection, that
the composition of a poem 13 among the 1mitative aits,
and that mmitation, as opposed to copying, consists
erther 1 the mterfusion of the same thioughout the
radically different, or of the different thioughout a
base radically the same

Lastly, I appeal to the practice of the best poets, of
all countries and n all ages, as authoxizing the opmion,
(deduced from all the foregomg) that m every mpo1t
of the word essential, which would not heie mvolie a
mere truism, there may be, 1s, and ought to be, an gs-
sentinl difference between the language of prose and
of metr.cal composition

Ir Mi Wordsworth's criticism of Gray’s Sonnet,
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the reader’s sympathy with lus prase or blame of
the different parts 1s taken for gianted rather perhaps
too easily He has not, at least, attempted to wm o1
compel 1t by argumentative analysis  Jn my concep-
tion at least, the lines rejected as of no value do, with
the exception of the two first, differ as much and as
Iittle from the language of common life, as those which
he has printed 1 ttalics as possessmg genume ex-
cellence Of the five lines thus honouiably distin-
guished, two of them differ from prose even more
widely, than the lines which either precede o1 follow,
m the position of the words

“ 4 dufferent object do these eyes1equue ,
My lonely angwsh melts no heart but mne,
And wn my breast the unpe: fect joys expure ”

But wete 1t otherwise, what would this piove, but a
truth, of which no man ever doubted P—zedefecet, that
there aie sentences, which would be equally 1n ther
place both mn verse and prose  Assuiedly it does not
prove the pomt, which alone requiies proof, namely,
that there are not passages, which would swit the one
and not suit the other  The first line of this sonnet
18 distingmshed from the ordinary language of men by
the epithet to mormng For we will set aside, at
present, the consideration, that the particular word
“smiling” 1s hackneyed, and, as 1t involves a sort of
personification, not quite congruous with the com-
mon and matertal attubute of ¢ sheming ”  And,
doubtless, this adjunction of epithets for the purpose of
additional description, wheie no particuls_.atention 1s
demanded for the quality of the thing, would be noticed
as giving a poetic cast to a man’s conversation Should
the sportsman exclam, ¢ Come boys ! the rosy mormng
calls you up "—he will be supposed to have some song
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m his head But no one suspects this, when he says,
“ A wet morning shall not confine us to our beds”
This then 1s either a defect m poetry, or 1t 18 not
Whoever should decide m the affimative, I would re-
quest him to re-peruse any one poem, of any con-
fessedly great poet fiom Iomer to Milton, or from
Hschylus to Shahespeare, and to stiihe out, (n
thought I mean), every mstance of this kind If the
number of “these fancied crasuies dil not startle him,
or 1f he continued to deem the work mopioved by therr
total omission , he must advance 1easons of no ordinary
stiength and evidence, 1e2sons gr1ounded 1 the essence
of human natute  Otherwise I should not hesitate to
consider him as a man not so much proof agamst all
authority, as dead to 1t
The second line,

¢ And reddeming Pheebus hits Ius golden fire ,—'

has mdeed almost as many faults as words  But then
1t 1s a bad lie, not because the language 1s distinet
from that of prose, but because 1t conveys mcongiu-
ous 1mages, because 1t confounds the causc and the
effect, the1eal thmg with the persomified 1epiesentative
of the thmg, m shoit, because 1t differs fiom the lan-
guage of good sense ! That the “ Pheebus ” 1s hack-
neyed, and a school-boy 1mage, 1s an accidental fault,
dependent on the age m which the author wrote, and
not deduced from the nature of the thing  That 1t 1s
pait of an exploded mythology, 1s an objection more
deeply grounded  Yet when the torch of ancient
learning was re-hmndled, so cheerng were 1its beams,
that om eldest poets, cut off by Christianity fiom all
accredited machmery, and deprived of all acknowledged
guardians and symbols of the great objects of nature,
weie naturally mduced to adopt, as a poetic language,



BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA 81

those fabulous personages, those forms of the® super-
natural i natute, which had given them such dem
delight m the poems of thewr great masters Nay,
even at this day what scholar of genia] taste will not
so far sympathize with them, as to read with pleasure
m Petraich, Chaucer, or Spenser, what he would per-
haps condemn as puerile 1 a modern poet ®

I 1emember no poet, whose wiitings would safelies
stand the test of Mr Wordsworth’s theory, than
Spenser Yet will Mr Wordsworth say, that the
style of the following stanza 1s erther undistingmished
from piose, and the language of ordmary hfe? Or
that 1t 15 viclous, and that the stanzas are blots m
THE FAERY QUEEN?

# By this the northern wagoner had set

His sevenfold teme behind the stedfast starre,

That was 1n ocean waves yet never wet,

But firme 1s fixt and sendeth hight from farre

To all that 1n the wild deep wanderng aire

And chearfull chaunticlere with lus note shnll

Had warned once that Phabus’ fiery carre

In hast was climbing up the easterne hull,

Full envious that mght so long lus roome did £ill 13

“ At last the golden orientall gate

Of greatest heaven gan to open fayre,

And Phabus fresh, as brydegrome to hus mate,
Came dauncing forth, shaking lis deawie hayre,
And hurl’d his ghst'ning beams through gloomy ayre
Winch when the wakeful elfe perceived, streightway
He started up, and did hum selfe prepayre

12 But still more by the mechamcal system of philosophy
which has needlessly wnfected our theological opinions, and
teaching us to consider the world 1n 1ts relation to God, as of 2
bulding to its mason, leaves the 1dea of omnipresence a mere
abstract notion 1n the state-room of our reasom

B [Book I can n st. 1]

2 G
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In sun-bright armes and battailous array ,
For with that pagan proud he combat will that day 14

On the contrary to how many passages, both m
hymn books and 1n blank vetse poems, could I, (were
it not mvidious), direct the reader’s attention, the
style of which 1s most unpoetic, becaue, and only
because, 1t 15 the style of prose ® He will not suppose
me capable of having 1 my mnd euch verses, as

« 1 put my hat upon my head
And walk’d into the Strand ,
And there I met another man,
‘Whose hat was 1n his hand

To such specimens 1t would mdeed be a fair and
full reply, that these lines are not bad, because they
aie unpoetic , but because they are empty of all sense
and feeling, and that it were an 1dle attempt to prove
that “an ape 1s not a Newton, when 1t 1s self-evident
that he 1s not a man "** But the sense shall be good
and weighty, the language correct and digmified, the
subject mteresting and treated with feelng, and yet
the style shall, notwithstanding all these ments, be
justly blamable as prosaie, and solely because the words
and the order of the words would find their appropn-
ate place m prose, but are not smtable to metrical
composition  The Crviz Wars of Damel 15 an m-
structive, and even mteresting work, but take the
following stanzas, (and fiom. the hundied instances
which abound I might probably have selected others
far more striking)

 And to the end we may with better ease
Dascern the true discourse, vouchsafe to shew

‘What were the times foregomng near to these,
That these we may with better profit know.

* [Book I, can. v. st, 2 ] 15 [Preface, pp 833-4 ]
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Tell how the world fell into this disease,

And how so great distemperature did grow,
So shall we see with what degrees 1t came,
How things at full do soon wax out of frame ”

“ Ten kings had from the Norman Conqu’ror reign’d
‘With intermix’d and variable fate,

When England to her greatest height attam’d

Of power, domimon, glory, wealth, and state,

After 1t had with ‘much ado sustain’d

1he violence of princes, with debate

For titles, and the often mutinies

Of nobles fo: their ancient hberties

For first, the Norman, conqu'ring all by mght,
By might was forc'd to heep what he had got,
Mixing our customs and the form of nght

With foreign constitutions, he had brought,
Mast’ring the mighty, humbling the poorer waght,
By all severest means that could be wrought,
And, making the succession doubtful, rent

His new got state, and left 1t tarbulent 16

Will 1t be contended on the one side, that these
hnes are mean and senseless ? Or on the other, that
they are not prosaic, and for that reason unpoetic ?
This poet’s well-merited epithet 1s that of the ¢ well-
languaged Daniel,” but hkewise, and by the consent
of lus contemporaries no less than of all succeeding
critics, the “prosaic Damel” Yet those, who thus
designate this wise and amiable writer from the fre-
quent wmcorrespondency of his dietion to his metre mn
the majority of his compositions, not only deem them
valuable and interesting on other accounts, but wil-
lingly admit, that there are to be found throughout his
poems, and especially :mn s EpisTLES and m his
Hymen's TrRivMPH, many and exqusite spScimens

16 [Book I. Stanzas vi vui,andi ]
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of that style which, as the neuts al ground of prose
and veise, 1s common to both A fine and almost
faultless extract, emment as for other beauties, so for
1ts perfection 1y this species of diction, may be seen m
Lamb’s DraMATIC SPECIMENS,' a work of various
mterest from the nature of the selections themselves,—
(all from the plays of Shakespeare’s contemporaries),
—and deriving a high additional value fiom the notes,
which are full of just and original criticism, expressed
with all the freshness of origmality

Among the possible effects of practical adherence
to a theory, that amms to identify the style of prose

17 [Specimens of Enghsh Dramatic Poets who hved about
the time of Shakespeare, with notes by Charles Lamb Vol 1
p 284 -

The first extract, Love i Infancy, 1s as follows

Ah, I remember well (and how can I

But evermore remember well) when first

Our flame began, when scarce we hnew what was
The flame we felt when as we sat and sigh’d

And look’d upon each other, and conceiv’d

Not what we ail’d, yet something we did a1l

And yet were well, and yet we were not well

And what was our disease we could not tell,

Then would we kiss, then sigh, then look And thus
In that first garden of our simpleness

‘We spent our childhood But when years began

To reap the fruit of knowledge , ah, how then
Would she with graver looks, with sweet stern brow,
Check my presumption and my forwardness ,

Yet still would give me flowers, still would me shew
‘What she would have me, yet not have me, know

Two other extracts are also given, Love after death-—

Fie, Thyrsis, with what fond remembrances
Dost thou, &e

and the story of Isulia S C]
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and verse,—(:f 1t does not indeed claim for the latter
a yet nearer resemblance to the average style of
men m the ¢wd voce mtercomse of real hfe)—
we might anticipate the following as, not the least
Likely to occur It will happen, as I have indeed
before observed, that the metre itself, the sole ac-
knowledged difference, will occasionally become metre
to the eye only The existence of prosazsms, and that
they detract fiom the merit of a poem, must at length
be conceded, when a number of successive lines can
be rendered, even to the most delicate ear, unrecog-
nizable as verse, or as having even been mtended for
verse, by simply transeribing them as prose when 1t
the poem be m blank verse, this can be effected with-
out any alteration, or at most by merely restoring one
or two words to then pioper places, fiom which they
had been transplanted'® for no assignable cause or rea-
son but that of the author’s convemence, but if it be

18 As the mgemous gentleman under the influence of the
Tragic Muse contizved to dislocate, I wish you a good morn-
g, Sar!  1hank you, Sir, and I wish you the same,” ito two
blank verse heroics —

To you a morning good, good Sir! I wish
You,Su! Ithank to you the same wish I

In those parts of Mr Wordsworth’s worhs which I have
thoroughly studied, I find fewer 1nstances in which this would
be practicable than I have met i many poems, where an ap-
proximation of prose has been sedulously and on system guarded
agamnst Indeed excepting the stanzas already quoted from Tae
Sarcor’s Morazr, I can recollect but one instance thatisto say,
a short passage of four or five lnes 1n Tue Brormers,* that
modelof English pastoial, which L never yet read wath unclouded
eye —* James, pownting to ats summat, over which they had all
purposed to return together, informed them that he would wait

[PWIp19 §C]
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i rhyme, by the mere exchange of the final word of
each line for some other of the same meanng, equally
approprate, dignified and euphonie

The answer pr objection 1n the preface to the anti-
cipated remark “that metre paves the way to other
distinctions,”* 1s contamned m the followmng words
“The distinetion of rhyme and metre 1s regular and
uniform, and not, like that produeed by (what 1s usually
called) poetic diction, arbitrary, and subject to infimte ca-
ptices, upon which no caleulation whatever can be made
In the one case the reader1s utterly at the mercy of the
poet respecting what 1magery or diction he may choose
to connect with the passion "2 But 1s this a poet, of
whom a poet 15 speaking? No surely ! rather of a
fool or madman or at best of a van o1 ignorant phan-
tast! And might not brams so wild and so deficient
make just the same havock with rhymes and metres,
as they are supposed to effect with modes and figures.

for them there They parted, and lus comrades passed that way
some two hours after, but they did not find hum at the appointed
place, a cu cumstance of which they took no heed but one of them,
gowng by chance into the house, which at this ime was James’s
house, learnt there, that nobody had seen hm all that day ”
The only change which has been made 1s 1n the position of the
little word there 1n two 1nstances, the position 1n the original
being clearly such as 1s not adopted mn ordinary conversation

The other words printed in 1italics were so marked because,
though good and genuine Enghsh, they are not the phraseology
of common conversation ether in the word put m apposation, or
i the connection by the gemitive pronoun Men 1n general
would bave said, “but that was a circumstance they paid no
attention to, or took no notice of ,;” and the language 1s, on the
theory of the preface, justified only by the narrator’s being the
Vicar Yetf any ear could suspect, that these sentences were
ever printed as metre, on those very words alone could the sus«
picion have been grounded

19 [Prefacep 316 S C]
 [Ib pp 3256 S C]
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of speech® How 1s the reader at the mercy of such
men ? If he contmue to read then nonsense, 1s 1t not
his own fault? The ultimate end of erticism 1s much
more to establish the prmeiples of writing, than to
furnish rules how to pass judgment on what has been
written by others, if indeed 1t were possible that the
two could be separated But 1if 1t be asked, by what
prmneiples the poej 1s to regulate his own style, if he
do not adhere closely to the sort and order of words
which he heais mn the market, wake, high-road, or
plough-field? I reply, by principles, the 1gnoiance or
neglect of which would conviet him of bemng no poet,
but a silly or presumptuous usurper of the name By
the prieiples of grammar, logic, psychology  In one
word by such a knowledge of the facts, mateuial and
spiritual, that most appertan to his art, as, 1f 1t have
been goveined and apphed by good sense, and 1en-
dered mstinetive by habit, becomes the 1epresentative
and reward of our past conscious reasomngs, msights,
and conclusions, and acquires the name of Taste By
what 7ule that does not leave the 1eader at the poet’s
mercy, and the poet at his own, 1s the latter to distin-
guish between the language smitable to suppressed,
and the language, which 1s characteristic of mdulged,
anger? Or between that of rage and that of jealousy?
Is 1t obtamed by wandering about m search of angry
or jealous people in uncultivated society, m order to
copy their words ® Or not far rather by the power of
jmagmation proceeding upon the all n each of human
nature? By meditation, rather than by observation?
And by the latter in consequence only of the former ?
As eyes, for which the former has pre-determmed
ther field of wision, and to which, as to s organ, 1t
communicates a microscopic power ? There 1s not, I
firmly believe, a man now living, who has, from his
own mward experience, a clearer mtwition, than Mr,
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‘Wordsworth himself, that the last mentioned are the
true sowmeces of gemal discrmmation Through the
same process and by the same creative agency will the
poet distingmish the degree and kmd of the excitement
produced by the very act of poetic composition. As
mtutrvely will he know, what differences of style 1t at
once spires and justifies, what intermixture of con-
scious volition 1s natural to that gtate, and i what
mstances such figures and colours of speech degenerate
mto mere creatures of an arbitrary purpose, cold tech-
nical artifices of ornament or connection For, even
as tiuth 1s 1ts own hight and evidence, discovering at
once 1tself and falsehood, so 1s 1t the prerogative of
poetic genus to distinguish by parental mstinet its
proper offspring fiom the changelings, which the
gnomes of vanity or the faries of fashion may have
laid m 1ts cradle or called by its names. Could a rule
be given fiom without, poetry would cease to be poetry,
and sink mto a mechameal art It would be udppwos,
not woinote  The rules of the Imagination are them-
selves the very powers of growth and production.
The woids to which they are reducible, present only
the outlines and external appearance of the frmt. A
deceptive counterfeit of the superficial form and colours
may be elaborated , but the marble peach feels cold
and heavy, and children only put it to their mouths.
We find no difficulty mn admutting as excellent, and
the legitimate language of poetic fervour self-impas.
sioned, Donne’s apostrophe to the Sun in the second
stanza of lis ProGRrESs oF THE Sour .

“Thee, eye of heaven' this great Soul envies not,
By thy male force 1s all, we have, begot

In the first East thou now beginn’st to shine,
Suck’st early balm and 1sland spices there,

And wilt anon in thy loose rem’d career
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At Tagus, Po, Seme, Thames, and Danow dine,

And see at might this western world of mine

Yet hast thou not more nations seen than she,

Who before thee one day began to be,

And, thy frail hght bemng quench’d, shall loag, long outhve
thee

Or the next stanza but one

* Great Destiny, the commussary of God,

That hast mark’d out a path and period

For every thing! W ho, where we offspring took,

Our ways and ends see’st at one instant  thou

Kunot of all causes! 1hou, whose changeless brow
Ne'er smiles nor frowns! O'! vouchsafe thou to look,
And shew my story i thy eternal book, &c

As little difficulty do we find m excluding from the
honours of unaffected waimth and elevation the mad-
ness prepense of pseudopoesy, or the startling hysteric
of weakness over-exerting itself, which bursts on the
unprepared reader m sundry odes and apostrophes to
abstract terms  Such are the Odes to Jealousy, to
Hope, to Oblivion, and the like, m Dodsley’s collec-
tion and the magazmes of that day, which seldom fail
to remmd me of an Oxford copy of verses on the two
SuTTONS, commencing with

« Inoculation, heavenly maid' descend'”

It 1s not to be demed that men of undoubted talents,
and even poets of true, though not of first-rate, genius,
have from a mistaken theory deluded both themselves
and othe1s 1n the opposite extreme I once read to a
company of sensible and well-educated women the in-
troductory per1od of Cowley’s preface tohis  Pindare
Odes, written m 1mitation of the style and manner of
the odes of Pmdar “If,” (says Cowley), “a man
should undertake to translate Pmdar, word for word,
1t would be thought that one madman had translated
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another, as may appea1, when he, that understands
not the original, reads the verbal traduction of him
mto Latm prose, than which nothing seems more
raving” I thgn proceeded with his own free version
of the second Olympic, composed for the chaitable
purpose of rafiwnalhizing the Theban Eagle

“ Queen of all harmonious things,
Dancing words and speaking strings,
What god, what hero, wilt thou sing ?
What happy man to equal glories bring?
Begin, begin thy noble choice,
And Jet the hills around 1eflect the 1mage of thy voice
Pisa does to Jove belong,
Jove and Pisa claim thy song
The farr first-fruits of war, th’ Qlympic games,
Aleides ofter’d up to Jove,
Alcides, too, thy strings may move,
But, oh! what man to join with these can worthy prove?
Join Theron boldly to their sacred names,
Theron the next honour claims,
Theron to no man gives place,
Is first 1n Pisa’s and 1n Virtue’s race,
Theron there, and he alone,
Ev'n his own swift forefathers has outgone ”

One of the company exclaimed, with the full assent

of the rest, that 1f the origimal were madder than thus,
it must be mncurably mad # I then translated the ode

2l [But 1s not this equally dehrious, close as 1t keeps, to the
Pindaric images? It 1s the exordum of the first Pythian, cha-
racterized by ¢ lightning energy” mn an article on Pindar by
Mr Colendge’s late editor Q Review, March, 1834

O thou whom Phoebus and the quire
Of violet tressed Muses own,

Their joint treasure, golden Lyre,
Ruling step with warbled tone, &c, &c
In thy mases, steep’d, exprre

Bolts of ever flowing fire
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from the Greek, and as nearly as possible, word for
word, and the impression was, that mn the general

Jove’s eagle on the sceptre slumbers
Possest by thy enchanting numbers
On erther side, his rapid wing,
Drops, entranc’d, the feather’d king ,
Black vapour o'er his curved head,
Sealing his%yelds, sweetly shed ,
Upheaving his moust back he hes,
Held down with thnlling harmonies

Surely this 1s but a bnlhant chaos “ Hyacinthine lochs™
have been kindly received at the bounteous hand of Milton,
though no one 1 this age of the world, quite understands the
epithet, or has seen that black or ferrugineous, or * ensenguined
flower anscribed with woe,” the ancient hyacinth  The sound 18
beautiful, and we imagine the sense to be right, but wolet
tresses look as strangely 1n our modern eyes as the green locks of
the Nereids , for to us the violet 1s the type of blueness, and we
talk of violet eyes but never of violet hair Then Pindar as
httle dreamed of presenting to lus audutors a mout-backed eagle,
by the phrase dypdv vidrov, as we nowadays dream of bringing
mto view a man with drenched raiment of a peculiar cut when
we mention a wet Quaher And who can suppose that the eagle
was lying held down by harmony ? That would be an nconve-
nient posture for a sleeping biped, however convenient for the
translator’s verse  According to Moore

Slumbering he sits aloft
With rufing plumes and heaving spine
Quelled by thy potent strain
It 18 nteresting to compare Cowley’s second Olympic of which
stanzas m v and vn are very readable in therr way, with
Moore’s and Cary’s translations—to see how the fist displays
the gemusof Cowley, while the others are attempts at adapting
Pindar to our language, and are the worhs of poetical mmds
rather than of poets, There are very good passages 1n Mr Cary’s
translation, but 1t strikes me as a fault 1 his version, that 1t
brings the lyne flow of the Allegro, Penseroso and Lycidas so
strongly to mind, that we seem to be reading Milton instead of
Pundar, yet feel that we have the mere manner of the one and
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movement of the periods, m the form of the connec-
tions and transitions, and m the sober majesty of lofty

the bare matter ob the other  Those who brning 2 knowledge of
the original to Moore’s and Cary’s translations, and thus 1llumi
nate them with Pindar himself, may enjoy the perusal, to others
they must seem, I should think, hke water of Helicon bewitched
Cary’s Dante, on the other hand, 18 a noble poem that may be
read and admired apart from the Italian®

A prose translation, like that of the Psalms and Prophets,
would exhibit more of Pindar to the Englsh reader, or would
at least disgmse him less than any metrical version of a poet,
whose metre 1s so irrepresentable 1n a modern tongue, and whose
metaphors are so bold, and thickly interlaced, that in order
to be well understood they should be rendered mnto the plainest
and most stiaight-forward language that can be emploved I
tried the simple plan thus, but cannot judge whether 1t will
seem tolerable to others,

Golden Lyre, jomt possession of Apollo and the Muses with
braided hair dusky as violets,
Thee the movements of the choir obey, thou Ruler of Festivity,
And the singers attend to thy signals,
When thrillingly thou settest up the preamble which leads the
feet of the dancers
Also thou quenchest the pomted thunder-bolt
Of everlasting fire, for Jove’s Eagle sleeps on the sceptre, his
swift wing drooping on each side,
King of Burds,
When o’er his curv’d head thou hast pour’d a dark mist, sweet
seal of lus eyelds, he slumberning
Lafts up the plumes of his back, overcome by thy vibrations
Yeaand ev'n impetuous Mars, far away from the brsthng spear-
ranks,
Softens hus heart with sleep,—and thy shafts soothe the souls
of the divinities,
Through the skill of Latona’s son, Apollo, and the deep bosom’d
Muses

Gray and Akenside have each given a modification of this pas-

sage, the one 1n the Progress of Poetry, the other 1n lis Hymn
to the Naxads S C]
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sense, 1t appeared to them to approach more nearly,

than any other poetry they had heard, to the style of

our Bible mn the prophetic books The first strophe

will suffice as a specimen

“ Ye harp-controlling hymns' (or) ye hymns the sovereigns of
harps!

What God ? what Hero?

What Man shall we celebrate ?

Truly Pisa indeed 1s of Jove,

But the Olympiad (or the Olympic games) did Hercules esta-
bhish,

The first frauts of the spoils of war

But Theron for the four-horsed car,

That bore victory to him,

It behoves us now to voice aloud

lhe Just, the Hospitable,

The Bulwark of Agrigentum,

Of renowned fatheis

The Flower, even him

Who preserves ns native city erect and safe

But are such rhetorical caprices condemnable only
for their deviation from the language of 1eal life ? and
are they by no other means to be precluded, but by
the 1ejection of all distinctions between prose and verse,
save that of metre? Surely good sense, and a mode-
rate msight mto the constitution of the human mmd,
would be amply sufficient to prove, that such language
and such combinations are the native produce neither
of the fancy nor of the imagination, that their opera-
t10n consists m the excitement of surprise by the juxta-
position and apparent reconcihation of widely dif-
ferent or mncompatible things  As when, for mstance,
the hills are made to reflect the image of a wvouce.

Surely, no unusual faste 15 requisite to see clearly,
that this compulsory juxta-position 1s not produced by
the presentation of mmpressive or delightful forms to
the mward vision, nor by any sympathy with the mo-
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difymng powers with which the genis of the poet had
united and mspinted all the objects of his thought,
that 1t 18 therefore a species of w:Z, a pure work of the
will, and 1mplies a leisure and self-possession both of
thought and of feeling, mcompatible with the steady
fervowr of a mind possessed and filled with the gran-
deur of its subject To sum up the whole 1n one sen-
tence When a poem, or a pait,of a poem, shall be
adduced, which 1s evidently vicious mn the figures and
centexture of 1ts style, yet for the condemnation of
which no reason can be assigned, except that 1t differs
from the style m which men actually conveise, then,
and not till then, can I hold this theory to be either
plausible, or practicable, or capable of furmshing either
rule, gwdance, or precaution, that might not, more
easily and moie safely, as well as more naturally, have
been deduced mn the author's own mind from conside-
rations of grammar, logic, and the truth and nature of
things, confirmed by the authomty of works, whose
fame 15 not of one country, nor of one age

CHAPTER VI

Contmuatzon—Concermng the real object whach,
18 probable, Mr Woidsworth had before him

has enitical prefuce—Elucrdation and application
of this

L}D T rught appear from some passages i the
7 foomer part of Mr Wordsworth’s pre-
;;,;Q face, that he meant to confine hus theory

P}l of style, and the necessity of a close ac-
cordance with the actual language of men,
to those particular subjects from low and rustic life,

D%
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which by way of experiment he had purposed to natu-
1alize as a new species m our Enghsh poetry But
from the tram of argument that follows, from the re-
ference to Milton, and from the spirit of lus critique
on Gray’s sonnet, those sentences appear to have
been rather courtesies of modesty, than actual hmita-
tions of s system  Yet so groundless does this sys-
tem appear on a close exammation, and so strange
and overwhelming? 1n 1ts consequences, that I cannot,
and I do not, believe that the poet did ever himself
adopt 1t mn the unquabfied sense, in which lus expres-
stons have been understood by others, and which, m-
deed, according to all the common laws of mterpreta-
tion they seem tobear ~'What then did he mean? I
apprehend, that in the elear perception, not unaccom-
panied with disgust or contempt, of the gaudy affecta-
tions of a style which passed current with too many
for poetic diction, (though n truth 1t had as httle pre-
tensions to poetry, as to logic or common sense,) he
narrowed his view for the time, and feeling a justifiable
preference for the language of nature and of good sense,
even 1n 1ts humblest and least ornamented forms, he
suffered himself to express, 1n terms at once too large
and too exclusive, his predilection for a style the most
remote possible from the false and showy splendour

1 I had m my mnd the striking but untranslatable epithet,
which the celebrated Mendelssohn apphed to the great founder
of the Critical Philosophy * Der allessermalmenae Kant,” that
1s, the all-becrushing, or rather the all-to-nothing crushing Kant
In the facility and force of compound epithets, the German from
the number of 1ts cases and nflections approaches to the Greek,
that language so

“Bless'd mn the happy marnage of sweet words ”’

It 1s 1o the woful harshness of its sounds alone that the Ger-
man need shrink from the comparison.
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which he wished to explode It 1s possible, that this
predilection, at first merely comparative, deviated for
a time 1nto direct partiality But the real object which
he had 1n view, was, I doubt not, a species of excellence
which had been long before most happily characterized
by the judictous and amiable Garve, whose works are
so justly beloved and esteemed by the Germans, m
his 1emarks on Gellert, from whxch the followmng
1s terally translated  «The talent, that 1s required
m order to make excellent verses, 15 perhaps greater
than the philosopher 1s ready to admut, or would find
1t m his power to acqune the talent to seek only the
apt expression of the thought, and yet to find at the
same time with 1t the rhyme and the metre  Gellert
possessed this happy gift, if ever any one of our poets
possessed 1t, and nothing perhaps contributed more
to the great and umversal mmp1ession which hus fables
made on their first publication, or conduces more to
therr contmued popularity It was a strange and
curious phenomenon, and such as m Germany had
been previously unheard of, to read verses m which
every thing was expressed just as one would wish to
talk, and yet all digmified, attractive, and interesting,
and all at the same time perfectly correct as to the
measure of the syllables and the rhyme It 1s certam,
that poetry when 1t has attamned this excellence makes
a far greater mpression than prose  So much so 1n-
deed, that even the gratification which the very 1hymes
afford, becomes then no longer a contemptible or trifing
gratification.”?

However novel this phzenomenon may have been 1n
Germany at the time of Gellert, 1t 1s by no means

2 Summlung evmger Abhandlungen von Christuan Garve [Leip-
g, 1779, pp 233 4 with shght alterations 8 C]
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new, nor yjet of 1ecent existence m ow language
Spite of the lLicentiousness with which Spenser occa-
sionally compels the o1thogiaphy of his words mto a
subservience to his rhymes, the whole FAIRY QUEEN
1s an almost continued mstance of this beauty Wal-
let’s song Go, LovELY RosE, 1s doubtless famihar to
most of my readers, but if I had happened to have had
by me the Poems of Cotton, moie but far less de-
servedly celebiated as the author of the VireIL Tra-
VESTIED, I should have mdulged myself, and I think
have giatified many, who aie not acquainted with hus
serious works, by selecting some admirable specimens
of this style Theie aie not a few poems i that
volume, replete with ever y excellence of thought, image,
and passion, which we expect or desue m the poetty
of the mulder muse, and yet so worded, tLat the 1eader
sees 1o one 1eason erther 1 the selection or the order of
the words, why he might not have said the very same
m an appropiiate conversation, and cannot conceive
how indeed he could have expressed such thoughts
otherwise, without loss o1 mjury to his meaning 3

3 [Charles Cotton, the poet, was boin of a good family 1n
Staffordshne m 1630, died at Westnuuster in 1687  His Scar-
ronides or Virgil Tiavestie, a burlesque on the first and fourth
books of the ALneid, was printed for the fitteenth time m 1771
Tbhe first book was first published 1 1664 It seems to have
owed 1ts popularity less to 1ts menits than to 1ts piquant deme-
rits, which were mnfused into 1t, because, as the author says in
the Epilogue to another work 1 the same style, Burlesque upon
Burlesque, (quoted 1 Sir H Nicolas s Memours,) mn the “ pre-
¢ci10us age” 1n which he hved

¢ Coarse hempen trash was sooner 1ead,
Than poems of a finer th ead,”

and therefore he must

wisely choose
o dizen up lus dirty muse,
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But in truth our language 1s, and fiom the first dawn
of poet1y ever has been, particularly rich m composi-

In such an odd fantastic weed,
As every one, he knew, would read ”

thus coolly resolving to mimister to the worse than levity of his
age mstead of aiming to correct 1t 1he Biogiaphie Universelle
affirms that to compare the Virgil Travestie to ITudibrasis to
compare a caricature to a pamnting which, though a hittle over-
charged, has a great foundation of truth  He published several
prose works beside the Second Part of the Complete Angler
Sir Harris Nicolas observes, that as these ¢ consist almost en
tirely of translations, and with the exception of Montagne s
Essays, of Memorrs of warriors whose deeds have been eclipsed
by modern prowess, 1t 1s not surprising that his labours should
be forgotten ”’ His volume of Poems on several Occasions was
1 a sixth edition 1 1770

As a poet Cotton appears to most advantage, when teaching
m easy verse and transparent language, a sort of Horatian mo-
rahty, senous but not ardent or profound, as in his poem called
Contentation or in hively pictures of nature and rustic hife, as
i his Quatrains on Morning and Noon, on Fvening and Night,
patticularly the two last, which are Like Milton’s Allegro and
Penseroso pitched at a lower key or 1n poems of sentiment, as
the Ode to Chlorinda or the sportive Epistle, as that to Brad-
shaw quarielling with him for epistolary neglect, or in the pic-
turesque Anacreontic, a fine specimen of which 1s his Ode enti-
tled Winter This poem Mr Wordsworth describes, in his
Preface, as “an admirable composition,” and he quotes the
latter part of 1t as “ an mstance still more happy of Fancy em-
ployed 1n the treatment of feehng than, in the preceding passa-
ges, the Poem supplies of her management of forms ”

The poems of Cotton have the same moral stamn as Herrich’s,
with not less fancy but a less Arcadian air —more of the world
that us about them  The spirit of poetry was indeed on the way
downward from * great Eliza’s golden time” ull 1ts reascent mnto
the region of the pure and elevated tov ards the end of the last
century, and a declension may even be observed, I think, from
Herrick to Cotton, who came 1nto the world about thirty nine
years later  His poetry, indeed, has more of Charles II ’s time
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tions distinguished by this escellence The final e,
which 13 now mute, in Chaucer’s age was ether spunded

and less of the Lhizabethan penod 1n 1ts manner and spirit than
that of Waller, who was but twenty-five vears his semor Cot-
ton writes lihe 2 man of this world, who has ghmpses now and
then of the other, not as 1f he lived utterly out of sight of 1,
Iike the dramatists chasacterized by C Lamb There a1e more
detailed corporeal desciiptions 1n us poetry than i any that I
Lnow, of not more than equal extent , descriptions of the youth
ful body more vividly real than 1s to be desned, and of the body
m age, when 1t “ demands the tianslucency of mind not to be
worse than indifferent” so full of mortality, or, what it gneves
us more to contemplate than ashes and the grave, the partinl
perishing of the natural man while heis y et alive, that they exate
an 1ndignant disgust on behalf of our common humanity  lhat
Cotton was ““ an ardent royalist,” appears in many of lus poems,
and with special vehemence 1n lus dcnunaation of Waller for
Ins Panegyiic upon Cromwell, which exlubuts, 1n ats features,
all the ugliness, with some of the energv, of ancer If, asissad,
the admirer ot Saccharissa leant to monaichy in lis heart, his
poetic genwus had a heait of its osn, and a fa stronger one,
which leant another way, for both his poems on Cio nwell have
vastly more heart 1 them than Ins poeticul address to Chailes
at the Restoration  And this the king himself, amorg whose
faults want of discernment was not to be rechoned, took care to
point out, enjoying, no doubt, the versatile poet s double mort1-
fication as much as he would have done the best verses Cot-
ton should have given Waller a receipt for writing as finely
about an hereditary monarch, as about a king of * noble nature s
crowning”’—a Hero

Some men are worse upon the whole than tiey appear in
theirwritings there 1 reason to hope that Cotton, though an 1m-
prudent, was a better man than might be inferred fiom the tone
of much of s poewry, which probably exaggerates the featuies
of his earthly mind as much as that of many others exalts the
heavenly pait of them  lhe persistent friendship of Isaac
Walton 15 a great testimony 1n his favour, and 1t mght be con-
Jectured, from the internal evadence of lus productions in verse,
that of all the poets of hus day he was the most agreeable com-
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or diopt mdifferently We ourselves still use ethe:
“beloyed” o1 “belov’d” according as the rhyme, or
measure, or the purpose of more ot less solemnity may
1equire  Let the 1eader then only adopt the pionun-
ciation of the poet and of the court, at which he hved,
both with 1espect to the final ¢ and to the accentuation
of the last syllable I would then venture to ask, what
even m the colloqual language -of elegant and un-
affected women, (who aie the peculiar mistiesses of
¢ pure English and undefiled,”) what could we hea:
more natural, or seemingly moie unstudied, than the
following stanzas fiom Chaucer’s TRo1LUs AND CRE-
SEIDE

¢ And after this forth to the gate he wente,

Lher as Creseide out 10de a ful gode paas,

And up and doun there made he many’ a wente,

And to himselfe ful oft he said, Alas!

Fro hennis 10de my blisse and my solas

As wouldé bhisful God now for lus jole,

I might her sene agen come 1 to Troie!

And to the yondir hil I gan her gide,

Alas! and there I toke of her my leve

And yond I saw her to her fathir nde,

For sorow of whiche mige hert shall to cleve,

And hithir home I came whan 1t was eve,

And here I dwel, out-cast from alle joe,

And shal, t1l I maie sene her erte mn Tr01e

panion, the least apt to fly above lus company though neve:
lagging behind 1 any conversation

A memorr of Cotton by Sir Harns Nicolas 1s prefixed to the
beautifully 1llustrated edition of the Complete Angler of 1830
7T his edition was published by Mr Pickering, and, as s friend
the Editor declares, 1s very largely imndebted to his taste and
exertions and hibliographical knowledge for the value which
the volumes possess

I beheve that Mr Pichering intends to bring out a select
edition of the occasional poems of Cotton § C ]
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 And of lnmselfe 1magimd ke ofte
To ben defartrd, pale and woxin lesse
Than he was wonte, and that men saidin softe,
What may 1t be? who can the sothé gesse,
Why Troulus hath al this hevinesse ?
And al this n’ as but hus melancole,
That he had of himselfe suche fantasie
Anothir time imaginin he would
That every wight, that past him by the wey,
Had of him routhé, and that ther saien should,
I am nght sory, L101lus wol dey !
And thus he drove a daie yet forth or twey,
As ye have herde suche life gan he to lede
As he that stode betwizin hope and drede
For which lum hkid 1n hus <ongis shewe
11’ encheson of his wo as he best might,
And made a songe of woidis but a fewe,
Somwhat hus woful herte for to Iight,
And whan he was fiom every mann’is sight
With softe voice he of his Jadv dere,
Lhat absent was, gan sing as ve may here

This song, when he thus songin had, ful sone
He fil agen mnto his sighis olde
And every mght, as was his wonte to done,
e stode the bright moone to beholde
And all his sorow e to the moone he tolde,
And said I wis, whan thou art hormd newe,
I shall be glad, 1f al the world be tiewe !4

101

Another exquisite master of this species of style,
wheie the scholar and the poet supphes the material,
but the peifect well-bied gentleman the expressions

and the arrangement, 1s Geoige Herbert

As from

4 [Bohe V' The fust hines of the first stanza stand thus

the onginal
And aftir this he to the yatis wente

and the fiist of the last stanza thus

Thus songe when he thus songn had sone. S C]
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the natuie of the subject, and the too frequent quamt-
ness of the thoughts his TEMPLE, or SAcrED PoEms
AND PrIvaTE EJACULATIONS ale comparatively but
little known, I shall extract two poems The fiist 15
a sonnet, equally admirable fo1 the weight, number,
and expiession of the thoughts, and for the simple
dignity of the language Unless, mdeed, a fastidious
taste should object to the latter half of the sixth line
The second 1s a poem of greater length, which I have
chosen not only for the piesent puipose, but likewise
as a stuthing example and 1llustiation of an asseition
hazarded 1n a former page of these sketches namely,
that the characteiistic fault of our elder poets 1s the
1everse of that, which distinguishes too many of om
mote recent veisifiers, the one conveymg the most
fantastic thoughts m the most correct and natuial lan-
guage, the other n the most fantastic language con-
veymg the most t1vial thoughts The latter 13 a rnddle
of words, the former an emigma of thoughts The
one remmds me of an odd passage mn Diayton’s
Ipeas

As other men, so I myself do muse,

Why 1n this sort I wrest anvention so,

And why these guddy metaphms I use,

Leaving the path the greater part do go,

I will resolve you I am lunatic!®

The other recalls a still odder passage m THE

SyNAGoGUE 02 THE Smapow oF THE TEMPLE, a
connected seiies of poems in imitation of Herberts
TEMPLE, and, mn some editions, annexed to 1t

O how mv mind
Is gravell’d!
Not a thought,
That I can find,

% Sonnet [X
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But’s ravell’d
All to nought!
Short ends ot threds,
And narrow shreds
Of lists,
Rnots snarled ruffs,
Loose biohen tufts
Of twists,
Are my toin meditations 1agged clothing,
Which, woand an¢ woven, shape a suit for nothing
One while I thiok, and then I am 1n pamn
To thinh how to unthink that thought again ¢

Immedately after these burlesque passages I cannot
proceed to the extiacts promised, without changing
the ludicrous tone of feeling by the mteiposition of the
thiee following stanzas of Herbert’s

VIRILE

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright,

lhe brudal of the earth and shy,

1he dew shall weep thy fall to mght,
Foa thou must die

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave
Buds the 11<h gazer wipe his eye
Thy root 1s ever 1n 1ts grave,

And thou must die

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,

A hox, where sweets compacted he

My music shews, ye have vour closes,
And all must die

6 [1he Synagogue, a collection of poems generally appended
to the Temple, has been 1etained 1 Mr Pickenng s edition of
1835 ¢ They were first printed,’ as the Preface mentions,
4 D 1640, and have been, with much probabihty, attubuted to
the Rev Chnstopher Harvie, M. A The poem quoted 1s at
p 274oftheedit S C]
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THE BOSOM SIN
A SONN\LT BY GEORGE HERLERT

Lord, with what care hast thou begirt us round’
Paients first season us, then schoolmasters
Deliver us to laws , they send us bound
1o rules of reason, holy messengeis,
Pulpts and Sundays, sorrow dogging sin,
Affictions sorted, anguish of all sizes,
Fine nets and stratagems to catch us 1n,
Bibles laid open, millions of smprises,
Blessings beforehand, ties of gratetulness,
The sound of Glory ringing 1n ou: ears
Without, our shame , within, our consciences,
Angels and giace, eternal hopes and fears
Yet all these fences and their whole array
One cunning bosom sin blows quite away

LOVE UNKNOWN

Dear friend, sit down, the tale 1s long and sad
And 1 my famntings, I presume, your love
Will more comply than help A Lord I had,
And have, of whom some grounds, which may improve,
I hold for two hives, and both lives 1n me
1o hum I brought a dish of fruit one day,
And 1 the middle placed my heart But he

(I sigh to say)
Look’d on a servant, who did know his eye,
Better than you know me, or (which 1s one)
Than I myself The servant instantly,
Quitting the fruit, se1z’d on my heart alone,
And threw 1t 10 a font, wherein did fall
A stream of blood, which 1ssued from the side
Of a great roch I well remember all,
And have good cause there 1t was dipt and dyed,
And wash’d, and wrung the very wringing yet
Enforceth tears “Your heart was foul, I fear
Indeed ’tis truae I did and do commit
Many a fault, moie than my lease wall bear,
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Yet still ask’d pardon, and was not denied
But you shall hear  After my heart was well,
And clean and fair, as I one eventide

(I sigh to tell)
Walk’d by myself abroad, I saw a large
And spacious furnace flaming, and theireon
A boiling caldron, round about whose & erge
W as i great letters set AFFLICTION
The greatness shew’d the owner So I went
To fetch a sacrifice out of my fold,
Thinking with that, which I did thus present,
To warm his love, which, I did fear, grew cold
But as my heart did tender 1t, the man
Who was to take 1t fiom me, shpt lus hand,
And threw mv heart into the scalding pan,
My heart that brought 1t (do you understand 7)
The offerer’s heart  * Your heart was hard, I fear
Indeed ’tis true I found a callous matter
Began to spiead and to expatiate there
But with a 11cher drug than scalding water
I bath d 1t often, ev’n wath holy blood,
Which at a board, wlile many drank bare wine,
A friend did steal 1nto my cup for good,
Ev’n tahen inwaidly, and most divine
To supple hardnesses  But at the length
Out of the caldion getting, soon I fled
Unto my house, where to repan the strength
Which 1 had lost, I hasted to my bed
But when I thought to sleep out all these faults,

(I sigh to speak)
I found that some had stuff’d the bed with thoughts,
I would say thorns  Dear, could my heart not break,
When with my pleasures ev’n my rest was gone?
Full well I understood who had been there
For I had given the Ley to none but one
It must be he  “ Your heart was dull, I fear”
Indeed a slack and sleepy state of mind
D1d oft possess me, so that when I pray'd,
Though my lips went, my heart did stay behmd
But all my scores were by another paid,
Who took my gult upon lim < Truly, Friend,

10

b)
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“ For aught I hea1, your Maste: shews to you

“ More favour than you wot of Mark the end

¢ Lhe font did only what was old 1enew

*¢ 1 be caldron suppled what was grown too had

¢ Lhe thoins did quchen what was grown too dull

“ All did but stiive to mend what you had marr d

“ W herefore bescheer’d, and praise him to the full

¢« Each day, each hour, each moment ot the weeh,

¢ Who fais would have you be new, tender, quick 7

CHAPTER VII

The former subgect contunued— The neuts al style, or
that common to Prose and Poetry, exemplified by
specvmens fiom Chaucer, He: bert, and others

HAVE no fear m declaring my convie-
tion, that the excellence defined and ex-
emplified mn the preceding chapter 1s
not the chaiactenstic excellence of Mr
Wordsworth’s style, because I can add
with equal sincenty, that it 1s precluded by higher
powers The praise of umform adherence to genuine,
logical Enghsh 1s undoubtedly s, nay, laymg the
main emphasis on the word uniform, I will dare add
that, of all contemporary poets, 1t 1s fus alone For,
1n a less absolute sense of the woid, I should certainly
mclude Mr Bowles, Lord Byron, and, as to all s
later writings, M1 Southey, the exceptions m therr
works bemg so few and umimpoitant But of the
specific excellence described m the quotation fiom

7 [Lhe three poems are at pp 87, 40, and 1383 respectively
S C]
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Garve, I appear to find moie, and more undoubted
specimens m the works of otheis, for nstance, among
the mmor poems of Mr Thomas Moore, and of owm
lustrious Lameate To me 1t will always remam a
smgular and noticeable fact, that a theory, which
would establish this fingua communis, not only as the
best, but as the only commendable style, should have
proceeded fiom a poet, whose diction, next to that of
Shakespeare and Milton, appears to me of all others
the most mdwidualized and chaiacteristic  And let
1t be remembered too, that I am now mterpreting the
controverted passages of Mr Woidsworth's eitical
preface by the puipose and object, which he may be
supposed to have mtended, rather than by the sense
which the words themselves must convey, if they are
taken without this allowance

A peison of any taste, who had but studied thiee or
four of Shakespeaie’s prmcipal plays, would without
the name affixed scaicely fail to 1ecogmise as Shakes-
peare’s a quotation fiom any other play, though but
of a few lmes A similar pecuharity, though m a less
degree, attends M1 Wordsworth’s style, whenever he
speaks m his own person, or whenever, though under
a feigned name, 1t 1s clear that he himself 1s still
speaking, as m the different d» amatis per sone of THE
RecLuse Even imn the other poems, mn which he
purposes to be most dramatie, there a1e few m which
it does mot occasionally burst forth  The reader
mght often address the poet mn his own woids with
reference to the persons mtroduced

¢ It seems, as I retrace the ballad Line by hne
That but half of 1t 1s theirs, and the better half 1s thine !

! [Altered from The Pet Lamb, » W p 30 S C]
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Who, having been previously acquainted with any
considerable portion of M1 Wordsworth’s publications,
and having studied them with a full feeling of the
authot’s genms, would not at once claim as Wouds-
worthian the hittle poem on the 1ambow?

“The Child 1s father of the Man, &c "2
Or m the Lucy Gray®

‘“ No mate, no comrade Lucy knew,
She dwelt on a wide moor,

The sweetest thing that ever grew
Beside a human door *3

Or m the IDLE SHEPHERD-BOYS P ¢

¢ Along the niver’s stony marge

The sand-lark chants a joyous song,
The thrush 1s busy 1n the wood,

And carols loud and strong

A thousand lambs are on the rocks,
All newly born! both earth and sky
Keep jubilee, and more than all,
Those boys with their green coronal,
They never hear the cry,

That plamtive cry! which up the hull
Comes from the depth of Dungeon Ghyll ”

*P Wp 2hne?

My heart leaps up when I behold

A rambow 1n the sby,
S0 was 1t when my life began ,
Soisitnow I am a man,
So be 1t when I shall grow old,

Or let me die!

The Child 1s father of the Man,
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural prety” S C]

s[bIpi16 SC]J 4[IbIpst. SC]
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Need I mention the exquisite description of the Sea-
Loch m Tye Brinp Hrieranp Boy Who but a
poet tells a tale mn such language to the hittle ones by
the fire-side as—

“ Yet had he many a restless dream ,
Both when he heard the eagle’s scream,
And when he heard the torrents roa:,
And heard the water beat the shore
Near where their cottage stood

Beside a lake their cottage stood,

Not small Iike our’s, a peaceful flood,

Baut one of mighty size, and strange,

That, rough o1 smooth, 1s full of change,
And stirnng 1 1ts bed

For to this lake, by might and day,
The great Sea-water finds 1ts way
Through long, long windings of the lulls,
And dimnks up all the pretty nlls

And nvers large and strong

Then hurries bach the road it came—
Returns on eriand still the same,
I'his did 1t when the earth was new ,
And tlus for eveimore w:ll do,

As long as earth shall last

And, with the coming of the tide,
Come hoats and ships that sweetly nde,
Between the woods and lofty rocks
And to the shepherds with their flochs
Bring tales of distant Jands ’°

5 [Ib III p 145-6 DMr Wordsworth has altered ““sweeth ’
m the last stanza to “safely ” In the first I venture to pre «1
“ the eagle’s scream,” which my father wrote, to ““the eagles,’
as 1t1s written by Mr VWordsworth—because eagles aie nexthrr
gregarious nor numerous, and the first expression seems to marh
the nature of the bird, and to bring 1t moze interestingly before
the mnd, than the last 8 C]
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I might quote almost the whole of his Ruraf but
take the following stanzas

« But, as you have before been told,

This Striphng, sportive, gay, and bold,

And, with his dancing crest,

So beautiful, through savage lands

Had roamed about with vagrant bands
Ot Indians 1n the Wegt

The wind, the tempest roarng high,

The tumult of a tropic sky,

Might well be dangerous food

For lim, a Youth to whom was given

So much of earth—so much of heaven,
And such mmpetuous blood

Whateve: 1 those chmes he found

Irregular m sight or sound

Dud to ns mind impart

A kindred :mpulse, seemed allied

To lus own powers, and justified
The workangs of hus heart

Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought,

The beauteous forms of nature wrought,

Fair trees and lovely flowers,

The breezes their own languor lent,

The stars had feelings, which they sent
Into those magic bowers

Yet 1n huis worst purswits, I ween,

That sometimes there did 1ntervene

Pure hopes of high mtent

For passions linked to forms so far

And stately, needs must have their share
Of noble sentiment ”

But from Mr Wordsworth’s more elevated compo-

S[PWIIpi1o S C]
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sitions, which already form thiee-fourths of s works,
and will, I trust, constitute heieafter a still larger pro-
portion ,—from these, whether m rhyme or blank
verse, 1t would be difficult and almost superfluous to
select mstances of a diction pecularly his own, of a
style which cannot be 1mitated without its bemg at
once recogmised, as origmating m Mr Wordswoith
It would not be easy to open on any one of his loftzer
strans, that does not contamn cxamples of this, and
more 1 propottion as the lines are more excellent, and
most like the author  For those, who may happen to
have been less familiar with his writmgs, I will give
three specimens tahen with httle choice The fust
from the hines on the Boy or WiNaNDLR-MERE "—
who

¢ Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls,

"That they might answer him —And they would shout

Across the watery vale, and shout agam,

‘Wath long halloos, and screams, and echoes loud

Redoubled aud 1edoubled, concourse wild

Of martl and jocund din' And when 1t chanced,

That pauses ot deep silence mocked his shall,

Then sometumes w that silence, while he hung

Lustenung, a gentle shoch of mald surpivse

Has carted fur wnto s hear ¢ the vowce

Of mouniun torrents, o1 the visible scene®

7 [TherewasaBoy Ib 1b p 79 S C]

& Mr Wordswoith’s having judiciously adopted « concourse
wild” 1 this passage for “ a wild scene” as it stood 1n the former
edition, encourages me to hazard a remarh, which I certanly
should not have made mn the works of a poet less austerely ac-
curate 1 the use of words, than he 1s, to hus own great honour
It respects the propmety of the word, “ scene,” evenn the sen-
tence 1o which 1t 15 retained  Dryden, and he only in lus more
careless verses, was the first, as far as my researches have dis-
covered, who for the convemence of rhyme used this word 1n the
vague sense, which has been since too curient even in our best
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Would enter unawares into hus mind

Wath all 1ts solemn 1magery, 1ts 10chs,

Tts woods, and that uncertain heaven,1ecened
TInto the bosom of the steady lahe °°

The second shall be that noble imitation of Diay-

writers, and which (unfortunately, I think) 15 given as ats first
explanation in D1 Johnson’s Dictionary, and therefore would
be taken by an incautious reader as”its proper sense In
Shakespeare and Milton the word 1s never used without some
clear reference, proper or metaphorical, to the theatre [hus
Malton,

« Cedar, and pine, and fir, and branching palm
A sylvan scene , and, as the ranks ascend
Shade above shade, a woody theatre

Of statehest view ” *

I object to any extension of 1ts meaning, because the word s
aheady more equivocal than might be wished , masmuch asin
the hmited use, which I recommend, 1t may still signify two
different things, namely, the scenery, and the characters and
actions presented on the stage during the presence of particular
scenes It can therefore be preserved from obscunty only by
keeping the original sigmification full 1n the mind  Thus M-
ton again,

~———Prepaie thee for another scene ” f

9 [Part of this poetical desciiption has been altered or ex-
panded, thus ,

And they would shout
Across the watery vale, and shout again,
Responsive to his call,—wath quivering peals,
And long halloos, and scieams, and echoes loud
Redoubled and 1edoubled , concourse wild

Of jocund din! And, when there came a pause
Of silence such as baffled his best skill

Then, sometimes, 1n that silence——

I fear 1t 15 presumptuous even to express a feelng, which

[Par Lost wv 1139 § C]
tIbxle3r 8 CJ
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ton!® (if 1t was not rather a comcidence) 1 the lines
To Joanna 1

hardly dares to be an opinion, about these fine verses (one of
the most exquisite specimens of blank verse that I know, and
fit to be placed beside the most esquisite specimens from Ml
ton, though different from them i the kind of excellence) and
yet I cannot forbear to express the feeling, that the latter part
of this quotation stood hetter at first, or that any impros ement,
—f any there be,—1n the first of the two altered hnes, 1s dearly
purchased by the comparative languor which has thus been oc
casioned 1n the second —

Of silence such as baffled has best shall
seems to me almost prose in comparnison with

That pauses of deep silence mocked his skull,—

which presents the image, (1f so 1t may be called, ) at once with
out dividing 1t, while the spondaic movement of the verse cor-
responds to the sense Neither can I think that “mirth® 1s
here a superfluity even 1 addition to * jocund dn,” the logic
of poetic passion may admit or even require what the mere logic
of thought does notexact and what 1s the objection ta“chanc’d,”
which Milton uses just in the same way in Paradise Lost?* Lhe
utter silence of the owls, after such free and full communica-
tions, 15 as good an instance of chance, or an event of which we
cannot see the cause, as the affairs of this world commonly pre-
sent, and the word seems to me particularly expressive § C]

10 Which Copland scaroe had spoke, but quickly every lill,
Upon her verge that stands, the neighbouring valles fil,
Helwillon from his height, 1t through the mountawns threw,
From whom as soon again, the sound Dunbalrase drew,
From whose stone-trophied head, 1t on the Wendross went,
Whach, tow’rds the sea again, resounded 1t to Dent
That Brodwater, therewith within her banks astound,

In sailing to the sea, told 1t to Egremound,
Whose buildings, walks, and streets, with echoes loud and long,
Did mightily commend old Copland for her song

Drayton’s Porvotsrox Song XXX,
uip W IIp28 SC]

Book 1 1 575
I
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—“When I had gazed perhaps two minutes’ space,
Joanna, looking 1n my eyes, beheld

That ravishment of mine, and laughed aloud
The Rock, like something starting from a sleep,
Took up the Lady’s voice, and laughed again!
That ancient Woman seated on Helm-crag

Woas ready with her cavern, Hammar scar,
And the tall Steep of Silver-How sent forth

A noise of laughter, southern Loughrigg heard,
And Fairfield answered with a moufitain tone
Helvellyn far into the clear blue sky

Carried the lady’s voice '—old Skiddaw blew
His speaking tiumpet '—~back out of the clouds
From Glaramara southward came the voice

And Kirkstone tossed 1t from his misty head ! ”

The third, which 1s 1n rhyme, I take fiom the Soxc
AT THE FEAST oF BrouGcHAM CASTLE, upon the
1estoration of Lord Clhifford, the Shepherd, to the
Estates and Honours of his Ancestors.’

—¢ Now another day 1s come,

Fitter hope, and nobler doom ,

He hath thrown aside his crook,

And bath buried deep his book,
Armour rusting 1n his halls

On the blood of Clafford calls ,—

¢ Quell the Scot,’ excluvms the Lance!
Bear me to the heart of France,

Is the longing of the Shield—

Tell thy name, thou trembling Freld '—
Feld of death, where’er thou be,

Groan thou with owr metory /

Happy day, and mighty hour,

‘When our Shepherd, 1n his power,
Mailed and horsed, with lance and sword,
To his ancestors restored,

Like a re-appearing Star,

Like a glory from afar,

Furst shall head the floch of war!”

18[P W II p.154. S.C]
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“Alas! the fervent harper did not know,
That for a tranquil Soul the Lay was framed,
Who, long compelled 1n humble walks to go,
Was sofrened into feeling, soothed, and tamed

Love had he found in huts where poor men le,
His daily teachers had been woods and nlls,
The sulence that s 1n the starry sky,
Thhe sleep that 1s among the lonely hlls”

T

The woids themselves in the foregomg extracts, are,
no doubt, sufficiently common for the greater part.—
But m what poem ate they not so, if we except a few
misadventurous attempts to translate the arts and
sciences mto verse ?  In THE Excursiox the number
of polysyllabic (or what the common people call, dac-
tionary) words 1s more than usually great. And so
must 1t needs be, n proportion to the number and
variety of an author’s conceptions, and his soliatude
to express them with precision —But are those words
wn those places commonly employed 1n real life to ex-
ptess the same thought or outward thing? Are they
the style used m the ordmaiy intercourse of spoken
words? No! nor are the modes of connections, and
still less the breaks and t1ansitions Would any but a
poet—at least could any one without bemg conscious
that he had expiessed himself with noticeable vivacity
—have described a bird smging loud by, “The thrush
18 busy i the wood ?”—or have spoken of boys with
a string of club-moss round their 1usty hats, as the
boys “wuth thews green cotonal?’—or have trans-
lated a beautiful May-day into < Both earth and sky
keep gubilee ?”—or have brought all the different
marks and circumstances of a sea-loch before the mmd,
as the actions of a hiving and acting power? Or have
represented the reflection of the sky in the water, as
« That uncertan heaven 1 ecewed wmito the bosom of
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the steady lake ?” Even the grammatical construc-
tion 18 not unfrequently peculiar, as “ The wimnd, the
tempest roating igh, the tumult of a tropic sky, might
well be dangerous food fo hum, a youth to whom was
gwven, &c” There 1s a pecularity 1n the frequent use
of the dovvdoryrov (that 15, the omission of the con-
nective particle before the last of several woids, or
several sentences used grammatically as single words,
all bemng m the same case and governing or governed
by the same verb) and not less in the construction of
words by apposition (¥ ¢o hum, & youth”) In shoit,
wete there excluded fiom Mr Wordsworth’s poetie
compositions all, that a literal adherence to the theory
of his preface would exclude, two thirds at least of
the marked beauties of his poetry must be erased
For a far greater number of lines would be sacrificed
than m any other recent poet, because the pleasure
received fiom Wordsworth’s poems bemng less derrved
either from excitement of curiosity or the 1apd flow
of narration, the string passages foim a larger pro-
portion of their value I do not adduce 1t as a far
criterion of comparative excellence, nor do I even
think 1t such, but merely as matter of fact I affirm,
that from no contemporary writer could so many lines
be quoted, without reference to the poem m which
they are found, for their own independent weight o1
beauty From the sphere of my own experience I can
bring to my recollection three persons of no every-day
powers and acquirements, who had read the poems of
others with more and more unallayed pleasure, and
had thought more highly of then authors, as poets;
who yet have confessed to me, that from no modern
work had so many passages started up anew 1n therr
minds at different times, and as different occasions had
awakened a meditative mood
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CHAPTER VIII

Remar ks on the present mode of conducting e1iticol
Jowrnals

ONG have I wished to see a fair and
1 .{if‘ philosophical mquisition mto the charac-
CIND ﬁ‘ﬁ ter of Wordsworth, as a poet, on the
v t}‘ (=44l evidence of hus published woiks, and a

positive, not a comparative, appieciation
of thewr characteristic excellencies, deficiencies, and
defects I know no claim, that the mere opuuon of
any wndividual can have to weigh down the opmion of
the author himself, agamnst the probability of whose
parental partiality we ought to set that of s having
thought longer and more deeply on the subject But
I should call that mvestigation fair and philosophical
in which the eritic announces and endeavours to esta-
blish the principles, which he holds for the foundation
of poetry m general, with the specification of these in
therr apphcation to the different classes of poetry.
Having thus prepaied his canons of eriticzsm for prase
and condemnation, he would proceed to particulanze
the most striking passages to which he deems them
applicable, faithfully noticng the fiequent or mfre-
quent recurrence of similar merits or defects, and as
faithfully distingmishimg what 1s characteristic from
what 18 accidental, or a mere flagging of the wmg
Then 1f lus premuses be rational, his deductions legits-
mate, and his conclusions justly apphed, the reader,
and possibly the poet himself, may adopt hus judgment
m the ight of yjudgment and m the mdependence of

{2
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free agency  If he has erred, he presents hus errours
m a defimte place and tangible foim, and holds the
torch and gmdes the way to their detection

I most willingly admut, and estimate at a high value,
the services which the Epinsureu REVIEW, and
otheis foimed afterwards on the same plan, have ren-
dered to society m the diffusion of knowledge I think
the commencement of the EpIiNBURGH REVIEW an
impoitant epoch m periodical eriticism, and that it
has a claim upon the gratitude of the literary repubhe,
and mdeed of the reading public at large, for having
ongmated the scheme of reviewing those books only,
which are susceptible and deserving of argumentative
criticism  Not less meritorious, and far more faith-
fully and i general far more ably executed, 18 thewr
plan of supplymg the vacant place of the trash or me-
diocrity, wisely left to sk mto oblivion by 1its own
weight, with original essays on the most iteresting
subjects of the time, religious, or political, m which
the titles of the books or pamphlets prefixed furnish
only the name and occasion of the disqusition I do
not arraign the keenness, or asperity of its damnatory
style, m and for itself, as long as the author 1s ad-
dressed or treated as the mere mmpersonation of the
work then under trial I have no quarrel with them
on this account, as long as no personal allusions are
admitted, and no re-commutment (for new tral) of
Juvenile performances, that were pubhshed, perhaps
forgotten, many years before the commencement of
the review since for the foremg back of such works
to public notice no motives are easly assignable, but
such as are furmshed to the ertic by his own personal
malignity, or what 1s still worse, by a habit of malig-
nity m the form of mere wantonness.
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¢ No private grudge they need, no personal spite

The vwa sectio 18 1ts own delight !

All enmity, all envy, they disclaim,

Dismterested thieves of our good name

Cool, sober murderers of thewr neighbour’s fame!”
STC

Every censure, every sarcasm respecting a publica-
tion which the erife, with the ecriticised work before
him, can make good, 1s the entic’s nght  The wrater
15 authorized to reply, but not to complain  Nerther
can any one prescribe to the critic, how soft or how
hard , how friendly, or how bitter, shall be the phrases
which he 1s to select for the expression of such repre-
hension or ridicule The cntic must know, what effect
1t 18 Ius object to produce, and with a view to this ef-
fect must he weigh his words But as soon as the
critie betrays, that he knows more of his author, than
the author’s publications could have told him, as soon
as from this more mtimate knowledge, elsewhere ob-
tamned, he avails himself of the shightest trat agawmst
the author, his censure imstantly becomes personal
mjury, his sarcasms personal insults He ceases to be
a critic, and takes on him the most contemptible cha-
racter to which a rational creature can be degraded,
that of a gossip, backbiter, and pasquillant but with
this heavy aggravation, that he steals the unquiet, the
deforming passions of the world mto the museum,
mto the very place which, next to the chapel and
oratory, should be our sanctuary, and secure place of
refage , offers abominations on the altar of the Muses,
and makes 1ts sacred palng the very circle m which
he conjures up the lymg and profane spirt

This determmation of unlicensed personality, and
of permitted and legitimate censure, (which I owe



120 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

m part to the illustrious Lessing,! himself a model of
acute, spirited, sometimes stinging, but always argu-
mentative and honourable, entieism) 1s beyond con-
troversy the true one and though I would not myself
exercise all the rights of the latter, yet, let but the
former be excluded, I submit myself to its exeircise m
the hands of others, without complamt and without
resentment .

Let a communication be formed between any num-
ber of learned men 1n the various branches of science
and literature, and whether the president and central
committee be 1 London, or Edmburgh, if only they
previously lay aside then mdividuahty, and pledge
themselves mwardly, as well as ostensibly, to ad-
mmister judgment accordmg to a constitution and
code of laws, and if by groundmg this code on the
two-fold basis of universal morals and philosophie
reason, mdependent of all foreseen apphcation to
particular works and authois, they obtam the mght
to speak each as the representative of their body
corporate, they shall have honour and good wishes
fiom me, and I shall accord to them their fair dignities,
though self-assumed, not less cheerfully than if I could
mquire concerning them 1n the herald’s office, or turn
to them in the book of peerage However loud may
be the outcries for prevented or subverted reputation,
however numerous and impatient the complamnts of
merciless severity and msupportable despotism, I shall
neither feel, nor utter aught but to the defence and

1 [See a few remarks on this subject in Lessng’s Preface to
his Essay on the manner i which the Ancients represented
Death, (Whe die Alten den Tod gelnldet) Works, Leipzig, 1841,
vol v pp 2784 Lesang also remonstrates agamst a certamn
sort of personality 1n criticism in the Advertisement prefixed to
tus Hamburgische Dramaturgze  1b vol vu pp 36 § C]
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justification of the critical machine Should any literary
Quixote find himself provoled by 1ts sounds and regu-
lar movements, I should admonish hum with Sancho
Panza, that 1t 1s no grant but a windmull, there 1t stands
on its own place, and 1ts own hillock, never goes out
of 1ts way to attack any one, and to none and from
none either gives or asks assistance When the pub-
lic press has poured 1 any part of its produce between
its mull-stones, 1t grinds 1t off, one man’s sack the
same as another, and with whatever wind may happen
to be then blowmng  All the two-and-thirty winds are
alike its friends  Of the whole wide atmosphere 1t does
not desire a single finger-breadth more than what 18
necessary for 1ts sails to turn round m But this space
must be left free and unmmpeded Gnats, beetles,
wasps, butterflies, and the whole tribe of ephemerals
and msignificants, may fit m and out and between;
may hum, and buzz, and jarr, may shrill ther tny
pipes, and wind their puny horns, unchastised and un-
noticed But 1dlers and bravadoes of larger size and
prouder show must beware, how they place themselves
within 1ts sweep Much less may they presume to lay
hands on the sails, the strength of which 1s neither
greater nor less than as the wind 1s, which drives them
round Whomsoever the remorseless arm slings aloft,
or whirls along with 1t m the air, he has himself alone
to blame, though, when the same arm throws him
fiom 1t, 1t will more often double than break the force
of lus fall

Putting aside the too manifest and too frequent in-
terference of national party, and even personal predi-
lection or aversion, and reserving for deeper feelngs
those worse and more criminal mtrusions mto the sa-
credness of private ife, which not seldom merit legal
rather than lterary chastisement, the two prmmerpal
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objects and occasions which I find for blame and re
gret m the conduct of the review m question are,
first, 1ts unfarthfulness to its own announced and ex-
cellent plan, by subjecting to crificism works neither
mdecent nor mmoral, yet of such trifling 1mportance
even m pownt of size and, according to the crific’s
own verdict, so devoid of all mernt, as must excite
i the most candid mmd the suspicion, either that
dishike or vindictive feelings were at work, or that
there was a cold prudential pre-determination to n-
crease the sale of the review by flattermg the mahg-
nant passions of human nature That I may not
myself become subject to the charge, which I am
brmnging agamst others, by an accusation without
proof, I refer to the article on Dr Rennell’s sermon 1
the very first number of the Epinsvuren REVIEW as
an 1llustration of my meaning  If in looking through
all the succeeding volumes the reader should find this
a solitary mstance, I must submt to that pamful for-
fetture of esteem, which awaits a groundless or exag-
gerated charge

The second pomt of objection belongs to this review
only 1n common with all other woiks of periodical cr-
ticism, at least, 1t applies in common to the general
system of all, whatever exception there may be m
favour of particular articles  Or if 1t attaches to TrE
EpinsurcH REVIEW, and to 1ts only cornval (THE
QUARTERLY), with any peculiar force, this results from
the superiority of talent, acquirement, and 1nformation
which both have so undemably displayed, and which
doubtless deepensthe1egret though not the blame Iam
1eferring to the substitution of assertion for argument,
to the frequency of arbitrary and sometimes petulant
verdicts, not seldom unsupported even by a single
quotation fiom the work condemned, which mght at
least have explamned the eritic’s meanmg;, 1f 1t did not
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prove the justice of his sentence Even where this
1s not the case, the extracts are too often made with-
out reference to any general grounds or rules from
which the faultiness or madmssibility of the qualities
attributed may be deduced, and without any attempt
to show, that the qualities are attributable to the pas-
sage extiacted Ihave met with such extracts from Mr.
‘Wordsworth’s poems, annexed to such assertions, as
led me to 1magne, that the reviewer, having written hs
critique before he had read the work, had then precked
with a pwn for passages, wherewith to illustrate the
various branches of his preconceived opmions By
what principle of rational choice can we suppose a
critic to have been directed (at least m a Christian
country, and himself, we hope, a Christian) who gives
the following lnes, pourtraymg the fervour of solitary
devotion excited by the magmificent display of the
Almighty’s works, as a proof and example of an
author’s tendency to downright 1 avings, and absolute
unitelligibility ?

O then what soul was s, when on the tops

Of the lngh mountains he beheld the sun

Rase up, and bathe the world in hght' He looked—
Ocean and earth, the sohd frame of earth,

And ocean’s hquid mass, beneath him lay

In gladuess and deep joy The clouds were touched,
And m ther silent faces did he read

Unutterable love  Sound needed none,

Nor any woice of joy Ins spirit drank

The spectacle ! sensation, soul, and form,

All melted 1nto him , they swallowed up

His animal being , m them did he hve,

And by them did he live they were s hife ” 2

2 [Excursion (BookI P W vi p 10 The passage now
begins thus
“Such was the Boy—but for the growing Youth
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Can 1t be expected, that either the author or his
admners, should be mduced to pay any serious atten
tion to decisions which prove nothing but the pitiable
state of the critic’s own taste and sensibiity? On
opening the review they see a favourite passage, of
the force and tiuth of which they had an mtuitive
certainty m their own mward experience confiimed, if
confirmation 1t could receive, by~ the sympathy of ther
most enhghtened friends, some of whom perhaps,
even m the woild’s opmion, hold a higher mtellectual
rank than the cuitic himself would presume to clam
And this very passage they find selected, as the cha-
racteristic effusion of a mmd deserted by 1 eason ! —as
fuinishing evidence that the writer was raving, or he
could not have thus strung words together without
sense or purpose ! No diversity of taste seems capable
of explaiming such a contrast in judgment

That 1 had over-rated the merit of a passage or
poem, that I had erred concerning the degree of its
excellence, I might be easily mduced to believe o1 ap-

What soul was his, when, from the naked top
Of some bold headland, he beheld &c ”

Compare with this Goethe’s Sunset, (1n the dialogue between
Faust and Wagner after the scene of out-door festivity,) the dic-
tion and versitication of which are exquisite

O glucklch ! wer noch hoffen kann
Aus diesem Meer des Irrthums aufsutauchen &ec

The two passages, 1n each of which the tone of 1eflection 15
beaut:fully accordant with the natural image,—1n Goethe’s with
a setting, as 1 that from The Excursion, with a TiSIng sun,—
might be pendants to each other, and form such a bright pair as
Mr Turner’s two pictures called The Rise and Dechne of Car-
thage,—* or brighter ”  Would that the hues of the material
pantings were as fadeless as those of the poetry, for they too
deserve to live! S C]
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prehend But that lines, the sense of which I had
analyzed and found consonant with all the best convic-
tions of my undeistanding, and the imagery and dic-
tion of which had collected round those convictions
my noblest as well as my most delightful feelings,
that I should admit such lmes to be mere nonsense or
lunacy, 1s too much for the most ingenious arguments
to effect But that sich a revolution of taste should
be brought about by a few broad assertions, seems
Little less than impossible  On the contrary, 1t would
requue an effort of charity not to dismiss the eriticism
with the aphorism of the wise man, 1 anvnam male-
volam saprentria haud wmtr are potest

What then if this very critic should have cited a
large number of single lines and even of long para-
graphs, which he himself acknowledges to possess em1-
nent and ougmal beauty? What 1f he hinself has
owned, that beauties as great are scattered m abund-
ance throughout the whole book® And yet, though
under this 1mpression, should have commenced his
critique m vulgar exultation with a prophecy meant to
secuie 1ts own fulfilment® With a “This won’t do'”
What? 1f after such acknowledgments extorted from
his own judgment he should proceed from charge to
charge of tameness and raving, fights and flatness,
and at length, consigning the author to the house of
mcurables, should conclude with a stram of rudest con-
tempt evidently grounded in the distempered state of
s own moral associations ? Suppose too all this done
without a single leading prineiple established or even
announced, and without any one attempt at argumen-
tative deduction, though the poet had presented a more
than usual opportunity for 1t, by having previously made
public lis own prmeiples of judgment 1n poetry, and
supported them by a connected tran of reasonimng !
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The office and duty of the poet 1s to select the most
dignified as well as
“The gayest, happiest attitude of things 3

The 1everse, for 1 all cases a reverse 1s possible, 15
the appropriate busmess of burlesque and travesty, a
predommant taste for which has been always deemed
a mark of a low and degraded m:nd When I was at
Rome, among many other visits to the tomb of Julis
II I went thither once with a Prussian artist, a man
of gemws and great vivacity of feelmg  As we were
gazing on Michael Angelo’s Moses, omt conversation
turned on the horns and beard of that stupendous
statue, of the necessity of each to support the other,
of the super-human effect of the former, and the
necessity of the existence of both to give a harmony
and mtegrity both to the 1mage and the feeling excited
byt Conceive them removed, and the statue would
become un-natural, without bemng super-natural We
called to mind the horns of the rising sun, and I
repeated the noble passage from Taylor's Hory
Dyineg* That horns were the emblem of power and
sovereignty among the Eastern nations, and are still
retamed as such m Abyssmia, the Achelous of the
ancient Greeks , and the probable 1deas and feehngs,
that origmally suggested the muxture of the human
and the biute form n the figure, by which they reahzed
the 1dea of their mysterious Pan as representmg mtel-
higence blended with a darker power, deeper, mightier,
and more umversal than the conscious mtellect of
man, than mtelligence ,—all these thoughts and re-
collections passed in procession before ow mmds My

* [Akensmde’s Pleasures of Imagmation, Bk I 1 30 § C.]
¢ [Chap I sect 3 §2]
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companion who possessed more than his share of the
hatred, which his countrymen bore to the French, had
Just observed to me, “a Frenchman, Sir! 15 the only
ammal m the human shape, that by no possibility can
Iift 1tself up to rehigion or poetry ” when, lo! two
French officers of distmction and rank entered the
chuich ! “Mark you,” whispered the Prussian, “the
first thing, which these scoundrels—will notice— (for
they will begin by mstantly noticing the statue in paits,
without one moment’s pause of admnation mmpressed
by the whole)—will be the horns and the beard And
the associations, which they will immediately connect
with them will be those of a he-goat and a cuckold”
Never did man guess more luckily Had he inherated
a portion of the great legislator's prophetic powers,
whose statue we had been contemplatmg, he could
scarcely have uttered words more comncident with the
result for even as he had said, so 1t came to pass

In TuE Excursion the poet has mtroduced an old
man, born m humble but not abject circumstances,
who had enjoyed more than usual advantages of edu-
cation, both from books and from the more awful dis-
cipline of nature This person he repiesents, as having
been driven by the restlessness of fervid feelings, and
from a craving mtellect to an itinerant hfe, and as
having 1n consequence passed the larger portion of his
time, from earliest manhood, m villages and hamlets
from doo: to door,

« A vagrant Merchant bent beneath s load ¢

Now whether this be a character appropriate to a lofty

5 [« A vagrant Merchant under a heavy load
Bent as he moves”—
Book T P W Vol VI p 15 edit of 1840 8 C]}
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didactick poem, 1s perhaps questionable It presents
a fan subject for controversy, and the question 15 to
be deteimmed by the congruity or mcongruity of such
a character with what shall be proved to be the essen-
t1al constituents of poetry But surely the ciitic who,
passing by all the oppoitunities which such a mode of
life would present to such a man, all the advantages
of the liberty of nature, of solitude, and of solitary
thought, all the varieties of places and seasons, through
which his track had lam, with all the varymg magery
they bung with them , and lastly, all the observations
of men,

“ Their manne1s, their enjoyments, and pursuts,
Their passions and their feehngs” o

which the memory of these yearly journeys must have
given and recalled to such a mind—the ecritic, I say,
who from the multitude of possible associations should
pass by all these 1n order to fix hus attention exclusively
on the pun-pape:s, and stay-tapes, which mght have
been among the wares of hus pack , this ertic, 1n my
opinion, cannot be thought to possess a much hgher or
much healthier state of moial feeling, than the French-
men above recorded

6 [Book I.P W Vol w1 p 15,lastedst S C]
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CHAPTER IX

The charactersstic defects of Wordsworth's poetry,
with the prwmcyples f1om which the judgment, that
they a1 e defects, 1 deduced— Theu proporton to
the beauties—For the greatest part char acteristic
of ks theory only

T en7on|F Mr. Wordsworth have set forth prmei-
% Ti}‘v') ples of poetry which hns argumenpts are
) Eigs msufficient to suppo:t, let him and those
(&1 \O)| who have adopted his sentiments be set

right by the confutation of those argu-
ments, and by the substitution of more philosophical
prmaplés  And still let the due credit be given to the
portion and mmportance of the t1uths, which are blended
with us theory, truths, the too exclusive attention to
which had occasioned 1its errois, by temptng him to
carry those tiuths beyond their proper lhmoits. If hus
mistaken theoiy have at all mfluenced his poetic com-
positions, let the effects be pomted out, and the
mstances given But let 1t hikewise be shewn, how
far the mfluence has acted, whether diffusively, or
only by starts , whether the number and importance of
the poems and passages thus mnfected be great or
trifling compared with the sound portion, and lastly,
whether they are mwoven mto the texture of hus
works, or are loose and separable The result of such

a trial would evince beyond a doubt, what 1t 15 high

time to announce decisively and aloud, that the sup-

posed characteristics of Mr. Wordsworth’s poetry,
2 K *
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whether admired or reprobated, whether they are
stmpheity or sumpleness, faithful adherence to essential
nature, or wilful selections from human pature of its
meanest forms and under the least attractive associa-
tions , are as little the real characteristics of his poetry
at large, as of his genws and the constitution of his
mmd

In a comparatively small number of poems he chose
to try an expermment, and this experiment we will
suppose to have failled Yet even i these poems 1t 18
mpossible not to perceive that the natural tendency
of the poet’s mind 1s to great objects and elevated
conceptions The poem mtitled Fiperiry? 15 for the
greater part written m language, as unraised and naked
as any perhaps m the two volumes Yet take the fol-
lowing stanza and compare 1t with the preceding stan-
zas of the same poem.

« There sometimes doth a leaping fish
Send through the tarn a lonely cheer,
The crags repeat the raven’s croak,

In symphony austere ,

Thither the ramnbow comes—the cloud—
And mists that spread the flying shroud ,
And sun-beams, and the sounding blast,
That, 1f 1t could, woald hurry past,

But that enormous barrer holds 1t fast »

Or compare the four last lmes of the concluding
stanza with the former half

“ Yes, proof was plam that, since the day
On which the Traveller thus had died,
The Dog had watched about the spot,
Or by his Master’s side
How nourish’d here through such long tume
He knows, who gave that love sublime,—

I[P WVop4s SC]
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And gare that strengih of feeling, gieat
Above all human estunate!” 2

Can any candid and mtelligent mind hesitate m
determining, which of these best represents the ten-
dency and native character of the poet’s genus ? Will
he not decide that the one was written because the
poet would so write, and the other because he could
not so entirely repress the force and grandeur of his
mind, but that he must 1 some part or other of every
composition write otherwise® In shoit, that his only
disease 15 the being out of his element , like the swan,
that, having amused himself, for a while, with erushmg
the weeds on the river’s bank, soon returns to his own
majestic movements on its 1eflecting and sustaming
surface  Let 1t be observed that I am here supposing
the 1mmagined judge, to whom I appeal, to have already
decided agamst the poet’s theory, as far as it1is dif-
ferent from the prmciples of the art, generally acknow -
ledged

I cannot heie enter into a detailed examination of
Mr Wordsworth’s woiks, but I will attempt to give
the main results of my own judgment, after an ac-
quamtance of many years, and repeated perusals.
And though, to appreciate the defects of a great mmd
1t 13 necessary to understand previously its character-
wstic excellences, yet I have alieady expressed myself
with sufficient fulness, to preclude most of the 1ll effects
that might arise from my purswng a contrary arrange-
ment I wil therefore commence with what I deem
the promment defects of s poems hitherto pub-
lished

2 [The second line of this stanza 1s now
 When this 11l fated Traveller died ” 5 C]
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The first characteristic, though only occasional de-
fect, which I appear to myself to find in these poems
18 the wnconstancy of the style Under this name I
refer to the sudden and unprepared tiansitions from
lmes o1 sentences of peculiar felicity—(at all events
stukmg and o11gmal)—to a style, not only unimpas-
sioned but undistingwished He smks too often and
too abruptly to that style, which ¥ should place mn the
second division of langunage, dividing 1t into the three,.
species , first, that which 1s pecular to poetry, second,.
that which 1s only proper m prose, and third, the
neutral or common to both  There have been works,
such as Cowley’s Essay on Cromwell,® m which prose

3 [This 15 an eloquent declamation against Cromwell, m the
guse of an argument, the defence of “ the late man, who made
himself to be called Piotector,” bemg put mto the mouth of
one whose appemance was “strange and terrble,” and whose
figure was taller than that of a giant or *the shadow of any
gant 1n the eveming” This personage turns out to be the
‘Wicked One himself, and the discourse which he utters 1s, -
deed, most dramatically approprate to him, however unservice-
able to the cause of Cromwell After despatching the Protec-
tor’s religion and morals, disparaging hus powers, :educing his
parts to dihgence and dissimulation, and making away with his
achievements at home and abroad, or bringing them very nearly
to nothmg, the Evil One’s opponent proceeds to demohsh his
ntellectual pretensions, and here he attacks him on the side of
Ins speeches, which Mr Carlyle has lately brought forth from
the shadows 1 which they have so long been lymg

According to tk s essay, all the war and bloodshed at the time
of the Rebelhon, was on account of ¢ a Iittle ship money,” or to
revenge the loss ¢ of three or four ears,”—not to decide whether
the country was to be governed by an absolute or 2 hmited monar
chy , whether the Church of England should be approximated to
Rome or mamtamed 1n the spint of the Reformation, whether
ecclesiastical rulers were to fine, scourge, mutilate and 1mmure
for life 10 wretched prisons any who opposed their views and pro-
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and verse are mntermixed (not as 1 the Consolation of
Boets,! or the ARGENIs of Barclay,” by the msertion
of poems supposed to have been spoken or composed
on occasions previously related m prose, but) the poet
passing from one to the other, as the nature of the
thoughts or his own feelings dictated  Yet this mode
of composition does not satisfy a cultivated taste.
There-15 gomethmy unpleasant in the hemg thus
obliged to alternate states of feelmg so dissimilar, and
this too m a species of wiiting, the pleasure from
which fs m part derived from the preparation and pie-
vious expectation of the reader A portion of that
awkwardness 1s felt which hangs upon the introduction
of songs m our modern comic operas, and to prevent
which the judicious Metastasio (as to whose exqusite
taste there can be no hesitation, whatever doubts may

ceedings, or whether they must learn to uphold the Church 1n
amanner more conformable to Christianity  Yet Cow ley, while
he thus could represent the cause of Hampden exalts that of
Brutus '—whom Dante places for hus rebellion 1 the lowest
deep of punishment , such 15 poetical mjustice! Methinks this
whole discourse aganst old Noll 1s like ¢ the shadow of 2 grant
1 the evenmng ’—big and black but of no force or substance

Cowley wrote eleven other discourses by way of essays i
verse and prose, 1b p 79-148, This remarhable writer and
worthy man died July 28, 1667, aged forty-mme S C]

4 [An Manl Sever Boetu Consolatiomis Plulosophwe, Lab v
Boetus or Boethws was born about 4 p 470 S C]

5 [The Argen:s, quoted 1 vol 1 toward ghe end of chap ix
15 a sort of didactick romance, 1 mitation of the Satyricon of
Petrontus The author, John Barclay, wasborn1582, died 1621
He flourished at the Court of James I (who was delighted with
s Satyrwcon Euphormwonis)—and pubhished, beside several prose
worhs, a collection of poems in two vols 4to It 1s sad that
Ius prose 1s superiour to his verse, but that all s works discover
wit and genus S C.]
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be entertamed as to his poetic genius) umiformly placed
the ama at the end of the scene, at the same time that
he almost always raises and impassions the style of the
recitative immediately preceding® Even m real Iife,
the difference 1s great and evident between words used
as the arbitrary marks of thought, our smooth market-
com of mtercourse, with the 1mage and supe1scription
worn out by currency, and thoss which convey pic-
tures either borrowed from one outward object to en-
hiven and particularize some other, or used allegori-
cally to body forth the mward state of the person
speaking , or such as are at least the exponents of his
pecubiar turn and unusual extent of faculty. So much
so mdeed, that 1 the social circles of private hife we
often find a striking use of the latter put a stop to the
general flow of conversation, and by the excitement
arising fiom concentred attention produce a sort of
damp and mterruption for some mmutes after But
1 the perusal of works of hiterary art, we prepare our-
selves for such language, and the business of the
writer, like that of a pamnter whose subject requires
unusual splendour and promimence, 1s so to raise the

6 [The popular Italian dramatic poet, Pietro Metastasio,
whose original name was Trapassi, was born at Rome on the
3rd of January, 1698, died Apnl 12th, 1782

Metastasio, though not born to affiuence or gentihty was pur-
sued through life by the favours of the nch and powerful, as
well as the admiration of the crowd He was a favounte of
Nature 1n such a way as made him also a favounte of Fortune,
and possessed all admirable qualities of mind and person that
are understood at first sight  He took the ecclesiastical habit
and the title of Abate, though his hfe and writings, so closely
connected with the stage, w ere not much 1 accordance with the
exteriour of a grave spiritual callng  But the Charch of Rome
has never disdained attractive worldly alhances S C]J
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lower and neutral tints, that what 1 a different style
would be the commanding colours, are here used as
the means of that gentle degradation requisite 1m order
to produce the effect of a whole Where this 1s not
achieved m a poem, the metre merely remmds the
reader of his claims m order to disappomt them , and
where this defect occurs frequently, his feelngs are
alternately startled by antichimax and hyperclimax.

'»1 refer the reader to the exqusite stanzas cited for
another purpose from THE BLiND HieHLAND Boy,
and then annex, as bemng 1 my opmon nstances of
this disharmony m style, the two followng

« And one, the rarest, was a shell,
Which he, poor child, had studied well
The shell of a green turtle, thin

And hollow ,—you might sit therein,
It was so wide, and deep ”

“¢ Our Haghland Boy oft wisited
The house which held this prize, and, led
By choice or chance, did thither come
One day, when no one was at home,
And found the door unbarred 7

7 [Mr Wordsworth has mterposed three new stanzas be
tween the first and second of the quotations, and has altered
the first thus

“ The rarest was a turtle-shell
‘Which he, poor child, had studied well,
A shell of ample size and hght
As the pearly car of Amphitnite,
That sportve dolphins drew ™

The lustory of the Blind Boy’s choice of a vessel 15 now told
1n nme stanzas,—(beside a tenth at the end of the whole poem)
—ongwally 1n these three

Strong 18 the current, but be mild,
Ye waves, and spare the helpless chald !



136 ~ BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA
Or page 172, vol 18

If ye 1 danger fret o1 chafe,
A bee-live would be ship as safe
As that i which he sails

But say what was 1t? Thought of fear

Well may ye tremble when ye hear!

—— A Household Tub, lzke one of those

Whach women use to wash then &lothes
This carried the bind Boy

Close to the water he had found
This vessel, pushed 1t from dry ground,
‘Went mto 1t, and without dread,
Following the fancies in s head,
He paddled up and down
Vol II p 72-3 edit 1807

There are some lovers of poetry, and Mr Wordsworth’s espe-
cally, who cannot help prefernng these three stanzas to the
nme of later date, if the words in italics could be replaced
by others less ant1 poetic The advantage of the real maident
they think, 18 that, as being more simple and seeming natural,
and capable of bemg quickly told, 1t detams the mind but a
lttle while from the maimn subject of mterest while the other
18 80 pecubar that 1t claims a good deal of separate attention
T'he new stanzas are beautiful, but bemng more ornate than the
rest of the poems, they look rather like a piece of decorated
architecture introduced into a bwlding in an earlier and simpler
style Such are the whims of certamn crazy lovers of the Words-
worthian Muse, who are 50 loyal to her former self that they
sometimes forget the deference due to her at present § C]J

8[P W Ip 186 Mr Wordsworth has altered some lines
1 the fifth stanza of this deeply affecting poem, thus

’Tis gone—hke dreams that we forget

There was a smile or two~-yet—yet

I can remember them, I see, &c

Smules hast thou, bright ones of thy own,

I cannot keep thee m my arms,

For they confound me ,—where—where 1s

That last, that sweetest smale of his? 5 CJ]
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“ *Tis gone forgotten, let me do
My best There was a smile or two—
I can remember them, I see
The smales worth all the world to me
Dear Baby ' I must lay thee down
Thou troublest me with strange alarms,
Smles hast thou, sweet ones of thine own,
I cannot keep thee 1 my arms,
For they confound me as 1t 1,
I have forgot those smiles of his'”

Or page 269, vol I°

¢ Thou hast a nest, for thy love and thy rest,

And though little troubled with sloth
Drunken lark ! thou would’st be loth
To be such a traveller as I

Happy, happy hver!
With a soul as strong as @ mountain ruer
Pouring out prase to th’ Alimghty guer,
Joy and jollity be wath us both !
Hearmg thee or else some other,

As merry a brother
I on the earth will go plodding on
By myself cheerfully till the day 1s done ”

The mcongruity, which I appear to find m this
passage, 1s that of the two noble lines m 1talics with

9 [P W Il p 29 After
« Joy and jollity be with us both ¥’

the poem now ends thus

Alas ' my journey, rugged and uneven,
Through prickly moors or dusty ways must wind ,
But hearing thee, or others of thy hind,
As full of gladness and as free of heaven,
I, with my fate contented, wall plod on,
And hope for lngher raptures, when Life’s day 1s done
8 C]
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the precedmg and followmng  So vol II page 30 ¥

¢ Close by a Pond, upon the further side,
He stood alone , a minute’s space, I guess,
I watch’d him, he continuing motionless
To the Pool’s further margin then I drew,
He beng all the while before me full 1 view 1

Compaze this with the repetition of the same 1mage,
in the next stanza but two

¢ And, still as I drew near with gentle pace,
Beside the little pond or moonsh flood
Motionless as a Cloud the Old Man stood,
That heareth not the loud winds when they call,
And moveth altogether, if 1t move at all *

Or lastly, the second of the three following stanzas,
compared both with the first and the third

10 [P W Lp 117 The poem 1s entitled Resolution and
Independence, and 18 sometimes spoken of as The Leech-
gatherer

11 Mr. Wordsworth has now done away the ongmal 1xth
stanza to which these five hnes belonged, and concludes the
vinth thus

Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven
I saw a Man before me unawares
The oldest man he seemed that ever wore grey hairs

nstead of
And I with these untoward thoughts had striven,
I saw a Man, &c

Some regret the old conclusion of stanza xiv

¢ He answered me with pleasure and surpnze,
And there was, whale he spake, a fire about hs eyes”

which now ends thus

“ Ere he rephed, a flash of mild surprize
Broke from the sable orbs of s yet vind eyes”  § C]
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¢ My former thoughts returned, the fear that kills,
Aud hope that 1s unwilling to be fed,
Cold, pam, and labou, and all fleshly 1lls,
And mighty Poets 1 their msery dead
But now, perplex’d by what the Old Man had said,
My question eagerly did I renew,
¢ How 15 1t that you live, and what 1s 1t you do ?’

He with a smule did then hus words repeat,

And said, that, gathering Leeches, far and wide

He travelled , stirring thus about hus feet

The waters of the Ponds where they abide

¢ Once I could meet with them on every side,

¢ But they have dwindled long by slow decay,

¢ Yet stll I persevere, and find them where I may *

Wile he was talking thus, the lonely place,

The Old Man’s shape, and speech, all troubled me
In my mind’s eye I seemed to see hum pace
About the weary moors continually,

Wandering about alone and silently *’

Indeed this fine poem 1s especially characterstic of
the author Theie 15 scarce a defect or excellence m
hus writings of which 1t would not present a speetmen.
But 1t would be unjust not to repeat that this defect
1s only occasional From a careful reperusal of the
two volumes of poems, I doubt whether the objection-
able passages would amount in the whole to one hun~
dred Lmes, not the eighth part of the number of pages.
In Tre Excursion the feehng of meongruity 1s sel-
dom excited by the diction of any passage considered
m tself, but by the sudden superiority of some other
passage forming the context

The second defect I can generahze with tolerable
accuracy, if the reader will pardon an uncouth and new
comed word. There 1s, I should say, not seldom a
matter-of-facineis m ecertain poems, This may be
divided mto, first, a labortous minuteness and fide~
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ity n the representation of objects, and therr posi-
tions, as they appeared to the poet himself, secondly,
the msertion of accidental circumstances, m order to
the full explanation of his hving characters, therr dis-
positions and actions, which circumstances might be
necessary to establish the probability of a statement m
real life, where nothng 1s taken for gianted by the
hearer, but appear superfluous 12 poetry, where the
reader 1s willing to believe for his own sake  To this
accidentality I object, as contravemng the essence of
poetry, which Aristotle pronounces to be emrovdaiéraroy
xai ¢pihocogdraroy yévoe,® the most mtense, weighty
and philosophical product of human art, addmng, as
the reason, that 1t 1s the most catholic and abstract
The following passage from Davenant’s prefatory let-
ter to Hobbes well expresses this truth ¢ When I
considered the actions which I meant to describe, (those
mferrmg the persons), I was agam persuaded rather
to choose those of a forme1 age, than the present, and
m a century so far removed, as might preserve me
from their 1mproper exammations, who know not the
requisites of a poem, nor how much pleasme they lose,
(and even the pleasures of heioic poesy aze not un-
profitable), who take away the hberty of a poet, and
fetter his feet m the shackles of an historian  Foi
why should a poet doubt 1n story to mend the mtrigues
of fortune by more delightful conveyances of probable
fictions, because austere historians have entered into
bond to truth? An oblhigation, which weie in poets
as foolish and unnecessary, as 1s the bondage of false
martyrs, who he m chams for a mistaken opmion

12 TAwd kar pthocopdirepoy kaw cwovdarbrepoy wolnoegioroplag
foriy TEPITOIHTIKHE See the quotation, chap 1v note
4 8C]
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But by this I would wply, that truth, nos ratwe and
past, s the wdol of hustorwans, (who worshyp o dead
thang ), and tiuth opeiatwe, and by effects conte-
nually alwe, w the mstress of poets, who hath not
her existence m matier, but m reason "1

For this mmute accuracy mn the pamting of local
magery, the lines m Tue Excursiox, pp. 96, 97,
and 98, may be takes, if not as a striking imstance, yet
as an llustration of my meamng ™ It must be some
strong motive—(as, for mstance, that the description
was necessary to the mtelhgibihity of the tale)—which
could mduce me to describe m a number of verses
what a draughtsman could present to the eye with mn-
comparably greater satisfaction by half a dozen strokes
of his pencil, or the pamter with as many touches of
his brush  Such descriptions too often occasion i the
mmd of a reader, who 1s determined to undeistand his
anthor, a feelng of labour, not very dissimilar to that,
with which he would construct a diagram, line by line,
for a long geometrical proposition It seems to be
like taking the preces of a dissected map out of its box
We first look at one part, and then at another, then
jom and dove-tail them , and when the successive acts
of attention have been completed, there 18 a retrogres-
sive effort of mind to behold 1t as a whole  The poet
should pamt to the imagination, not to the fancy , and
I know no happier case to exemplify the distmetion
between these two faculties Master-pieces of the for-
mer mode of poetic pamting abound m the writmgs
of Milton, for example

13 [From the Preface before Gondsbert To s much ho
noured friend, Mr. Hobbes, dated Louvre in Pars, Jan 2, 1650
5 C]

¥ [BookIII P.W vaipp 789 § C]
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¢ The fig tree, not that kind for fruit renown’d,

« But such as at this day, to Indians known,

« Tn Malabar or Decan spreads her arms

« Branching so broad and long, that 1n the ground
« The bended twigs take root, and daughters grow
¢« About the mother tree, a pillar’d shade

¢ High over-ar ch’d, and ECHOING WALKS BETWELN

« There oft the Indiwan herdsman, shunming heat,

« Shelters wn cool, and tends his pasturing herds

“ At hoop-holes cut through thickest Shade ”—'%

This 15 creation rather than pamting, or if panting,
yet such, and with such co-presence of the whole
picture flashed at once upon the eye, as the sun
pamts m a cawera obscura  But the poet must like-
wise understand and command what Bacon calls the
vestigua commuma of the senses, the latency of all m
each, and more especially as by a magical penna
dupler, the excitement of vision by sound and the
exponents of sound Thus, “ The echomng walks be-
tween,” may be almost said to reverse the fable m
tradition of the head of Memnon, m the Egyptian
statue® Such may be deservedly entitled the creatue
wor ds 1 the world of 1magination.

The second division respects an apparent minute

15 [Par Lost, Book 1x 1 1101 ]

16 [The Statue of Memnon, one of two statues called Shamy
and Damy, which stand at a hittle distance from Medmet Abou,
towards the Nile, looking eastward, directly opposite to the
Temple of Luxor, was said to utter a sound ke the snappmng
asunder of a musical string, when 1t was struck by the first beams
of the sun  There 15 no doubt, that before Cambyses broke this
colossus, 1t uttered sounds when the sun shone onit the statue
18 composed of a quartzy sandstone, highly ciystallized, con~
tammng a considerable portion of iron, and this matenal, when
strack, gives a metallic ring  The excitement of vision by the
suggestion of sound 1s the converse of the excitement of sound
by the impulse of hight, § C]
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adherence to matter-of-fuct m character and meidents,
a bwographwcal attention to probability, and an anarety
of explanation and retrospect Under this head I shall
dehver, with no feigned diffidence, the results of my
best reflection on the great pomt of controversy be-
tween Mr Wordsworth and s objectors, namely,
on the chowe of hus characters 1 have already de-
clared, and, I trust jystified, my utter dissent from the
mode of argument which his erities have hitherto em-
ployed To thewr question,—*“ Why did you chuse
such a character, or a character from such a rank of
bife P”"-—the poet might m my opimon farrly retort

why with the conception of my character did you
make wilful choice of mean or ludicrous associations
not furmished by me, but supphed from your own
sickly and fastidious feelngs ? How was 1t, mdeed,
probable, that such arguments could have any weight
with an author, whose plan, whose guidmg punciple,
and mam object 1t was to attack and subdue that state
of association, which leads us to place the chief value
on those thmgs on which man differs from man, and
to forget or disiegaid the high digmties, which belong
to Human Natuie, the sense and the feeling, which
may be, and ought to be, found m all ranks® The
feelings with which, as Christians, we contemplate a
mixed congregation rismng or kneelng before their
common Maker, Mr Wordsworth would have us
entertam at all tzmes, as men, and as readers, and by
the excitement of this lofty, yet prideless impartialits
m poetry, he might hope to have encouraged its con-
tufnance 1n real ife  The praise of good men be his’
In' real Lfe, and, I trust, even m my imagmation, I
honour a virtuous and wise man, without reference to
the presence or absence of artificial advantages Whe-
ther 1n the person of an armed baron, a laurelled bard,



144 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

or of an old Pedlar, or still older Leech-gatherer, the
same qualities of head and heart must claim the same
reverence And even m poetry I am not conscious,
that I have ever suffered my feelings to be disturbed
or offended by any thoughts or 1mages, which the poet
himself has not presented

But yet I object, nevertheless, and for the followmng
reasons First, because the object m view, as an um-
medpate object, belongs to the moial philosopher, and
would be pursued, not only more appiopriately, but m
my opinion with far gieater probability of success, m
sermons or moral essays, than m an elevated poem
It seems, indeed, to destroy the mam fundamental
distinction, not only between a poem and piose, but
even between philosophy and works of fiction, mas-
much as 1t proposes #ruih for its immediate object, 1n-
stead of pleasure Now till the blessed time shall
come, when truth itself shall be pleasure, and both
shall be so umted, as to be distinguishable in words
only, not m feeling, 1t will remamn the poet’s office to
proceed upon that state of association, which actually
exists as general, instead of attempting first to make
1t what 1t ought to be, and then to let the pleasure
follow But here 13 unfortunately a small Aysteron-
proteron  Foi the communication of pleasure 1s the
mtroductory means by which alone the poet must
expect to morahze his readers Secondly though I
were to admit, for a moment, thuws argument to be
groundless . yet how 1s the moral effect to be pro-
duced, by merely attaching the name of some low pro-
fession to powers which aie least likely, and to quah-
ties which are assuredly not more likely, to be found
m1t? The Poet, speaking m his own person, may at
once delight and 1mprove us by sentiments, which
teach us the mdependence of goodness, of wisdom, and
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even of genus, on the favours of fortune And having
made a due revelence before the throne of Antonme,
he may bow with equal awe before Epictetus among
his fellow-slaves—

“ and rejoice
In the plain presence of his digmty

Who 1s not at once delighted and mmproved, when the
Poet Wordsworth hifnself exclaims,

“ Oh'! many are the Poets that are sown
By Nature, men endowed with lighest gifts
The vision and the faculty divine,
Yet wanting the accomplishment of verse,
Nor having €’er, as life advanced, been led
By circumstance to take unto the height
The measure of themselves, these favoured Beugs,
All but a scattered few, live out their time,
Husbanding that which they possess within,
And go to the grave, unthought of Strongest minds
Are often those of whom the noisy world
Hears least 17

To use a colloqual phrase, such sentiments, m such
language, do one’s heart good , though I for my part,
have not the fullest faith i the truth of the observa-
tion On the contrary I behieve the mstances to be
exceedngly rare, and should feel almost as strong an
objection to mtioduce such a character m a poetic
fiction, as a pair of black swans on a lake, m a fancy
land-scape  'When I thmk how many, and how much
better books than Homer, or even than Herodotus,
Pmdar or ZEschylus, could have read, are m the power

17 {The Excursion, Book I P W w1 p 10, After “accom
plishment of verse” there 15 a parenthesis of five hnes omitted
m the extract, the little quotation that occurs just before 18
from the same place, § C]

2 L
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of almost every man, 1m a country where almost every
man 1s mstructed to read and wiite, and how restless,
how difficultly hidden, the powers of gemus are, and
yet find even 1m situations the most favourable, accord.
mg to Mr Wordsworth, for the formation of a pure
and poetic language , 1 situations which ensure fami-
harity with the grandest objects of the imagination,
but one Burns, among the shepherds of Scotland, and
not a smgle poet of humble hife among those of Eng-
hish lakes and mountams, I conclude, that Poetic Ge-
n1us 18 not only a very delicate but a very raie plant
But be this as 1t may, the feelings with which,

¢« T think of Chatteiton, the marvellous Boy,
Ihe sleepless Soul, that perished 1n his prde,
Of Burns, who walk’d 1n glory and in joy
Bebind his plough, upon the mountain side” &—

are widely different from those with which I should
read a poem, where the author, having occasion for
the character of a poet and a philosopher m the fable
of s narration, had chosen to make him a chimney-
sweeper, and then, mn order to remove all doubts on
the subject, had wnwvenzed on account of his birth, pa-
rentage and education, with all the strange and fortu-
nate accidents which had concurted in making him at
once poet, philosopher, and sweep! Nothing, but bio-
graphy, can justify this  If 1t be admissible even m a
novel, 1t must be one 1n the manner of De Foe’s, that
were meant to pass for histories, not in the manner of
Fieldmg’s m Tue Lire or Morr FLANDERs, or

18 [« Of lim who walked 1n glory and 1n joy
Following his plough, along the mountam side "—

PWIlp1o §cCjJ
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CoLonEL Jack, not m a Tom JoNEs or even a Jo-
sep ANDREWS Much less then can 1t be legiti-
mately mntroduced m a poem, the characters of which,
amd the strongest individualization, must still remam
representative  The precepts of Horace, on this pownt,
are giounded on the nature both of poetry and of the
homan mmd® They are not more peremptory, than
wise and prudent For m the first place a deviation
from them perplexes the reader’s feelings, and all the
eircumstances which aie feigned i order to make such
accidents less improbable, divide and disquiet us faith,
1ather than aid and support it  Spite of all attempts,
the fiction will appear, and unfortunately not as ficti-
tious but as false The reader not only knows, that
the sentiments and language are the poet’s own, and
his own too in s artificial character, as poet, but
by the fruitless endeavours to make him think the
contrary, he 1s not even suffered to forget it The

39 [There are many precepts 1n Horace De Arte Poetica that
bear on thus subject, as those on congraity at the beganning, and
those on giving suitable attributes to every character, and duly
regarding the exemplar of life and manners, v 309 18, but
none, I think, that forbids the choice of too pecular a subject,
except so far as this 15 impled in the condemnation of what
appear s 1mprobable

Fucta voluptats cousa, sint proxuma veris
Ne, quodcunque volet, poscat sibr fabula credr v 338
Mr Colenidge’s observation on labortous fidelity w representa-

tiwns, and an anxrety of explanation and retrospect, are supported,
in 2 general way, by those lines of Horace

Semper ad eventum festinat, et in medias res,
Non secus ac notas, auditorem rapit et qua
Dexperat tractata nitescere posse, relinguut

v 148 5 C}
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effect 15 similar to that produced by an Epic Poet,
when the fable and the characters are derwed from
Seripture history, as m Tre Mess1am or KLorstock,
or m CuMBERLAND'S CALVARY ¥ and not merely

20 [This Epic 1s written 1 blank verse, and 1s a studied 1m
tation of Malton In 1ts best passages, as the Assembling of
the Devils,1n the first book, 1t 18 but a mocking bird stran, with
scarce a note 1n 1t of native music , and generally where the
Poem 15 not tame 1t borders on the burlesque The dispute m
B VII between Satan and Death, who, rather unnaturally, re-
fuses to harbour lis old father, and 1 informed, as 1t appears,m
reward of this conduct, that he may live till the end of the world,
seems to have been wnitten 1n order to serve asa foul to Malton’s
grand episode of Satan’s encounter wath his “fair Son” at the
gates of Hell —1t brings our moral and metaphysical 1deas 1nto
such an odd sort of conflict and confusion By comparng the
two, we see clearly how little thus allegorical subject supports
1tself, how soon 1t sinks 1nto the ndiculous n unequal hands,
how completely 1ts sublimaty m those of Milton 1s the result of
consummate skill and high poetic genius  Perhaps too 1t may
be questioned whether the author has not too much nter
fered with the Scriptural representations of Death by making
him turn out mild and amable, and oppose himself to the
great Enemy Revelation, as Lessing observes m lus Essay on
this subject, has made him the “king of terrors,” the awful
offspring of Sin, and the dread way to its pumshment, though
to the imagmation of the ancient Heathen world, Greeh or
Etrunan, he was a youthful Genius—the twin brother of Sleep—
or a lusty boy with a torch held downward But the accom-
plished author of The Choleric Man has dramatized him as
freely as if he were but a Jack Nightshade, although he avers
that there 1s ¢ very httle of the audacity of fancy in the com-
position of Calvary *

The poem shews want of judgment, 1f not audacity, 1n another
way also  Of all subjects i the wide range of thought the
Death of Chnst 1s that which Fiction should approach most
warily Malton left 1t untouched The * narrow basis™ of the
Paradise Regained seems to me one of the numberless proofs of
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suggested by 1t as m the PARADISE LosT of Milton
That 1illusion, contradistinguished from delusion, that
negative faith, which simply permits the images pre-
sented to work by their own force, without erther de-
mal or affirmation of their real existence by the judg-
ment, 1s rendered 1mpossible by their immediate nexgh-
bourhood to words and facts of known and absolute
truth A faith, which transcends even historic belief,
must absolutely put out this mere poetic analogon of
faith, as the summer sun 15 said to extingmish our
household fires, when 1t shines full upon them What

the mighty master’s judgment, the whole poem 1s comprised
within the imats of that passage of our Lord's history, which
15 least defined m Holy Wit —the sojourn in the wilderness,
—and could best bear to bave an mvention grafted into 1t

To bring angels and devils, not mentioned 1n the Scripture nar

rative of the Death and Passion, around the cross or into any
sort of connection with 1t, either i foreground or background,
that narrative bemg so full as 1t 1s of actual facts and particu

lars, 18 to jar, if not absolutely to shoch, the feelings of most
readers When fanciful fiction 1s brought so near to sacred
hastory of the most definite character, we recoil, and feel as af
the former, clashed with the latter, and was broken against 1t,
Iike the china vase agamnst the vessel of wron This collision
the plan of Cumberland’s poem 1nvolved, and poets of greater
genuus than he, in an enterprise ot like nature, have but faled,
I think, more splendidly  The author of Calvary thought him-
self well off, because he had so much fine subject ready to hus
hand It wasjust that which runed hm  He had not capital
enough to 1nvest 1 such an undertaking, for the more 1s
given, 10 this way, to the poet, the more 1s required out of his
own bramn, for the moinoeg, which must be made with materals
furmshed by himself, whatever he adopts for the foundation
matter A man may even take from various places a certain
amount of matertal ready wrought, as Milton did, and yet add
that, 1 the using of 1t, which makes the result entiwely his own

§C)
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would otherwise have been yielded to as pleasng fic-
tion, 1s 1epelled as revoltng falsehood The effect
produced m this latter case by the solemn belief of the
reader, 1s m a less degree biought about m the m-
stances, to which I have been objecting, by the baffled
attempts of the author to make him believe
Add to all the foregong the seeming uselessness

both of the project and of the anecdotes from which 1t
18 to derive support Is there one word for instance,
attributed to the pedlar n Txe Excursion, characte-
ristic of a Pedlar 2 One sentiment, that might not
more plausibly, even without the aid of any previous
explanation, have proceeded from any wise and bene-
ficent old man, of a rank or profession m which the
language of learming and refinement are natural and
to be expected ® Need the rank have been at all par.
ticularized, where nothing follows which the knowledge
of that 1ank 1s to explan orillustrate? When on the
contrary this mfoimation renders the man’s language,
feelings, sentiments, and mformation a riddle, which
must itself be solved by episodes of anecdote?® Fi-
nally when this, and this alone, could have induced a
genume Poet to mweave n a poem of the loftiest style,
and on subjects the loftiest and of most universal m-
terest, such minute matters of fact, (not unlike those
farnished for the obituary of a magazime by the friends
of some obscure “ornament of society lately deceased”
1n some obscure town,) as

« Among the hills of Athol he was born

There, on a small hereditary Farm,

An unproductive ship of rugged ground,

His Father dwelt, and died 1n poverty,

While He, whose lowly fortune I retrace,

The youngest of three sons, was yet a babe,

A httle One—unconscious of their loss

But ere he had outgrown his mfant days
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His widowed Mother, for a second Mate,
Espoused the teacher of the Village School ,
Who on her offsprmg zealously bestowed
Needful wstruction

* From his sixth year, the Boy of whom I speak,
In summer, tended cattle on the Hills,

But, through the inclement and the penlous days
Of long-continuing winter, he repaired

To s Step fether's School,”—8.c %

For all the admirable passages mterposed m this
nairation, might, with triflng alterations, bave been
far more appropriately, and with far greater verisimih-
tude, told of a poet m the character of a poet, and
without incurring another defect which I shall now
mention, and a sufficient illustration of which will have
been here anticipated.

ThAd, an undue predilection for the ds amatic form
n cértain poems, from which one or other of two evils
result Eather the thoughts and diction are different
from that of the poet, and then there arises an incon-
gruity of style, or they are the same and mdistin-
guishable, and then 1t presents a species of ventrilo-
quism, where two a1e 1epresented as talking, while m
fiuth one man only speaks

The fourth class of defects 13 closely connected with
the former, but yet are such as arse likewise fiom

3 [BookI P W vi p 7 The first three lines of the first
passage are now alone retamned  The story of the Step-father
18 left out, and the narrative proceeds thas

“ His parents, with their numerous offspring, dwelt
“ A wirtuous household,” &c

In the next paragraph the fifth line now 1s

 Equpped with satchel, to a school, that stood,” &c
8§ C]
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an mtensity of feeling dispropoitionate to such know-
ledge and value of the objects described, as can be
fairly anticipated of men 1 general, even of the most
cultivated classes, and with which therefore few only,
and those few particularly circumstanced, can be sup-
posed to sympathize In this class, I comprise occa-
sional prolixity, repetition, and an eddymng, mstead of
progression, of thought  As mstances, see pages 27,
28, and 62 of the Poems, Vol I# and the first eighty
lnes of the VI th Book of Tz Excursion ®

Fifth and last, thoughts and 1mages too gieat for
the subject This 1s an approximation to what might
be called mental bombast, as distingushed fiom ver-
bal for, as m the latter there 1s a disproportion of the

22 [The anecdote for Fathers stanzas 4-13 Two of these
stanzas are now condensed mto one, and a new one 1s added
P 62mvol 1 15 a blank Probably Mr C referred to the
same page m vol 11, which contans Song at the Feast of
Brougham Castle, from the line

O’er whom such thankful tears were shedm
to

When Falcons were abroad for prey
I have'heard my father object to the paragraph

Alas when evil men are strong,
I believe on account of 1ts t0o much retarding the inpassioned
flow of the poem, and thus mjuring 1ts general effect, though the
passage 18 beautiful i 1tself and 10 harmony with the rest

The transitions and vicissitudes 1 this noble Lyre I have
always thought rendered 1t one of the finest specimens of mo-
dern subjective poetry which our age has seen  The ode com-
mences 1n 2 tone of high gratulation and festivity—a tone not
only glad but comparatrvely even yocund and hghthearted The
Clifford 1s restored to the home, the honours and estates of his
ancestors Then 1t snhs and falls away to the remembrance
of tribulation—times of war and bloodshed, fight and terror,
and hiding away from the enemy-—times of poverty and distress,
when the Chifford was brought, a little chuld, to the shelter of &
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expressions to the thoughts so i this there 15 a dis-
proportion of thought to the circumstance and occa-
sion  Thus, by the bye, 13 a fault of which none but a
man of gens 1s capable It 1s the awkwardness and
strength of Hercules with the distaff of Omphale

It 13 a well known fact, that biight colours 1 motion
both make and leave the strongest impressions on the
eye Nothng 18 mare likely too, than that a vivid
image or visual spectrum, thus origmated, may be-
come the Link of association m recalling the feelmgs
and mmages that had accompanied the orgmal mmpies-
sion  But if we describe this 1 such lines, as

¢ They flash upon that :uward eye,
Which 15 the bliss of solitude '

norchern valley  After a while 1t emerges from those depths of
sorrow—gradually rises mnto a stram of elevated tranquillity
and contemplative rapture, through the power of 1magination,
the beautiful and 1mpressive aspects of nature are brought into
relationship with the spirit of him, whose fortunesand character
form the subject of the piece,and are represented as gladdening
and exalting it, whilst they keep 1t pure and unspotted from the
world  Suddenly the Poet 1s carried on with greater animation
and passion —he has returned to the poimnt whence he started
—{flung himself back 1nto the tide of sturing hife and moving
events Allis to come over again, straggle and conflict, chances
and changes of war, victory and tuumph, overthrow and deso-
lation I know nothing, i lyric poetry, more beautful or
affecting than the final transition from this part of the ode, with
1ts rapid metre, to the slow elegiac stanzas at the end, when from
the warhke fervour and eagerness, the jubilant menacing strain
which has just been described, the Poet passes back wmto the
sublime silence of Nature, gathering amud her deep and quiet
bosom a more subdued and solemn temderness than he had
mamifested before —it 1s as 1f from the heights of the 1magina-
tive mtellect his spirt had retreated into the recesses of a pro-
foundly thoughtful Christian heart § C ]

% [P W VI pp 205 8—as far as * genmwe frus.” S C]
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m what words shall we describe the joy of retrospec-
tion, when the 1mages and vntuous actions of a whole
well-spent hife, pass before that conscience which 1s
mdeed the wward eye which 15 indeed «¢he bhss of
solitude 2”  Assuredly we seem to sk most ab-
ruptly, not to say builesquely, and almost as mn a
medley, from this couplet to—

« And then my heart with pleastre fills,
And dances with the daffoduls 2 Vol I p 828

The second mstance 15 from Vol II page 12,

2 [1I wandered lonely P W II p 93 And yet the true
poetic heart “with pleasure fills” m reading or remembering
this sweet poem  How poetry multiphes bright 1mages like a
thousand fold halexdoscope—for how many “mward eyes” have
those daffodils danced and fluttered i the breeze, the waves
dancing beside them! 8 C]J

% [Gipsies P W II p 105 These lines are m them-
selves very grand  The last three are now replaced thus

“ Oh better wrong and strife
(By nature transient) than this torpid hife ,
Lafe which the very stars reprove
As on their silent tasks they move !
Yet, witness all that stirs in heaven or earth!
In scorn I speak not, they are what their birth
And breeding suffer them to be
Wild outcasts of society ”

T hope 1t 15 not mere poetrc partiality, regardless of morality,
that makes 50 many readers regret the sublime conciseness of
the onganal conclusion

“ Oh better wrong and strife!
Better vain deeds or evil than such hife !

1f unexplamed, might pass for a strong figure of speech, the
hke to which might be shewn both m sacred and profane
writings Thus in the Blind Bughland Boy the Poet exclaims
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where the poet having gone out for a day's tour of
pleasure, meets early m the morning with a knot of
Gipsies, who had pitched therr blanket-tents and straw-

« And let hum, Jet lum go hus way !”?

though his way was probably to destruction, m order to ex-
press with vivacity the special Providence that seems to watch
over the “forlorn unfortanate,” who are innocent like this poot
sightless voyager

Some may object that the Gipsies have tasks of themr own,
such as Mr Wordsworth himself has beautifully described in
the two following stanzas of his Female Vagrant, a poem which
has much of the peculiar pathos of Crabbe conveyed 1n a more
deeply poetical medium than that very interesting and powerful
writer was able to adopt I say more deeply poetical, for I see
a great deal of true poetry i Crabbe’s productions, pitched 1 a
grave key accordant with the nature of hus thoughts

Rough potters seemed they, trading sobexly

‘With panmiered asses driven from door to door,

But life of happier sort set forth to me,

And other joys my fancy to allure,

The bag-pipe dinning on the midmight moor,

In barn uphighted , and companions boon

Well met from far with revelry secure,

Among the forest glades, while jocund June

Rolled fast along the sky his warm and genial moon

But 1l they suited me—those journeys dark

O’er moor and mountain, midnight theft to hatch’

To charm the surly house-dog’s faithful bark,

Or hang on tip-toe at the hifted latch

The gloomy lantern and the dim blue match,

The black disguise, the warning whistle shrill,

And ear still busy on 1ts nightly watch,

Were not for me brought up m nothing 1ll

Besides on griefs so fresh my thoughts were broodiag still

But these are the 1rregular domgs of men too 1dle and nndisci-
plined for regular employment, and do bat confirm the Poets
sentence upon them as taskless loiterers § C]
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beds, together with then children and asses, i some
field by the road-side At the close of the day on his
return our tourist found them m the same place
“ Twelve hours,” says he,
“ Twelve hours, twelve bounteous hours are gone, while I
Have been a traveller under open sky,

Much witnessing of change and cheer,
Yet as I left I find them here !”

Whereat the poet, without seeming to reflect that the
poor tawny wanderers might probably have been
tramping for weeks together through road and lane,
over moor and mountam, and consequently must have
been 11ght glad to rest themselves, their children and
cattle, for one whole day, and overlookmg the ob-
vious truth, that such 1epose might be quite as neces-
sary for them, as a walk of the same continuance was
pleasing or healthful for the moie fortunate poet, ex-
presses his mndignation 1n a series of lines, the dietion
and mmagery of which would have been rather above,
than below the mark, had they been applied to the
mmense empire of Chma mmprogiessive for thirty
centuries

¢ The weary Sun betook humself to rest —
—Then 1ssued Vesper from the fulgent west,
Outshining, like a visible God,

The glorious path m which he trod

And now, ascending, after one dark hour,
And one might s dumnution of her power,
Behold the mighty Moon! this way

She looks, as if at them—but they

Regard not her —oh, better wrong and strfe,
Better vamn deeds or evil than such hife !

The silent Heavens have goings on

The stars bave tasks ?~but these have none !”’

The last nstance of this defeet, (for I know no
other than these already cited) 1s from the Ode, page
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351 Vol II* where, speaking of a child, “a sin
year's Darling of a pigmy size,” he thus addresses
him

¢« Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep

Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind,

L hat, deaf and silent, 1ead’st the eternal deep,

Haunted for ever by the Eternal Mind,—

Mighty Prophet! Seer blest !

On whom thoseetruths do rest,

Which we are toihng all our hives to find !

Thou, over whom thy Immortality

Broods like the Day, a Master o’er a Slave,

A Piesence which 1s not to be put by I’

Now here, not to stop at the darmg spirit of meta-
phor which connects the epithets “deaf and silent,’
with the apostrophized eye or (if we aie to refer 1t
to the preceding word, ¢ Philosopher ™), the faulty and
equivocal syntax of the passage, and without examm-
ing .the propriety of makmg a « Master &1 0od o'er a
Slave,” or~ the Day” brood at all, we will merely
ash, what does all this mean? In what sense 15 a
child of that age a Philosopher 2 In what sense does
he 1ead “the eternal deep?” In what sense 1s he
declared to be “for eves haunted ’ by the Supreme
Bemg? o1 so mspired as to deserve the splendid titles
of a Mighty Piophet, a blessed Seer 2 By reflec-
tion ? by knowledge ? by conscious mtuition ? or by
any form or modification of consciousness? These
would be tidings mdeed , but such as would pre-sup-
pose an immediate revelation to the mspired commu-
nicator, and 1equire miracles to authenticate his mspi-
ration  Chuldren at this age give us no such mfor-
mation of themselves, and at what time were we

% [Intwnations of Immortality from Recollections of Early
Childhood P W V 3387
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dipped 1 the Lethe, which has produced such utter
oblivion of a state so godike® There are many of us
that still possess some remembrances, more or less
distinet, 1especting themselves at six years old, pity
that the worthless straws only should float, while trea-
sures, compared with which all the mmes of Golconda
and Mexico were but straws, should be absorbed by
some unknown gulf mto some unknown abyss

But 1f this be too wild and exorbitant to be sus-
pected as having been the poet’s meaning, if these
mysterious gifts, faculties, and operations, are not ac-
companied with consciousness, who else 13 conscious
of them * or how can 1t be called the child, if 1t be no
part of the child’s conscious bemg? For aught I
know, the thinking Spirit withm me may be substan-
tially one with the prmeiple of life, and of wital opera-
tion. For aught I know, 1t may be employed as a
secondary agent i the marvellous orgamization. and
organic movements of my body But, surely, 1t would
be strange language to say, that 7 construct my hears /
or that Jpropel the finer influences through my nerves /
or that J compress my bram, and draw the curtamns of
sleep round my own eyes' Spmoza and Behmen
were, on different systems, both Pantheists,, and among;
the ancients there were philosophers, teachers of the
EN KAI TIAN, who not only taught that God was
All, but that this All constituted God Yet not even
these would confound the pasé, as a pait, with the
whole, as the whole Nay, in no system 1s the dis-
tinction between the mdividual and God, between the
Modification, and the one only Substance, moie sharply
drawn, than 1n that of Spmoza Jacobi® indeed re-
lates of Lessing, that, after a conversation with him at

# [Fr H Jacobr was born at Dusseldorf in 1743, was Pres:-
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the house of the Poet, Gleim, (the Tyrtzeus and Ana-
creon of the German Parnassus,) in which conversa-
tion Lessmg had avowed privately to Jacob: his reluc-
tance to admit any personal existence of the Supreme
Bemg, or the possibility of persomalty except mn a
finite Intellect, and while they were sitting at table, a
shower of 1ain came on unexpectedly Glem expressed
his regret at the circumstance, because they had meant
to drnk then wine n%he garden upon which Lessing
m one of his half-earnest, half-joking moods, nodded
to Jacoby, and said, “It 1s 7, perhaps, that am doing
that,” 1 e 2 cimng '—and Jacob1 answered, © or per-
haps I," Glem contented himself with staring at them
both, without asking for any explanation

So with regard to this passage In what sense can
the magnificent attributes, above quoted, be appro-
priated to a child, which would not make them equally
suttable to a bee, or a dog;, or a field of corn, or even
to a ship, ar to the wind and waves that propel 1t ?
The ommnipresent Spirtt works equally m them, as n

dent of the Academy of Sciences at Munich from 1804, died
March 16, 1819

He wrote upon Spinoza and against Menddosohn, on Realism
and Idealism, on the Undertaking of Criticism to convert Reason
mto the Understanding, and other worhs of metaphysical con-
troversy His complete works 1 5 vols 8vo. Leipag, 181¢
1822, include hus celebrated philosophical romances  Cousin s
Manuel, vol n pp 530 331, Note Gleim died 1 1803, at the
age of exghty-four  Taylor says of lim *“ Gleim had a loving
heart, a house always open to literary guests, and a passion for
corresponding with all bus acquamtance, especially with young
men of letters, 1n whom he antiapated nsing gemns  His scro-
towre has been edited , and 1t abounds with complaits that lus
friends are less fond of writing useless epistles than humselt,
and were one by one letting drop an intercourse, which amused
Ins lewsure, but terrupted their industry  Klopstock and
Kleist were aong hus favounte correspondents” § C]
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the child, and the child 1s equally unconscious of 1t
as they It cannot surely be, that the fow lmes, 1m-
mediately followmg, are to contan the explanation ?
«To whom the grave
Is but a lonely bed without the sense or sight

Of day or the warm hight,

A place of thought where we 1n waiting he ,’—%

Surely, 1t cannot be that this wondei-10using apos-
trophe 1s but a comment on thelittle poem, “ We aie
Seven ?"*—that the whole meaning of the passage 1s
reducible to the assertion, that a child, who by the bye
at six yeais old would have been better instructed m
most Christian familes, has no other notion of death
than that of lymg m a dark, cold place® And still, I
hope, not as m a place of thought ! not the frightful
notion of lymg awake m his grave! The analogy
between death and sleep 1s too simple, too natural, to
render so horrid a behef possible fo1 children ; even
had they not been mn the habit, as all Christian’ chil-
dren are, of hearmg the latter term used to express
the former But if the child’s behef be only, that « he
1s not dead, but sleepeth ” wheremn does 1t differ from
that of his father and mother, or any other adult and
mstructed person? To form an 1dea of a thing’s be-
coming nothing, or of nothing becoming a thing, =
mmpossible to all finite bemgs alike, of whatever age,
and however educated or uneducated Thus 1t 1s with
splendid paradoxes m general If the words a1e taken
m the common sense, they convey an absurdity, and

28 [These lines are now omitted, after the hne
“ Which we are torhng all our lives to find
we now read,

“In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave,” S C]
WP.WIpi19 §5C]
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if, m contempt of dictionaries and custom, they are so
mterpreted as to avold the absurdity, the meanmg
dwmndles mnto some bald timsm  Thus you must at
oace understand the words conzi ary to ther common
wmport, i order to arrive at any sense, and accordumg
to thewr common mmport, if you are to receive from
them any feeling of sublimuty or admiration

Though the mstanges of this defect n Mr Words-
worth’s poems are so few, that for themselves 1t would
have been scarcely just to attract the reader’s attention
toward them, yet I have dwelt on it, and perhaps the
more for this very reason For bemg so very few,
they cannot sensibly detract from the reputation of an
author, who 1s even characterized by the number of
profound tiuths i his writmngs, which will stand the
severest analysis , and yet few as they are, they are
exactly those passages which his blend admirers would
be mest likely, and best able, to imitate But Words-
worth, wheie he 15 mdeed Wordsworth, may be mi-
micked by copyists, he may be plundered by plagiarists ,
but he can not be imitated, except by those who are
not born to be mmtators For without his depth of
feeling and his mmagimative power his sense would want
its vital warmth and pecubarity , and without his
strong sense, his mysticism would become sickly—
mete fog, and dimness'

To these defects which, as appears by the extiacts,
are only occastional, I may oppose, with far less fear of
encountering the dissent of any candid and mtelligent
reader, the followmg (fpr the most part correspondent)
excellencies, First, an austere purity of language both
grammatically and logically , m short a perfect appro-
priateness of the words to the meanmng. Of how high
value I deem this, and how particularly estimable I
hold the example at the present day, bas been already

2 M
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stated and i part too the reasons on which I ground
both the moral and intellectual mmportance of habitu-
atmg ourselves to a strict accuracy of expression It
1 noticeable, how limited an acquantance with the
master-preces of a1t will suffice to form a correct and
even a sensitive taste, where none but master-pieces
have been seen and admired while on the other hand,
the most correct notions, and the.widest acquamntance
with the works of excellence of all ages and countries,
will not perfectly secure us agamst the contagious
familiarity with the fai more numeious offspung of
tastelessness o1 of a perverted taste If this be the
case, as 1t notoiiously 1s, with the arts of music and
pamting, much more difficult will 1t be, to avoid
the infection of multiphed and daily examples i the
practice of an art, which uses words, and words only,
as 1ts mstruments In poetry, m which every lne,
every phrase, may pass the ordeal of delibemation
and deliberate choice, 1t 13 possible, and barely pos-
sible, to attam that wlfumatum which I have ven-
tured to propose as the infallible test of a blameless
style, namely, its untranslatableness m words of
the same language without mjury to the meanmg
Be 1t observed, however, that I imclude 1 the mean-
g of a word not only its correspondent object, but
likewise all the associations which 1t recalls For
language 1s framed to convey not the object alone, but
likewsse the character, mood and ntentions of the pe:-
son who 15 representing 1t In poetry 1t es practicable
to preserve the diction uncorrupted by the affectations
and musappropriations, which p1omiscuous authorship,
and readimg not promiscuous only because 1t 1s dispro-
portionally most conversant with the compositions of
the day, have rendered general Yet even to the poet,
composing mn s own province, 1t 1s an a:duous work .
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and as the result and pledge of a watchful good sense,
of fine and lummous distinction, and of complete self-
possession, may justly clamm all the honour which be-
longs to an attamment equally difficult and valuable,
and the more valuable for bemg rare. Itis at all
times the proper food of the understandmg , but mn an
age of corrupt eloquence 1t 1s both food and antidote

In prose I doubt whether 1t be even possible to pre-
serve our style wholly unalloyed by the vicious phra-
seology which meets us every where, from the sermon
to the newspaper, from the harangue of the legislator
to the speech from the convivial chaw, announcmng a
foast or sentiment  Our chams rattle, even while we
are complammg of them  The poems of Boetius rise
high 1 our estimation when we compare them with those
of his contemporaries, as Sidomus Apollnans,® and
others They might even be referred to a pure: age,
but that the piose, 1n which they aie set, as jewels m
a crown of lead or iron, betiays the true age of the
writer  Much however may be effected by education
I believe not only from grounds of reason, but from
having 1 great measure assured myself of the fact by
actual though lumited expetience, that, to a youth led
from s fist boyhood to investigate the meanmg of
every word and the reason of 1ts choice and position,
logic presents 1tself as an old acquamtance under new
names

On some future occasion, more especially demandmg
such disquisition, I shall attempt to prove the close
connection between veracity and habits of mental ac-
curacy , the beneficial after-effects of verbal precision
mn the preclusion of fanaticism, which masters the feel-

% Sidomus Apollinans was a Christran wrter born 4 b, 430,
author of Letters and Poems. 8 C]
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mngs more especially by mdistmet watch-words, and
to display the advantages which language alone, at
least which language with mcomparably greater ease
and certamty than any other means, presents to the
mstructor of impressing modes of mntellectual energy
so constantly, so imperceptibly, and as 1t were by such
elements and atoms, as to secure m due time the for-
mation of a second nature Whe=n we 1eflect, that the
cultivation of the judgment 1s a positive command of
the moral law, since the reason can give the preuncyple
alone, and the conscience bears witness only to the
motwe, while the application and effects must depend
on the judgment when we consider, that the greater
part of our success and comfort n life depends on dis-
tinguishing the similar fiom the same, that which 1s
pecubar m each thing from that which 1t has m com-
mon with others, so as still to select the most probable,
mstead of the merely possible or positively unfi, we
shall learn to value earnestly and with a practical
seriousness a mean, already prepared for us by nature
and society, of teaching the young mind to think well
and wisely by the same unremembered process and
with the same never forgotten results, as those by
which 1t 15 taught to speak and converse Now how
much warmer the imterest 1s, how much more gemal
the feelings of reality and practicability, and thence
how much stronger the mmpulses to imitation are,
which a contemporary writer, and especially a con-
temporary poef, excites i youth and commencing
manhood, has been treated of i the earher pages of
these sketches I have only to add, that all the praise
which 13 due to the exertion of such mfluence for a
purpose so mmportant, jomed with that which must be
claimed for the mfrequency of the same excellence
m the same perfection, belongs m full nght to Mr
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Wordsworth I am far however from denymg that
we have poets whose general style possesses the same
excellence, as Mr Moore, Lord Byron, Mr Bowles,and,
m all us later and more mmportant works, our laurel-
honoming Laureate But there are none, n whose
works I do not appear to myself to find more excep-
tions, than m those of Wordsworth Quotations or
specimens would here be wholly out of place, and must
be left for the critic who doubts and would mvahdate
the justice of this eulogy so apphied

The second characteristic excellence of Mr Words-
worth’s wortks 13 a correspondent weight and samity
of the Thoughts and Sentiments,—won, not from
books, but—from the poet’s own meditative observa-
tion They are fresh and have the dew upon them
His muse, at least when 1n her strength of wing, and
when she hovers aloft m her proper element,

' Makes audible a linked lay of trath,

Of truth profound a sweet continuous lay,
Not learnt, but native, her own natural notes ! 3

Even thioughout his smaller poems there 1s scarcely
one, which 1s not rendered valuable by some just and
original reflection.
See page 25, vol 1+ or the two following passages
m one of his humblest compositions
“ 0 Reader ' bad you m your mind
Such stores as silent thought can bring,
O gentle Reader! you would find
A tale m every thing ”

and
“I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds
‘Wth coldness still returning ,

3t [Coleridge’s Poet Works, vol 1 p 208 § C]
32 [Star-Gazers, stanzas 3—6 P W Il p 98. 8.C]
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Alas! the gratitude of men
Has oftener left me mourning %

o1 m a still higher stiamn the sin beautiful quatrams,
page 184

*¢ Thus fares 1t still 1 our decay
And yet the wiser mind

Mourns less for what age takes away
Than what 1t leaves behind *

The Blachbird 1n the summer trees,
The Lark upon the hill,

Let loose therr carols when they please,
Are quiet when they will

With Nature never do they wage
A foolish strife, they see

A happy youth, and thewr old age
Is beautiful and free!

But we are pressed by heavy laws,
And often, glad no more,

We wear a face of joy, because

‘We have been glad of yore

If there 1s one, who need bemoan

His kindred laid m earth,

The household hearts that were his own,
It 1s the man of mirth

My days, my Friend, are almost gone,
My hfe has been approved,

And many love me, but by none

An I enough beloved 3

or the sonnet on Buonaparte, page 202, vol 1,% or

3 [Simenlee P W Vpi17 S CJ

3 [The Fountam P W V p 345 § C}

3 [Sonnets dedicated to Liberty PartI SonnetIV, P W,
III p 178

I grieved for Buonaparte, with a vam
And an unthinking grief'! for who aspires
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finally (for a volume would scarce suffice to exhaust
the instances,) the last stanza of the poem on the
withered Celandine, vol u p 31238

“To be a Prodigal’s Favorite—then, worse truth,

A Miser’s Pensioner—behold our lot !

O Man' that from thy fair and shining youth

Age might but take the thungs Youth needed not »

Both n respect of this and of the former excellence,
Mr. Wordsworth strikingly resembles Samuel Danzel,
one of the golden wnters of our golden Elzabethan
age, now most causelessly neglected Samuel Daniel,
whose diction bears no mark of time, no distinction of
age, which has been, and as long as owt language shall
last, will be so far the language of the to-day and for
evel, as that 1t 1s more intelligible to us, than the
transitory fashions of our own paiticular age A sim-
lar praise 15 due to lus sentiments No frequency of
perusal can deprive them of themr fieshness For
though they ate brought mto the full day-light of every
reader’s comprehension, yet are they diawn up fiom
depths which few m any age aie pirvileged to visit,

To genuine greatness but fiom just desires

And knowledge such as He could never gain?

’T1s not 1 battles that from vouth we tran

The Governor who must be wise and good,

And temper with the sternness of the bramn
Thoughts motherly, and weak as womanhood
Wisdom doth live with children rxound her Lnees
Books, lewsure, perfect freedom, and the talk
Man holds with week-day man 1n the hourly walk
Of the mind’s business these are the degrees

By which true Sway doth mount, this 1s the stalk
True Power doth grow on , and her nghts are there

The third and fourth hnes and part of the second are now 2

hittle altered § C]
% {The Small Celandme P W,V p 294 8§ C]
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mto which few 1 any age have courage or mchnation
to descend If Mr Wordsworth 1s not equally with
Damel alike mtelligible to all 1eaders of average un-
ﬁeﬁs&ndmg 1 all passages of his works, the compara-
tive diffieulty does not atse from the g1eater impunty
of the ore, but from the nature and uses of the metal
A poem 15 not necessarily obscure, because 1t does not
aim to be popular It 1s enough,uf a work be perspi-
cuous to those for whom 1t 15 written, and

“ Fit audience find, though few ”

To the *“ Ode on the Intimations of Immon tality from
Recollections of early Childhood ” the poet might have
prefixed the lnes which Dante addiesses to one of hus
own Canzoni—

¢ Canzone, 1’ credo, che saranno radi

Color, che tua ragione mtendan bene,
‘anto lo1 se1 faticoso ed alto 37

“ O lync song, there will he few, think I,
Who may thy import understand aright
Thou art for them so arduous and so haigh!”’

But the ode was mtended for such readers only as
had been accustomed to watch the flux and reflux of
their 1nmost nature, to venture at times mto the twi-
hght realms of consciousness, and to feel a deep mnte-
rest m modes of inmost bemng, to which they know
that the attributes of time and space are mapplicable
and ahen, but which yet can not be conveyed, save in
symbols of time and space For such readers the
sense 1s sufficiently plamn, and they will be as little dis-
posed to charge Mr Wordsworth with believing the
Platome pre-existence in the ordmary mterpretation of

@ [Canzonz Moral, b 1v Cavz 1 Tanto lor park fatwoso ¢
JSorte1s the onginal thud me S C ]
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the words, as I am: to believe, that Plato himself ever
meant or taught 1t
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Third (and wheremn he soars far above Daniel) the
smewy strength and originality of single lines and pa-
ragraphs the frequent curiosa felicitas of his diction,
of which I need not here give specimens, having anti-
cipated them 1 a precedng page  Thus beauty, and
as emmently characteristic of Wordsworth’s poetry,
his rudest assailants have felt themselves compelled
to acknowledge and admire
Fourth, the perfect truth of nature m his images

and descriptions as taken immediately from nature,
and proving a long and genial intimacy with the very
spirtt which gives the physiognomic expression to all

3 [Olymp II v 150

Beneath mine elbow a full quaver hes

Of fleetest arrows, sounding to the wise,

But for the crowd they need interpreters

His shall 1s most who learns m Nature s school ,
All else, expert by rule,

Are none of her’s,

Mere tongues in vehement gabble 1dly heard,
Clamouring, hike daws, at Jove’s celestial bird.

This 16 one of the good passages of Mr Cary's translations of
Pmdar S C]
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the works of nature Like a green field reflected 1n
a calm and peifectly transparent lake, the image 1s
distiguished fiom the 1eality only by 1ts g1eater soft-
ness and lustre  Like the moisture o1 the polish on a
pebble, genius neither distorts nor false-colours 1ts ob-
jects, but on the contrary brmgs out many a vein and
many a tint, which escape the eye of common observa-
tion, thus raising to the rank of gems what had been
often kicked away by the hurrying foot of the tiaveller
on the dusty high road of custom

Let me refer to the whole description of skating,
vol I page 42 to 47,% especially to the lines

* So through the darkness and the cold we flew,
And not a voice was 1dle with the din
Meanwhile the mecipices rang aloud

The leafless trees and every 1cy crag

Tinkled hike 1ron, wiile the distant hills

Into the tumult sent an alien sound

Of melancholy, not unnoticed, while the stars,
Eastward, were sparkling clear, and in the west
The orange sky of evenmng died away ”

Or to the poem on Trr GrEeN LiNNET, vol L p
244 What can be more accurate yet more lovely
than the two concluding stanzas?

« Upon yon tuft of hazel trees,

That twinkle to the gusty bieeze,

Behold him perched 1n ecstastes,
Yet seeming still to hover,

There! where the flutter of us wings

Upon his back and body flings

Shadows and sunny ghmmerings,
That cover lum all over

% [Influence of Natural Objects P W I p 388 § C}

S 4(‘; %P W II p 2r The last stanza 1s now a httle altered
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While thus before my eyes he gleams,
A Brother of the Leaves he seems,
When 1n 2 moment forth he teems
His hittle song 1 gushes
As 1f 1t pleased him to disdamn
And mock the Form which he did feigm,
While he was dancing with the tran
Of Leaves among the bushes

Or the descriptior of the blue-cap, and of the noon-
tide silence, p 284,% o1 the poem to the cuckoo,

4P WIpr

‘Where 1s he that giddy Sprite
Blue-cap, with his colours bright,
Who was blest as bird could be,
Feeding 1n the apple tree,

Made such wanton spoil and rout,
Turning blossoms inside out,
Hung with head towards the ground,
Fluttered, perched, into a round
Bound himself and then unbound ,
Lathest, gaudiest Harlequm!
Prettiest Tumbler ever seen !
Laght of heart, and. light of limb,
‘What 18 now become of Him?
Lambs, that through the mountains went
Frishing, bleating merniment,
When the year was 1 1ts prime,
They are sobered by this time

If you look to vale or hill,

If you histen, all1s still,

Save a little neighbouring Rall,
That from out the rocky ground
Strikes a sohitary sound

Vamly ghtters hill and plain,
And the air1s calm m vamn !
Vamly Morming spreads the lure
Of a sky serene and pure,
Creature none can she decoy
Into open sign of joy
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p 299,% or, lastly, though I mght multiply the 1efe-
rences to ten times the number, to the poem, so com-
pletely Wordswor th’s, commencing

« Three years she grew in sun and shower”—*

Fifth  a meditative pathos, a union of deep and
subtle thought with sensibility, a sympathy with man
asman, the sympathy imndeed of 3 contemplator, rather
than a fellow-sufferer or co-mate, (spectator, haud
particeps) but of a contemplator, from whose view no
difference of rank conceals the sameness of the nature,

Is 1t that they have a fear

Of the dreary season near?

Or that other pleasures be

Sweeter even than gaety?” 8 C]

[P WII p 81]
“ [Lucy P W II p 91 This poem contams those most
beautiful stanzas

She shall be sportive as the fawn
That wild with glee across the Jawn
Or up the mountain springs,
And her’s shall be the breathing balm,
And her's the silence and the calm
Of mute nsensate things

The floating clouds their state shall lend
To her, for her the willow bend ,
Nor shall she fail to see
Even in the motions of the storm
Grace that shall mould the maiden’s form
By silent sympathy

The stars of midnight shall be dear
To her, and she shall lean her ear
In many a secret place
‘Where nivulets dance their wayward 10und,
And beauty born of murmuring sound
Shall pass into hex face s C}
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no myjuries of wind or weather, of toil, or even of 1gno-
rance, wholly disgumse the human face divine The
superscription and the 1mage of the Creator still remam
legible to Aam under the dark lmes, with which gult
or calamity had cancelled or cross-barred it Here
the Man and the Poet lose and find themselves in each
other, the one as glorified, the latter as substantiated
In this muld and philesophic pathos, Wordsworth ap-
pears to me without a compeer Such as he 2 50 he
writes See vol I page 184 to 136,* or that most
affecting composition, THE AFFICTION OF MARGARET

OF ,% page 165 to 168, which no mo-
ther, and, if I may judge by my own esperience, no
parent can read without a tear Or turn to that
genume lyric, m the former edition, entitled, THE
Map MoTHER," page 174 to 178, of which I cannot

4 [T1s sad, that some have died forlove P W I p 154

Amongst the Poems founded on the Affectionsis one called,
from 1ts first line, I tiavelled among unknown men,” which
ends with these lines, wherein the poet addresses lis native
land

Ihy mornings showed, thy mghts concealed
The bowers where Lucy played,

And thine too 15 the last green field
That Lucv’s e) es surveyed

A friend, a true poet himself, to whom I owe some new -
sight into the merits of Mr Wordsworth’s poetry, and who
showed me, to my surprise, that there were nooks i that rich
and varied region, some of the shy treasures of which I was not
perfectly acquainted with, first made me feel the great beauty of
this stanza , 1 which the Poet, as 1t were, spreads duy and night
over the object of his affections, and seems, under the influence
of passionate feehng, to think of England, whether 1n hght or
darkness, only as her play place and verdant home. S C]

46 [The Affliction of Margaret P W I p 177 S C]

% [Hereyesarewdld P W Ip256 S C
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refiam from quoting two of the stanzas both of them
for therr pathos, and the former for the fine transition
1n the two concluding lines of the stanza, so expressive
of that deranged state, m which, fiom the mcreased
sensibility, the suffere1’s attention 1s abruptly drawn off
by every trifle, and 1 the same mstant plucked back
agam by the one despotic thought, bringing home
with 1t, by the blending, fusing power of Imagmation
and Passion, the alien object to which 1t had been so
abruptly diverted, no longer an ahen but an ally and
an mmate

¢ Suck, httle babe, oh such agam '

It cools my blood , 1t cools my bram,
Thy hps, I feel them, baby ! they
Draw from my heart the pain away
Oh' press me with thy hittle hand,
1t loosens something at my chest ,
About that tight and deadly band

I feel thy little fingers prest

The breeze I see 1s 1 the tree!

It comes to cool my babe and me *’

* T hy father cares not for my breast,
*Ths thine, sweet baby, there to rest,
’T1s all thine own '—and, 1f 1ts hue
Be changed, that was so fair to view,
*Tis fair enough for thee, my dove !
My beauty, httle child, 1s flown,

But thou wilt live with me 1n love,
And what 1f my poor cheek be brown?
’T1s well for me, thou canst not see
How pale and wan 1t else would be 47

Least, and pre-emumently I challenge for this poet
the gift of Imagmation m the highest and strictest

47 [ Meditative pathos,” ¢ the umon of subtle thought with
sénsibility,” 13 highly manifested 1w a poem among those On
the Naming of Places, entitled “ When ta the attractions of the
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sense of the word  In the play of fancy, Wordsworth,
to my feelings, 1s not always graceful, and sometimes
recondite The likeness'1s occasionally too strange,
o1 demands too peculiar a pomt of view, or 1s such as
appears the creatme of predetermined reseaich, rather
than spontaneous presentation Indeed his fancy sel-
dom displays itself, as mere and unmodified fancy *
But m imaginative power, he stands nearest of all
modern writers to Shakespeare and Milton, and yet

busy world ” The last paragraph contains those lines of marked
eipiession

—— Even so didst thou become

A silent poet, from the solitude

Of the vast sea didst bung a watchful heart

Still couchant, an mevitable ear,

And av eye practised like a blind man’s touch

P WIIp 3o

The speech of Francis to lus sster i Canto IT of 1he Whate
Doe, especially from the lines

For thee, for thee, 15 left the sense

Of tral past without offence

To God o1 man

15 a beautiful and lofty strain, breathing, amd deep pathos, a
spintual elevation, for which dignity seems a poor word 8 C]J
48 [How tiue this1s! The Fancym Mr Woidsworth’s poems
I feel disposed, 1n my own mind, to resign to my Father’s stric
ture, 1t 15 rather like the mimature painting of one who has
been accustomed to a bold style m crayons But most of the
poems, placed by the author himself under the head of Fancy,
are superficially fanctful but wteinally far more The Green
Lannet derives 1ts charm from the exquisite description of the
bird, and the feeling conveyed through him, of vernal rapture—
of “ the music and the bloom, And all the mighty ravishment of
Spring ® In the lutle poem To a Sexton, Fancy does but fiit, like
a swallow, over a depth of human tenderness Stanzas VIII
and IX of The Oak and Broom contain a lovely natural descnp-
tion The first poem To the Dawsy 1s full of sweet sentiment,
remindang one 2 little of Burns  The poems to the Celandme
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1 a kind perfectly unborrowed and lus own To em-
ploy hus own words, which are at once an mstance and
an 1llustration, he does indeed to all thoughts and to
all objects—

“ add the gleam,

The hight that never was, on sea or land,

The consecration, and the Poet’s dieam * %9

abound m happy expressions and 1mages What truth of nature
poetically eshibited 1s there m this stanza'

Ere a leaf 1s on a bush,

In the time before the thrush

Has a thought about her nest,
Thou wilt come with half a call,
Spreading out thy glossy bieast
Like a careless Prodigal,

Telling tales about the sun

When we’ve little warmth or none

Of all common flowers the small celandine 1s the most burnished

1t seems as 1f the Sun had enclosed a but of gold 1n 1ts cup when
he sent 1t forward as lus harbinger Inthe poems Toa Skylark
and The Damsh Boy the general conception seems to me 1magi-
nauve, though the particulars i each case are imstances of
Yancy To call up that «spint of Noon-day,” to clothe him
with the attributes of Spring and of Day-time, and by an exqui-
site metathests to mvest his habitation,—the ¢ lovely dell” 1
which “ he walks alone,” —with the spirituahity of us presence,
was surely the work of imagmnation, no mere effort of memory,
or of the associative power alone, for the result of the whole 1s
something which acts upon the mind “like a new existence ”
(See Mr Wordsworth’s Preface to the edit of 1810 P W p

xxvm ) This poem seems tollustrate the jomtaction of Fancy
and Imagmation The mere “aggregation or association” of
images,—that part of the process, 1 any example, however, upon
the whole, imaginative,—my Father would, I suppose, have
assigned to Fancy, for how otherwise can we define her office?
But this operation may be carried on, more or less, in subser-
vience to the higher law of poetic creation, as 1t seems to me to

be mn 1he Danish Boy S C]

4 [From Elegiac Stanzas, P W.V p 311 SC]
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1 shall select a few examples as most obviously ma-
mfesting this faculty , but 1f I should ever be fortunate
enough to1ender my analysis of Imagination, 1ts ongin
and characters, thoioughly mtelligible to the reader, he
will scai cely open on a page of this poet’s works without
recognising, more or less, the presence and the mflu-
ences of this faculty

Fiom the poem on the YEw TrEEs,® vol 1 page
303, 304

« Bat worthier stll of note
Are those fraternal Four of Boirowdale,
Jomed 1 one solemn and capacious grove,
Huge trunks'—and each particular trunk a growth
Of mtertwisted fibres serpentine
Up coiling, and 1aveterately convolved,
Not umnformed with phantasy, and looks
That threaten the profane ,—a pillared shade,
Upon whose grassless floox of red brown hue,
By sheddings hiom the pinal umbrage tinged 5!
Perenmally—beneath whose sable roof
Of boughs, as 1f for festal purpose, deched
With uniejoiung berries—ghostly shapes
May meet at noontide, Frar and trembling Hoee,
Sience and Forrsienr , Drarh, the Sheleton,
And lrur, the Shadow , there to celebrate,
As 1 a natural temple scattered o’er
With altars undisturbed of mossy stone,
United worship, orin mute repose
To lie, and histen to the mountam flood
Murmurmng from Glazamara’s inmost caves

5 [From Yew Trees P W II p 84 S C]

st [« Puung umbrage” m all the ediions I have left my
Father’s substitution, as a cuilous instance of a possible dif
ferent reading “Piny shade” and ¢ piny verdure” we read
of 1n the poets, but ¢ pinal” I believe 13 new Pinang, which
has quite a different sense, 1s doubtless still better, but perhaps
my Father’s ear shrunk from 1t after the word “sheddings” at
the begionng of thelioe  § C ]

2 N
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The effect of the old man’s figure m the poem of
REsoLuTION AND INDEPENDENCE, vol 1 page 33

¢ While he was talking thus, the lonely place,
The Old Man’s shape, and speech, all troubled me
In my mind’s eye I seemed to see hum pace
About the weary moois continually,

Wandewng about alone and silently 22

O1 the 8th, 9th, 19th, 26th, 31st, and 33d, m the
collection of miscellaneous sonnets®*—the sonnet on
the subjugation of Switzerland, page 210, or the last

2P W II p 123 Stanzaxix 8 C]

58 [« Wheie lies the Land” 1b III p 83 “Even asa
Dragon’s Eye,” p 66 O Mountain Stieam'” 1v p 20
« barth has not anything to shew more fair,” m p 78 * Me-
thought I saw the footsteps of a thione,” p 30 It 1sa beau-
teous Fvemng—calm and fiee ” (Now—¢ Air sleeps,—from
strife o1 stir the clouds are free,”)p 82 § C]

8 [“Two voices a1e there ” 1b 1b p 186

The Sonnet * I heard (alas! ’twas only m a dream)” 1II p
47 1s a beautaful companion to “ Methought I saw * I have
sometimes amused myself with finding this sort of cognateness
or companionable character amongst the sonnets of Mi W ords.
worth, as we play with a wreath of gems, placing them 1n many
different hights and positions for the gratification of the eve, so
playing with these jewels of poetry I have coupled the splendid
sonnet “ Fair Star of Evening,” p 176, with that compesed on
Westmnster bridge, p 178 ,—*Two voices are there,” 1b p 180,
with “Once did she hold the gorgeous earth n fee,” 1b p 180,—
“The world 18 too much with us,” 1b p 85, with “I watch
and long have watched,” 1b p 46,— and, not to trouble the
reader with the whole of my match making fancies, It 1s not
to be thought of,” 1b p 190, or * When I have borne 1n me-
mory,” 1b p 191 with that truly majestic one,

—Inland, withmn a hollow vale, I stood 1b p 185
which begins with such a qmet gravity, and flows on so na-

wurally mto the excess of solemn grandeur My father quoted
this noble sonnet in The Friend, when 1t first appeared, but
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ode, fiom which T especially select the two following
stanzas or paragiaphs, page 349 to 350 %

“ Qur buth 18 but a sleep and a forgetting
The Soul that 11ses with us, our Iife’s Star,
Hath bad elsewheie 1ts setting,
And cometh from afar
Not m entire forgetfuluess,
And not n utter nakedness,
But tratling clouds of glory do we come
From God, who 1s our home
Heaven hes about us m our infancy '
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
Upon the growing Boy,
But He beholds the Light, and whence 1t flows,
He sees 1t 1n his joy !
The Youth who daly further from the Last
Must travel, still 1s Natme’s Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended ,
At length the Man perceives 1t die away,
And fade mto the light of common day ”

And page 352 to 354 of the same ode *¢

“ 0 joy! thatin our embers
Is something that doth live,
That natuie yet remembers
What was so fugitive!

the Public of 1809 cared httle for The Friend and 1ts philo-
sophy, or for the strawms of the great philosophic Poet Mr
Wordsworth’s sonnets have been collected and published sepa-
rately 1 one vol by Moxon, 1838 The finest set, m my
opinion, 18 Part I of those dedicated to Laberty (P W III
p 175-200 ) The three sonnets to Sleep, 1b pp 14,15, 16,
and the four on Personal Talk,1b pp 39, 40, 41, 42, are very
beautiful and peculiar, not Miltonic or Shakespeanan, or Pe
trarchian , nor lihe the productions of any later sonneteers, but
entirely Wordsworthian and mmmitables S C]

B[P WVp30 8§ C]

% [Ib 1b pp 3424 S.C]
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The thought of our past years 1n me doth breed
Perpetual benedictions not indeed
For that which 1s most worthy to be blest,
Dehght and liberty, the simple creed
Of Childhood, whether busy or at 1est,
With new fledged hope still fluttering in lus breast —
Not for these I raise
The song of thanks and prase,
But for those obstinate questionngs
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vamshings,
Blank misgivings of a Cieature
Moving about 1n worlds not reahzed,
High mstincts, before which our mortal Nature
Did tremble like a gmlty 1hing surprised '
But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Aze yet the fountan Light of all our day,
Are yet a master light of all our seemng,
Uphold us—chensh—and have power to make
Our nowsy years seem moments 1n the being
Of the eternal Silence, truths that wake

To penish never,
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor all that 1s at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destioy !
Hence, 1n a season of calm weather,
Though 1nland far we be,
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea
‘Which brought us hither,
Can 1n a moment t1avel thither,—
And see the Children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore ”

And smce 1t would be unfarr to conclude with an
extract, which, though highly chaiacterstic, must yet,
from the nature of the thoughts and the subject, be m-
teresting or perhaps mtelligible, to but a hmited num-
ber of 1eaders, I will add, from the poet’s last pubhshed
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wotk, a passage equally Wordswoi fhian , of the beauty

of which, and of the imaginative power displayed there-

1, there can be but one opinion, and one fechng. See
hite Doe, page 5

« Fast the chuich yard fills ,—anon
Look again and they all are gone,

1 he cluster round the porch, and the folk
Who sate 1n the shade of the Prior’s Oak !
And scarcely have thev disappeared
Ere the prelusive hymn 1s heard —
With one consent the people rejoice,
Iulling the church with a lofty voice!
hey sing a service which they feel

For ’t1s the sun 11se now of zeal,

And faith and hope are m their prnime
In great Eliza’s golden time ”

“ A moment ends the fervent din,

And all 1s hushed, without and witlun,
«Fo1 though the priest, more tranquully,
Reates the holy hiturgy,

'Lhe only voice which you can hear

1s the niver murmuring near

—When soft '—the dushy tiees between,
And down the path thiough the open gieen,
Where 15 no living thing to be seen,

And thiough yon gateway, where 1s found,
Beneath the arch with 1vy bound,

Fiee entrance to the church-yard ground—
And night across the verdant sod,
Towards the very house of God ,

Comes ghding 12 with lovely gleam,
Comes ghding 1n serene and slow,

Soft and silent as a dream,

A solitary Doe!

White she 1s as hily of June,

And beauteous as the silver moon

[P W IV pp 48 50 There are now two or thiee shght
alteanons S C ]
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When out of sight the clouds a1e driven
And she 1s left alone 1n heaven'

Or like a ship some gentle day

In sunshine saihng far away—

A ghttenng ship that hath the plain
Of ocean for her own domam ”

“ What harmonious pensive change=
Wait upon her as she ranges
Round and thiough this Pile of state
Overthrown and desolate
Now a step or two her way
Is through space of open day,
Where the enamoured sunny hight
Brghtens her that was so bught,
Now doth a dehicate shadow fall,
Falls upon her like a bieath,
From some lofty arch or wall,
As she passes underneath ”

The following analogy will, I am apprehensive, ap-
pear dim and fantastic, but i reading Bartiam’s Tra-
vels I could not help transcribing the following Ines
as a sort of allegory, or connected simile and metaphot
of Wordsworth's intellect and genius — The soil 15 a
deep, rich, dark mould, on a deep stratum of tenacious
clay, and that on a foundation of rocks, which often
break through both strata, hfting therr backs above
the surface ® The trees which chiefly grow here are
the gigantic, black oak, magnolia grandi-flora, fiaxi-
mus excelsior, platane, and a few stately tulip trees ”
What Mr Wordsworth wnll produce, 1t 1s not for me

38 [Travels through Noith and South Carolina &¢ and the
Cherokee country, &c , by W Bartram, 1792,p 36 Atp 397
of this book Mr Wordsworth may have found hus authority fou
the strawberry gathering of the Cherokee gurls spoken of 1n
Ruth  ** He told of gnls—a happyout'”&c & C ]
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to prophesy but I could pronounce with the hivehest
convictions what he 1s capable of producing It 1s the
First GENUINE PrILOSOPHIC PorM ¥

The preceding criticism will not, I am aware, avail
to overcome the pirejudices of those, who have made 1t
a business to attack and nidicule Mr Wordsworth’s
compositions

%9 [Mr Colenidge has spoken of “the poem so completely
Wordsworth’s commencing

Three jeais she grew 1n sun and shower ”

It 13 1ndeed exquisitely Wordsworthian, and there are many
others of our great poet which, like this, some 1n an equal degree,
are characterized by a most transparent diction w hich holds, as
1 a crystal shrine, a subtle stiamn of thought and feeling, that
seems so intimately umted with the peculiar words i which 1t
15 uttered as to be almost one with them Such are the Lies
ToH C sixyearsold The Highland Gul, She wa~ a Phan-
tom of delight, and others

Due honour 1s done to Peter Bell, at tns time, by studentsof
poetry m general, but some, even of Mr Wordsw o1th’s greatest
admarers, do not quite satisfy me 1 their admiration of fhe Wag
goner, a poem which my dear uncle, Mr Southey, prefeired
even to the former  Ich will meme Denkungsart hierin mieman
den aufdiingen, as Lessing says I will force my way of thinking
on nobody, but tabe the hberty, for my own gratification, to ex-
press 1t The sketches of il and valley in this poem have a
hghtness and spirit,—an Allegro touch,—distinguishing them
from the giave and elevated splendour which characterizes Mr
‘Wordsworth’s representations of Nature 1n geneial, and from
the pensive tenderness of those m The Winte Doe, while 1t
harmomizes well with the human interest of the piece 1ndeed
1t 16 the harmonious sweetness of the composition wiich 18 most
dwelt upon by 1ts special admners Inits course 1t describes,
with bold brief touches, the stnking mountam tiact from Gras
mere to Keswick , 1t commences with an evening storm among
the mountains, presents a Lvely mtenior of 2 countiy mn during
mdmght, and concludes after bringing us 1o sight of St John’s
Vale and the Vale of Keswick seen by day breah—*Shiddaw
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Truth and prudence mmght be imaged as concentric
arcles The poet may perthaps have passed beyond
the latter, but he has confined himself far within the
bounds of the forme1, mn designating these ciitics, as
“too petulant to be passive to a genuine poet, and too
feeble to grapple with him ,***men of palsied 1magma-
tions, 1n whose minds all healthy action 1s langumd % *#
who, theiefore, feed as the many®direct them, o1 with
the many aie greedy after vicious provocatives ”®

So much for the detractor» from Wordsworth’s
merits  On the other hand, much as I mmght wish

touched with rosy hight,” and the prospect from Nathdale Fell
¢ hoar with the frost hke dews of dawn” thus giving a beau
tiful and well contrasted Panoiama, produced by the most deli
cate and masterly stiohes of the pencil Wellmay Mr Ruskin,
a fine observer and eloquent describer of vaiious classes of na
tural appearances, speak of Mr Wordsworth as the great poetic
landscape painter of the age  But Mr Ruskin has founé how
seldom the great landscape painters are powerful in expressing
human passions and affections on canvass, or even successful
1 the introduction of human figmes into thewr foregrounds
whereas mn the poetic paintings of Mr Wordsworth the land
scapes always subordinate toa higher interest , certamnly, nThe
‘Waggoner, the little sketch of human nature which occupies, as
1t were, the front of that encirching back ground, the picture of
Benjamin and his temptations, his humble fiends and the mute
companions of his way, has a character of its own, combimng
with sportiveness a homely pathos, which must ever be de-
lightfol to some of those who are thoroughly conversant with
the spirit of Mr Wordsworth’s poetry It may be compared
with the ale-honse scene 1 Tam O’ Shanter, parts of Voss’s Luise
or Ovid’s Baucis and Philemon, though 1t differs from each of
them as much as they differ from each other The Epilogue
carries on the feeling of the piece very beautifully 8 C ]

[ Supplement to the Preface P W III p 322

The next paragraph to this sentence, with a small foot-note,
15 withdrawn , respecting which see the Introduction S C 1
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for therr fuller sympathy, I dare not flatter myself,
that the fieedom with which I have declared my opi-
nions concerning both his theoiry and his defects, most
of which are moe or less connected with his theory,
erther as cause or effect, will be satisfactory or pleas-
mg to all the poet’s admners and advocates Moie
mdiscrimimate than mine then admuation may be
deeper and more sincere 1t cannot be But I have
advanced no opiion erther for prase or censure, other
than as texts introductory to the reasons which com-
pel me to form it. Above all, I was fully convinced
that such a criticism was not only wanted, but that,
if executed with adequate ability, 1t must conduce, m
no mean degiee, to Mr Wordsworth’s 2 eputation
His fame belongs to another age, and can neither be
accelerated nor 1etarded. How small the proportion
of the defects are to the beauties, I have 1epeatedly
declaréd, and that no one of them orgmates m de-
ficlency of poetic genis. Had they been more and
greater, [ should still, as a friend to his hterary cha-
1acter in the present age, consider an analytic display
of them as puz e gan, if only 1t 1emoved, as suely to
all reflecting mmds even the foregomng analysis must
have removed, the st1ange mistake, so slightly g1 ounded
yet so widely and mdustriously propagated, of Mr
Wordsworth’s tmn for sunplicedy /1 am not halt as
much uritated by hearmg his enemies abuse him for
vulganty of style, subject, and conception, as I am
disgusted with the gilded side of the same meanmg,
as displayed by some affected admirers, with whom he
1s, forsooth, a “sweet, simple poet!” and so natual,
that little master Charles and his younger siste: are so
charmed with them, that they play at ¢ Goody Blake,”
o1 at  Johnny and Betty Foy'”
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Were the collection of poems, published with these
biographical sketches, impoitant enough, (which I am
not vain enough to beleve,) to deserve such a dis-
tinction, even as I have done, so would I be done
unto

For mole than eighteen months have the volume
of Poems, entitled SisyrrLine LEAVES, and the pre-
sent volumes, up to this page, been printed, and ready
for publication But, erte I speak of myself m the
tones, which are alone natuial to me under the ar-
cumstances of late yeais, I would fam p:esent myself
to the Reader as I was in the first dawn of my hterary
life

When Hope grew round me, like the chmbing vine,
And fruits, and fohage, not my own, seem’d mme '

For this pmipose I have selected from the letteis,
which I wiote home fiom Geimany, those which ap-
peated likely to be most nteresting, and at the same
time mosi pertment to the title of this work

6 [Colenidge’s Poetical Works, I p 238 § C
Mizaturque novas fiondes, et non sua poma  Georg 1I v 82

Ed]
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LETTER I

N Sunday moimmng, September 16, 1798, the
Hamburg packet set sail fiom Yarmouth and

I, for the first time 1 my life, beheld my native land
retirng flom me At the moment of 1ts disappear-
ance—in all the kuks, churches, chapels, and meeting-
houses, m"which the greater numbes, I hope, of my
counflymen were at that time assembled, I will dare
question whether there was one moie aident praye:
offered up to heaven, than that which I then preferred
for my countty  “ Now then,” (sa1d I to a gentleman
who was standing nea: me,) “we are out of our coun-
try” “Not yet, not yet!” he replied, and pomted
to the sea, * This, too, 1s a Biiton’s countiy” This
bon mot gave a filhp to my spirits, I 10se and looked
round on my fellow-passengers, who were all on the
deck We weie eighteen m number, wndelicef, five
Englhishmen, an Enghsh lady, a Fiench gentleman
and his servant, an Hanoverlan and his servant, a
Prussian, a Swede, two Danes, and a Mulatto boy, a
German talor and his wife, (the smallest couple I
ever beheld,) and a Jew. We were all on the deck,
but m a short time I observed maiks of dismay The
lady retired to the cabin 1 some confusion, and many
of the faces round me assumed a very doleful and
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frog coloured appearance, and within an houi the
number of those on deck was lessened by one half I
was giddy, but not sick, and the giddiness soon went
away, but left a feverishness and want of appetite,
which I attributed, m great measuie, to the seve Me-
phitis of the bilge-water, and 1t was certamnly not
decieased by the expoitations fiom the cabm  How-
ever, I was well enough to joir the able-bodied pas-
senge1s, one of whom obseived not maptly, that
Momus might have discovered an easier way to see a
man’s mside, than by placing a window m his bieast
He needed only have taken a salt-water tup m a
packet-boat

I am meclimed to believe, that a packet 1s far su-
petiour to a stage-coach, as a means of makmng men
open out to each other In the latter the uniformity
of posture disposes to dozing, and the defimtiveness of
the pertod, at which the company will separate, makes
each mdividual think more of those o whom he 1s
goimng, than of those with whom he 1s gomg  But at
sea, more curiosity 1s excited, if only on this account,
that the pleasant or unpleasant qualities of yowr com-
panions are of greater 1mportance to you, fiom the un-
certamnty how long you may be obliged to house with
them Besides, if you are count:ymen, that now be-
gms to form a distnction and a bond of brotherhood,
and if of different countries, there are new mcitements
of conversation, more to ask and more to communi~
cate I found that I had mteiested the Danes mn no
common degiee I had crept mto the boat on the
deck and fallen asleep, but was awakened by onc of
them, about three o’clock in the afternoon, who told
me that they had been seeking me i every hole and
corner, and msisted that I should jomn ther party and
dimk with them  He talked Enghsh with such flu-
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ency, as left me wholly unable to account for the sm-
gular and even ludicious meor:ectness with which he
spoke 1t I went,and found some excellent wines and
a dessert of grapes with a pme-apple The Danes
had chiistened me Doctor Teology, and dressed as I
was all m black, with large shoes and black woisted
stockings, I might certamly have passed very well
for o Methodist missionary However I disclaimed
my title  What then may you be? A man of
fortune® No '—A merchant? No'—A merchant’s
traveller? No'—A clerh? No |—Un Philosophe,
perhaps?® It was at that time m my life, m which of
all possible names and characters I had the greatest
disgust to that of um Philosophe” But I was weary
of bemg questioned, and rather than be nothing, or at
best only the abstract 1dea of a man, I submutted by a
bow, even to the aspersion mmplied 1 the word “wn
Phulosophe "—The Dane then informed me, that alt
m the present party were Philosophers hikewise Cer-
tes we were not of the Stoick school ~ For we drank
and talked and sung, till we talked and sung all to-
gether,, and then we 10se and danced on the deck a
set of dances, which 1 one sense of the word at least,
weie very mtelligibly and appropuately entitled 1 eels
The passengets, who lay m the cabm below m all the
agonies of sea-sichness, must have found ow baccha-
nahian merriment

a tune

Harsh and of dissonant mood from their complamnt !

I thought so at the time, and, (by way, I suppose, of
supporting my newly assumed philosophical chaiac-
ter,) I thought too, how closely the greater number of
our vutues are connected with the fear of death, and

! [Milton’s Samson Agomstes, I 661 S C]
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how httle sympathy we bestow og pawn, where there
18 no dangel

The two Danes were brothers The one was a man
with a cleat white complexion, white hau, and white
eyebrows, looked silly, and nothing that he uttered
gave the lie to his looks  The othei, whom, by way
of emmence I have called #he Dane, had likewise
white hair, but was much shoiter than his biother,
with slender limbs, and a very thm face shightly pock-
fretten This man convinced me of the justice of an
old remark, that many a faithful poitiait m our novels
and farces has been rashly censmed for an outrageous
cancature, o1 perhaps nonentity I had retired to my
station m the boat—he came and seated himself by
my side, and appeared not a little tipsy He com-
menced the conveisation m the most magmnific style,
and, as a sort of pioneering to his own vanity, he flat-
tered me with such grossness! The parasites of the
old comedy weie modest 1n the comparison  His lan-
guage and accentuation wele so exceedmngly singular,
that I determined for once in my hife to take notes of
a conversation Here 1t follows, somewhat abridged,
mdeed, but m all other 1espects as accurately as my
memory permitted.

Tue DANE  Vat imagmation! vat language! vat
vast science | and vat eyes! vat a milk-vite forehead!
O my heafen! vy, you're a Got !

ANsweER  You do me too much honoui, Sir

Tae Daxe. O me! if you should dink I1s flai-
termg you'—No, no, no! I haf ten tousand a year—
yes, ten tousand a year—yes, ten tousand pound a
year! Vell—and vat 1s dhat® a mere tufle! I
‘ouldn’t g1f my sicere heart for ten times dhe money
Yes, youre & Got ' I a mere man' But, my dear
friend! dhink of me, as a man'! Is, 15—I mean to



SATYRANE'S LETTERS 191

ask you now, my dear friend—1s I not very cloquent®
Is I not speak English very fine ?

Answ Most admuably! Believe me, Su' I
have seldom heaxd even a native talk so fluently

Toe Dane (Squeezing my hand with gieat
vehemence ) My dear filend! vat an aflection and
fidelity ve have for each odher! But tell me, do tell
me,—Is I not, now apd den, speak some fanlt? Is I
not i some wrong ?

Axsw  Why, Su! perhaps 1t might be observed
by mce eritics m the Enghsh language, that you oc-
casionally use the word “Is’mstead of “am” In
our best companies we generally say £ am, and not
s or Pse Excuseme, Su' 1t1s a mere tufle

Tue DANE O l—auw, 15, am, am, am  Yes, yes—
I know, I know

Axsw I am, thou ait, he 15, ue we, ye are,
they are

Tue Daxe Yes, yes—I know, I know—d4m, am,
am, 15 dhe pr@sens, and 15 15 dhe pes feclum—yes,
yes—and are 15 dhe plusquam gei fectum

Axsw  And ent, Sir! s ?

Tue Dave My dear fuiend’' 1t 1s dhe plusquam
perfectum, no, no—dhat 1s a great he, aie 15 dhe
plusquam perfectum—and ar ¢ 1s dhe plusguam plue-
perfectum—(then, swinging my hand to and fio,
and cockng his hifle bright hazle eyes at me, that
danced with vamity and wine)—You see, my deu
friend ! that I too have some lehrning

Axsw Learnmng, Su? Who dares suspect 1t?
Who can histen to you fou a minute, who can even
look at you, without perceiving the extent of 1t ?

Tue Daxe My dear friend '—(then with a
would-be humble look, and w a tone of vorce as if’
he was reasoning) 1 could not talk so of p? @sens and
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imperfectum, and futurum and plusquamplue pe: -
JSectum, and all dhat, my dear friend! without some
lehrning ?

Answ Su ! aman like you cannot talk on any sub-
ject without discovering the depth of his mformation

Tue Daxe Dhe giammatic Gieek, my friend,
ha! ha!l ha! (laughing, and swingmg my hand to
and _fio—then with a sudden t1ansibon to g1 eat so-
lemmity) Now I will tell you, my dear friend! Dhere
d1d happen about me vat de whole histor1a of Den-
mark record no instance about nohody else Dhe
bishop did ask me all dhe questions about all dhe re-
ligion 1 dhe Latn grammai

Anxsw The grammai, Sir® The language, I
presume

TueDaxe (A httle offended ) Grammar 1s lan-
guage, and language 1s grammar—

Axsw Ten thousand pardons'

TeE DaNeE Vell, and I was only fourteen years—

Axsw  Only fourteen years old ?

Tuz Dane No mote. I vas fourteen yegrs old
~—and he asked me all questions, religion and ph-
Josophy, and all mn dhe Latin language—and I an-
swered him all every one, my dear friend! all i dhe
Latmn language

Answ A prodigy' an absolute prodigy!

Tue DaNE No, no, no' he was a bishop, a gieat
superintendent

Answ, Yes' abishop

Tue Daxe. A bishop—not a mere predicant, not
3 prediger—

Awsw My dear Sir! we have misunderstood each
other I said that your answermg m Latin at so early
an age was a piodigy, that 1s, a thing that 13 won-
derful,, that does not often happen
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Tue Dane Often! Dhere 1s not von mstance
recorded 1 dhe whole historia of Denmairk

Axsw  And smnce then, Sir ?

Tue Dane I was sent ofer to dhe Vest Indies—
to our Island, and dheie I had no more to do vid books.
No!lno! I put my genws anodher way—and I haf
made ten tousand pound a year Isnot dhat gheniws,
my dear friend?—But vat 1s money ®>—1 dhmk dhe
poorest man alive my equal Yes, my dear friend !
my little fortune 13 pleasant to my generous heait, be-
cause I can do good—no man with so little a fortune
ever did so much generosity —no person,—no man
person, no woman person ever demies it But we are
all Got’s children,

Here the Hanoverlan mterrupted him, and the other
Dane, the Swede, and the Piussian, jomed us, toge-
ther with a young Enghshman who spoke the German
fluently, and mterpreted to me many of the Prussian’s
jokes The Prussian was a traveling meichant,
turned of threescore, a hale man, tall, stiong, and
stout, full of stories, gesticulations, and buffoonery,
with the soul as well as the look of a mountebank,
who, while he 1s making you laugh, picks your pocket
Amd all s droll looks and droll gestumies, there 1e-
mamed one look untouched by langhter, and thatone
look was the tiue face, the others were but its mask
The Hanoverian was a pale, fat, bloated young man,
whose father had made a laige fortune m London, as
an army-contractor. He seemed to emulate the man-
ners of young Englshmen of foitune. He was a
good-natured fellow, not without mformation or htera-
ture, but a most egregious coxcomb He had been
1 the habit of attending the House of Commons, and
had once spoken, as he mformed me, with great ap-
plause m a debating society  Fou this he appeared to

2 (o}
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have quabfied himself with laudable industry fo1 ke
was perfect n Walker’s Pronouncing Dictionary, and
with an accent, which foreibly reminded me of the
Scotchman 1 Roderic Random, who professed to
teach the English pronunciation, he was constantly
deferring to my superiour judgment, whether or no I
had pronounced this or that word with propriety, or
“the true delicacy” When he_spoke, though 1t were
only half a dozen sentences, he always rose, for which
I could detect no other motive, than his partiahty to
that elegant phrase so hiberally mtroduced 1n the ora-
tions of our British legislators, “ While I am on my
legs ” The Swede, whom for reasons that will soon
appear, I shall distingwish by the name of Nobilty,
was a strong-featured, scuivy-faced man, his com-
plexion resembling, m colour, a red hot poker begmn-
nmg to cool He appeared muserably dependent on
the Dane, but was, however, mcomparably the best
mfoimed and most rational of the party Indeed his
manners and conversation discovered him to be both
a man of the world and a gentleman The Jew was
1 the hold the French gentleman was lymng on the
deck so 1ll, that I could observe nothing concerning
hum, except the affectionate attentions of his servant
to him. The poor fellow was very sick himself, and
every now and then ran to the side of the vessel, still
keepmg his eye on his master, but 1etmned 1n a mo-
ment and seated himself agam by him, now supporting
his head, now wipmg hus forehead and talking to him
all the while in the most soothing tones There had
been a matrimonial squabble of a very ludierous kind
m the cabm, between the hittle German tailor and his
hittle wife He had secured two beds, one for himselt
and one for her. This had struck the Lttle woman as
a very cruel action, she msisted upon their having
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but one, and assured the mate mn the most piteous
tones, that she was his lawful wife The mate and the
cabin boy decided 1n her favour, abused the little man
for his want of tenderness with much humour, and
howsted hum mnto the same compartment with his sea-
sick wife This quairel was interesting to me, asit pro-
cured me a bed, which I otherwise should not have had

In the eveming, a. seven o'clock, the sea rolled
higher, and the Dane, by means of the greater agita-
tion, elimimated enough of what he had been swallow-
g to make room for a great deal more His favourite
potation was sugar and brandy, ¢ e a very little warm
water with a large quantity of brandy, sugar, and nut-
meg His servant boy, a black-eyed Mulatto, had a
good-natured round face, exactly the colour of the
skin of the walnut-kernel The Dane and I were
agaimn seated, téfe-d-téte, 1n the ship’s boat The con-
versat®dn, which was now indeed rather an oration
than a dialogue, became extravagant beyond all that I
ever heard He told me that he had made a laige
fortune 1m the 1sland of Santa Cruz, and was now re-
turning to Denmark to enjoy 1t. He expatiated on
the style m which he meant to live, and the great un-
dertakings which he proposed to himself to commence,
till, the brandy axding his vanity, and lis vamty and
garrulity aiding the brandy, he talked hke a madman
—entreated me to accompany hmm to Denmark—
there I should see his mnfluence with the government,
and he would mtroduce me to the king, &e¢ &e Thus
he went on dreamimg aloud, and then passing with a
very lyrical transition to the subject of general politics,
he declaimed, ke a member of the Corresponding
Society, about, (not concernmng,) the Rights of Man,
and assured me that, notwithstanding his fortune, he
thought the poorest man alive his equal. “ All are
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equal, my dear friend! all are equal’ Ve are all
Got’s children  The poorest man haf the same rights
withme Jack! Jack! some more sugar and brandy
Dhere 15 dhat fellow now! He 1s a Mulatto—but he
1s my equal —That’s right, Jack! (takung the suger
and brandy ) Here you Sir! shake hands with dhus
gentleman ' Shake hands with me, you dog! Dhere,
dhere '—We are all equal my~dear friend —Do I
not speak like Socrates, and Plato, and Cato—they
were all philosophers, my dear philosophe ! all very
great men !—and so was Homer and Virgil—but they
were poets Yes, yes ! Iknow all about 1t'—But what
can any body say more than this? We are all equal,
all Got’s children I haf ten tousand a year, but I
am no more dhan de meanest man alive I hat no
pride, and yet, my dear friend' I can say, do' and
anditis done Ha' ha'! ha' my dear friend! Now
dhere 15 dhat gentleman (powiting to Nobiht§) he 1s
a Swedish baron—you shall see  Ho ! (calling to the
Swede) get me, will you, a bottle of wmne from the
cabm SwepE —Here, Jack ' go and get your mas-
ter a bottle of wine from the cabm. Dane No, no,
no! do you go now—you go yourself—you go now!
Swede Pah'—Dane Nowgo! Go, I pray you
And the Swede went !/

After this the Dane commenced an harangue on
religion, and mistaking me for un philosophe m the
contmental sense of the word, he talked of Deity m a
declamatory style, very much resembling the devotional
rants of that rude blunderer, M1 Thomas Pane, m
his Age of Reason, and whispered m my ear, what
damned Aypocrism all Jesus Christ’s business was I
dare aver, that few men have less reason to charge
themselves with mdulging 1 persyflage than myself
Ishould hate it, if 1t were only that 1t is a Frenchman’s
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vice, and feel a puide m avoiding 1t, because our own
language 15 too honest to have a wo1d to express 1t by.
But 1n this mstance the temptation had been too pow-
eiful, and I have placed 1t on the list of my offences
Peiricles answered one of his dearest friends, who had
sohicited hum on a case of life and death, to take an
equivocal oath for his preservation Debeo wmicis
oprtulary, sed usque ad Deos® Friendship heiself
must place her last and boldest step on this side the
altar. What Pericles would not do to save a friend’s
Life, you may be assured, I would not hazard merely to
mill the chocolate-pot of a drunken fool's vanity till 1t
frothed over Assuming a serlous look, I professed
myself a believer, and sunk at once an hundred fa-
thoms m s good graces. He retired to lus cabm,
and I wrapped myself up 1p my great coat, and looked
at the water. A beautiful white cloud of foam at mo-
mentl¥ intervals coursed by the side of the vessel with
a roar, and lttle stars of flame danced and sparkled
and went out 1n 1t and every now and then light de-
tachments of this white cloud-like foam darted off from
the vessel’s side, each with 1ts own small constellation,
over the sea, and scoured out of sight hke a Tartar
troop over a wilderness

It was cold, the cabn was at open war with my
olfactories, and I found 1eason to rejoice m my great
coat, a weighty high-caped, respectable rug, the collar
of which turned over, and played the part of a might-
cap very passably In looking up at two o1 three
biight stars, which oseillated with the motion of the
sails, I fell asleep, but was awakened at one o’clock,
Monday morning, by a shower of ram. I found my-

2 Tianslatron, 1t behoves me to sde with my friends, but
only as far as the gods
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self compelled to go down into the cabin, whete I slept
very soundly, and awoke with a very good appetite at
breakfast time, my nostrils, the most placable of all
the senses, reconciled to, or indeed insensible of the
mephtis

Monday, September 17th, I had a long conversation
with the Swede, who spoke with the most poignant con-
tempt of the Dane, whom he destribed as a fool, purse-
mad, but he confirmed the boasts of the Dane re-
specting the largeness of his fortune, which he had
acquired 1 the first mstance as an advocate, and after-
wards as a planter  From the Dane and from hmself
I collected that he was indeed a Swedish nobleman,
who had squandered a foitune, that was never very
large, and had made over his property to the Dane,
on whom he was now utterly dependent He seemed
to suffer very little pam from the Dane’s msolence.
He was m a high degiee humane and attentive®to the
Enghsh lady, who suffered most fearfully, and for
whom he performed many hitle offices with a tender-
ness and delicacy which seemed to prove real goodness
of heart Indeed s general manneis and conversa.
tion were not only pleasing, but even mteiesting, and
I struggled to beheve his insensibihty respecting the
Dane philosophical fortitude For though the Dane
was now quite sober, his character oozed out of him
at every pore  And after diner, when he was agamn
flushed with wine, every quarter of an hour or perhaps
oftener he would shout out to the Swede, “ Ho! No-
bility, go—do such a thing! Mz Nobihty '—tell the
gentlemen such a story, and so forth,” with an mso-
lence which must have excited disgust and detestation,
1f lis vulgar rants on the sacred rights of equality,
jomned to hus wild havock of general grammai na less
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than of the Englsh language, had not rendered 1t so
i esistibly laughable

At four o'clock I observed a wild duck swimmmg
on the waves, a single solitary wild duck. It 1s not
easy to eonceive, how interesting a thing 1t looked m
that round objectless deseit of waters I had asso-
ciated such a feehing of immensity with the ocean, that
I felt exceedingly dis2ppomnted, when I was out of sight
of all land, at the narrowness and nearness, as 1t were,
of the circle of the horzon  So liitle are mmages ca-
pable of satisfymg the obscure feelings connected with
words In the evemng the sails were lowered, lest
we should run foul of the land, which can be seen only
at a small distance  And at four o’clock, on Tuesday
morning, I was awakened by the cry of “land ' land 1"
It was an ugly 1sland rock at a distance on our left,
called Heiligeland, well known to many passengers
from*Yarmouth to Hamburg, who have been obliged
by stormy weather to pass weeks and weeks in weary
captivity on 1t, stripped of all therr money by the ex-
orbitant demands of the wretches who habit 1t So
at least the sailors informed me —About nine o clock
we saw the mamn land, which seemed scaicely able to
hold 1its head above water, low, flat, and dreary, with
hght-houses and land-marks which seemed to give a
character and language to the drearmess We en-
tered the mouth of the Elbe, passing Neu-werk, though
as yet the right bank only of the 11ver was visible to
us  On this I saw a chuich, and thanked God for my
safe voyage, not without affectionate thoughts of those
I had left m England At eleven o’clock on the same
morning we arrived at Cuxhaven, the ship dropped
anchor, and the boat was hosted out, to carry the Ha-
novenlan and a few others on shore. The captam
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agteed to take us, who remamed, to Hamburg for ten
gumeas, to which the Dane contributed so largely,
that the other passengers paid but half a gumea each
Accordingly we hauled anchor, and passed gently up
the nver At Cuxhaven both sides of the river may
be seen 1 clear weather, we could now see the 11ght
bank only We passed a multitude of Fnglish traders
that had been waiting many weeks for a wind Ina
short time both banks became visible, both flat and
evidencing the labour of human hands by then extreme
neatuess On the left bank I saw a church or two m
the distance, on the right bank we passed by steeple
and windmill and cottage, and windmill and single
house, windmill and windmll, and neat single house,
and steeple These were the objects and m the suc-
cession  The shoies were vely green and planted
with trees not melegantly Thirty five miles froni
Cuxzhaven the night came on us, and, as the navigation
of the Elbe 1s pertlous, we dropped ancho:

Over what place, thought I, does the moon hang to
your eye, my dearest friend? To me 1t hung over
the left bank of the Elbe Close above the moon was
a huge volume of deep black cloud, while a very thmn
fillet crossed the middle of the orb, as narrow and thin
and black as a ribbon of crape  The long trembling
road of moonhght, which lay on the water and reached
to the stern of our vessel, ghimmered dimly and ob-
scurely We saw two or three hights from the mght
bank, probably from bed-rooms I felt the striking
contrast between the silence of this majestic stream,
whose banks are populous with men and women and
children, and flocks and herds—between the silence
by mght of this peopled river, and the ceaseless noise,
and uproar, and loud agitations of the desolate sohitude
of the ocean The passengers below had all retued
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to then beds, and I felt the mnterest of this quietscene
the moie deeply fiom the circumstance of baving just
quitted them  For the Prussian had during the whole
of the evemng displayed all hus talents to captivate the
Dane, who had admitted him mto the tram of his de-
pendents The young Enghshman contmued to m-
terpret the Prussian’s jokes to me They were all
without exception profane and abommable, but some
sufficiently witty, and a few mncidents, which he related
in his own person, were valuable as illustrating the
manners of the countiles 1 which they had taken
place

Five o'clock on Wednesday morning we hauled the
ancho1, but were soon obliged to drop 1t agam m con-
sequence of a thick fog, which our captan feared
would continue the whole day, but about mme 1t
cleared off, and we sailed slowly along, close by the
shore of a very beautiful 1sland, forty nules from Cux-
haven, the wind continung slack This holm orisland
15 about a mile and a half in length, wedge-shaped,
well wooded, with glades of the livehiest green, and
1endered more mteresting by the 1emarkably neat
farm-house on 1t It seemed made for retirement
without solitude—a place that would allure one’s
friends, while 1t precluded the impertinent calls of
mere visiters The shores of the Elbe now became
more beautiful, with rich meadows and trees 1unning
like a low wall along the river’s edge, and peerng
over them, neat houses and, (especially on the rght
bank,) a profusion of steeple-spires, white, black, or
red  An nstinctive taste teaches men to bmld then
churches 1 flat countries with spire-steeples, which,
as they cannot be referied to any other object, pont,
as with silent finger, to the sky and stars, and some-
times, when they reflect the brazen hght of a nch
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though ramy sun-set, appear like a pyramd of flame
burning heavenward I remember once, and once
only, to have seen a spire in a narrow valley of a
mountamous country  The effect was not only mean
but ludicrous, and remimded me agamst my will of an
extinguisher, the close neighbourhood of the high
mountamn, at the foot of which 1t stood, had so com-
pletely dwarfed 1t, and deprived 1t of all connection
with the sky or clouds  Forty-six English miles from
Cuxhaven, and sixteen from Hamburg, the Danish
village Veder ornaments the left bank with its black
steeple, and close by 1t 1s the wild and pastoral hamlet
of Schulau Hitherto both the right and left bank,
green to the very brink, and level with the 1iver, 1e-
sembled the shores of a park canal The trees and
houses were alike low, sometimes the low trees over~
topping the yet lower houses, sometimes the loWw
houses rising above the yet lower trees But at’ Schu-
lau the left bank rses at once forty o1 fifty feet, and
stares on the 11ver with its perpendicular facade of
sand, thmly patched with tufts of gieen The Elbe
continued to present a more and more hively spectacle
from the multitude of fishing boats and the flocks of
sea gulls wheeling round them, the clamorous rivals
and companions of the fishermen, till we came to
Blankaness, a most imteresting village scattered amd
scattered trees, over three hills m three divisions

Each of the three lls stares upon the 1nver, with
faces of bare sand, with which the boats with thewr
bare poles, standing m files along the hanks, made a
sort of fantastic harmony  Between each fagade hes
a gieen and woody dell, each deeper than the other
In short 1t 1s a large willage made up of individual
cottages, each cottage m the centre of its own litle
wood or orchaid, and each with 1ts own separate path
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a village with a labyrmnth of paths, or rather a neygh-
bourhood of houses' It 1s mhabited by fishermen
and boat-makers, the Blankanese boats being m great
request through the whole navigation of the Elbe.
Here first we saw the spires of Hamburg, and from
hence, as far as Altona, the left bank of the Elbe 1s
uncommonly pleasmg, considered as the viemity of an
mdustrious and repub.ican eity—1n that style of beauty,
or rather prettiness, that might tempt the citizen mto
the countiy, and yet gtatify the taste which he had
acquired m the town Summer-houses and Chinese
show-work are everywhere scattered along the high
and green banks, the boards of the farm-houses left
unplastered and gaily panted with green and yellow,
and scarcely a tree not cut mto shapes and made to
remind the human being of his own power and intel-
flgence mstead of the wisdom of nature Still, how-
ever, these ate links of connection between town and
country, and far better than the affectation of tastes
and enjoyments for which mens’ habits have disquali-
fied them. Pass them by on Saturdays and Sundays
with the buighers of Hamburg smoking their pipes, the
women and children feastmng m the alcoves of box
and yew, and 1t becomes a mature of 1ts own. On
Wednesday, fom o'clock, we left the vessel, and pass-
mg with trouble through the huge masses of shipping
that seemed to choke the wide Elbe from Altona up-
ward, we were at length landed at the Boom House,
Hamburg.
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LETTER II To a'Lapy

Ratzeburg
Mewne hebe Freundunn,

FEE how natural the German comes from me,
though I have not yet been six weeks m the
count1y '—almost as fluently as Englsh from my
neighbour the Amésschietber, (or public secietary,)
who as often as we meet, though 1t should be half a
dozen times i the same day, never fails to greet me
with— * * ddam your ploot unt eyes, my dearest
Englander ! vhee goes 1 /”—which 1s certamly a
proof of great generosity on his part, these words bemg
his whole stock of English I had, however, a better
reason than the desire of displaymg my proficiency
for I wished to put you m good humour with a lan-
guage, from the acquirement of which I have promised
myself much edification and the means too of com-
municating a new pleasure to you and your sister,
during our winter readings And how can I do this
better than by pomnting out its gallant attention to the
ladies® Our English affix, ess, 1s, I believe, confined
either to words derived from the Latmn, as act ess,
directress,&e orfrom the French, as mustress, duchess,
and the hke But the German, s»n, enables us to
designate the sex m every possible relation of hfe
Thus the Amtmann’s lady 1s the Frau Amtmanninn
—the secretary’s wife, (by the bye the handsomest
woman I have yet seen m Germany,) 1s die allerliebste
Fr au Amisschreibermmn—the colonel’s lady, die Frau
Obristinn or Colonellinn—and even the parson’s wife,
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die Frou Pastorinn  But I am especially pleased
with their Freundinn, which, unlike the amica of the
Romans, 1s seldom used but in 1ts best and purest
sense  Now, I know 1t will be said, that a frend 1s
already something more than a friend, when a man
feels an anxiety to express to himself that this friend
18 a female, but this I deny—in that sense at least 1
which the objection.will be wade 1 would hazard
the impeachment of heresy, rather than abandon my
belief that there 1s a sex 1 our souls as well as m their
perishable garments, and he who does not feel 1t,
never truly loved a sister~~nay, 1s not capable even of
loving a wife as she deseives to be loved, if she indeed
be woithy of that holy name

Now I know, my gentle friend, what you are mur-
muring to yoursef—¢ This 15 so Iike im! runming
away after the first bubble, that chance has blown off
from*the surface of his fancy, when one 1s anxious to
learn where he 1s and what he has seen” Well then'
that I am settled at Ratzeburg, with my motives and
the paiticulars of my journey hither,——————— will
mform you My first letter to him, with which doubt-
less he has edified your whole fireside, left me safely
landed at Hamburg on the Elbe Stairs, at the Boom
House While standing on the staws, I was amused
by the contents of the passage-boat which crosses the
river once or twice a day from Hamburg to Haarburg.
It was stowed close with all people of all nations, n
all sorts of dresses, the men all with pipes 1 then
mouths, and these pipes of all shapes and fancies—
straight and wreathed, stmple and complex, long and
short, cane, clay, porcelamn, wood, tin, silver, and vory,
most of them with silver chains and silver bole~covers.
Pipes and boots are the first univeisal characteristic
of the male Hamburgers that would strike the eye of
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a raw traveller But I forget my promise of journa-
Lizing as much as possible —Therefore, Septr 19tk
Afternoon My companion who, you recollect, speaks
the French language with unusual propriety, had formed
a kind of confidential acquaintance with the emigrant,
who appeared to be a man of sense, and whose manners
were those of a perfect gentleman He seemed about
fifty or rather more Whatewer 1s unpleasant m
French manners from excess 1 the degree, had been
softened down by age or affliction, and all that 1
dehightful 1n the %und, alacrity and delicacy m lhitle
attentions, &c remamned, and without bustle, gesticu-
lation, or disproportionate eagerness His demea-
nour exhibited the minute philanthrophy of a polished
Frenchman, tempeled by the sobriety of the English
character disunited from its reserve  Thele 1s some-
thing strangely attractive m the character of a gentle-
man when you apply the word emphatically, and yet
1 that sense of the term which 1t 15 more easy to feel
than to define It neither mcludes the possession of
Ingh moral excellence, nor of necessity even the orna-
mental graces of manner I have now m my mmd’s
eye a person whose life would scarcely stand scrutmy
even i the court of honour, much less 1 that of con-
science, and his manners, if micely observed, would
of the two excite an 1dea of awkwardness rather than
of elegance and yet every one who conversed with
him felt and acknowledged the gentleman The se-
cret of the matter, I beheve to be this—we feel the
gentlemanly character present to us, whenever, under
all the circumstances of social mtercourse, the trivial
not less than the mmportant, through the whole defan!
of his manners and deportment, and with the ease of a
habt, a person shews respect to others m such @ way,
as at the same time implies 1 hus own feelings an
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habitual and assured anticipation of recipiocal 1espect
from them to himself In short, the gentlemanly cha-
racter arises out of the feeling of Equality acting, as a
Habut, yet flexible to the varieties of Rank, and mo-
dified without being disturbed or superseded by them
This description will perhaps explam to you the ground
of one of your own remaiks, as I was enghshing to
you the teresting dialogue concernng the causes of
the corruption of eloquence “ What perfect gentle-
men these old Romans must have been! I was im-
pressed, I remember, with the same feelng at the time
I was reading a translation of Cicero’s philosophical
dialogues and of his epistolary correspondence while
m Plny’s Letters I seemed to have a different feelng
—he gave me the notion of a very fine gentleman ”
You uttered the words as if you had felt that the ad-
junct had mjured the substance and the mecreased de-
giee altered the kind  Pliny was the courtier of an
absolute monarch—Cicero an aristociatic 1epublican
For this reason the character of gentleman, mn the
sense to which I have confined 1, 1s frequent m Eng-
land, 1are m France, and found, where 1t 1s found, 1n
age or the latest per1od of manhood , while n Germany
the character 1s almost unknown. But the prope:
antipode of a gentleman 1s to be sought for among the
Anglo-American democrats

I owe this digression, as an act of justice to this
amiable Frenchman, and of humibation for myself
For m a little controversy between us on the subject
of French poetry, he made me feel my own 1ll beha-
viour by the silent reproof of contrast, and when I
afterwards apologized to hum for the warmth of my
language, he answered me with a cheerful expression
of surprise, and an mmediate complment, which a
gentleman might both make with digmty and receive
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with pleasme I was pleased, therefore, to find 1t
agreed on, that we should, if possible, take up our
quarters m the same house My friend went with
him m search of an hotel, and I to deliver my letters
of recommendation

I walked onward at a brisk pace, enlivened not so
much by any thing I actually saw, as by the confused
sense that I was for the first tyme mn my life on the
continent of our planet. I seemed to myself hkea
liberated bird that had been hatched m an aviary, who
now, after his first soar of freedom, poises himself
the upper air. Very naturally I began to wonder at
all things, some for bemg so like and some for bemg
so unhke the things m England—Dutch women with
large umbrella hats shooting out half a yard before
them, with a prodigal plumpness of petticoat behmd—
the women of Hamburg with caps plaited on the caul
with silver, or gold, or both, bordered round wih stif-
fened lace, which stood out before their eyes, but not
lower, so that the eyes sparkled through it—the Ha-
noverian women with the fore part of the head bare,
then a stiff lace standing up like a wall perpendicular
on the cap, and the cap behind Zasled with an enor-
mous quantity of ribbon which lies or tosses on the
back

 Their visnormes seem’d like a goodly banner
Spread mn defiance of all enemes ”

——The ladies all m English dresses, all rouged, and
all with bad teeth which you notice mstantly from
therr contrast to the almost anwmal, too glossy mo-
ther-of-pear] whiteness and the regularity of the teeth
of the laughing, loud-talking country-women and ser-
vant-girls, who, with their clean white stockings and
with shppers without heel quarters, tripped along the
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dirty streets, as if they were secured by a charm from
the dirt with a hghtness too, which surpiised me,
who had always considered 1t as one of the annoyances
of sleepmg w an Inn, that I had to clatter up staws
m a parr of them The streets narrow, to my Eng-
lish nose sufficiently offensive, and explaming at first
sight the universal use of boots, without any appro-
priate path for the foct-passengers, the gable ends of
the houses all towards the street, some m the ordinary
triangular form and en#ire as the botamsts say, but
the greater number notched and scolloped with more
than Chinese grotesqueness. Above all, I was struck
with the profusion of windows, so large and so many,
that the houses look all glass Mr Pitt’s window
tax, with its pretty lttle additionals sprouting out
from 1t like young toadlets,on the back of a Surmnam
toad, would certamly improve the appearance of the
Hamburg houses, which have a shght summer look,
not e keeping with therr size, mcongruous with the
chmate, and precludmg that feelng of retirement and
self-content, which one wishes to associate with a
house m a noisy city But a conflagration would, I
fear, be the previous requisite to the production of any
architectural beauty m Hamburg. for venly 1t 1s a
filthy town I moved on and crossed a multitude of
ugly bridges, with huge black deformities of water
wheels close by them. The water imtersects the city”
every where, and would have furnished to the gemms
of Italy the capabihties of all that 15 most beautiful
and magnificent mn architecture It might have been
the rival of Venice, and 1t 1s huddle and wvglness,
stench and stagnation  The Jungfer Stieg, (that 15,
Young Ladies’ Walk), to which my letters diected
me, made an exception. It was a walk or promenade
planted with treble rows of elm trees, which, bemg
2 P
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yeaily pruned and cropped, remamn shm and dwarf-
like Ths walk occupies one side of a square piece
of water, with many swans on 1t perfectly tame, and,
moving among the swans, shewy pleasure-boats with
ladies 1n them, rowed by their husbands or lovers *#x
( Some paragraphs have been here omitted )
*¥¥**thus embariassed by sad and solemn politeness
still more than by broken English, 1t sounded like the
vowce of an old fuilend when I heard the emgiant’s
servant mquring aftet me He had come for the
purpose of guiding me to our hotel  Through stieets
and streets I pressed on as happy as a child, and, I
doubt not, with a childish expression of wonderment
m my busy eyes, amused by the wicker waggons with
movable benches across them, one behind the other,
(these were the hackney coaches,) amused by the
sign-boards of the shops, on which all the articles sold
within are pamnted, and that too very exactly, ¢hough
m a grotesque confusion, (a useful substitute for lan-
guage 1n this great mart of nations,) amused with the
mcessant tmkling of the shop and house door bells,
the bell hangmng over each door and struck with a
small ron rod at every entrance and exit,—and
finally, amused by looking m at the wimndows, as I
passed along, the ladies and gentlemen drmking
coffee or playmg cards, and the gentlemen all smok-
mg 1 wished myself a pamter, that I might have
sent you a sketch of one of the card parties The
long pipe of one gentleman rested on the table, its
bole half a yard from his mouth, fuming like a censer
by the fish-pool—the other gentleman, who was deal-
g the cards, and of couise had both hands employed,
held s pipe m his teeth, which hangimg down be-
tween his knees, smoked beside his ancles Hogarth
himself never drew a moie ludicrous distortion both
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of attitude and physiognomy, than this effort occa-
sioned nor was there wanting beside 1t one of those
beautiful female faces which the same Hogarth, n
whom the satirist never extinguished that love of
beauty which belonged to him as a poet, so often and
so gladly introduces, as the central figure, m a crowd
of humorous deformmities, which figure, (such 1s the
power of true genmus') neither acts, nor 1s meant to
act as a contiast, but diffuses through all, and over
each of the group, a spirit of reconcihation and human
kindness , and, even when the attention 1s no longer
consclously directed to the cause of this feeling, still
blends its tenderness with our laughter and thus
prevents the mstructive merriment at the whims of
nature or the foibles or humows of our fellowmen
from degenerating mto the heait-poison of contempt
or hatred

Oun hotel DIE WILDE MAN, (the sign of which was
no bad likeness of the landlord, who had ingrafted on
avery grim face arestless grin, that wasat every man’s
service, and which indeed, like an actor rehearsmng to
himself, he kept playing m ezpectation of an occasion
for 1t)—neither our hotel, I say, nor 1ts landlord were
of the genteelest class But 1t has one gieat advan-
tage for a stranger, by being in the market place, and
the next neighbour of the huge church of St Nicholas
a church with shops and houses bwlt up agamst 1t,
out of which wens and warts its hugh massy steeple
rises, necklaced near the top with a round of large
gilt balls A better pole-star could scarcely be de-
sired Long shall I retamn the impression made on
my mmnd by the awful echo, so loud and long and
tremulous, of the deep-toned clock withm this church,
which awoke me at two m the mornmg from a dis-
tressful dream, occasioned, I beleve, by the feather
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bed, which 1s used here mnstead of bed-clothes I will
rather carry my blanket about with me like a wild In-
dian, than submit to this abomunable custom  Our er-
grant acquamtance was, we found, an timate friend
of the celebrated Abbé de Lisle and from the large
fortune which he possessed under the monarchy, had
rescued sufficient not only for mmdependence, but for
respectabihity He had offended some of s fellow-
emigrants m London, whom he had obliged with con-
siderable sums, by a refusal to make further advances,
and m consequence of their mtrigues had received an
order to quit the kingdom I thought 1t one proof of
lis mnocence, that he attached no blame erther to the
alien act, or to the mmister who had exerted 1t agamst
him, and a still greater, that he spoke of London
with rapture, and of his favourite niece, who had mar-
ried and settled in England, with all the fervour and
all the pride of a fond parent A man sent by force
out of a country, obliged to sell out of the stocks at a
great loss, and exiled from those pleasures and that
style of society which habit had rendered essential to
s happmess, whose predominant feelings were yet
all of a private nature, resentment for friendship out-
raged, and anguish for domestic affections mterrupted
—such a man, I thmk, I could dare warrant gultless
of espionnage m any service, most of all m that of
the present French Directory He spoke with ecstasy
of Paris under the Monarchy and yet the par-
ticular facts, which made up lus description, left as
deep a conviction on my mimnd, of French worthless-
ness, as his own tale had done of emugrant mgratitude

Simce my arrival m Germany, I have not met a smgle
person, even among those who abhor the Revolution,
that spoke with favour, or even chanity, of the French
emgrants Though the behef of their mfluence mn
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the orgamization of this disastrous war, (from the hor-
rours of which, North Germany deems itself only re-
prieved, not secured,) may have some share m the
general aversion with which they are regarded yet I
am deeply persuaded that the far greater pait 1s owing
to thewr own profligacy, to their treachery and hard-
heartedness to each other, and the domestic misery or
corrupt primciples which so many of them have carried
mto the families of then protectors My heart dilated
with honest piide, as I recalled to mind the stern yet
amiable characters of the English patriots, who sought
refuge on the Continent at the Restoration! O let
not our civil war under the first Charles be paralleled
with the French revolution! In the former, the cha-
lice overflowed from excess of principle, mn the latter,
from the fermentation of the dregs! The former,
was a cvil war between the virtues and virtuous pre-
Judices of the two parties, the latter, between the
vices The Venetian glass of the French monarchy
shivered and flew asunder with the working of a
double poson

Sept 20th I was mtroduced to Mr Klopstock,
the brother of the poet, who agamn mtroduced me
to professor Ebelmg, an imteligent and hvely man,
though deaf so deaf, indeed, that 1t was a pamful
, effort to talk with hum, as we were obliged to drop all
our pearls mnto a huge ear-trumpet. From this cour-
teous and kind-hearted man of letters, (I hope, the
German [liferafs m general may resemble this first
specimen,) I heard a tolerable Italian pun, and an
terestng anecdote  When Buonaparte was n Italy,
having been wrritated by some instance of perfidy, he
said m a loud and vehement tone, in a public com-
pany—“'t1s a true proverb, gl Itaham tutt: la-
drom”—(that 15, the ltahans all plunderers) A
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lady had the courage to reply, “ Non tuifz, ma
BUONA PARTE,” (nof all, but a good part, or Buo-
naparte ) Ths, I confess, sounded to my ears, as
one of the many good things that meght have been
said  The anecdote 1s more valuable, for 1t mstances
the ways and means of French msmuation Hoche
had recerved much mformation concerning the face of
the country from a map of unusual fuloess and accu-
racy, the maker of which, he heard, resided at Dus-
seldorf At the storming of Dusseldorf by the French
army, Hoche previously ordered, that the house and
property of this man should be preserved, and m-
trusted the performance of the order to an officer on
whose troop he could rely Finding afterwards, that
the man had escaped befoie the storming commenced,
Hoche exclaimed, “Hz had no 1eason to flee! It s
for such men, not agawmnst them, that the French na-
tion makes war, and consents to shed the blood ‘of 1ts
children ” You remember Milton’s sonnet—
¢« The great Fmathian conqueror bid spare

The house of Pindarus when temple and tow er
Went to the ground”  —

Now though the Dusseldorf map-maker may stand i
the same relation to the Theban bard, as the snail,
that marks 1ts path by lmes of film on the wall 1t
creeps over, to the eagle that soars sunward and beats
the tempest with 1ts wings, 1t does not therefore fol-
low, that the Jacobin of France may not be as vahant
a general and as good a politician, as the madman of
Macedon

From Professor Ebeling’s Mr Klopstock accom-
panted my friend and me to s own house, where I

* [Sonnet van Captaan, or Colonel, or Kmght w ayms ]
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saw a fine bust of his brother  There was a solemn
and heavy greatness m his countenance, which cor-
responded to my preconceptions of his style and ge-
ns —I saw there, hkewise, a very fine portrait of
Lessing, whose works are at present the chief object
of my admiration His eyes were uncommonly like
mine, if anything, rather larger and more promment
But the lower part of his face and Iis nose—O what
an exquisite expression of elegance and sensibility '—
There appeared no depth, weight, or comprehensive-
ness 1 the forehead —The whole face seemed to say,
that Lessing was a man of quick and voluptuous feel-
mgs, of an active but hght faney , acute, yet acute
not m the obseivation of actual hfe, but m the ar-
rangements and management of the ideal world, that
18, 1n taste, and i metaphysics I assure you, that I
wrote these very words mn my memorandum-book
with the portrait before my eyes, and when I knew
nothing of Lessmng but lis name, and that he was a
German writer of emmence

‘We consumed two hours and more over a bad dm-
ne1, at the fable dhéte ¢ Patience ot a German
ordmary, smuling at time” The Germans are the
worst cooks m Europe There 1s placed for every
two persons a bottle of common wine—Rhemsh and
Claret alternately, but m the houses of the opulent,
during the many and long nteivals of the dinner, the
servants hand round glasses of richer wines At the
Lord of Culpimn’s they came m this order. Burgundy
— Maderra — Port — Frontiniac —Pacchiaretti—Old
Hock — Mountamm —Champagne — Hock agam—Bu-
shop, and lastly, Punch. A tolerable quantum, me-
thinks! The last dish at the ordmary, viz shees of
roast pork, (for all the larger dishes are brought in,
cut up, and first handed round and then set on the



216 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA,

table,) with stewed prunes and other sweet fruits, and
this followed by cheese and butter, with plates of ap-
ples, remmded me of Shakespeare, 5 and Shakespeare
put 1t m my head to go to the French comedy

Bless me ! why 1t 1s worse than our modern Enghsh
plays! The first act mformed me, that a court mar-
tial 15 to be held on a Count Vgtron, who had drawn
his sword on the Colonel, lis brother-in-law The
officers plead m his behalf—mn vamn! His wife, the
Colonel’s sister, pleads with most tempestuous agonies
—n vam ! She falls mto hysterics and faints away,
to the dropping of the mner curtain! In the second
act sentence of death 1s passed on the Count—his
wife, as frantic and hysterical as before mole so
(good mdustitous creature!) she could not be. The
third and last act, the wife still frantic, very frantio
mdeed !—the soldiers just about to fire, the handerchief
actually dropped, when reprieve! 1eprieve | 1s heard
from behmd the scenes and n comes Prince Some-
body, pardons the Count, and the wife 1s still frantic,
only with joy, that was all!

O dear lady! this 1s one of the cases, m which
langhter 1s followed by melancholy for such 1s the
Fund of d1ama, which 1s now substituted every where
for Shakespeare and Racime You well know, that I
offer violence to my own feelings mn jomng these
names. But however meanly I may thmnk of the

8 ¢ Slender T brmsed my shin with playing wath sword and
dagger for a dish of stewed prunes, and by my troth I cannot
abide the smell of hot meat smce ”—So agam, Evans. “I
wyll make an end of my dioner there’s pippins and cheese to
gox(n:e]” [Merry Wives of Windsor Act1 Sc 1 and Sc 2,
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French serious drama, even m 1ts most perfect spe-
cimens, and with whatever right I may complam of
1ts perpetual falsification of the language, and of the
connections and transitions of thought, which Nature
has appropriated to states of passion, still, however,
the French tragedies are consistent works of art, and
the offsprmg of great mtellectual power. Preserving
a fitness m the parte, and a harmony m the whole,
they form a nature of ther own, though a false na-
ture  Still they excite the mmds of the spectators to
active thought, to a striving after 1deal excellence.
The soul 1s not stupified mmto mere sensations by a
worthless sympathy with our own ordmary suffermgs,
or an empty curiosity for the surprising, undignified
by the language o1 the smituations which awe aund de-
hght the mmagmation. What, (I would ask of the
crowd, that press forward to the pantomimic tragedies
and weeping comedies of Kotzebue and his imitators®),
what are you seeking? Is it comedy? But i the
comedy of Shakespeare and Moliére the more accu-
rate my knowledge, and the more profoundly I think,
the greater 1s the satisfaction that mingles with my
laughter ~ For though the qualiies which these
writers pourtray are ludicious indeed, either from the
kmmd or the excess, and exqusitely ludicrous, yet are
they the natural growth of the human mind and such as,
with more or less change m the drapery, I can apply
to my own heart, or at least to whole classes of my
fellow-creatures  How often are not the moralst
and the metaphysician obliged for the happiest illus-
trations of general truths and the suboidinate laws of
human thought and action to quotations, not only from,
the tragic characters, but equally from the Jaquesy

{See note at the end of this letter ]
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Falstaff, and even from the fools and clowns of Shakes-
peare, or from the Miser, Hypochondrast, and Hy-
poerite, of Molire ! Say not, that I am recommending
abstractions for these class-characteristics, which con-
stitute the mstructiveness of a character, are so mo-
dified and particularized m each person of the Shakes-
perian Drama, that hfe itself does not excaite moe
distinetly that sense of mdiwiduality which belongs to
real existence Paradoxical as i1t may sound, one of
the essential properties of geometry 1s not less essen

tial to dramatic excellence, and, (if I may mention
his name without pedantry to a lady,) Arstotle has
accordingly required of the poet an mvolution of the
universal m the individual The chief differences are,
that m geometry 1t 18 the universal truth itself, which
15 uppermost m the consciousness, m poetry the mdi-
vidual form m which the truth 1s clothed Wath the
ancients, and not less with the elder dramamsts of
England and France, both comedy and tiagedy were
considered as kinds of poetry They neither sought mn
comedy to make us laugh merely, much less to make us
laugh by wry faces, accidents of jargon, slang phrases
for the day, or the clothmg of common-place morals
i metaphors drawn from the shops or mechanic oc-
cupations of therr characters, nor did they condescend
m tragedy to wheedle away the applause of the spec-
tators, by representing before them fac-similes of then
own mean selves 1 all their existing meanness, or to
work on therr sluggish sympathies by a pathos not a
whit more respectable than the maudlin tears of
drunkenness. Thewr tragic scenes were meant to
affect us mdeed, but withm the bounds of pleasure,
and m union with the activity both of our understand-
g and imagmation They wished to transport the
mmd to a sense of 1ts possible greatness, and to m-
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plant the germs of that greatness during the tem-
porary oblivion of the woithless “ thing, we are” and
of the peculiar state, m which each man Aappens to
be, suspending ow mdividual recollections and lulling
them to sleep amud the music of nobler thoughts

Hold '—(methmks I hear the spokesman of the
crowd reply, and we will histen to hin I am the
plamtiff, and he the defendant )

Dzerexpaxt Hold! are not our modern sen-
timental plays filled with the best Christian moralty ?

Praintirr  Yes! just as much of it, and just
that part of 1t, which you can exercise without a smgle
Christian virtue—without a smgle sacrifice that 1s
really panful to you '—just as much as flatters you,
sends you away pleased with your own heaits, and quite
reconciled to your vices, which can never be thought
very il of, when they keep such good company, and
walk Band m hand with so much compassion and ge-
nerosity, adulation so loathsome, that you would spit
m the man’s face who dared offer 1t to you m a pri-
vate company, unless you mterpieted 1t as msulting
1rony, you appiopriate with imfinite satisfaction, when
you share the garbage with the whole stye, and gobble
1t out of a common tiough No Cwmsar must pace
your boards—no Antony, no royal Dane, no Orestes,
no Andiomache '—

D No or as few of them as possthle What
has a plamn citizen of London, or Hamburg, to do
with your hings and queens, and your old school-boy
Pagan heroes? Besides, every body knows the sto-
ries, and what curiosity can we feel

P What, Sir, not for the manner 2—not for the
delightful language of the poet ?—not for the situa-
tions, the action and reaction of the passions ?

D. You are hasty, Sir! the only curiosity, we
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feel, 15 1n the story and how can we be anxions con-
cerning the end of a play, or be surprised by it, when
we know how 1t will turn out?

P Your pardon, for having mteriupted you! we
now understand each other You seek then, m a tra-
gedy, which wise men of old held for the highest
effort of human genius, the same gratification, as that
you recerve from a new novel, the last German ro-
mance, and other damnties of the day, which can be
enjoyed but once. If you carry these feelngs to the
sister art of Pamting, Michael Angelo’s Sixtine Cha-
pel, and the Seripture Gallery of Raphael can expect
no favour from you You know all about them be-
JSorehand, and are, doubtless, more familiar with the
subjects of those pamntmgs, than with the tragic tales
of the historic or heroic ages There 13 a consist-
ency, therefore, m your preference of contemporary
writers. for the great men of foimer times, those at
least who were deemed great by our ancestors, sought
so little to gratify ¢his kind of curiosity, that they
seemed to have regarded the sfory m a not much
higher light, than the pamter regaids his canvass as
that on, not dy, which they were to display their ap-
propriate excellence No work, resembling a tale or
romance, can well shew less vaiiety of mvention m
the meidents, or less anxiety m weaving them together,
than the Dox QuixoTE of Cervantes Its admirers
feel the disposition to go back and re-peruse some
preceding chapter, at least ten times for once that they
find any eagerness to hurry forwards or open the
book on thase parts which they best recollect, even as
we visit those friends oftenest whom we love most, and
with whose characters and actions we are the most
mtimately acquainted. In the divine Ariosto, (as his
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countrymen call this, therr darling poet,) I question
whether there be a single ¢ale of his own mnvention,
or the elements of which, were not farmliar to the
readers of “old romance” I will pass by the an-
cient Greeks, who thought 1t even necessary to the
fable of a tragedy, that its substance should be pre-
viously known That there had been at least fifty
tragedies with the same title, would be one of the mo-
tives which determmed Sophocles and Euripides, m
the choice of Electra, as a subject But Milton—

D Aye Milton, indeed '—but do not Dr Johnson
and other great men tell us, that nobody now reads
Miltpn but as a task ?

P So much the worse for them, of whom this can
be truly said! But why then do you pretend to ad-
mire Shakespeare ? The greater part, if not all, of
hes dramas were, as far as the names and the mam in-
cidents are concerned, already stock plays. All the
storwes, at least, on which they are built, pre-existed
i the chromicles, ballads, or translations of contempo-
rary or preceding Enghsh writers Why, I repeat, do
you pretend to admre Shakespeare? Is 1t, perhaps,
that you only psefend to admire hum®  Howeves, as
once for all, you have dismissed the well-known events
and personages of history, or the epic muse, what have
you taken m their stead? Whom has your tragi
muse armed with her bowl and dagger? the senti-
mental muse I should have said, whom you have seated
m the throne of tragedy ® 'What heroes has she reared
on her buskins ?

D O! our good friends and next-door neighbours
—honest tradesmen, vahant tars, high-spinted half-
pay officers, philanthropic Jews, virtuous courtezans,
tender-hearted brazers, and sentimental rat-catchers !
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~—(a hitle bluff or so, but all our very generous, ten-
der-hearted characters are a little rude or misanthro-
pic, and all our misanthropes very tender-hearted )

P But I pray you, friend, m what actions great or
interesting, can such men be engaged?

D They give away a great deal of money, find
11ch dowries for young men and maidens who have all
other good qualities, they brogv-beat lords, baronets,
and justices of the peace, (for they are as bold as
Hector |)—they 1escue stage coaches at the mstant
they are fallmg down precipices, carry away infants
i the sight of opposing armies, and some of our per-
formers act a muscular able-bodied man to such per-
fection, that our dramatic poets, who always have the
actors m their eye, seldom fail to make their favourte
male character as strong as Samson  And then they
take such prodigious leaps!! And what 1s done on
the stage 1s more striking even than what 1s acjed I
once remember such a deafenmg explosion, that I could
not hear a word of the play for half an act after it
and a little real gunpowder bemng set fire to at the same
time, and smelt by all the spectators, the naturalness
of the scene was quite astonishmg!

P But how can you connect with such men and
such actions that dependence of thousands on the fate
of one, which gives so lofty an mterest to the person-
ages of Shakespeare, and the Greek Tragedians?
How can you connect with them that sublimest of all
feelings, the power of destmy and the controlling might
of heaven, which seems to elevate the chaiacters which
sink beneath 1ts wrresistible blow ?

D O mere fancies! We seek and find on the pre-
sent stage our own wants and passions, our own vexa-
tions, losses, and embarrassments

P It 15 your own poor pettifoggmg nature then,
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which you desire to have represented before you ?—
not human nature m its height and wigom » But
surely you might find the former with all 1ts joys and
SOTTOWS, more convemently m your own houses and
parishes

D True' but here comes a difference  Fortune
18 blind, but the poet has hus eyes open, and 1s besides
as complaisant as fortune 1s capricious He makes
every thing tuin out exactly as we would wish it He
gratifies us by representing those as hateful or con-
temptible whom we hate and wish to despse

P (aside) That 15, he gratifies your envy by hibel-
hing your superious

D He makes all those precise moralists, who affect
to be better than their neighbours, turn out at last
abject hypocrites, traitors, and hard-hearted willams,
and your men of spuit, who take therr girl and theiwr
glass with equal freedom, prove the true men of ho-
nour, and, (that no part of the audience may 1emain
unsatisfied,) reform m the last scene, and leave no
doubt on the minds of the ladies, that they will make
most faithful and excellent husbands though 1t does
seem a pity, that they should be obliged to get md of
qualities which had made them so imteresting! Be-
sides, the poor become rich all at once, and m the
final matrimomal choice the opulent and hgh-born
themselves are made to confess, that VIRTUE 1s THE
ONLY TRUE NOBILITY, AND THAT A LOVELY WOMAN
IS A DOWRY OF HERSELF |!

P Excellent! But you have forgotten those bril-
hant flashes of loyalty, those patriotic prases of the
King and Old England, which, especially if conveyed
m a metaphor from the ship or the shop, so often soh-
a1t and so unfalingly recerve the public plaudit! I
give your prudence credit for the omussion  For the



224 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

whole system of your drama 1s a moral and ntellectual
Jacobimasm of the most dangerous kind, and those
common-place rants of loyalty are no better than hy-
pocrisy m your playwiights, and your own synpathy
with them a gross self-delusion  Fo1 the whole secret
of dramatic popularity consists with you m the confu-
sion and subversion of the natural order of things,
their causes and thewr effects, mn the excitement of
surprise, by representing the qualities of liberalty,
refined feeling, and a mnice sense of honour, (those
things rather which pass among you for such), m per.
sons and 1n classes of life where expetience teaches us
least to expect them, and 1n rewaiding with all the
sympathies, that are the dues of virtue, those ctimmals
whom law, reason, and religion have excommunicated
from our esteem !

And now—good mght ! Truly! I might have wnt-
ten this last sheet without having gone to Germany,
but I fancied myself talking to you by your own fire-
side, and can you think 1t a small pleasure to me to
forget now and then, that I am not therie? Besides,
you and my other good friends have made up your
mmds to me as I am, and from whatever place I wrte
you will expect that part of my * Travels” will consist
of the excursions m my own mind

« Kotzebue and hus umatators ”  Note

Kotzebue was born May 3rd 1761, at Weimar, assassinated
at Manheim, as being a “foe to freedom and too great friend
to Russia ”” lus adopted country, March 11th, 1819  His father,
a counsellor of legation, died early, and left lum to the sole care
of the young widow his mother, whose mind seems to have
moulded his so far as early wfluences could mould 1t

“ According to my judgment,” says Mr Taylor m s Survey
of German Poetry, ** Kotzebue 1s the greatest dramatic gemus
that Europe has evolved since Shakespeare In the hundred-
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fold variety of hus effusions are compiehended plays of every
form farces,—melodiamas,—~mixt or sentimental diamas, Mz
santhropy and Repentance (known on our stage as [he Siran
ger), The Nutwral Som, &c —household tragedies,—classical
tragedies—and especially that vaster and more difficult form of
art, which may best be denomimnated the gothic tragedy, of
which Shakespeare s Macbeth and Schuller’s Walhelm Tell,”
(Macbeth and—Wilhelm Tell’) «are perthaps the noblest spe
cimens, but of which Kotzebue has added a full score to the
dramatic repertory of Eufope Virgwn of the Sun, Spamards w
Peru, Count of Burgundy, Gustavus Vasa,” &c &¢

Mr Carlyle thinks that this playwright has added nothing to
the dramatic reperinny of Europe * kotzebue,” says he, m
his ammated Review of the Survey,—'Kotzebue, whom all
nations and kindieds and tongues and peoples, his own people
the foremost, after playing with him for some foolish hour, have
swept out of doors as a hifeless bundle of dyed 1ags, 1s bere
scientifically examined, measured, pulse felt, and pronounced to
be hiving and a divimity ¥ “ Such 1s the table,” says he, after
giving a sarcastic sketch of one of lus plays, ¢which Mr Taylor
has spread for pilgnms 10 the Prose Wilderness ot Lafe thus
does he sit like a kind host ready to carve, and though the
viands and beverage are but, as 1t were, stewed garhic, Yar
mouth herrings, and blue ruun, praises them as ‘ sumulant, and
courteously presses the universe to fall to ”

1his 1s substantially the same doctrine as that of my Father s
first Letter from Germany, which I believe to be unexception-
able, though I doubt whether the application of 1t to Kotzebue
bas not been a little too sweeping I stick to the principle of
giving Old Nick his due and o fortiors all whom the world as-
sociates with bim  The genius of Kotzebue was a theutrical
1ather than a dramatic gemus, and hence 1ts products were m
therr nature transitory, though I cannot agree with Mr Taylor
that “all comedies are local and tiansient ”’ lhe Present
lends her most powerful axd to those who rely upon her ad
alone, and pay no homage to the Permanent I should think that
Kotzebue was as great a master of stage effect, as Whatfield of
effect1n the pulpit, and was as warm an enthusiast i his lower
vocation as the field preacher m his Ioftier one 1t may be seen
from hus auto biography, of which Mr Taylor gives an inter-
esting abndgment, how from his earhest ygars a passion for
the representable was nourished in him rather than a love of

2 Q
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Iiteratuie, how he came to be a great scene-paimnter and adapted
his pictures to pit and boxes rather than to mankmnd In this
Iime he was first rate, and filled a broad space, perhaps the
species of ait displayed 1n 1t rather deseives to be called of
shght worth than worthless, or altogether a vam and spurious
thing

Ot course I speakh thus of these stage-pieces only so far as
they were innocent  Mr Taylor thinks that their moralty has
been too seriously condemned , that on one point only they were
reprehensible, and “trod upon the Brunk of moal heentions-
ness ” “But on the higher virtues,” says he, ¢ thewr author
every where bestows a digmified approbation ”—¢ he has painted
more disinterestedly vituous characters, who, under adversity,
parsecution, and misrepresentation, 1emain content with the
consciousness of duty peirformed, and find, 1n a triumphal selt-
complacence, an antidote to injustice, and a consolation 1n death,
than any other dramatist ancient or modern’ lhe plays of
Kotzebue wath all the stimulants they held 1 solution, a1e now
evaporated, but their character and the acceptance thev found
belong to the hstory of the past and are worth 1ecording  To
judge from Mr Tavlor » specimens and analyses I should say
that there was 1 them an alloy, but that they weie by 1% means
wholly 1mmoral, or to be compared for vileness and corruptive
tendencies with a class of productions which bhave obtamed a
great deal of favour in France and, occasionally some passing
favour even amongst ourselves—that most despicable class, i
which base desues, moibid feelngs and distempered thoughts
form the very staple of the piece in which there 1s not one
breath of air that has blown 1n the face of heaven Kotzebue's
flashy dramas exhibit a genuine admiration of what 1s noble and
virtuous, while they openly protect certamn kinds of vice, 1t
seems as 1f in them a mistaken philosophy weie encioaching on
the ground of morals, while 1 those worse productions coriupt
mozal feeling 13 brought face to face with a cold correct morality,
and the glow of unworthy passion, sedulously revealed in all its
workings and with all that excites it, 1s met not quenched by
cool breezes of respect, on the author’s part, for the sternest and
purest virtue  Mr I'aylor desciibes the marvellous combina-
tions and moral prodigies which Kotzebue resorted ton Ins
demand for the impressive, and condemns them, but thinks the
livelmess of s dialogue, and 1ts * boldness of appeal to the
fairest sentiments and dearest feelings of our nature,” deserva
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g of commendation He has stated fanly enough in what
the merits of Kotzebue consisted, only he made the small mis-
take of comparing them with those of Shakespeare, and he
certanly mjured the cause of the stage hero by bringing for
ward dialogues from s defunct spectacle-pieces for 1eaders to
peruse 1n the cool of their closets They weie never meant
for that, 1t was as though we should transport a clever scene
pamting 1nto a picture gallery, or spell out at home a popular
preacher’s manuscript sermon  He should have confined him-
self to celebrating the lifr, movement, and stinning adventure of
these dramas, which, by a small hyperbole, he mught have
compared to the pictures of Rubens,~their ¢ facility, fertilaty,
mutabihity ”’— as of English weather,”—their costume, *full of
discrimination and pictorzal effect ,”—the scope they gave for
the exhibition ot brilliant spectacle, (especially i The Vargin of
the Sun,) and for the display of an actor’s noble figure, as m
Rolla,~—above all the skill with w hich they made advantage of
the passions and excitements of the day—conducting into ther
own circle the electric fluid of emotion, which had been gene-
1ated elsewhere —whence, 1n part, they gamed ther  sudden
power” over the feelings compared by the author of the Suivey
to “ mdgic metamorphosia ”

Mr Carlyle says of Mr Taylor’s parallel between Schuller,
Goethe and Kotzebue, m s “smiting” way, that at 15 almost
as1f we should compare scientafically Patadise Lost, the Prophecies
of Isawh, and Mat Lewis’s Tales of Terrn  Goethe has some-
thing of the Seer in lum, I dare say all powerful thinkers and
wnters have but Rehgion and Virtue—whether they have not
even more serious quairel with the immortal author of Faust,
than with him whose productions are now * swept forth asa
bundle of dyed rags”—I more than dosbt  Goethe’s poison
18 subtler, better disgmsed, than that of such writers as Kot-
zebue, but 1t 18 the strong minded Goethes of the age that
mould the transiently powerful Kotzebues, and 1t seems likely
enough that the author of The Stianger received some of his
French Revolution principles from the author of Werter

The Present will ever have her special votaries in the world
of letters, who collect into their focus, by a kind of burmng
glass, the feelngs of the day Amongst such Kotzebue holds
a hugh rank  Those « dyed rags™ of his once formed gorgeous
banners, and flaunted 1n the eyes of refined companies from
London, to Madrd, from Pans to Moscow 8.C ]
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LETTER III

Ratzeburg

O lhttle fish thrown back ,agamn mto the water,
no fly ummprisoned from a child’s hand, could
more buoyantly enjoy 1ts element, than I this clean
and peaceful house, with this lovely view of the town,
groves, and lake of Ratzeburg, from the wmndow at
which I am wutmg My spirits certainly, and my
health I fancied, were beginning to smk under the
noise, dirt, and unwholesome air of our Hamburg hotel
I left 1t on Sunday, Sept 28rd with a letter of mtro-
duction from the poet Klopstock, to the Amtmann of
Ratzeburg The Amémann received me withs kind-
ness, and mtroduced me to the worthy pastor, who
agreed to board and lodge me for any length of time
not less than a month  The vehicle, in which I took
my place, was considerably larger than an Enghsh
stage-coach, to which 1t bore much the same propor-
tion and rude resemblance, that an elephant’s ear does
to the human  Its top was composed of naked boards
of different colours, and seeming to have been parts of
different waimscots Instead of wmdows there were
leathern curtains with a little eye of glass m each
they perfectly answered the purpose of keeping out
the prospect and letting mn the cold I could observe
little, therefore, but the mns and farm houses at which
we stopped. They were all alike, except 1 size one
great room, like a barn, with a hay-loft over 1, the
straw and hay danglng m tufts through the boards
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which foimed the celling of the room, and the floor of
the loft From this room, which 1s paved lihe a street,
sometimes one, sometimes two smaller ones, are en-
closed at one end  These are commonly floored. In
the large 100m the cattle, pigs poultry, men, women,
and children, ive 1 amicable community yet there
was an appearance of cleanhness and rustic comfort
One of these houses ¥ measured It was an hundred
feet m length The apartments were taken off from
one corner Between these and the stalls theie was a
small nterspace, and here the bieadth was forty-eight
feet, but thirty-two where the stalls were, of course,
the stalls were on each side eight feet n depth  The
faces of the cows, & were tuined towaids the room,
mdeed they weie 1n 1t, so that they had at least the
comfort of seemg each other’s faces Stall-feedmg 1s
unmversal 1 this pait of Germany, a practice con-
cernig which the agriculturist and the poet are hikely
to entertain opposite opmions—or at least, to have very
different feelings  The wood-work of these buildings
on the outside 1s left unplastered, as m old houses
among us, and, bemg pamnted red and green, 1t cuts
and tesselates the buildings very gaxly From withm
three miles of Hambuig almost to Molln, which 1s
thirty miles from 1t, the country, as far as I could see
1t, was a dead flat, only vaized by woods At Molln
1t became more beautiful I obseived a small lake
nealy surrounded with groves, and a palace 1 view
belonging to the King of Great Britain,and mhabited
by the Inspector of the Foiests We were nearly the
same time 10 t1avelling the thirty-five males fiom Ham-
burg to Ratzeburg, as we had been m gomg from
London to Yarmouth, one hundied and twenty-six
miles
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The lake of Ratzebwig runs fiom south to noith,
about nime miles m length, and varymng m breadth
from three miles to half a mile About a mile fiom
the southeinmost pomt 1t 1s divided into two, of course
very unequal, paits by an 1sland, which, being con-
nected by a budge and a nairow shp of land with the
one shoie, and by another bridge of immense length
with the other shore, forms a complete 1sthmus  On
this 1sland the town of Ratzebuig 1s built  The pas-
tor’s house or vicaiage, together with the Amimann's
Asmtsschreiber’s, and the chureh, stands near the sum-
mt of a hill, which slopes down to the shp of land and
the httle bridge, from which, through a superb mh-
tary gate, you step mnto the 1sland-town of Ratzeburg
This agam 15 1tself a httle hill, by ascendng and de-
scending whieh, you arrive at the long bridge, and so
to the other shoie The water to the south of the
town 1s called the Lattle Lake, which however almost
engrosses the beauties of the whole. the shores being
Just often enough gieer and bare to give the proper
effect to the magmificent groves which occupy the
greater part of thew circumference Fiom the turn-
mgs, windings, and mdentations of the shoie, the
views vary almost every ten steps, and the whole has
a sort of majestic beauty, a femmime grandem. At
the north of the Great Lake, and peepmng over 1t, I
see the seven church towers of Lubec, at the distance
of twelve or thirteen mules, yet as distinetly as if they
were not three The only defect in the view 1s, that
Ratzeburg 1s built entirely of red bricks, and all the
houses roofed with red tiles To the eye, therefore,
1t presents a clump of brick-dust 1ed  Yet this even-
mg, Oct. 10th twenty minutes past five, I saw the
town perfectly beautiful, and the whole softened down
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mto complete keeping,if 1 may borrow a term from
the pamters The sky over Ratzeburg and all the
east was a pure evenmg blue, while over the west 1t
was covered with hight sandy clouds Hence a deep
red lhight spread over the whole prospect, m undis-
turbed harmony with the 1ed town, the biown-red
woods, and the yellow-1ed 1eeds on the skirts of the
lake Two or threc boats, with single persons pad-
dling them, floated up and down wm the rich hght,
which not only was itself m haimony with all, but
brought all into haimony

I should have told you that I went back to Ham-
buig on Thursday (Sept 27th ) to take leave of my
friend, who travels southward, and returned hither on
the Monday following Fiom Empfelde, a wllage
half way from Ratzeburg, I walked to Hambug
through deep sandy 10ads and a dreary flat the soil
everfwhere white, hung1y, and excessively pulversed ,
but the appioach to the aty 1s pleasmg  Light cool
count1y houses, which vou can look through and see
the gardens behind them, with aibours and trelhs
work, and thick vegetable walls, and tiees m cloisters
and piazzas, each house with neat 1ails before 1t, and
green seats within the rails Eveiy object, whether
the growth of nature or the woik of man, was neat
and artifical. It pleased me far better, than if the
houses and gardens, and pleasure fields, had been m
anobler taste for this nobler taste would have been
mere apery The busy, anxious, money-loving mer-
chant of Hamburg could only have adopted, he could
not have enjoyed the simpheity of nature The mind
begms to love nature by imitating human conveniences
m nature, but this 1s a step n mtellect, though a low
one—and were 1t not so, yet all aiound me spoke of
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nnocent enjoyment and sensitive comforts, and I en-
tered with unscrupulous sympathy into the enmjoy-
ments and comforts even of the busy, anxious, money-
loving merchants of Hamburg In this charitable and
catholic mood I reached the vast ramparts of the
aty  These aie huge green cushions, one rsmg
above the other, with trees growing in the mterspaces,
pledges and symbols of a long peace Of my return
I have nothing worth communicating, except that I
took extia post, which answers to posting 1 England
These north German post chaises are uncovered
wicker carts. An Englsh dust-cart 1s a piece of
finery, a chef d'euvre of mechanism, compared with
them and the horses!-—a savage might use then
ribs wstead of his fingers for a numeration table
Wherever we stopped, the postilion fed his cattle with
the brown rye biead of which he eat himself, all
breakfasting together, only the horses had no gm to
thewr water, and the postihon no water to his gm
Now and henceforward for subjects of more mterest
to you, and to the objects i search of which I left
vou - namely, the hiterats and literature of Germany.

Believe me, I walked with an impression of awe on
my spirits, as W. and myself accompanied Mr
Klopstock to the house of his brothe:, the poet, which
stands about a quarter of a mule from the city gate
It 13 one of arow of httle common-place summer-
houses, (for so they looked,) with four or five rows of
young meagre elm trees before the windows, beyond
which 1s 2 green, and then a dead flat intersected with
several roads Whatever beauty, (thought I,) may
be before the poet’s eyes at present, 1t must certamly
be purely of his own creation We waited a few mi-
nutes m a neat httle parlour, ornamented with the
figures of two of the Muses and with pimts, the sub-
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Jects of which were from Klopstock’s odes,! The
poet entered I was much disappointed m his coun-
tenance, and recognised m 1t no likeness to the bust
There was no comprehension 1 the forehead, no
weight over the eye-brows, no expression of peculiar-
1ty, moral or mtellectual, on the eyes, no massiveness
m the general countenance He 1s, if anything, ra-
ther below the middle.size  He wore very large half-
boots, which his legs filled, so fearfully were they
swollen Howeve1, though neither W- nor my-
self could discover any mdications of sublmty or en-
thusiaswe mm his physiognomy, we were both equally
mmpressed with his hiveliness, and his kind and 1eady
courtesy He talked m French with my friend, and
with difficulty spoke a few sentences to me mn Enghsh
His enunciation was not m the least affected by the

e There 15 a rhetoncal amplitude and bnlhancy 1 the
Messias,” says Mr Carlyle, © which elicits 1n our entic (Mr
laylor) an 1nsunct truer than lis philosophy 1s  Neither has
the still puter spinit of Klopstock’s odes escaped him Per
haps there 15 no writing 1 our language that offers so correct
an emblem of him as this analysis” I remember thinhing
Tavlor’s ¢ clear outhne” of the Messias the most satisfymg ac-
count of a poem I ever read 1t fills the mind with a vision of
powmp and magnificence, which 1t 1s pleasanter to contemplate,
as 1t were, from afar, massed together 1n that general survey,
than to examme part by part Mr Taylor and Mr Carlvle
agree 1n exalting that ode of Klopstock’s, 1n which he repre-
sents the’Muse of Brnitain and the Muse of Germany running
2 race [he piece seems to me more rhetorical than stractly
poetical , and 1f the younger Muse’s power of keeping up the
race depends on productions of this sort, I would not givea
penny for ber chance, at least if the contest relates to pure
poetry  Klopstock’s Herman (mentioned afterwards,) consists
of three chorus dramas, as Mr laylor calls them The Battle
of Herman, Heman and the Princes, and The Death of Herman
Herman 15 the Arminiwus of the Roman istorians 8 C.]
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entie want of s upper teeth  The conversa-
tion began on his part by the expression of his rap-
ture at the surrender of the detachment of French
troops under General Humbert Their proceedings
m Tieland with 1egard to the committee which they
had appomnted, with the rest of their orgamzing sys-
tem, seemed to have given the poet great entertam-
ment He then declared his sangume behef m
Nelson’s victory, and anticipated 1ts confiimation with
a keen and triumphant pleasme His words, tones,
looks, mplied the most vehement Anti-Gallhicamsm
The subject changed to hiterature, and I inquired m
Latin concerning the history of German poetry and
the elder German poets To my gieat astomshment
he confessed, that he knew very little on the subject
He had mndeed occasionally 1ead one o1 two of therr
elder writers, but not so as to enable him to speak of
their merits  Professor Ebeling, he said, would pio-
bably give me every mformation of this kind the
subject had not particulaily excited his curiosity He
then talked of Milton and Glover, and thought Glo-
ver’s blank veise superiour to Milton’s > 'W—— and

2 [Leomdas, an epic poem, by R Glover, first appeared 1n
May, 1737 1n the fifth edition, publhished 1 1770, 1t was cor
rected and extended from nine books to twelve Glover was
the author of Boadicea and Medea, tragedies, which had some
success on the stage I believe that Leontaas has more ment
n the conduct of the design, and 1n the delineation of cha~
racter, than as poetry

<« He write an epic poem,” smd Thomson, * who never saw
a mountain ' ”  Glover had seen the sun and moon, yet he
seems to have looked for theiwr poetical aspects i Homer
and Milton, rather than m the sky “ There 1s not a single
sumile 1 Leonadas,” says Lytileton, “ that 15 borrowed from
any of the ancients, and yet there 1s hardly any poem thai has
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myself expiessed our surprise and my friend gave
his definition and notion of harmonious verse, that 1t

such a vaniety of beautiful compansons ”* The similes of Milton
come so flat and diy out of Glover’s mangle, that they are -
deed quite another thing fiom what they appear in the poems of
that Immortal ex g

Like wintry clouds, which, opening for a time,
I1age their black folds with gleams of scattered ight —

Is not this Milton’s “ mlver liming ”’ stretched and mangled ?

The Queen of Night
Gleam’d fiom the centre of th’ etherial vault,
And o’er the raven plumes of darkness shed
Her placid hght

1his 18 flattened from the well known passage in Comus,

Soon w1ll savage DMars
Deform the lovely 1:nglets of thy shi ubs

A genteel improvement upon Milton’s * bush with frizzled
han imphet ”  I'hen we have

—_— dehcious to the sight
Soft dales meand’ring show their lowery laps
Among rude piles of nature,

spoiled from

- the flow ery lap
Of some 1rriguous valley spread 1ts store

Thus does this poet shatter and dissolve the blooming sprays
of another man’s plantation, instead of pushing through them
some new shoots of his own to crown them with fresh blossoms.

Milton humselt borrowed as much as Glover. Aye, ten times
more, yet every passage 1 his poetry is Milton:c,—more
that than anything else  On the other hand, Ius imrtators
Milionaze, yet produce nothing worthy of Milton, the important
charactenistic of whose wriungs my father well expressed,
when he saud © The reader of Milton must be always on his
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consisted, (the Enghsh 1ambic blank verse above all,)
m the apt arrangement of pauses and cadences, and
the sweep of whole paragraphs,

¢¢ with many a winding bout
Of hoked sweetness long drawn out,”

and not 1n the even flow, much less i the prominence
or antithetic vigour, of single hiues, which were indeed
mjurious to the total effect, except where they were
mtroduced for some specific purpose  Klopstock as-
sented, and said that he meant to confine Glover’s
superiority to single lines > He told us that he had
read Milton, 1 a prose translation, when he was four-

duty hes surrounded with sense ” A man must have his sense
to imutate him woithily How we look through his words at
the Deluge, as he floods 1t upon us in Book x1 1 738 534~ I'he
Attic bees produce honey so flavoured with the thyme of Hy-
mettus: that 1t 18 scarcely eatable, though to smell the herb
atself 1n a breezy walk upon that celebrated Mount would be an
exceeding pleasure, thus certain epic poems are overpowenngly
flavoured with herbs of Milton, while yet the fragrant balm and
fresh breeze of his poetry s not to be found in them § C]

3 [Lhe “abrupt and lacomc structure” of Glover's periods
appears at the very commencement of Leonudas, which has some-
thing military in 1ts movement, but rather the suff gait of the
dnilled soldier than the proud march of the martial hero

The virtuous Spartan who resign’d s Iife

To save his country at th’ Oete®an straits,
Thermopyle, when all the peopled east

In arms with Xerxes filled the Grecian plamns,

O Muse record! The Hellespont they passed
O'erpowering [hrace The dreadful tidings swaft
To Corinth fiew Her Isthmus was the seat

Of Grecian councal ~ Orpheus thence returns

To Lacedzmon In assembly full, &c
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teen * I understood him thus myself, and W-
mterpreted Klopstock’s French as I had already con-
strued 1t  He appeared to know very httle of Milton
or indeed of our poets mn general He spoke with
great mdignation of the Enghsh prose translation of

Glover's best passages are of a soft character  [his 1s a
pleasing Homerum
Lyacs daes,
For boist’rous war 1ll-chosen  He was skill’d
To tune the lulling flute, and melt the heart,
Or with hus pipe’s awak’ning strains allure
The lovely dames of Lydia to the dance.
They on the verdant level graceful mov'd
In vary’d measures , while the cooling breeze
Beneath their swelling garments wanton’d o’er
Their snowy breasts, and smooth Cayster s streams
Soft-ghding murmuar'd by  The hostile blade, &c
Bk VIII

And here 1 a pleasing expansion of Pindar, Olymp II 109

Placid were his days,
Which flow’d through blessings  Asanver pure,
Whose sides are flowery, and whose meadows far,
Meets 10 his course a subterranean void ,
There dips his silver head, agam to rise,
And, nsing, ghde through flow’rs and meadows new,
So shall Otleus mn those happier fields,
Where never tempests roar, nor humid clouds
In musts dissolve, nor white descending flakes
Of winter violate th’ eternal green,
Where never gloom of trouble shades the mnd,
Nor gust of passion heaves the quiet breast,
Nor dews of grief are sprinkled Bk X 8§ C]

4 This was accidentally confirmed to me by an old German
gentleman at Helmstadt, who had been Klopstock’s school and
bed-fellow Among other boyish anecdotes, he related that
the young poet set a particular value on a translation of the
Paranise Lost, and always slept with 1t under hus pillow
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s Messian Al the translations had been bad,
very bad—but the English was no translation —there
were pages on pages not m the original —and half
the origmal was not to be found in the tianslation
w told him that I intended to translate a few
of s odes as specimens of German lyrics—he then
said to me 1 Enghsh, I wish you would render 1nto
Enghsh some select passages of Tae Messram, and
revenge me of your countryman'” It was the live.
Iiest thing which he produced mn the whole conversa-
tion He told us, that his first ode was fifty years
older than his last I looked at him with much emo-
tion—1 considered him as the veneiable father of
German poetry, as a good man, as a Chustian, se-
venty-four yeais old, with legs enormously swollen,
yet active, hively, cheeiful, and kind, and commumica-
tive My eyes felt as if a tear were swellmg mto
them In the portrait of Lessmg theie was astoupee
pertwig, which enoimously mjured the effect of s
physiognomy—XKlopstock wore the same, powdered
and frizzled By the bye, old men ought never to
wear powder —the contiast between a large snow-
white wig and the colour of an old man’s skin 1s dis-
gustig, and wrinkles m such a neighbowrhood appear
only channels for dirt It 1s an honour to poets and
great men, that you think of them as parts of nature,
and anythmg of trick and fashion wounds you m
them, as much as when you see venerable yews clip-
ped mto miserable peacocks.—The author of ThE
MEess1an should have worn his own grey hair —His
powder and periwig were to the eye what Mz Vugil
would be to the ear

Klopstock dwelt much on the superiour power which
the German language possessed of concentrating mean-
mg  He said, he had often translated parts of Homer




SATYRANE'S LETTERS 239

and Virgil, lime by lme, and a German lne proved
always sufficient for a Greek or Latin one In Eng-
lish you cannot do this. I answered, that m Englsh
we could commonly render one Greek heioic lnem a
lime and a half of our common heroic metie, and I
conjectured that this lme and a half would be found
to contamn no more syllables than one German or
Greek hexameter He did not understand me ® and

$ Klopstoch’s observation was partly true and partly errone-
ous In the literal sense of hus words, and, if we confine the
comparison to the average of space required for the expression
of the same thought in the two languages, 1t 1s erroneous I
have translated some German hexameters into Enghoh hex
ameters, and find, that on the average three Englsh lines wilt
express four limes German The reason 1s evident our lan
guage abounds m monosyllables and dissyllables 1he German,
not less than the Greek, 1s a polysyllable language But i
another point of view the remaik was not without foundation
For the German possessing the same unhmted prinilege of
forming compounds, both with prepositions and with epithets,
as the Greek, 1t can express the richest single Greeh woird
a smngle German one, and 1s thus fieed from the necessity of
weak or ungraceful parapbrases I will content myself with
one example at present, viz the use of the prefixed partiaples
ver, ser, ent, and weg thus rewsen to rend, werrewssen torend
away, serreissen to rend to pieces, entreissen to rend off or out
of a thing, 1 the active sense or schmelsen to melt—over, zer,
ent, schmelsen—and 1n hike mauner thiough all the verbs neuter
and active If you consider only how much we should feel the
loss of the prefix e, as in bediopt, besprinkle, besot, especially
i our poetrcal language, and then think that this same mode of
composition 18 carried through all therr simple and compound
prepositions, and many of their adverbs, and that with most
of these the Germans have the same privilege as we have of
dividing them from the verb and placing them at the end of the
sentence, you will have no difficulty m comprehending the
reahty and the cause of this supenour power 1 the German of
condensing meaning, 1 which 1ts great poet exnlted Itis im-
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I, who wished to hear his opmions, not to comect
them, was glad that he did not

We now took our leave. At the beginning of the
French Revolution Klopstock wiote odes of congra-
tulation He received some honorary presents from
the French Republe, (a golden crown I believe), and,
ke our Priestley, was mvited to a seat i the legisla-
ture, which he declmed But, when French liberty
metamorphosed herself mto a fury, he sent back these
presents with a palodia, declarmg his abhorrence
of thewr proceedings and smce then he has been per-
haps more than enough an Anti-Gallican I mean,
that m his just contempt and detestation of the crimes
and follies of the Revolutionists, he suffers himself to
forget that the revolution itself 1s a process of the Di-
vine Piovidence, and that as the folly of men 1s the
wisdom of God, so are thewr miquities mstruments of
his goodness  From Klopstock’s house we walked to
the ramparts, discoursing together on the poet and
his conversation, till our attention was diverted to the

possible to read half a dozen pages of Wieland without per-
cewving that m this respect the German has no rival but the
Greek And yet I feel, that concentration or condensa-
tion 18 not the happiest mode of expressing this excellence,
which seems to consist not so much 1n the less time required
for conveying an impression, as i the umty and simultaneous
ness with which the impression 1s conveyed It tends to
make thewr language more picturesque 1t depictures 1mages
better We have obtamed tlis powerin part by our compound
verbs derived from the Latin and the sense of its great effect
no doubt induced our Milton both to the use and the abuse of
Latin derivatives  But still these prefixed particles, conveying
no separate or separable meaning to the mere English reader,
cannot possibly act on the mind wath the force or livelmess of
an ongmal and bomogeneous language such as the German 1s,
and besides are confined to certan words
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beaunty and singularity of the sunset and its effects on
the objects atound us  Theire were woods 1n the dis-
tance A 1nch sandy light, (nay, of a much deeper
colour than sandy,) lay over these woods that black-
ened 1n the blaze Over that part of the woods which
lay immediately under the intenser hght, a brassy
mst floated The trees on the 1amparts, and the
people moving to and,iro between them, were cut or
divided mto equal segments of deep shade and brassy
hight Had the tiees, and the bodies of the men and
women, been divided mto equal segments by a rule or
pan of compasses, the portions could not have been
more regular  All else was obscure It was a fairy
scene '-—and to mecrease 1ts romantic character, among
the moving objects, thus divided mto alternate shade
and bughtness, was a beautiful child, dressed with the
elegant smpheity of an Enghsh child, riding on a
stately® goat, the saddle, budle, and other accoutre-
ments of which weie m a high degree costly and
splendid  Before I quit the subject of Hamburg, let
me say, that I 1emamed a day or two longer than I
otherwise should have done, 1n order to be present at
the feast of St Michael, the patron samt of Hamburg,
expecting to see the civic pomp of this commercial
Republic I was however disappomnted There wele
no processions, two or three sermons were preached
to two or three old women 1 two or three churches,
and St Michael and lis patronage wished elsewhere
by the higher classes, all places of entertamment,
theatre, &c bemng shut up on this day. In Hambumg,
there seems to be no rehgion at all, m Lubecit s
confined to the women  The men seem determmed
to be divorced from their wives in the other world, if
they cannot m this You will not easily concave a
more sigular sight, than 1s presented by the vast asle
2 R
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of the principal church at Lubec seen from the organ-
loft for, bemg filled with female se1vants and persons
m the same class of Iife, and all then caps having gold
and silvex cauls, it appea1s hike a rich pavement of gold

and silver
I will conclude this letter with the mere transeription
of notes, which my friend W made of lns con-

versations with Klopstock, during the mterviews that
took place after my departure  On these I shall make
but one remark at present, and that will appear a pre-
sumptuous one, namely, that Klopstock’s remaiks on
the venerable sage of Komigsburg are to my own know-
ledge mnjurious and mistaken, and so fai 15 1t from
bemng true, that his system 1s now given up, that
throughout the Umiversities of Geimany there 1s not
a single professor who 1s not either a Kantean o1 a
diseiple of Fichte, whose system 1s built on the Kan-
tean, and presupposes 1ts truth, or lastly who, ¢hough
an antagomist of Kant, as to his theoretical woik, has
not embraced wholly or 1 part his moral system, and
adopted part of s nomenclature  Klopstock having
wished to see the CALVARY of Cumberland, and asked
what was thought of 1t m England, I went to Rem-
pant’s (the English bookseller) where I procured the
Analytical Review, m which 1s contamed the review
of Cumbeiland’s CALVARY I remembered to have
read there some specimens of a blank verse translation
of Tue Messtag I had mentioned this to Klop-
stock, and he had a great desue to see them I walked
over to his house and put the book mto his hands
On adverting to his own poem, he told me he began
Tne Messiau when he was seventeen he devoted
three entire years to the plan without composmg a
smgle lme  He was greatly at a loss in what manne:
to execute lus work  There were no successful speci-
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mens of versification m the German language befoie
this time  The first three cantos he wiote mn a spectes
of measured or numerous prose This, though done
with much labour and some success, was far from
satisfymg lim  He had composed hexameters both
Latin and Greek as a school exeicise, and there had
been also m the German language attempts in that
style of versmification ~ These were only of vety mode-
rate mert —One day he was struck with the 1dea of
what could be done m this way—he kept his room a
whole day, even went without lus dinner, and found
that m the eveming he had written twenty-three hexa-
meters, versifying a part of what he had before wntten
m prose From that time, pleased with lus efforts, he
composed no more in prose To-day he mformed me
that he had fimshed hus plan before he read Milton

He was enchanted to see an author who before him
had tred the same path This 1s a contradiction of
what he said before He did not wish 1o speak of his
poem to any one till 1t was fimshed but some of his
friends who had seen what he had fimshed, tormented
him till he had consented to publish a few books in a
journal He was then, I beheve, very young, about
twenty-five The rest was printed at different periods,
four books at atime The 1eception given to the first
specimens was highly flattering. He was nearly tharty
years m fimshing the whole poem, but of these thurty
years not more than two were employed in the com-
position  He only composed i favourable moments,
besides he had other occupations He values himoself
upon the plan of his odes, and accuses the modern
lyrical writers of gross deficiency m this respect. I
lad the same accusation agamnst Horace he would
not hear of 1t—but waived the discussion  He called
Rousseau’s Ope To ForTUNE 2 moral dissertation m
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stanzas® I spoke of Dryden’s St CrcrLia, but he
did not seem farmhar with our writers  He wished to

5 [AlaFoitune Iav II Ode vi (Euvres de Jean Bapuste
Rousseau, p 121, edit 1820 One of the latter strophes of
this ode concludes with two Iines, which, as the editor observes,
have become a proverb, and of which the thought and expres
sion are borrowed from Lucretus oripitur persona, manet »es
III v 58

Montrez nous, guerriers maghanimes,
Votre vertu dans tout son jour
Voyons comment vos cceurs subhmes
Du sort soutiendiont le retour

Tant que sa faveur vous seconde,
Vous étes les maftres du monde,
Votre gloire nous éblouit

Mais au momndre revers funeste,

Le masque tombe, I’homme reste,

Et le héros s'evanout

Horace, says the Editor, en traitant ce méme sujet, v x ode
xxxv et Pindare en 'esquissant 4 grands traits, au commence

ment de sa douzieme Olympique, n’avolent lassé & leurs suc-
cesseurs que son cbté moral & envisager, et c est le parti que
prit Rousseau  The general sentiment of the ode 1s bandled
with great digmity i Paradise Regamned Bk III 1 43—107
—a passage which, as Thyer says, contains the quintessence of
the subject Dante has some noble hnes on Fortune in the vuth
canto of the Inferno,—lines worthy of a great mystic poet
After referring to the vain complaints and maledictions of men
agamst this Power, he beautifully concludes

Ma ella s’@ beata e c16 non ode
Con I'altre prime creature heta
Volve sua spera, ¢ beata 52 gode

J B Rousseau was born m 1669, began his career at the close
of the age of Loms Quatorze, died at Brussels, March 17, 1741

He had been banished from France, by an mtngue, on a false
charge, as now seems clear, of having composed and distributed
defamatory verses, i 1712, and it was engraved upon his
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know the distinctions between our dramatic and epie
blank verse He recommended me to read s HER-
MANN before I 1ead erther Ture MEessrax o1 the odes
He flattered himself that some time or other his dia-
matic poems would be known in England He had
not heard of Cowpe:  He thought that Voss m Ius
translation of Tur ILrap had done violence to the
idiom of the Germars, and had sacrificed 1t to the
Greeks, not remembermg sufficiently that each lan-
guage has 1ts paiticular spirit and genws® He said

tomb that he was “ thirty years an object of envy and tlurty of
compassion ” Belonging to the classical school of the 17th
century, of which he was the last survivor, he came somewha.
wto conflict with the spint of the 18th, which was preparin,
a pew vintage, and would have none but new wine in new bo
tles Rousseau, however was a verv finished writer 1 his way,
and has been compared to Pindar, Horace, Anacreon and Mal-
herbe His ode to I le Comte du Luc 1s as fine an example as
I know of the modern classical style Thisis quite differer ¢
from that wiuch 1s exemphified in M1 Wordsworch s Laodemia
and Seigeant Talfourd s Ion, for 1 them the subjects only are
ancient, while both the form and spint are modain, wheles
m the odes of Rousseau a modern subject 1s uea.ed, as zar as
difference of times and language will allow, 1 the manmner 4:d
tone of the Ancients, Sam-on Agomstes and Goethe's Ipln
gema 1n Tauns are conformed to anc.ent modes ot thought, but
1 them the subject also 1s tahen from antiquity Rousseau s
works consist of Odes, Epistles i verse, Carta.as, E.1g1ams,
&c & He wrote for the stage at the begiamog of lus laterary
Iife, but with no great success S C]

6 [Voss, who lived from Feb 20, 1751, to March, 1826, was
author of the Luise “ a rural epopma of sumple structure dinded
nto three 1dyls, which relate the betrothment and marriage of
the herome ”” Thisis a pleasing and very pecubar poem, com
posed m hexameter verse * the charm of the nairatne,
says Mr T “consists 1n the minute descnption of the loc
domestic manners of the personages ” 7The charm conssts, 1
think, 10 the blending of these manners with the beauty of na
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Lessmg was the first of their dramatic writers I
complamned of NATHAN as tedious He said there
was not enough of action i 1t, but that Lessing was
the most chaste of their writers He spoke favomably
of Goethe, but said that his Sorrows oF WERTER
was his best work, better than any of s diamas he
preferred the fiist written to the rest of Goethe’s
dramas Schilles’s RoBBERS he found so extravagant,
that he could not read 1t I spoke of the scene of the
setting sun” He did not know 1t He said Schille:
could not ive He thought Dox CarLos the best
of his dramas, but said that the plot was mextricable
—It was evident he knew hitle of Schiller’s works

mdeed, he said, he could not 1ead them Buger, he
said was a true poet, and would live, that Schiller,
on the contiaiy, must soon be forgotten, that he gave
himself up to the imitation of Shakespeaie, who often
was extravagant, but that Schiller was ten thousand
times more so ® ITe spoke very shghtingly of Kotze-

ture, and the ease and swmtability of the vermficauon Voss's
translation of the Odvssey 1s praised for being so perfect an
1mutation of the ongmal The Greek has been rendered, « wath
a fidehty and 1mtative harmony so admirable, that 1t suggests
to the scholar the omginal wording, and reflects as fion a
nurio1, every beauty and every blemish of the ancient poem ”
Hist Survey pp 61-68 S C]

7 [Act IIT Sc 2 The mght scene, which 1s the 5th of Act
1v 19 fine too 1n a fiantic way  lhe songs 1t contans are very
spimted That sung by the Robbers 1s worthy of a Thug 1t
goes beyond our notions of any European bandit, and transpoits
us to the land of Jaggeinat S (]

8 [ 1 he works of Buiger, who was born on the first day of 17 {8
¢ ed June 8, 1794, consist of Poems (2 vols ), Macheth altered
fiom Shakespeare, (pronounced bv 1aylor,—no good judge of
Shakespeare —in come respects superiour to the oryzinal,) Mun-
chausen’s Iravels, Translations, (of the six first books of the
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bue, as an mmmoral author i the fist place, and next,
as deficient 1 power At Vienna, said he, they are
transported with him , but we do not reckon the people
of Vienna either the wisest or the wittiest people of
Germany He said Wieland was a’charming author,
and a sovereign master of s own language that m
this respect Goethe could not be compared to him, nor
mndeed could any body else He said that his fault
was to be fertile to exuberance I told him the OBE-
RON had just been t1anslated mto English Heasked
me 1f I was not delighted with the poem I answered,
that I thought the story began to flag about the seventh
or eighth book, and observed, that it was unworthy

Ihad and some others), Papers philological and pohtical His
fame rests chiefly on thiee ballads, The Wild Hunter, The

Parsow’s Daughter, and Lenore lhe powerful diction and ad-
muable harmony,—1hythm, sound, 1hyme of these compositions
Mr laylo~describes as the result of laborious art, itstrhesme,
from the outhne wiuch he has given of Burgers history, thac
the violent feelings, the hfe hike expression of which constitutes
their power and value, may have been partly the reflex of the
poet s own mind  His seems to have been a hife of mismanage-
ment fiom youth till middle age  Like Milton, he lostabeloved
second wife by childbed in the first year of marniage lke
him, he married a third time, but wathout his special necessity
-—hhndness and unkind daughters He wedded a lady who
had fallen 1 love with lus poetry, or perhaps his poetical
reputation an umion founded, as it appears,n vanity, ended
1 vexation of spmit and as Death, which had deprived lum
of two waves, did not release him from a third, he obtained his
freedom, at the end of little more than thiee years, fiom a court
of jusuce Why did Klopstoch undervalue, by preference of
such a poet, the lofty-minded Schiller—the dearest to England
of all German bards? Perhaps because the author of Wallen

stewn was a plhilosopher, and had many things i bis philosophy
which the author of Lhe Messiah could not find m Zus heaven
and earth 8 C]J
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of a man offigenius to make the mterest of along poem
turn entuely upon anmmal gratification He seemed
at first disposed to excuse this by saying, that there
are different subjects for poetiy, and that poets are not
willing to be restizcted m their choice I answered,
that I thought the passion ot love as well suited to
the purposes of poetry as any other passion, but that
1t was a cheap way of pleasing-o fix the attention of
the reader through along poem on the mere appehite
Well" but, said he, you see, that such poems please
every body I answered, that 1t was the province of
a g1eat poet to 1aise people up to his own level, not to
descend to thens He agieed, and confessed, that on
no account whatsoever would he have written a work
like the OBeroN He spoke m raptures of Wieland s
style, and pomted out the passage wheie Retzia 1s
dehivered of her child, as exquisitely beautiful ® Isad
that I did not perceive anv very strihing passage$, but
that I made allowance for the mmperfections of a trans-
lation  Of the thefts of Wieland, he said, they wele
so exquisitely managed, that the gieatest writers might
be proud to steal as he did  1le consideied the books

9 [Oberon, Canto viu stanzas 69 80  The httle touch ahout
the new born babe’s returning 1ts mother’s kiss 1s very roman-
tic though put modestly 1n the form of a query

—Und schemnt micht jeden Kuss
Sein klemer mund dem 1hien 7u entsangen ?

The word entsaugen (suck off ) 1s expressive—it very naturally
characterizes the hiss of an mfant five minutes of age Wie
Jand had great nursery evperience ‘¢ My sweetest hows,"” says
he, 1n a letter quoted 1n the Survey, *are those 1 which I see
abont me, 1n all their glee of childhood, my whole posse of hittle
half way things between apes and angels "

Mr Sotheby’s translation of the Oberon made the poem po
pular 1 this country  Ihe ongmal first appeared 1 1760
3 C]
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and fables of old 10mance writers in the light of the
ancient mythology, as a soit of common property, from
which a man was fiee to take whatever he could make
a good use of An Enghshman had presented hmm
with the odes of Collins, which he had read with plea-
sute  He knew little or nothimg of Giay, except his
ErLecy wiutten mn a country Cuurcu-iarp He
complained of the foel m Lear I observed that he
<eemed to give a teirible wildness to the distiess, but
still he complamed Fe ashed whether 1t was not
allowed, that Pope had wuitten 1hymed poetry with
more skill than any of owmt writeis—I said I preferred
Dryden, because his couplets had gieater vailety in
then movement He thought my reason a good one,
but asked whethe1 the 1hyme of Pope weie not moie
exact This question I understood as applymg to the
final termmations, and observed to him that I beheved
1t wathe case, but that I thought 1t was easy to ex-
cuse some 1naceuracy 1n the final sounds, if the geneial
sweep of the verse was supertom I told him that we
were not so exact with regaid to the final endings of
lnes as the Fiench He did not seem to hnow that
we made no distnction between masculne and fema-
nine (1 e single ot double,) thymes at least he put
mquuies to me on this subject He seemed to think,
that no language could be so far formed as that 1t
might not be eniiched by 1dioms boriowed from ano-
ther tongue I said this was a very dangerous piac-
tice, and added, that I thought Milton had often
mjured both his prose and verse by taking this hberty
too frequently. I1ecommended to him the prose works
of Dryden as models of pure and native Enghsh I
was treading upon tender ground, as I have reason to
suppose that he has himself liberally mdulged i the
ptactice
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The same day I dined at Mi Klopstock’s, where
I had the pleasuie of a third mtei1view with the poet
We talked puncipally about indifferent things I
asked him what he thought of Kant He said that
his 1eputation was much on the decline 1n Germany
That for us own pait he was not suipused to find 1t
30, as the wotks of Kant weie to h.m utterly mcom-
prehensible —that he had often ~been pestered by the
Kanteans, but was raiely i the practice of aigumng
with them His custom was to produce the booh,
open 1t and pomnt to a passage. and beg they would
explan 1t This they ordmnanly atterapted to do by
substituting their own 1deas I do not want, I sau,
an explanation of yow own 1ideas, but of the passase
which 1s before us  In this way I generally bimg the
dispute to an immediate conclusion He spoke of
Wolfe as the first Metaphysician they had m Ge:-
many Wolfe had followers, but they could Iraidly
be called a sect, and luckily till the appearance ot
Kant, about fifteen years ago, Geimany had not been
pestered by any sect of philosophers whatsoever , but
that each man had separately puisued s inquiries
uncontiolled by the dogmas of a master Kant haa
appeared ambitious to be the founder of a sect, that
he had suceeeded but that the Germans were now
coming to their senses again  That Nicolai and En-
gel had 1 different ways contiibuted to disenchant
the nation, but above all the imncomprehensibility of
the philosopher and his philosophy He seemed
pleased to heai, that as yet Kant's doctiumes had not
met with many admners m England—did not doubt
but that we had too much wisdom to be duped by a
wiiter who set at deflance the common sense and com-

10 [See note at the end of thelet*es S C]
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mon understandings of men We talked of tragedv
He seemed to rate nghly the power of exciting tears
—1I said that nothing was moie casy than to deluge
an audience, that 1t was done every day hy the mean-
est witeis

I must remind you, my fitend, first, that these notes
are not mntended as specimens of Klopstock’s mtellec-
tual power, or even “ rolloquial piowess,” to judge of
which by an accidental conversation, and this with
strangers, and those too foreigners, would be not only
unreasonable, but calummious Secondly, I attubute
little other mterest to the remaiks than what 1s de-
rived from the celebrity of the person who made them
Lastly, if you ash me, whether I have 1ead Tur Mes-
siaH, and what I think of 1t? I answei—as yot the
first fom books only and as to my opmion—(the
reasons of which heieafter)—jyou may guess 1t from
what Pcould not help muttering to myself, when the
good pastor this morning told me, that Klopstoch was
the Geiman Milton “a very German Milton in-
deed!!'”"——Heaven preseive vou, and

S8 T CoieripGr

[These dwenchanters put one i mind of the ratcatchers,
who are said and supposed to rid houses of rats, and yet the
rats, somehow or other, continue to swarm 1he Kantean rats
were not aware, I believe, when Klopstock spoke thus, of the
extermination that had befallen them and even to this day
those acute ammals mfest the old house, and steal away the
daily bread of the children,—if the old notions of Space and
Time, and the old proofs of rehigious verities bv way of the un-
derstanding and speculutwe reason, must be called such  Whe-
ther or no these are their true spimtual sustenance, or the ne-
cessary guard and vehicle of 1t, 1s perhaps a question

But who were Nicolai and Engel, and what did they against
the famous enchanter? The former wes born 1n 1733, at Ber-
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Iin, where he carried on his father's business of book selling,
puisued hiterature with marhed success, and attained to old age,
full of literary honowts By means of three crtical journals
(the Lateratur Briefe, the Buwlwthek der Schonen Wissenschuf
tern, and the Allgemeine deutsche Biblwtnek,) which he con-
ducted with the powerful co operation of I essing, and of lus
mntimate friend Mendelssohn, and to which he contributed
largely himself, he became very considerable in the German
world of letters, and so continued for the space of twenty years
Jordens, 1 his Lexicon, speaks hxghfy of the effect of Nicolar’s
witings 1 promoting fieedom of thought, enhghtened views
1 theology and philosophy, and a sound taste 1n fine literatuie
—describes him as a brave battler with ntolerance, hypocrnsy,
and confused conceptions 1 religion, with empty subtleties,
obscurities, and terminologies, that can but 1ssue 1 van fan
tasies, 1n his controversial writings on the * sonamed critical
philosophy ” He engaged with the Kritik der remnen Vernunft,
on 1ts appearance 1n 1781, 1n the Allgemeine deutsche Biblwthek,
first explamed his objections to 1t 1n the 11th vol of his Rewse-
beschrewbung, (Description of a Journey through Germany and
Switzerland 1 the year 1781,) and afterwards, 1n hus romance
entitled The Life and Opinions of Sempronius Gundibert, a
German Philosopher, sought to set forth the childish crotchets
and abuses 1mputable to many disciples of this philosophy m
then native absurdity  The ratsbone alluded to by Klopstock,
was doubtless contained in the above named romance, which
the old poet probably esteemed more than Nicola’s more se
rious polemics

Gundibert has had 1its day, but 1n a fiction destined to a day
of longer duration,~Goethe’s Faust,—the Satirist 1s himself
most effectively satirized Ihere he 1s, in that strange yet
beautaful temple, pinned to the wall 1n a ndiculous attitude, to
be laughed at as long as the temple itself 1s visited and
admired  This doom came upon him, not so much for his
campaign agamst the Kanteans as for lus Joys of Werter,—be-
cause he had dared to ndicule a book, which certamnly offered
no small temptations to the parodist Indeed he seems to
have been engaged in a series of hostiliies with Fichte, La-
vater, Wieland, Herder, and Goethe !* In the Walpurgusnacht

" [See Mr Hayward’'s excellent translation of Faust, of
which I have heard a literary German say that 1t gave a better
notion of the ongnal than any other which he hod seen ]
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of the Faust he thus addresses the gobhn dancers —

Ihr seyd noch immer da'! Nein das 1st unerhort !
Verschwindet doch'  Wir haben ja aufgehlart!
“ Fly !
Vanish! Unheard of impudence! What, still there !
In this enlightened age too, when you have been
Proved not to exist ?”'—Shelley’s Translation

Do we not see the doughty reviewer before us magistenally
waving his hand and commanding the apparitions to vanish?
—then with despondent astomshment exclaiming

Das Teufelspack es fragt nach hemner Regel
Wir sind so klug und dennoch spukt’s in Tegel

So wise we are! yet what fantastic fooleries still stream forth
from my contemporary’s brams, how are we still haunted’
The speech of Faust concermng hum 1s mis translated by
Shelley, who understood the humour of the piece, as well as
the poetry, but not the particular humours gf it Nothing can
be more expressive of a conceited, narrow-mmnded reviewer
¢ Oh he '—he 15 absolutely every where,—1Vhat others dance,
he must decide upon If he can’t chatter about every step,
’t1s as good as not made atall Nothing provokes hun so muck
as when ue go forwmd If you'd turn round and round m a
cucle, as he does 1 his old mull, he'd approve of that per
haps, especially if you’d consult him about 1t

¢ A man of such spirited habitudes,” says Mr Carlyle, after
affirming that Nicolai wrote against Kant’s philosophy without
comprehending 1t, and judged of poetry, as of Brunswick
Mum, by its utility, “1s now by the Germans called a Philzs
ter  Nicolar earned for himself the pamful pre emience of
bewmg Eiz Philuster, Arch Phibistine” “ He, an old enemy of
Goethe’s,” says Mr Hull, 1n explanation of the title in which he
appears 1 the Walpurgwsnacht, « had published an account of
Ins phantasmal 1llusions, pomnting them agamnst Fichte’s system
of 1dealism, which he evidently confounded with what Colendze
would have called Subjective Idolsm ”

Such was this wondrous disenchanter m the eyes of later cnitics
than Klopstock a man strong enough to mawntain a long fight
agamst genius, not wise enough to believe 1n 1t and befriend 1t
How many a controversiahst seems a mighty giant to those
who are predisposed to his opimions, while, m the eyes of
others, he 1s but a blind floundering Polyphemus, who knows
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not how to duect Ins heavy blows , 1f not a menacing scare
crow, with a stake 1n his hand, which he has no power to drive
home' I remember reading a thin volume 1 which all meta.
physicians that had ever left their thoughts behind them were
declared utterly 1n the wrong—all up to, but not mcluding, the
vahant author himself The world had lain in darkness til
he appeared, like a new Phoebus, on the scene Tlus great
man despatched Kant’s systemn—(never having read a syllable
of any work of Kant’s)—1n a page and a quarter, and the ex
ploit had 1ts celebraters and admirers  Yet strange to say, the
metaphysical world went on just as 1f nothing had happened'—
after the sun was up, 1t went groping about, as 1if 1t had never
been enlghtened, and actually ever since has continued to
talk as 1f Locke, Berkelev, Hume, Kant, and other metaphy-
sicians understood the nature of the things they wrote about
rather more than the mass of mankind, instead of less/ Ver
schwindet doch! mmght this author sav, as Nicolai said to the
spectres of the Brocken and the phantoms of literature,

Verschwindet doch!  War haben ju aufgeklart

Engel opposed Kantin philosophical treatises, one of which
15 entitled Zwer Gerprache den Werth der Kyitik betieffend  He
too occupied a considerable space 1n Laterature—Ins works fill
twelve volumes, besides a few other pieces ““lo him,” says
Jordens, ¢ the cuitiasm of taste and of art, speculative, prac-
tical, and popular philosophy, ow e many of then later advances
i Germany ” Joidens pronounces his romance, entitled Lo
rens Stark, a masteipiece 1n 1ts way, and says of lus plays, that
they deserve a place heside the best of Lessing’s He was the
author of a miscellaneous work, entitled The Plulosopher for the
World, and 1s praised by Cousin as a mentorious anthropolo-
gist  Engel was born September 11, 1741, at Parchim, of
which his father was pastor, 1 Mecklenburg-Schwerm , died
June 28,1802 Neither Nicola: nor Engel 1s noticed by Cou-
sin among the adveisaries of Kant’s doctrine the mtelhigent
adversaries,~who assailed 1t with shill and knowledge, rather
proved 1ts stiength than discovered its weakness  Fortius acrm
rediculum, but this apphes only to transient tnumphs, where
the object of attack, though 1t furnishes occasion for ndicule,
affords no just cause forit S C]
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CHAPTER X

Quid quod prafatrone premumerim hbellum, qud conor omnem
offendiculy ansam mimcaidere?!  Neque qurcquam addubito,
quin eu candidis ommibus facwt satis Quid autem facias stis,
quit vel ob wmgenn perunucuam s satfiert nolint, vel stup-
diwies sint, quam ut satisfactionem wntelligant ? Nam quemad-
modum Stmomdes ditil, Theswalos hebetioies ese, quam ut pos
sint @ se decpt, e quosdam videas stuprdiores, quam ut placare
queant  Adhac, non meum est wmnvenme quod celumnietus,
qur mhd alvud quarit, ms quod calummetur

Erasuus ad Dorpuum  Theologum

“Ti N the 1¢fucimento of Tue Frieap, I have
mserted extracts from the Covcrowes
4 ;,‘§ Ap Poruruw, printed, though scarcely
S ‘E) published, 1 the year 1795, 1n the very
heat and height of my ant1-ministerial en-
thusiasm  these i paoof that my principles of poletus
have sustamed no change —In the present chapter, I
have annexed to my Letters fiom Germany, with par-
ticular reference to that, which contams a disquisition
on the modern diama, a cutique on the Tragedy of
BERTRAM, written within the last twelve months 1m
proof, that I have been as falsely charged with any
fickleness m my prmciples of taste —The letter was
written to a friend and the appaient abruptness with
which 1t begms, 15 owimng to the omission of the miro-
ductory sentences
You remember, my dear Sir, that Mr Whitbread,
shortly before his death, proposed to the assembled
subsciibers of Druiy Lane Theatre, that the concern

! Precludere calumnaam, 1 the onginal
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should be farmed to some 1esponsible individual unde;
certam conditions and limtations and that hs pto-
posal was 1ejected, not without indignation, as sub-
versive of the main object, for the attamment of which
the enhghtened and patiiotic assemblage of philo-
dramatists had been mduced to risk then subseiip-
tions Now this object was avowed to be no less
than the redemption of the Britigh stage not only fiom
horses, dogs, elephants, and the like zoological 1a1-
ties, but also from the moie pernicious baibarisms and
Kotzebuisms m moials and taste Diwy Lane was
to be restored to 1ts former classical renown, Shake-
speare, Jonson, and Otway, with the expurgated muses
of Vanbrugh, Congieve, and Wycheiley, were to be
re-maugurated 1 their rightful dominion over British
audiences, ? and the Heiculean process was to com-

2 [My eldest brother says of Congreve’s comedues, dfter de
clarmg tnem “ considerably more decorous than those of his
predecessors,” “ They ate too cold to be mischievous they keep
the brain 1n 100 1ncessant action to allow the passions to hindle
For those who search into the powers of intellect, the combina-
tions of thought which may be produced by volition, the plays
of Congreve may form a profitable study But their time1s
fled—on the stage they will be received no more , and of the de
votees of ight reading such as could read them without disgust
would probably peruse them with httle pleasuie ”’—~Worthies
of Yorkshire and Lancashire, by Hartley Coleridge p 693

My father says, 1n a margmal note on the Life from which
I quote, * Wickedness 1s no subject for Comedy This was
Congreve’s great error, and almost peculiar to him  Fhe Dra-
matis Persone of Dryden, Wycherley and others, are often
vicious, mdecent, but, not lihe Congreve’s, wicked

Speahing of The Way of the World, my brother says, It has
no moral interest  Vice may be, and too often has been, made
mteresting , but cold-hearted, unprincipled villany, never can
—1It 1s 1mpossible to read this comedy without wonder and ad-
miration, but it 1s an admiration altogether 1ntellectual, by



CRITIQUE ON BERTRAM 257

mence, by extermimnating the speaking monsters 1m-
ported fiom the banks of the Danube, compared with
which then mute 1elations, the emigrants fiom Exeter
’Change, and Polito (late Pidcock’s) show-carts, were
tame and moffensive  Could an hero1e p1oject, at once
so refined and so arduous, be consistently entrustea
to, could 1ts success be iationally expected fiom, a
mercenary manager, at whose critical quarantime the
ducrr bonus odor would concihate a bill of health to
the plague m person ? No! As the work proposed,
such must be the work-masters Rank, fortune, liberal
education, and (their natural accompanmments, o1 con-
sequences) critical discernment, delicate tact, disi-
terestedness, unsuspected morals, notor1ous pati1otism
and tiied Meecenasship, these were the 1ecommenda-
tions that mfluenced the votes of the proprietary sub-
scubers of Drury-Lane Theatre, these the motives
that occasioned the election of its Supreme Commttee
of Management This encumstance alone would have
excited a stiong mterest m the public mind, 1especting
the fiist production of the Tragic Muse which had
been announced under such auspices, and had passed
the oideal of such judgments and the tragedy, on
which you have requested my judgment, was the work
on which the great expectations, justified by so many
causes, were doomed at length to settle

But before I enter on the examination of BERTR a M,
or THE CAsTLE OF ST ALDOBRAND, I shall mter-
pose a few woids, on the phrase German Diama,
which I hold to be altogethe: a misnomer At the

which no man 1s made better” My father remarhs, in the
margn, *“ Virtue and Wichedness are not sub eoden genere The
absence of Turtue 15 no deficiency 1n a genumne comedy  but the
presence of Wickedness a great defect” § C]J

2 s
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tune of Lessing, the German stage, such as 1t was, ap-
pears to have been a flat and servile copy of the
French. It was Lessimg who first mtroduced the
name and the works of Shakespeate to the admiration
of the Germans, and I should not perhaps go too far, if
I add, that 1t was Lessing who fi1st proved to all think-
mg men, even to Shakespeare’s own countiymen, the
true nature of his apparent nregulaities These, he
demonstrated, were deviations only fiom the accidents
of the Gieek tragedy, and from such accidents as
hung a heavy weight on the wings of the Greek poets,
and narrowed theirr flight withm the limits of what
we may call the herow opere  He piroved, that, m
all the essentials of art, no less than m the truth of
natuie, the Plays of Shakespeare were incompaiably
moie comcident with the prmeaiples of Austotle, than
the productions of Corneille and Racine, notwithstand-
g the boasted 1egulanty of the latter 3 Unde2 these
convictions were Lessing’s own dramatic works com-
posed Their deficiency 1s m depth and magination »
therr excellence 1s 1n the construction of the plot, the
good sense of the sentiments, the sobriety of the mo-
rals, and the lgh pohish of the diction and dialogue
In shoit, his dramas aie the very antrpodes of all those
which 1t has been the fashion of late years at once to
abuse and enjoy, under the name of the Geiman dra-
ma Of this latter, Schiller’'s RoBBERS was the ear-
lLest specimen, the first fruits of lus youth, (I had
almost said of his boyhood), and as such, the pledge,
and promise of no ordimary genws  Only as such, did
the matuier judgment of the author tolerate the Play

3 [See lus Humburguche Dramaturgie, especially Vol 1I
Works, 1841, Vol VII § C]
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During his whole life he expressed himself concern-
ing this production with moie than needful aspeiity,
as a monster not less offensive to good taste, than to
sound morals, and, m s latter yeais, his mdignation
at the unwonted populaiity of the RosBERs seduced
him mto the conirary extiemes, viz a studied feeble-
ness of wterest, (as fa1 as the interest was to be
derived from mecidents and the excitement of curio-
sity), a diction elaboiately metrical, the affectation of
rhymes , and the pedantry of the choius

But to undexstand the true chaiacter of the Ros-
BERS, and of the countless imitations which were 1ts
spawn, I must mform you, or at least call to your 1e-
collection, that, about that time, and for some jears
before 1t, three of the most popular books m the
German language were, the tianslations of Young's
Nicutr THouGHTS, HERVEY's McCbirarioxs, and
Ricugrpson’s CLarissa HarLow? Now wehave

4 [Night I of The Complawnt or Night Thoughts, was before
the world 1n 1742 Hervey’s Meditations among the Tombs, and
Reflections in a Flower Garden appeared 1n 1746 the first two
vols of Clarissa1n 1748 This woik of Richardson’s and lus
Pamela were written purposely to guard the morals of the
young, and of the latter 1t was said, Pamela 1s lihe snow
she covers all things with her wliteness Snow, when mutch
trodden under a warm sun 1s soon converted into slop—which
coalesces ere long 1ntomud and mire, 1n this respect the moral
lessons of Pamela and Clarissa do indeed resemble snow , they
seem fitter to stir up the mud of the soul — the earthly mire”
of 1ts nature,—than permanently to cleanse and whiten 1t —See
Companson of Richardson with Fieldng, Remains, Vol II
pp 3734

Young’s great poem 1 2 notable nstance of the want of re-
serve and poetical economy  In the poetry of Cowper, Burns,
Crabbe, we have abundance of sadness, and 1t 18 all the more
truly and deeply sad, because 1t seems to come unsought, nay,
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only to combine the bloated style and peculiar 1hvthm
of Hervey, which 1s poetic only on account of 1ts utter
unfitness for prose, and might as appropriately be
called prosae, fiom 1ts utter unfitness for poetry, we
have only, I repeat, to combine these Herveyisms
with the stramed thoughts, the figurative metaphysics
and solemn epigrams of Young on the one hand, and
with the loaded sensibility, the -minute detail, the mor-
bid consciousness of every thought and feeling n the
whole flux and reflux of the mind, m short the self-
mvolution and dreamhike contmuity of Richaidson on

rather shunned The poet’s soul appears to crave the sunshine

he “does not love the shower nor seeh the cold,” hut only
yields to mownful reflections because they force themselves
upon him m a world of woe But when Young so resolutely
mahes love to Gloom and sets his cap at Melancholy, we sus-
pect that both are m masquerade, and that blooming forms
are beneath the sable stole, when he surrounds his head wmith
cypress, we imagine a snug velvet cap under the dusky wreath,

when he “sits by a lamp at mid day, and has skulls, bones, and
instruments of death for the ornaments of Ins study,”’ we feel
disposed to think that he makes sin, death, and sorrow a poe
tical amusement, and takes up these topics because they offer
faciities for impressive writing more than to reheive their pres
sure on a bhurdened heart I would not say the same of Her
vey’s piety, though 1t has such an air of what, 1n a colloquial
not philosophical sense, may be called determmwm  The au
thor of The Doctor says that some styles are fuwwery, but that
the Meditationist’s 1s a weedy style alluding, I suppose, to its
luxuriant common-place, and vulgar shewiness, as of corn-pop
pies and wild mustard But Hervey seems to have been a
simple earnest clergyman, with his heart in lus parish whereas
1t 18 difficult not to look upon Young as a solemn worldhng,
though, as many a mountain brow looks fiom a distance a sheer
precipice, yet, when we approach, appears passable to the foot
of man, so many a hife viewed affar off seems hard and worldly,
but shows 1its humanity and Christiamty to those who see 1t
closely S C]
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the other hand, and then to add the horrific meidents,
and mysterious villains, (geniuses of supernatural in-
tellect, if you will take the authois’ words for 1t, but
on a level with the meanest ruffians of the condemned
cells, iIf we are to judge by then actions and contri-
vances)—to add the rumed castles, the dungeons, the
t1ap-doors, the skeletons, the flesh-and-blood ghosts,
and the peipetual mwoonshine of a modern author,
(themselves the lhterary brood of the CAsTLE OF
OTrANTO,’ the t1anslations of which, with the mita-
tions and mprovements aforesaid, were about that
time begmmning to make as much noise in Germany as
thewr originals were making mn England),—and as the
compound of these ingredients duly mixed, you will
recognise the so called Geiman drama  The olla
podiida thus cooked up, was denounced, by the best
critics m Geimany, as the mere cramps of weakness,
and orgasms of a sickly 1magation on the part of the
autho1, and the lowest provocation of to1pid feelmg on
that of the 1eadets The old blunder, however, con-
cerming the niegularity and wildness of Shakespeare,
m which the German did but echo the French, who
again were but the echoes of our own eritics, was shll
m vogue, and Shakespeare was quoted as authority for
the most anti-Shakespearean drama. We have mdeed
two poets who wrote as one, near the age of Shake-
speate, to whom, (as the worst characteristic of ther
writmngs ), the Corypheeus of the present drama may
challenge the honou1 of bemg a poor relation, or mm-
poverished descendant For if we would charitably
consent to foiget the comic humour, the wit, the feh-
cities of style, m other words, all the poetry, and nme-

¢ [This tale, bv Horace Walpole, afterwards Earl of Orford,
was pubhished 1 1765 § C )
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tenths of all the gemus of Beaumont and Fletcher, that
which would 1emam becomes a Kotzebue

The so-called German diama, theiefore, 1s Eng lush
m 1ts orgn, Bnglsh 1o its materwls, and Englsh
by re adoption, and till we can prove that Kotzebue,
or any of the whole bieed of Kotzebues, whether dra-
matists ot 10mantic wiiters, ot writers of 10mantic
dramas, were ever admitted to any other shelf in the
libraries of well-educated Germans than were occupied
by therr originals, and apes’ apes i their mother coun-
try, we should submit to cairy omr own brat on our
own shoulders, o1 rather consider 1t as a lack-giace
1eturned from transportation with such improvements
only n growth and manners as young transpoited con-
victs usually come home with

I know nothmg that contiibutes more to a clear in-
sight mto the tiue natuie of any literary pheenomenon,
than the compaiison of 1t with some elder prodiiction,
the likeness of which 1s stihing, yet only appaient,
while the difference 1s real In the present case this
opportunity 1s furnished us, by the old Spanish play,
entitled Atheiste Fulmnato, formerly, and perbaps
still, acted m the churches and monasteries of Spam,
and which, under vainous names (Don Juan, the Li-
bertine, §c ) has had 1ts day of favour m every country
throughout Eutope A popularity so extensive, and
of a woik so grotesque and eatravagant, claims and
met1ts philosophical attention and nvestigation  The
first pomt to be noticed 18, that the play 1s thioughout
magmauve Nothmg of 1t belongs to the 1eal woild,
but the names of the places and persons  The comic
paits, equally with the tragic, the living, equally with
the defunct chaiacters, are creatures of the bram, as
Little amenable to the rules of ordinaiy probability,
as the Satan of Parapise LosT, or the Caliban of
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Tue TemeesT, and therefore to be understood and
judged of as impersonated abstractions Rank, for-
tune, wit, talent, acquired knowledge, and liberal ac-
complishments, with beauty of person, vigorous health,
and constitutional hardihood,—all these advantages,
elevated by the habits and sympathies of noble birth
and national chaiacter, a1e supposed to have combined
m Don Juan, so as t¢ give hm the means of carryng
mto all 1ts practical consequences the doctrine of a
godless natwe, as the sole ground and efficient cause
not only of all things, events, and appearances, but
likewise of all our thoughts, sensations, mmpulses and
actions  Obedience to nature 1s the only virtue the
gratification of the passions and appetites het only dic-
tate each mdividual’s selt-will the sole o1gan through
which nature utteis her commands, and

“ Self contiadiction 1s the only wrong!

For, by the laws of spinit, m the right

Ts every 1ndividual character
That acts m strict consistence with tself v

That speculative opmions, however impious and
daring they may be, are not always followed by cor-
respondent conduct, 18 most true, as well as that they
can scarcely 1 anv mstance be systematically realized,
on account of their unsuitableness to human nature
and to the mstitutions of society It can be hell, only
where 1t 15 all hell and a separate world of devils 1s
necessary for the existence of any one complete devil
But on the other hand 1t 1s no less clear, nor, with the
biography of Carrie1® and his fellow atheists before

& [First Part of Wallenstein, translated from Schuller  Cole
rdge’s Poet Works, IIT p 160 S C]

6 [1lus man figured mn that last and worst state of the Fre ch
Revolution, that state of seven fold possession, when Jacobin
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us, can 1t be denied without wilful blindness, that the
(so called) system of matuie, (that 1s, materialism,
with the utter 1ejection of moral responsibility, of a
present Providence, and of both piesent and future
retiibution) may nfluence the chaiacters and actions
of mdividuals, and even of communities, to a degree
that almost does away the distinction between men
and devils, and will make the page of the futme his-
torian 1esemble the naination of a madman’s dreams
It 1s not the wickedness of Don Juan, therefore, which
constitutes the character an abstiaction, and removes
1t fiom the rules of probability, but the 1apid suc-

1sm, having borne down all 1ts rival opponents, was ridung
triumph through the land ke Death 1o the Revelations Inthis
drama of dream-hike horrors Carrier sustained his part so as to
be * famous for ever ” Mr Carlyle, 1 that chapter of his
French Revolution which 1s headed Destruction, gives an awful
accountof Representative Carrier’s proceedings 1n La Vendée,
and of lus hornd bon-mots, worthy of a laughing hyzna possessed
by the spinit of cruelty ‘“Sentence of Deportation,” wutes
Carner, “ was executed verteeally ” That 1s, a gabarre with
ninety priests undexr hatches, was sunk 1n the Loure, on signal
given  “ Tlus was the fist of the Noyades, which we may call
Drownages, of Carner ” “ By degrees dayhght itself wat-
nesses Noyades women and men are tied together, feet and
feet, hands and hands and flung 1n this they call Mariage
Republicawr, Republican Marriage — Dumb, out of suffering
now, as pale swolun corpses, the victims tumble confusedly sea-
ward along the Loire stream  the ude rolling them bach  clouds
of ravens darken the river wolves prowl on the shoal-places
Carner writes, ¢ Quel torvent revolutionnane What a torrent of
Revolation !’ For the man 1s rabid and the time 1s rabid
These are the Noyades of Carrier twenty five by the tale "—
Mr Carlyle calls this  the blackest aspect of the consummation
of Sansculottism > The worst part of his account 1s too dread-
ful to quote  See also Revolutionary Plutarch, vol m p 103
s C1]
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cession of the correspondent acts and mcidents, hus
intellectual superionty, and the splendid accumulation
of his gifts and desirable qualities, as co-existent with
entine wickedness m one and the same person But
this hkewise 1s the vely cucumstance which gives to
this stiange play its charm and umversal mterest
Don Juan 1s, from begmning to end, an intelligible
character as much so as the Satan of Milton. The
poet asks only of the 1eader, what, as a poet, he 15 pri-
vileged to ash namely, that sort of negative faith m
the existence of such a bemg, which we willingly give
to productions professedly 1deal, and a disposition to
the same state of feeling, as that with which we con-
template the 1dealized figuies of the Apollo Belvidere

and the Fainese Heicules What the Hercules 1s to
the eye m corpoieal strength, Don Juan 1s to the mind
m stiength of character The 1deal consists m the
happybalance of the generic with the mdividual The
former makes the character representative and sym-
bolical, therefore mstructive , because, mutatis mutan-
dis, 1t is applcable to whole classes of men The
latter gives 1ts living mteiest, for nothing hves or 1s
real, but as defimte and mdividual To understand
this completely, the reader need only recollect the
specific state of his feelings, when m looking at a pie-
ture of the historic (more pioperly of the poetic or
heroie) class, he objects to a particular figure as bemg
too much of a portrait, and this mterruption of hus
complacency he feels without the least 1eference to,
or the least acquamtance with, any person m real hfe
whom he might recogmse m this igme It1s enough
that such a figure 1s not :deal and therefore not 1deal,
because one of the two factors or elements of the 1deal
1s 1 excess. A similar and more powerful objection
he would feel towards a set of figures which were mere
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abstiactions, like those of Cipiiani, and what have
been called Greeh foims and faces, that 1s, outhnes
drawn according to a 7ecipe  These agam are not
1deal , because 1n these the other element 1s m excess
“ Forma formans per formam jfor matam tansly-
cens,”" 1s the defimtion and peifection of 1deal art
This exccllence 18 so happily achieved m the Don
Juan, that 1t 1s capable of nter®sting without poetry,
nay, even without words, as in our pantomime of that
name We see clearly how the chaiacter 1s formed,
and the very extravagance of the incidents, and the
super-human entneness of Don Juan’s agency, pre-
vents the wickedness from shoching om minds to any
painful degree  We do not beheve 1t enough for this
effect, no, not even with that kind of temporary and
negative belef or acquiescence which I have desciibed
above Meantime the qualities of his character ae
too desuable, too flattering to our pride and our wishes,
not to make up on this side as much additional faith
as was lost on the other  There 1s no danger (thinks
the spectator or 1eader) of my becommng such a mon-
stet of imquity as Don Juan'! [ never shall be an
atheist ! Jshall never disallow all distinction between
right and wrong! 1 have not the least mclmation to
be so outrageous a diaweansi m my love affairs! But
to possess such a power of captivating and enchanting
the affections of the other sex '—to be capable of m-
spiring 1n a charming and even a vutuous woman, 4
love so deep, and so entuely personal to me /—that
even my woist vices, (if I were vicious), even my

7 Betterthus Forma specifica per formam wdwndualem trans
lucens or better yet—Species inddualizata, siwe Indunduum
cuilibet Specier determinate m omin parte coriespondens et quast
verswone quadam eam wnterpietans et 1epetens
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“iuelty and perfidy, (if I wese cruel and perfidious),
could not eradicate the passion '—to be so loved for
my own self; that even with a distmnet knowledge of
my chaiacter, she yet died to save me'—this, sv,
takes hold of two sides of our nature, the better and
the worse  For the heroic dismterestedness, to which
love can transpott a woman, can not be contemplated
without an honoutabbe emotion of 1everence towards
womanhood and, on the other hand, 1t 1s among the
miseries, and abides m the daih giound-woik of our
nature, to crave an outwaid confirmation of that sonic-
thing withm us, which 1s our 11y self; that something,
not made up of our qualities and 1elations, but itselt
the supporter and substant11] basis of all these Love
me, and not my quahties, may be a victous and an
msane wish, but 1t 15 not a wish wholly without o
meaning

Without power, vntue would be msufficient and -
capable of 1evealing 1ts bemng It would resemble th¢
magic {1ansfoimation of Tasso’s herome mto a tiee, .»»
which she conld only groan and bleed ® Hence power
15 necessarily an object of our desue and of our adwi-
ration  But of all powet, that of the mind s, on evary
dccount, the grand desider ctuns of human ambition
We shall be as Gods 1 knowledge, was and must
have been the fiist temptation and the co-existence
of great ntellectual lordship with gt has never been
adequately repiesented without excting the strongest
mterest, and for this reason, that m this bad and
heterogeneous co-ordination we can contemplate the
mtellect of man more exclusively as 4 separate self-
subsistence, than 1u 1ts pioper state ot subordination

8 [Gerusalemme Liberata  Canto xm1 st 88 e.seq S C]
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to his own conscience, or to the will of an mfimtely
supetiour bemng

This 1s the sacred charm of Shakespeaie’s male
characters in general  They are all cast m the mould
of Shakespeare’s own gigantic intellect, and this 1s
the open attraction of his Richard, Iago, Edmund, and
others m particula: But agam, of all itellectual
power, that of superiority to the fear of the mwisible
woild 1s the most dazzling Its mfluence 15 abun-
dantly pioved by the one circumstance, that it can
bribe us mto a voluntary submission of om better
knowledge, 1nto suspension of all owr judgment de-
11ved from constant experience, and enable us to peruse
with the liveliest mterest the wildest tales of ghosts,
wizards, genn, and secret talismans  On this propen-
sity, so deeply 100ted 1 our nature, a specific di ama-
#u probabiity may be rawsed by a true poet, if the
whole of his work be m harmony a dramatic Proba-
bility, sufficient for dramatic pleasure, even when the
component characters and mncidents border on 1mpos-
sibiity  The poet does not require us to be awake
and believe, he sohicits us only to yield ourselves to
a dream, and this too with our eyes open, and with
oul judgment perdwe behind the curtamn, ready to
awaken us at the first motion of our will and mean-
time, only, not to dishelieve And n such a state of
mind, who but must be impressed with the cool m-
trepidity of Don John on the appearance of his father s
ghost

“ Grosr —Monster ! behold these wounds!

“D Joun —1 do! They were well meant and well per-
formed I see

« Gumosr ————Repent, repent of all thy wnillanies
My clamorous blood to heaven for vengeance cres,

Heaven will pour out his judgments on vou all
Hell gapes for you, fo1 you each fiend doth call,
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And hourly waits your unrepenting fall
You with eternal horrors they’ll torment,
Except of all your crimes you suddenly repent
(Ghost sauhs )

“D Joux —Faiewell, thou art a foolish ghost Repent
quoth he! what could this mean? Qur senses aie all 1n a mist
sule

“D Antonio —(one of D Juanw’s 1eprobate companwons )
Thev are not! ’lwas a ghost

«D Lorrz —(another repiabate ) I ne’er beheved those
foolish tales before

“D Joun —Come' *Tis no matter Let 1t be what 1t will,
1t must be natural

“D Awt —And nature 1s unalterable 1n us too

“D Joun —’'lis true' The nature of a ghost can not cha ige
ours”

Who also can deny a portion of sublmmty to the
tremendous consistency with which he stands out the
last fea1ful tmal, like a second Prometheus ?

* ¢ Chorus of Devils

“ Sratur Guost —Will you not 1elent and feel 1emorse ?

“D Joun —Could'st thou bestow another heart on mc I
mizht  But with this heart I have, I can not

“D Loiez — lhese things are prodigious

“D Axron —I have a sort of grudging to relent, but somc-
thing holds me back

“D Lor —If we could, "t1s now too late I will not

«B Anr —We dely thee!

¢ Guost —Pet1sh ye impious wretches, go and find the pun-
1shments laid up 1n store for you !

(Thunder and hghtmng D Lop and D Ant are swallowid

U
« Guogr)to D Joun —Behold their dreadtul fates, and knos
that thy last moment’s come !
“D Joun —Thmk not to fright me, foolish ghost, I’ll break
your marble body in pieces and pull down your horse
(Thunder and hghtnang—chos us of devals, &¢
“D Jouvw —These things I see with wonder, but no fear
W ere all the elements to be confounded,
And shuffled all into their former chaos,
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Were seas of sulphur flaming round about me,
And all mankind roarmg within those fires,
I could not fear, or feel the least remorse
Lo the last mstant I would dare thy power
Here I stand firm, and all thy threats contemn
Thy murderer (to the ghost of one whom he had murder ed)
Stauds here ! Now do thy worst '
(He 1 swallowed up w a cloud of fire)

In fine the character of Don John consists m the
union of every thing desirable to human nature, as
menns, and which therefoie by the well known law of
assoctation become at length desirable on then own
account On then own account, and, m then own
digmty, they are here displayed, as being employed to
ends 8o unhuman, that in the effect, they appeai almost
as means without an end The ingredients too are
mised m the happiest proportion, so as to uphold and
1elieve each othei—mote especially m that copstant
mterpoise of wit, galety, and social generosity, which
prevents the eriminal, even 1n his most atrocious mo-
ments, from smkimg into the mere ruffian, as far at
least, as our 1magination sits in judgment Above all,
the fine suffusion through the whole, with the charac-
teristic manne1s and feelings, of a highly bied gentle-
man gives life to the drama  Thus having mvited the
statue-ghost of the governout, whom he had murdered,
to suppe1, which mwvitation the marble ghost accepted
by a nod of the head, Don John has prepared a ban-
quet

“D Jonn —Some wine, suwrah! Here’s to Don Pedro’s
ghost—he should have been welcome
“D Lop ~—lhe rascal 1s afraid of you after death
(One knocks hard at the door )
«“D Touw —(to the servant)—Rise and do your duty
¢ 8grv —Oh the dewl, tle devil !  (Marble ghost enters )
«“D Jom~ —Ha' ’us the ghost! Let’s rise and receive him !
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Come, Governour, you are welcome, sit there , 1f we had thought
you would have come, we would have staid for you

Heie, Governour, your health ! Fuends, put 1t about! Here'sex-
ccllent meat, taste of this ragout Come, 111 help you, come
eat, and let old quariels be foigotten
(The ghost il eatens ham with vengeance )
“D Jouv—We are too much confuimed—curse on tlus dry
discourse  Come, here’s to your mistress, you had one when
you were living  not forgitting your sweet sister
(devils enter )
“D Jounw —Are these some of your retinue? Denls, ay
you? I'm sorry I have no burnt biandy to treat ‘em with, that s
drink fit for devals ”’ &e

Nor 15 the scene from which we quote mteiestmng,
1n dramatic probability alone, 1t 1s susceptible ikewise
of a sound moral , of a moral that has more than com-
mon claims on the notice of a too numelous class,
who are ready to 1eceive the qualities of gentlemanly
courage, and sciupulous honour, (in all the 1ecognised
laws of honout, ) as the substitutes of virtue, mstead of
its ornaments  This indeed, 1s the moral value of the
play at laige, and that which places 1t at a world’s
distance fiom the spmit of modern jacobimsm The
latter mtioduces to us clumsy copies of these showy
mstiumental qualities, in order to 2 econcele us to vice
and want of punciple, while the Athente Fulmenato
presents an exquisite poitraituie of the same quahtxcs,
m all then gloss and glow, but presents them for the
sole pmpose of displaymng then hollowness, and 1n
order to put us on our guard by demonstiating their
utter mdifference to vice and virtue, whenever these
and the hike accomplishments are contemplated for
themselves alone

Eighteen yeams ago I ohserved, that the whole se-
ctet of the modern jacobimcal diama, (which, and not
the German, 15 1ts appropiiate designation,) and oi
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all 1ts populaity, consists m the contusion and sub-
version of the natural order of things mn their causes
and effects namely, m the excitement of surprise by
representing the qualities of liberality, refined fecling,
and a nice sense of honour (those things rather which
pass amongst us for such) mn peisons and m classes
where experience teaches us least to expect them, and
by rewarding with all the sympathies which are the
due of wirtue, those criminals whom law, 1eason, and
religion have excommunicated from our esteem

This of 1tself would lead me back to BERTRAM, o1
the CASTLE oF ST ALDOBRAND,” but, m my own

7 [ Before the tragedy of Bertram was produced at Drury
Lane,” says awriter m the Gentleman s Magazme of Jan 1829,
“and received with such distinguished approbation, Mr Ma
turin was the humble, unknown, and unnoticed Curate of St
Peter’s, Dubhn ”  Lhe play was performed through the influ
ence of Lord Byron, who 1s said to have sent the author £000
1n consequence of an unfavourable 1eview of one of s works,
—(probably tlis very cuitique of Mr Colendge s,)—with a note,
“that he was better quahfied to review lus reviewers than they
him ” He gained perhaps more than a thousand pounds by this
performance, (besides the five hundred which the censure of it
procured him ) A few months after the success of Bertram he
produced a second tragedy, which failed Ile had published
one or two novels before he became famous 1n lus later years
he composed works of romance, which evinced “ great powers
of imagination and fecundity of language, with lamentable care
lessness 1n the application of both ,” and, writing “for money
not for fame,” diew a “ considerable revenue from the sale of his
productions ”  In 1821 he brought out a poem 1n blank verse
called The Unueise

The wnter, from whose account these notices are taken,
speahs most highly of Mr Maturin’s ments and popularity
as a preacher “His six controversial sermons,” says he,
« preached during last Lent, shew the author to have been 2 pro-
found scholar and an acute reasoner, never smce Dean Ku-
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mind, this t1agedy was biought into connection with
THE L1BERTINE, (Shadwell’s adaptation of the Athe-
wta Fulminato to the Enghsh stage m the reign of
Charles the Second,) by the fact, that own modein
drama 1s taken, 1 the substance of it, from the fiist
scene of the thid act of the T LiserTINE DBut
with what palpable supeiiority of judgment n the ori-
gmal! Earth and hell, men and spuits aie up m
aims agamst Don John, the two foimer acts of the
play have not only prepared us for the supernatuial,
but accustomed us to the prodigious It 1s, therefore,
nerther moie nor less than we anticipate when the Cap-
tamn exclaims “ In all the dangers I have been, such
horrours I never knew I am quite unmanned ” and
when the Heirmit says, that he had “beheld the ocean
1n wildest rage, yet ne'er before saw a storm so diead-
ful, such horrid flashes of ightning, and such claps ot
thunder, were never 1n my remembrance” And Don
John’s burst of startling impiety 1s equally mtelhgible
10 1ts motive, as dramatic m 1ts effect

But what 1s theie to account for the prodigy of the
tempest at Bertiam’s shipwreck? It 1s a mee su-
pernatural effect, without even a hint of any su-
pernatwial agency, a prodigy, without any cucum-
stance mentioned that 1s prodigious, and a mmnacle
mtroduced without a ground, and ending without a

wan’s time were such crowds attracted to the Pansh Chuich
as during the delivery of these seimons, neither imn no
storm could subdue the anwety of all classes and all persua-
stons to hear them, and did he leave no other monumeants
whereon to rest his fame, these sermons alone would be suffi-
cient ” The Rev R Charles Maturin died Oct 30, 1824 It
was said that Sir Walter Scott offered his editonal services to
Mr Maturm’s widow, with respect to some of his unpublished
menuseripts § CJ
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1esult  Every event and every scenc of the play
might have taken place as well if Bertram and s
vessel had been diven 1 by a common hard gale, or
from want of provisions The fiist act would have
indeed lost 1ts greatest and most sonorous picture, a
scene for the sake of a scene, without a woid spoken,
as such, therefore, (a ranty without a precedent), we
must take 1t, and be thankful's In the opimon of not
a few, 1t was, 1 every sense of the woid, the best
scene m the play I am quite certamn 1t was the most
mnocent and the steady, quiet uprightness of the
flame of the wax-candles, which the monks held over
the roarmg billows ammd the storm of wind and ram,
was really miraculous

The Sicihan sea coast a convent of monks mght
a most portentous, unearthly storm a vessel 1s
wreched contrary to all human expectation, one man
saves himself by his prodigious powers as a swimmer,
aided by the peculiarity of his destmation—

¢ Prior —— All, all dud pertsh—
First Monk —Change, change those drenched weeds—
Prior —I wist not of them—every soul did perish—

Enter thud Monk hastaly

¢ Turrp Monk —No, there was one did battle with the stoim
With careless desperate force, full many times
His life was won and lost, as tho’ he recked not—
No band did aid him, and he aided none—
Alone he breasted the broad wave, alone
That man was saved ”

Well! This man 1s led 1 by the monks, supposed
dripping wet, and to very natural mquiries he either
remains silent, or gives most brief and surly answers,
and after three or four of these half-lne courtesies,
¢¢ dashng off the monks” who had saved him, he ex-
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claims m the true sublimity of our modern misantho-
pic heroism—

“ Off! ye are men—there’s poison in your touch
But I must yield, for this” (what ? )« hath left me strengthless

So end the three fiist scenes In the next (the Cas:
tle of St Aldobiand,) we find the servants there
equally frightened with this uneaithly storm, though
wheremn 1t differed from other violent stoims we aie
not told, except that Hugo mforms us, page 9—

« Prer —Hugo, well met.  Does e’en thy age bear
Memory of so terrible a storm ?

Huco —They have been frequent lately

Prer — Lhey are ever so 1 Sicily.

Huco —So1t1s said  But storms when I was young
Would still pass o’er ike Nature’s fitful fevers,
And rendered all more wholesome Now their rage,
Sent thus unseasonable and profitless,
Speals like the threats of heaven

A most perplesing theory of Sicihan storms 1s this of
old Hugo' and what 15 very remarkable, not appar-
ently founded on any great familiarity of his own with
this tioublesome atticle Foi when Pietio asseits the
¢ ever more fiequency’ of tempests m Sicily, the old
man professes to know nothing more of the fact, but
by hearsay “So 1t 15 smid "—But why he assumed
this storm to be unseasonable, and on what he ground-
ed hus prophecy, (fo1 the storm 1s still m full fury),
that 1t would be profitless, and without the physical
powers common to all other violent sea-winds m pu-
rifymng the atmosphere, we are left m the dark; as
well concernmg the paiticular pomts m which he
knew 1t, during 1ts continuance, to differ from those
that he had been acquamnted with m his youth We
are at length mtroduced to the Lady Imogme, who,
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we learn, had not rested “through” the night , not
on account of the tempest, for

“ Long ere the storm arose, her restless gestures

Forbade all hope to see her blest with sleep ”

Sitting at a table, and lookmg at a portrait, she m-
forms us—Fust, that portiait-pamnters may make a
portrart fiom memory—

« The limner’s art may trace the absent feature

For surely these words could neve: mean that a pam-
ter may have a peison sit to him who afterwards
may leave the room or peihaps the countiy® Se-
condly, that a poitiait-panter can enable a mownimng
lady to possess a good likeness of her absent lover,
but that the portrait-paimnter cannot, and who shall—

« Restore the scenes m which they met and parted ?”?

The natural answer would have been — Why the
scene-painter to be sure! But this unreasonaBle lady
requires m addition sundry things to be pamted that
have neither hnes nor colours—

¢ The thoughts, the recollections, sweet and bitter,
Or the Elysian dreams of lovers when they loved

‘Which last sentence must be supposed to mean, when
they wer e present, and making love to each other —
Then, if this portrait could speak, 1t would “acqut
the faith of womankmnd ” How ? Had she remamed
constant? No, she has been maiiied to another man,
whose wife she now 15 How then® Why, that, m
spite of her mariiage vow, she had contmued to yearn
and crave for her former lover—

 This has her body, that her mind
Which has the better bargain? '8

8 [Altered from the last lnes of a Song 1n Congreve’s Poems
on Several Occasions  Worhks, Vol 11 p 168 S C]
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The lover, howevel, was not contented with this
precious airangement, as we shall soon find The
lady proceeds to inform us, that during the many years
ot then sepaiation, there have happened mn the differ-
ent parts of the world, a number of “ such things,”
even such, as m a course of yeais always have, and till
the Millenmum, doubtless always will happen some-
where or other  Yet.this passage, both in language
and i metie, 1s perthaps amongt the best parts of the
play  The lady’s loved companion and most esteemed
attendant, Clotilda, now enteis and explamns this love
and esteem by proving heiself a most passive and dis-
passionate listener as well as a biief and lucky querist,
who asks by chance, questions that we should have
thought made for the very sake of the answers In
short, she verv much reminds us of those puppet-
heiomes, for whom the showman contiives to dialogue
withous any skill m ventiloqusm Ths, notwith-
standing, 1s the best scene m the Play, and though
crowded with solecisms, corrupt diction, and offences
agamst metie, would possess ments sufficient to out-
weigh them, if we could suspend the moral sense
durmg the perusal It tells well and passionately
the prelimmary cncumstances, and thus overcomes
the main difficulty of most fist acts, to wit, that of
retrospective nairation It tells us of her having been
honourably addressed by a noble youth, of 1ank and
fortune vastly superiom to her own of ther mutual
love, heightened on her pait*by gratitude, of his loss
of his sovereign’s favowr , his disgrace, attamnder, and
flight, that he (thus degraded) sank mto a vile 1uf-
fian, the chieftam of a muiderous banditt1, and that
fiom the habitual indulgence of the most reprobate
habits and ferocious passions, he had become so
changed, even m appearance and features,
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“ That she who bore him had recoiled from him,
Nor known the alien visage of her child,
Yet stll she (Tmogine) lov’d him ”

She 1s compelled by the silent entreaties of a fa-
ther, petishing with “bitter shameful want on the cold
eaith,” to give her hand, with a heait thus ir1ecovera-
bly pre-engaged, to Loid Aldobiand, the enemy of
he1r lover, even to the very mam who had baffled his
ambitious schemes, and was, at the piesent time, en-
trusted with the execution of the sentence of death
which had been passed on Bertiam Now, the proof
of “woman’s love,” so mndustriously held forth for the
sympathy, if not the esteem of the audience, consists
m this, that, though Bertram had become a robber
and a murderer by tiade, a ruffian m manners, yea,
with form and features at which his oun mother could
not but “1ecoil,” yet she (Lady Imogme) “the wife of
a most noble, honoured Loid,” estimable as 2 man,
exemplary and affectionate as a husband, and the fond
father of her only child—that she, notwithstanding all
thus, striking her heart, dares to say to it—

¢« But thou art Bertram’s still, and Bertram’s ever ”

A Monk now enters, and entieats i his Prior’s name
for the wonted hospitality, and “ fiee noble usage” ot
the Castle of St Aldobrand fo1 some wietched ship-
wrecked souls, and fiom this we leain, for the first
time, to our imfinite su1prise, that notwithstanding the
supernaturalness of the stoim aforesaid, not only Ber-
tram, but the whole of his gang, had been saved, by
what means we are left to conjecture, and can only
conclude that they had all the same desperate swim-
ming powers, and the same saving destiny as the hero,
Bertram himself So ends the first act, and with 1t
the tale of the events, both those with which the tia-
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gedy begins, and those which had occurred previous to
the date of its commencement The second displays
Bertram in disturbed sleep, which the Prior, who hangs
over him, prefers calling a ¢ starting trance,” and with
a stramed voice, that would have awakened one of the
seven sleepers, observes to the audience—

“How the lip works' How the bare teeth do gnnd!
And beaded drops ceurse ? down his wnthen brow !”

The dramatic effect of which passage we not only con-
cede to the admirers of this tragedy, but acknowledge
the fuither advantage of pieparing the audience fo1 the
most surprising series of wiy faces, proflated mouths,
and lunatic gestures that were ever “ lgunched” on an
audience to “ sear the sense.”1

—————“The big round tears
Cqurs’d one another down his 1mnocent nose
In piteous chase,”*

Says Shakespeare of a wounded stag hanging its head over a
stream naturally, from the position of the head, and most beau-
tifully, from the association of the preceding image, of the chase,
1 which “ the poor sequester’d stag from the hunter’s am had
ta'en a hurt ” In the supposed position of Bertram, the meta-
phor, f not false, loses all the propriety of the origmnal
10 Among a number of other instances of words chosen with-

out reason, Imogine 1n the first act declares, that thundei-storms
were not able tonteicept her prayers for “the desperate man,
1n desperate ways who dealt ’——

“Yea, when the launched bolt did sear her sense,

Her soul's deep orisons weré breathed for him,”
that 1s, when a red-hot bolt, launched at her from a thunder-
cloud, had cauterized her sense, 10 plan Enghish, burnt her eyes
out of her head, she hept stll praymg on

¢« Was not this love? Yea, thus doth woman love!”

* [Asyou likest Actll sc 1 8 C]



280 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA.

¢« Prior,~1 will awake bim from this hor1id trance
This 1s no natual sleep ! Ho, wake thee, stranger !

This 1s rather a whimsical application of the verb
reflex we must confess, though we 1emembez a stmilar
tiansfer of the agent to the patient n a manuseript
tragedy, m which the Beitram of the piece, prostiat-
mg a man with a single blow of lus fist, exclaims—
« Knock me thee down, then ask thee if thou liv'st”
Well, the stianger obeys, and whatever his sleep
might have been, his waking was peifectly natural,
for lethargy itself could not withstand the scolding
Stentoiship of Mr Holland, the Puor We next
learn from the best authority, his own confession, that
the misanthiopic hero, whose destiny was mcompatible
with diowning, 18 Count Bertram, who not only re-
veals hus past fortunes, but avows with open atrocity,
Tus Satanic hatred of Imogine’s lord, and his frantick
thirst of revenge, and so the raving character Taves,
and the scolding chaiacter scolds—and what else?
Does not the Piior aci? Does he not send for a
posse of constables o1 thief-takers to handcuff the vil-
lam, o1 take him erther to Bedlam o1 Newgate? No-
thing of the kind, the author preserves the umty of
character, and the scolding Priot from first to last
does nothing but scold, with the exception indeed of
the last scene of the last act, n which, with a most
suprising revolution, he whines, weeps, and kneels to
the condemned blaspheming assassin out of pure affec-
tion to the igh-hearted man, the sublimity of whose
angel-sm 11vals the star-bright apostate, (that 1s, who
was as proud as Lucifer, and as wicked as the Dewil),
and, “had thnlled him,” (Prior Holland afoiesaid),
with wild admiration

Accordingly m the very next scene, we have this
tragic Macheath, with his whole gang, m the Castle
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of St Aldobrand, without any attempt on the Pror’s
part etther to prevent him, or to put the mistress and
seivants of the Castle on therr guaid agamst ther
new mmates, though he (the Prior) knew, and con-
fesses that he knew, that Beitiam's  feaiful mates”
were assassins so habituated and natwalized to gult,
that—

“ When therr dyenched nold forsooh both gold and geal,
They griped their daggers with a mwderer s wstmct ,”

and though he also knew, that Beitiam was the leader
of a band whose tiade was blood To the Castle
however he goes, thus with the holy Pitor’s consent,
1t not with his assistance, and thither let us follow
hm

No soonet 1s our hero safely housed m the Castle
of St Aldobrand, than he attracts the notice of the
lady and he1 confidante, by his “ wild and teriible dark
eyes,” “muffied form,” “fearful form,”™* ¢ darkly
wild,” “proudly stern,” and the like common-place
mdefintes, seasoned by merely veibal anfatheses, and
at best, copred with very shght change, fiom the Con-

11 This sort of repetition 1s one of this wnter’s peculaiities,
and there 1s scarce a page which does not furmsh one or more
nstances—Ex gr 1n the first page oo two Act I, lme 7th,
“and deemed that I might sleep "—Lme 10, *“ Did rock and
quaver 1n the bickering glare ’—Lines 14, 15, 16, ““ But by the
momently gleams of sheeted blue, Did the pale marbles glare
so steinly on me, 1 almost deemed they lived ”—Lane 37, ¢ The
glareof Hell "—Line 35, *“ O holy Priar, this 18 no eai thiystorm *
~—Line 38, ©“ This 18 no earthly storm ”—Lane 4%, Dealing with
us ¥—Lane 43, * Deal thus sternly ”—Laine 44, *“ Speak' thou
hast something seen?”’— A fea ful sight ! "—Lie 45, “ What
hast thou seen? A piteous, fearful ssght ”—1Lane 48, « quwer mg
gleams *~—Tane 50, “In the hollow pauses of the storm “—Liue
1, ¢ Lhe pauses of the storm, &¢
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rade of Southey’s Joan oF Arc  The lady Imogme,
who has been, (as 1s the case, she tells us, with all sof¢
and solemn spuits,) wor shipping the moon on a ter-
1ace o1 rampart within view of the Castle, msists on
having an mterview with our hero, and this too #éfe-
d-téte  Would the 1eader learn why and wherefore
the confidante 1s excluded, who very propeily 1emon-
strates aganst such “ conference, alone, at might, with
one who bears such feaiful foim,” the reason follows
—“why, therefore send m'” I say, follows, be-
cause the next line, “all things of fear have lost thewr
power over me,’ 1s sepaiated from the former by a
break or pause, and besides that 1t 1s a very poor an-
swer to the danger, 1s no answeir at all to the gross
indelicacy of this wilful exposuie  We must therefore
regard 1t as a mete after-thought, that a little softens
the 1udeness, but adds nothing to the weight, of that
exqusite woman's reason aforesaid And so enst Clo-
tilda and enter Bertram, who “ stands without looking
at her,” that 1s, with his lower limbs forked, his arms
akimbo, his side to the lady’s fiont, the whole figure
resembling an mverted Y He 1s soon however 10used
from the state surly to the state frantick, and then
follow raving, yelling, cursing, she fanting, he relent-
g, m runs Imogine’s child, squeaks “mother!” He
snatches 1t up, and with a “ God bless thee, child!
Bertram has kissed thy child,"—the cwtam diops
The thnd act 1s short, and short be om account of 1t
It mtioduces Loid St Aldobiand on his 10ad home-
ward, and next Imogimne m the convent, confessing the
foulness of her heart to the Prior, who first indulges
his old humour with a fit of senseless scolding, then
leaves her alone with her ruffian paramou, with whom
she makes at once an infamous appomtment, and the
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cuttam diops, that 1t may be carried mto act and con-
summation

I want words to desciibe the mingled horror and
disgust with which I witnessed the openmg of the
fowth act, considerng 1t as a melancholy proof of the
depravation of the public mmd The shocking spuit
of jacobmism seemed no longer confined to polhtics
The famihauty with atrocious events and characters
appeared to have poisoned the taste, even where 1t had
not directly disoigamzed the moral prmerples, and left
the feelings callous to all the mild appeals, and ciaving
alone for the grossest and most outrageous stimulants.
The very fact then present to our senses, that a Bii-
tish audience could remam passive under such an -
sult to common decency, nay, 1eceive with a thunder
of applause, a human bemg supposed to have come
reekmg fiom the consummation of this complex foul-
ness ard baseness, these and the like reflections so
pressed as with the weight of lead upon my heart, that
actor, author, and tragedy would have been forgotten,
had 1t not been foi a plam elderly man sitting beside
me, who, with a very serious face, that at once ex-
pressed sw prise and aversion, touched my elbow, and,
pomtng to the actor, said to me mn a half-whisper—
“ Do you see that httle fellow there ? he has just been
committng adultery !” Somewhat relieved by the
laugh which this droll address occasioned, I forced
back my attention to the stage sufficiently to leain,
that Bertiam 1s recovered fiom a tiansient fit of re-
morse by the imformation, that St Aldobiand was
commissioned (to do, what every honest man must
have done without commussion, if he did his duty) to
seize hum and deliver him to the just vengeance of the
law, an information which, (as he had long known
himself to be an attamted traitor and proclaimed out-
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law, and not o1ly a trader 1n blood himself, but noto-
riously the Captam of a gang of thieves, puates and
assassmns), assutedly could not have been new to him

It 1s this, however, which alone and mstantly 1estores
him to his accustomed state of xaving, blasphemy, and
nonsense  Next follows Imogne’s constramed inter-
view with her mju ed husband, and his sudden depar-
ture again, all n love and kindness, m order to attend
the feast of St Anselm at the convent This was, 1t
must be owned, a very strange engagement fo1 so ten-
de1 a husband to make within a few minutes after so
long an absence But first his lady has told hum that
she has “a vow on her,” and wishes “that black per-
dition may gulf her perjumed soul,”—(Note she 1
lymng at the very time)—if she ascends his bed, till
her penance 1s accomplished How, theietfore, 1s the
poor husband to amuse himself m this mterval of her
penance® But do not be distressed, 1eader, on ac-
count of the St Aldobrand’s absence! As the author
has contiived to send him out of the house, when a
husband would be m his, and the lover’s way, so he
will doubtless not be at a loss to bring him back agam
as soon as he 1s wanted 'Well! the husband gone in
on the one side, out pops the lover fiom the other, and
tor the fiendish purpose of hairowing up the soul of
his wretched accomplice m gwlt, by announcing to
her, with most brutal and blasphemous execiations, his
fixed and deliberate resolve to assassinate her hus-
band, all this too 1s for no discoverable purpose on
the part of the author, but that of introducing a series
of super-tragic staits, pauses, screams, struggling, dag-
ger-throwing, falling on the ground, staiting up agam
wildly, swearmg, outcries for help, falling agamn on
the ground, rising agamn, famtly tottermg towards the
doot, and, to end the scene, a most convenient famnting



CRITIQUE ON BERTRAM 285

fit of our lady’s, just m time to give Bertram an op-
pottunity of seeking the object of his hatred, before
she alaims the house, which indeed she has had full
time to have done before, but that the author iather
chose she should amuse heiself and the audience by
the above-desciibed 1avings and startings  She reco-
vers slowly, and to her enter Clotilda, the confidante and
mother confessor, then commences, what 1n theatrical
language 1s called the madness, but which the author
more accurately entitles, delirum, 1t appearmg mdeed
a sort of intermittent fever with fits of hightheadedness
off and on, whenever occasion and stage effect happen
to call for it A convenient 1etmn of the storm, (we
told the 1eader before-hand how 1t would be), had
changed—
¢ The rivulet, that bathed the convent walls,

Into a foammg flood upon 1ts bunk

S he Lord and lus small train do stand appalled

With torch and bell from then high battlements

I'he monks do summon to the pass n vamn,
He must return to mght *—

Talk of the Devil, and Ius horns appeai, says the
proverib and sme enough, within ten lmes of the
exit of the messenger, sent to stop him, the ainval of
Loid St Aldobrand 1s announced Beirtiam’s 1uffian
band now enter, and 1ange themselves across the
stage, giving fiesh cause for Imogme’s screams and
madness St Aldobiand, having received his mortal
wound behind the scenes, totters m to welter m his
blood, and to die at the feet of this double-damned
adultress

Of hei, as far as she 1s concerned in this fourth
act, we have two additional points to notice first, the
low cunnmg and Jesuitical trick with which she de-
ludes her husband into words of forgiveness, which
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he himself does not understand, and secondly, that
everywheie she 1s made the object of interest and
sympathy, and 1t 1s not the authoi’s fault, if, at any
moment, she excites feelings less gentle, than these
we are accustorned to associate with the self-accusa-
tions of a smcere rehgious penitent And did a Bn-
tish audience endwe all this P—They recewved 1t with
plaudits, which, but for the uvalry of the carts and
hackney coaches, mght have distmbed the evenmng-
prayers of the scanty week day congiegation at St
Paul’s cathedral

Tempora mutantur, nos et mutamur n 1lhs

Of the fifth act, the only thing noticeable, (for 1ant
and nonsense, though abundant as evei, have long
before the last act become things of couise,) 1s the
profane 1epresentation of the high altai m a chapel,
with all the vessels and other preparations fo1 the
holy sacrament A hymn 1s actually sung on the
stage by the chouster boys! For the rest Imogine,
who now and then ¢alAs delmiously, but who 1s always
hight-headed as far as her gown and haw can make
her so, wanders about mn darik woods with cavern-
1ochs and precipices m the back-scene, and a number
of mute d? amatis per sonee move m and out contmu-
ally, for whose presence, there 1s always at least this
reason, that they afford something to be seen, by that
very large part of a Diumy Lane audience who have
small chance of keasmg a word She had, 1t ap-
pears, taken her child with her, but what becomes of
the child, whether she murdered 1t or not, nobody can
tell, nobody can learn, 1t was a rddle at the repre-
sentation, and after a most attentive peiusal of the
Play, a riddle 1t remains
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« No more I know, I wish 1 did,
And I would tell 1t all to you,
For what became of this poor culd
Lhere’s none that ever knew 12

Our whole mformation® 1s derived fiom the followmg
words—

“ Prior —Where 1s thy child ?
CroiiL —(Pownting to the cavern wmto whach she has looked)
Oh he hes cold within his cavern tomb !
Why dost thou urge her with the hoirid theme ?
Prior —(whq will not, the 1 eader may obse1ve, be dzsuppornted of
his dose of scolding)
It was to make (query wake) one living cord o’ th’ heart,
And I will 1y, tho' my own breaks at it
‘Where 1s thy chld ?
Inos —(with a frantic laugh)
The forest fiend hath snatched him—
He (who? the fiend or the chid?) rides the night mare thro’
the wizard woods ”

Now these two lmes consist 1 a senseless plaglatism
from the counterfeited madness of Edgar mu Lear,
who, 1 1mtation of the gypsy mcantations, puns on
the old word maw, a hag, and the no less senseless
adoption of Dryden’s forest fiend," and the wisard
stieam by which Milton, mn his Lycidas, so finely
characterizes the spreading Deva, fubulosus amnas 13
Observe too these 1mages stand unique mn the speeches
of Imogine, without the shightest resemblance to any

12 [Wordsworth’s Thorn, P W II p 131 § C]

18 The child 1s an 1mpoitant personage, for I see not by what
possible means the author could have ended the second and
thud acts but for its timely appearance How ungrateful then
not further to notice 1ts fate !

1 [Theodore and Honoria 8 C ]

15 [+« Nor yet where Deva spreads her wisard stream ” I 55,
S C]
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thing she says before or after But we arc weary

The characters 1 this act fisk about, here, there, and
every where, as teasmgly as the Jack o’Lantein-hghts
which mischievous boys, fiom across a nairow street

throw with a loohing-glass on the faces of their opposite
neighboms Bertiam disarmed, out-heroding Chaxles
de Moor 1n the Robbers, befaces the collected knights
of St Anselm, (all mn complete armou,) and so, by
pure dint of black looks, he outdares them mto passive
poltroons  The sudden :evolution m the Prior’s man-
ners we have before noticed, and 1t 1s mdeed so outre,
that a numbe: of the andience 1magined a great secret
was to come out, viz that the Piior was one of the
many mstances of a youthful sinner metamor phosed
mto an old scold, and that this Bertram would appear
at last to be his son Imogine 1e-appears at the con

vent, and dies of her own accord Beitiam stabs
himself, and dies by her side, and that the play may
conclude as 1t began, to wit, m a superfetation of
blasphemy upon nonsense, because he had snatched a
sword fiom a despicable coward, who retreats i terror
when 1t 13 ponted towards him 1 sport, this felo de
se, and thief-captamn—this loathsome and leprous con-
fluence of robbery, adultery, murder, and cowardly
assassination,—this monster, whose best deed 1s, the
having saved his betters from the degradation of hang-
mg him, by turning Jack Ketch to himself, first recom-
mends the charitable Monks and holy Prio1 to pray
for s soul, and then has the folly and mmpudence to

exclaim—
«J die no felon’s death,
A warrour’s w eapon freed a warriour’s soul ! ’—

[Great displeasure was excited among the patrons of Mr
Maturin by this review of his tragedy, and to those who deemed
such a production worthy of patronage 1t must naturally have
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appeared an unwarrantable piece of violence I have even
heard a friend of Mr Colendge ohject to 1t, not as unjust, but
as having been called foith by an occasion unworthy to occupy
his thoughts For my own part, I feel some dishke to the
hiterary censures which accompany the moial exposuie, because
I think they tend to weaken 1ts effect —though a corrupt taste
18 often so mntricated with acorrupt morality that 1t 1s dafficale to
exhibit exther separately ,~—the moral exposure itself I do not
speonsider unworthy of one, who never wanted generosity to
pownt out what was noble and admirable, at the nsk of throwing
his own performances 1nto shade, and who never lacked courage
openly to denounce what he hnew to be wrong and mjurious,—
especially 1 lis own province of literature,—by which the
public might be affected
It appeais m the Lafe of Sir Walter Scott, that a fierce at-
tack upon Mr Coleridge, 1n consequence of these strictuies
had been prepared by the author of Bertram, and that tlis was
suppiessed by the advice of the author of Waverley, who ad
momshed his correspondent, that the woild might not sympa-
thize with his indignation to the extentin which he had poured
1t forth ,» and also that it might 1njure the effect of his forth-
coming romance, mto some part of which the tirade had been
mtioduced—that such an outburst of rage 1n such a place would
be hke a stream of lava rushing from the side of a peacetul
green lll  Some of the hlls which weire raised 1n those days
by wnters of the Satanic school would have been little the
worse for a volcamic eruption,—so flamy and sulphureous wele
they m then own nature  Thas, from Sir Walter’s descuption,
must have been of a milder sort  As far as M: Colendge wa=
concerned, ke could not have been materially the worse had
one more fiery libel, designed for the blasting ot lus c1edut, been
sent off to whiz and blaze and burn blue for a moment  Could
M1 Maturmn have justified his play ! Could he have washed 1t
white m 1ts moral complexion ? Anything to that effect ought
not to bave been suppressed Whether the Public would have
sympathized with lus natural anger I know not, but of this I
am sure, that he could not have blackened my father’s reputa
tion as a wiiter with the unprejudiced part ofit, or on any point
m which the Public had any concein
But i default of other weapons of adequate force Mr Ma-
turm may have snatched up in his haste the dagger of per

2 U
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sonality , mdeed 1t may be conjectured that he did so, becanse,
Sir Walter Scott, m a spint of concihation, alludes to Mr
Colendge’s bad habuts At that very time my father was taking
measures and mahmg effoits to break the cham of those hahits
he had never abandoned himself wholly to their effects, but
had still stuven, 1n one way or other, to labour usefully to the
public and profitably for his family, to whose use he had de-
voted the annuity spoken of 1n these pages Could the noble-
hearted man, who thus aided ham, have looked 1nto the future
and there beheld all that s friend was to do in his vocation,
and all that lis domg would be really worth, he would, I am
confident, have been well satisfied wath this disposal of a part
of lus worldly wealth, though the performance might not have
been evactly 1n the form that he anticrpated Did any pn-
vate fault disqualify my father for pronouncing censures on
what he considered to be public wrongs commutted, whether
blindly or no, yet deliberately? Thoughtful persons will rather
say that his strong sense of evil and feailess denunciation
of 1it, from whatever quarter it came, whethex from States-
man or Judge or Reviewer, Impenal Despot or popular Dra-
matist, together with his free confession of what he called lus
“ gin,” and earnest endeavour to save others from fallng mto
the same snare by the durkest representation of its nature and
consequences, go a gieat way toward expiating that erior of
his course, so far as aught of expiation can be mmputed to the
human will 1tself, apart from the Redemptive power by which
1t 18 filled and actuated, m all that 1t does and 2, 1n conformity
to the Divine Will and Reason The unworthy thoughts which
Lord Byron entertamned on this subject, unworthy of his own
better mind, found no entrance, I trust, mnto that of Sir Wal-
ter Scott, whether he was or was not awaie of the warm ad
myration which my Father felt and expiessed for huis genius,
attended, as the fruits of it had been, by a populanty and a
success unspeakably moie envable than any that was enjoyed
by the author of Bertram

The cnitique lays to the charge of the play a spirit of 1mmo
rality, not 1 the way of direct inculcation, but m the only way
m which 2 modern British audience would have endured 1t, the
only way m which 1t could have been isidiously pernicious
Now this1s a charge that could bave no effect except just so far
as 1t was substantiated by the play 1tself and the moral sense
of 1ts auditors, When a man 15 accused publicly of puvate
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faults he may find 1t pamnful and difficult to clear away the
cloud from his character , he must unveil his private life m
order to justify 1t, and such a necessity 1s in itself a grievance

If lus poetry 1s ndiculed 1t may be made the laughing-stock of
the public for a season, though destined to be held 1z esteem
ever after , 1f lus rehgious witings are accused of false doctrine
on subtle points,—and all theology 1s subtle,~he may have to
bear the stigma of heresy during his whole hfe-time Panthe-
1sm, Pelagiamsm, Souniarism, denial of Objective Rehigion or of
the Inspiration of Scripture—all these fundamental errors may
be plausibly though falsely imputed, and the accusations wall,
m certain cases, be more readily and generally admutted than
the defence, because grounded on ordinary and popular modes
of thought and expression, while the accused views presuppose
a corrected and re adjusted philosophy But the charge aganst
Bertram had nothing subtle 1 the natuie of 1t, and the senti-
ments which 1t involves have since been adopted and brought to
bear on the French stage mn the Quarterly Review ¢ Enghsh-
men have denounced the French dramatists for polluting the
public mind by a sumulant display of atrocities and vilenesses
¢ 1n all therr odious details,” though they admt such things to
be abominable,and show that the end of them 1s destruction,
shall they shelter and encourage any approach to such Jaco

bimsm 1n hteratare at home? « We do not forget,” says the
article on the Fiench Drama to which I refer, ¢ that c1ime and
the worst cause (so1t?) of crime, has been 1n all ages the domamn
of tragedy We do not forget the famihies of Atreus and Larus,
and the whole tribe of mythological and historical tiagedies, m
all languages—but most of these inculcate moral lessons—none
of them offend decency—none of them wfiume crimnal pas-
sions ” The distinction between the ancient dramas and the
wicious modern class, which my father shgmatized, 1s clear and
hroad In the former guilty passion 1s not the immediate sub-
ject of the piece, or that 1n which the auditors ate to be mnter
ested, but the consequences and punishment of crimimnal acts

They do not deal with low emotions at all, much less present
them to advantage I'hey represent s1n, nat as 1t appearsto the
sinner 1n 1ts rse and progress, its true hneaments and colours
lost amid the glow of excited feeling , but as 1t appears after

16 [Quarterly Review of March, 1834, p 211 ]
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1ts consummation, livid, ghastly, and appalling S seemed
beautiful to Lucifer, when she was bringing about his fall, hi-
deous and detestable afier his fall, when he finds ber at Hell-
gate and faus to recogmise her features The ancient diama
presents her mn the latter aspect,—not as she showed herself in
the courts above In the Orestean trilogy we are led to re-
gard with awful interest the workings of Divineretribution, we
sympathize with Clytemnestra not as the paramour of Agisthus,
who seems only the tool of her stern-designs, but as the aven
ger of the bloody sacrifice of a child, we sympathize with
Orestes as the avenger of a father’s murder ~(Edipus and Jo-
casta are the victims of fate, to the latter not one hght feehng
or evil passion 1s imputed, and 1t 1s 1mpossible to concerve a
more dignified demeanour under humihating cucumstances
than 1s assigned her i the play of Sophocles We are inter-
ested for the former because his misfortunes exceed the mea-
sure of his crimes, so far as they were voluntary In the Me-
dea of Euriprdes 1t 1s the just pumishment of Jason to which
attention 18 directed , the Sorceress appears an avenging Fury 1n
human form These ancient dramas are staid and solemn in
therr procedure, they present to the mind awfully sifmficant
events, stern thoughts, and elevating reflections, they have no
tendency to enervate and lower the tone of feehng  The cor-
rupt drama, on the other hand, exhibits what 1s essentially
base m a form as interesting as it can be made to assume,
things 1 themselves ““ 1ank and gross,” mean and contemptible,
1t arrays 1 a ghttering veil of sentiment, its power consists m
the force with which 1t appeals to the lowest and most easily
excitable parts of man’s nature

How far this njurious character 1s fairly imputable to the
play of Bertram readers will judge for themselves That the
author erred, if 1t be admitted that he did err, unconsciously,
and considered s choice of subject to be quite within the
legitimate range of tragedy, and justified by precedent, may be
easily conceived that he had talents and ments, both as a
writer and a man, 1s not impugned ether by the critique itself
or these remarks uponit S C]
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CHAPTER XI
CONCLUSION

v@ T sometimes happens that we are pumished

for our faults by mcidents, m the causa-
K‘{S tion of which these faults had no shaie*
o] {9)| and this 1 have always felt the severest
punishment The wound mdeed 1s of the
same dimensions, but the edges aie jagged, and there
15 a dull underpamn that survives the smart which it
had aggiavated For there 1s always a consolatory
feeling that accompanies the sense of a proportion be-
tween antecedents and consequents The sense of
Befort and After becomes both mtelligible and mtel-
lectual when, and only when, we contemplate the suc-
cession m the relations of Cause and Effect, which,
like the two poles of the magnet mamfest the being
and umty of the one power by 1elative opposites, and
give, as 1t wele, a subst) atum of permanence, of 1den-
tity, and theiefore of 1ealty, to the shadowy fiux of
Time It 1s Etermity revealing itself in the pheno-
mena of Tmme and the perception and achnowledg-
ment of the proportionality and appropriateness of the
Present to the Past, prove io the afflicted Soul, that it
has not yet been deprived of the sight of God, that it
can still recognise the effective presence of a Father,
though thiough a darkened glass and a tmhid atmos-
phere, though of a Fathei that 1s chastising 1t And
for this cause, doubtless, are we so framed mn mind,
and even so organized 1 bram and neive, that all con-
fusion 1s pamful It 1s within the experience of many

f
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medical practitioners, that a patient, with strange and
unusual symptoms of disease, has been mote distressed
1 mind, more wretched, from the fact of bemng unin-
telligible to himself and others, than from the pam o1
danger of the disease nay, that the patient has re-
cerved the most solid comfort, and resumed a gemal
and endurmng cheerfulness, from some new symptom
or product, that had at once determined the name and
nature of his complaint, and rendeied 1t an mtelligible
effect of an mtelligible cause even though the disco-
very did at the same moment preclude all hope of re-
storation Hence the mystic theologians, whose delu-
sions we may more confidently hope to separate fiom
their actual intuitions, when we condescend to read
their works without the presumption that whatever our
faney, (always the ape, and too often the adulteiator
and counterfeit of our memoty,) has not made or can-
not make a picture of, must be nonsense,—hence, I
say, the Mystics have jomed in representing the state
of the reprobate spirits as a dreadful dieam n which
there 15 no sense of reality, not even of the pangs they
are enduring—an etermty without time, and as 1t were
below 1t—God present without mamfestation of his
presence But these aie depths, whieh we dare not
hinger over Let us turn to an mstance more on a
level with the ordinary sympathies of mankind Here
then, and m this same healing mfluence of L:ghs and
distinct Beholding, we may detect the final cause of
that mstinct which, m the great majority of instances,
leads, and almost compels the Afilicted to communi-
cate therr sorrows Hence too flows the alleviation
that results from “openmng out our griefs ” which
are thus presented m distingmishable forms nstead of
the mist, through which whatever 1s shapeless becomes
magnified and (iterally) enormous. Casmr, m the
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fifth Ode of s third Book, has happily® expiessed
this thought
Me longus silend:
Edit amor, facilesque luctus
Hausit medullas  Fugent ocyus,
Simul negantem visere jusseris
Aures amicorum, et loquacem
Questibus evacuaris 1ram

Olm querenJo destmmus quert,
Ipsoque fletu lacryma perdatur
Nec fort1s 2 @que, s1 per omnes
Cura volat residetque 1amos

Vires amicis perdit 1n auribus,
Minorque semper dividatur dolor,
Pe1 multa permissus vagar

Pectora —

I shall not make this an excuse, however, foi
troubling my readers with any complamnts or explana-
tionss with which, as 1eaders, they have little or no
concern It may suffice, (for the present at least,) to

! Classically too, as far as consists wath the allegonzing tancy
of the modern, that still st1wng to prgect the inward, contia~
distigwishes 1tself fiom the seeming ease with which the poetiy
of the ancients r¢flects the world without  Casimir affords, per-
haps, the most striking 1nstance of this charactensuc dafference
—For his style and diction are really classical while Cowley,
who resembles Casimut 1n many respects, completely barbarizes
his Latinity, and even his metre, by the heterogeneous nature
of his thoughts 1hat Dr Johnson should have passed a con-
traiy judgment, and have even preferied Cowley’s Latin Poemns
to Milton’s, 1s a caprice that has, if I mistake not, excited the
surprise of all scholars I was much amused last summer with
the laughable affnght, with which an Itahan poet perused a
page of Cowley’s Dawidess, contrasted with the enthusiasm with
which he first ran through, and then read aloud, Milton’s Mansus
and Ad Patrem

2 Flectit, or 1f the metre had allowed, prem:t would have
supported the metaphor better
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declare, that the causes that have delayed the publ-
cation of these volumes for so long a peiiod after they
had been printed off, were not connected with any
neglect of my own, and that they would form an m-
structive comment on the chapter concerming awuthos -
ship as a trade, addressed to young men of genws n
the first volume of this work I remember the ludi-
crous effect produced on my mind by the first sentence
of an auto-biography, which, happily for the writer,
was as meagre m mecidents as 1t 1s well possible for
the life of an individual to be—<The eventful hfe
which I am about to record, from the hour m which
I rose mto existence on this planet, & Yet when,
notwithstanding this warning example of self-import-
ance before me, I review my own hife, I cannot reframn
from applymng the same epithet to it, and with more
than ordinary emphasis—and no private feeling, that
affected myself only, should prevent me from publash-
g the same, (for wrute 1t I assuredly shall, should
hfe and leisure be granted me, ) if continued reflection
should strengthen my present belief, that my history
would add 1its contmgent to the enforcement of one
important truth, to wit, that we must not only love our
neighbours as ourselves, but ourselves likewise as our
neighbours, and that we can do neither unless we love
God above both

Who hives, that’s not
Depraved or depraves* Who dies, that bears
Not one spurn to the grave—of then friends' gift?®

Strange as the delusion may appear, yet 1t 1s mosi
true, that three years ago I did not know or believe
that I had an enemy 1n the wotld and now even my
strongest sensations of gratitude a1e mingled with fear,

3 [Tumon of Athens Act I Sc II « Thewr graves™ in
Shakespeare 8§ C]
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and I reproach myself for bemng too often disposed to
ask,—Have I one fuiend *—During the many years
which mtervened between the composition and the
publication of the CHRISTABEL, 1t became almost as
well known among hiterary men as if it had been on
common sale, the same 1eferences weie made to it,
and the same liberties taken with 1t, even to the very
names of the imagmary persons in the poem  From
almost all of our most celebrated poets, and from some
with whom I had no personal acquantance, I either re-
cewved or heard of expressions of admiration that, (I
can truly say,) appeared to myselt utterly dispropor-
tionate to a woik, that pretended to be nothing more
than a common Faery Tale Many, who had allowed
no met to my other poems, whether prmnted or ma-
nuscript, and who have fiankly told me as much,
uniformly made an exception m favour of the Ciris-
TaBEI*and the poem entitled Love  Yea after year,
and 1n societies of the most different kinds, I had been
entreated to recite 1t and the result was still the same
i all, and altogether different m this 1espect from the
effect produced by the occasional 1 ecitation of any other

poems I had composed —'This before the publication

And smce then, with very few exceptions, I have
heard nothing but abuse, and this too m a spnit of
bitterness at least as disproportionate to the preten-
sions of the poem, had 1t been the most pitiably below
mediocrity, as the pievious culogies, and far more m-
exphicable —This may serve as o wainmng to authors,
that in then calculations on the probable 1cception of
a poem, they must subtiact to a laige amount from the
panegytic, which may have encouraged them to pub-
lish 1t, however unsuspicious and however vaitous the
soumces of this panegyiic may have been  And, first,
allowances must be made for pivate enmity, of the
very existence ot which they had perhaps entertamed
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no suspicion—for personal enmity behind the mask of
anonymous cuticism  secondly for the necessity of a
certam proportion of abuse and ridicule m a Review,
m order to make 1t saleable, in consequence of which,
if they have no filends behid the scenes, the chance
must needs be agamst them, but lastly and chiefly, for
the excitement and temporaiy sympathy of feelng,
which the 1ecitation of the poemq by an admmner, espe-
cially if he be at once a warm admirer and a man of
acknowledged celebrity, calls foith m the audience
For this 1s really a species of animal magnetism, mn
which the enkindling reciter, by peipetual comment
of looks and tones, lends his own will and appreben-
sive faculty to lus auditors They lwe for the time
within the dilated sphere of lus imntellectual bemg It
18 equally possible, though not equally common, that
a reader left to himself should sk below the poem,
as that the poem left to itself should flag beneath the
feelings of the 1eader —But, in my own mstance, I
had the additional musfortune of having been gossiped
about, as devoted to metaphysics, and worse than all,
to a system mcomparably nearer to the visionary
flights of Plato, and even to the jargon of the Mystics,
than to the established tenets of Locke Whatever
therefore appeared with my name was condemned be-
forehand, as predestined metaphysics In a dramatic
poem, which had been submitted by me to a gentleman
of great nfluence in the theatrical world, occurred the
followmg passage —

“ O we are querulous creatures! Luttle less
Than all things can suffice to make us happy
And Iittle more than nothing 1s enough
To make us wretched 4

* [Colendge’s Poetical Works, p 270 8. C]
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Ave, here now' (exclamed the critic) here come
Coleridge’s metaphysics! And the very same mo
tive (that 1s, not that the lines were unfit for the pre-
sent state of ow 1mmense theatres, but that they
were metaphysics®) was assigned elsewhere for the 1e-
jection of the two following passages The fiist 1s
spoken m answer to a uswper, who had rested his
plea on the circumstarce, that he had been chosen by
the acclamations of the people —

“ What people? How convened? or, 1f convened,
Must not the magic power that charms together
Maillions of men 1n council, needs have power
To win o1 wield them ? Rather, O far rather
Shout forth thy titles to yon circling mountans,
And with a thousand fold reverberation
Make the rocks flatter thee, and the volleying au,
Unbnbed, shout back to thee, king Emernck'

By wholesome laws to embank the soveieign power,
Tovdeepen by restrant, and by prevention

Of lawless will to amass and guide the flood

In its majestic channel, 1s man’s tash

And the tiue patriot’s glory! In all else

Men safelier trust to Heaven, than to themselves
‘When least themselves even in those whnling crowds
Where folly 1s contagious, and too oft

Even wise men Jeave their better sense at home,

To clnde and wonder at them, when 1eturned ¢

3 Poor unlucky Metaphysicks' and what are they? A wngle
sentence expresses the object and theieby the contents of tlis

science I'w@f ceavtiy
Nosce te psum

Tuque Deum, quantum lLicet, :nque Deo omnia noscay

Know thyself and so shalt thou hnow God, as far as1s pur-
mitted to a creature, and 1 God all things —Surely, theie 1s
a strange—nay, rather a too natural—aversion in many to hnow
themselves

6 [Colendge’s Poetical Works, p 258 8 C]
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The second passage 15 m the mouth of an old and
experienced coumitier, betrayed by the man i whom
he had most trusted

¢ And yet Sarolta, simple, inexperienced,
Could see him as he was, and often warned me
Whence leained she this?—O she was mnnocent !
And to be mnocent 1s Nature’s wisdom !
The fledge dove hnows the prowlers of the air,
Feared soon as seen, and flutters bach to shelter
And the young steed recoils upon his haunches,
The never-yet seen adder’s hiss first heard
O surer than suspicion’s hundied eyes
Is that fine sense, which to the pure 1n heart,
By mere oppugnancy of thenn own goodness,
Reveals the approach of evil 7

As therefore my chaiacter as a wuter could not
easily be more mjured by an overt act than 1t was
already i consequence of the 1epoit, I published a
work, a large portion of which was piofessedly meta-
physical A long delay occuried between 1its first an-
nunciation and 1ts appearance, i1t was reviewed there-
fore by anticipation with a malignity, so avowedly and
exclusively personal, as 1s, I believe, unprecedented
even 1 the present contempt of all common humamty
that disgraces and endangers the liberty of the press ®
After 1its appearance, the author of this lampoon un-
dertook to review 1t in the Edinburgh Review, and
under the single condition, that he should have wiitten
what he himself really thought, and have c.iticised the

7 [Colendge’s Poetical Works, p 323 S C]

§ [Political Essays bv Wilham Hazhtt, p 118, et seqg It
may be proper to notice,” says a note to the Essay on the Lay
Sermon, “that this aiticle was witten before the Discourse,
which 1t professes to cuiticise, had appeared in print **  There
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work as he would have done had its author been mndif-
ferent to hmn, I should have chosen that man myself,

1s some wit 1n tlhis hbel caricature 1t 1s unlike those portraits
of my Father, scrawled 1n the dark, by enemies, who had no
sense of lus character and gemus but looks hike a minute study
from hife curiously distorted in every part, and with every dis
tortion enormously magnifed Many of these distortions are
wjurious falsehoods as for instance “ He takes his notions
of rehgion from the ¢ subhme piety’ of Gioirdano Bruno, and
considers a belief wn God as a very subordinate question to the
warship of the three persons of the Tizmity  The Ihirty nine Ar-
ticles and Athanasius’s Creed are, upon the same prinaple,
much more fundamental parts of the Chiistian religion than the
miracles or Gospel of Chust He makes the essence of devotzon
to consist in Athewm, the perfection of momality 1 a total disre
gard of consequences He defines Tacobimsm to be an abstiact
attachment to liberty, truth, and justice, and finding that this
prnnciple has been abused and carried to excess, he argues
that Aot Jacobimsm, or the abstract prmnciples of despotism
superstition, and oppression, are the safe, sure, and undemable
remedy for the former, and the only means ot restoring Ibert.,
trath, and justice in the world ”  (1he atalics ate mine )

Any one who compares this rhapsody and the 1eview of the
Lay Sermon after 1ts appeaiance, m the Poliucal Essays, with
the article on that production 1a the Edinbuigh Review, must
see that they are by the same hand, only thit the Scorner of
the Ldinboro’ 15 a degree more cold, hard, and unielenting than
the lampooner of the Essavs to the latter, “even asit 1s,”
§ T Colendge “ hardly appears

Less than arch-angel 1uined and the excess
Of gloiy obscured ,’

—the former heeps his glny well muffled up m clouds of af
fected conterapt and genuine political hatred yet 1t beams
through a httle 1 spite of lum, and such abuse 15 more com-
plimentary than many a panegync  The review of Chistabel
(two sentences relating to the supposed authorship of which ale
removed fiom the text,) shows 1ts political animus at the end

After declaring that the poem exhibits ‘“not a ray of genius,’
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both from the vigour and the origmality of his mind,
and from Ins particular acuteness in speculative rea
soning, before all others —I remembered Catullus's
lines,

Desine de quoquam quicquam bene velle merer,
Aut ahiquem fier: posse putare prum
Omma sunt mgrata nihil fecisse benigne est
Immo, etiam tzdet, tzdet obestque magis,
Ut mib, quem nemo gravius nec acerbius urget,
Quam modo qui me unum Aatque unicum amicum habuit

But I can truly say, that the grief with which I
read this rhapsody of predetermmed insult, had the
rhapsodist himself for its whole and sole object °

that no other productions of the Lake school, except the Whate
Doe and some of the laureate odes, 1s so devod of any * gleam
of feeling or of fancy,” the writer mndignantly exclaims, < Must
we then be doomed to hear such a mixture of raving and dnv’
ling, extolled as the work of a “wild and oryginal genius,”
simply because Mr C has now and then wntten fine verses,
and a brother poet chooses,m his milder mood, to laud him
from courtesy or from 1nterest? And are such panegyrics to be
echoed by the mean tools of a pohtical faction, because they
1¢elate to one whose daily prose 1s understood to be dedicated to
the support of all that courtiers think should be supported !
Who the partisans were that exerted themselves to cram my
Father’s nonsense and bad poetry “ down the throats of all the
loyal and well affected,” 1t would be hard to discover,

And much hike Samson’s riddle, n one day
Or seven, though one should musing sit

Many a fierce article may be taken for an o1dinary wild ass of
ceriticism, till 1t hifts up the beak and claws of the poltical sa
tust, and thus shews 1tself to be a sort of hippognff S C]J

9 « Mr Coleridge’s Description of a Green Field ”

[Wath these words the Edinburgh Reviewer announces and
holds up to ndicule the following passage from the notes to the
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I refer to this review at present, m consequence of m-
formation having been given me, that the muendo of
my “potential mfidelity,” grounded on one passage of
my first Lay Sermon, has been received and propa-
gated with a degiee of credence, of which I can safely
acquit the origmmator of the calumny I give the sen-
tences, as they stand m the sermon, premsing only
that I was speaking exclusively of miracles worked fo
the outward senses of men “It was only to over-
throw the usurpation exercised m and through the

Lay Sermon After the quotation he concludes wath, < This
will do  It1s well observed by Hobbes, that ‘it 1s by wods
only that a man becometh excellently wise or excellently
foolish *”

“ I have at this moment before me, 1n the flowery meadow,
on which my eye 1s now reposing, one of 1ts most soothing chap-
ters, 1n which thete 1s no lamenting word, no one chaiacter of
guit o1 anguish  For never can I look and meditate on the
vegetable creation without a feeling sumilar to that with which
we gaze at a beautiful infant that has fed itself asleep at ats
mother’s bosom, and smiles in 1ts strange dream of obscure yet
happy sensations The same tender and gemal pleasure takes
possession of me, and this pleasure 1s checked and drawn in
ward by the hke aching melancholy, by the same whispered
remonstrance, and made restless by a sumlar impulse of aspira
tion It seems as if the soul said to herself From this state
hast thou fallen! Such shouldst thou still become, thy self all
permeable to a hoher power! thy self at once hidden and glo-
nfied by 1ts own transparency, as the accidental and dividuous
1n this quiet and harmonious object 1s subjected to the Life and
hght of nature, to that life and hight of nature, I say, which
shines in every plant and flower, even as the transmitted power,
love and wisdom of God over all fills, and shines thiough, na
ture! But what the plant 18 by an act not its own and un-
consctously—that must thou make thyself to become~—must by
prayer and by a watchful and unresisting spint, joun at least
with the preventive and assisting grace to make thyself, i that
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senses, that the senses were muaculously appealed
to. RLAsoN AND RLLIGION ARE [HLIR OWN EVI-
pENCE The natwial sun 15 1m this respect a symbol
of the spiritual ~ Ere he 1s fully atisen, and while luy
glories are still under veil, he calls up the breeze to
chase away the usuipng vapouis of the mght-season,
and thus convelts the an 1itself mto the mmister of its
own puiification not surely m proof or elucidation of
the Light from heaven, but to prevet its mterception ”

“ Whereve1, theiefore similar cncumstances co-
exist with the same moral causes, the prmeiples 1e-
vealed, and the examples recorded, mn the mspired
writings, render muacles smperfluous and if we neg-

hght of conscience which mnflameth not, and with that know-
ledge which puffeth not up ! pp 267-8 —ed 1839

I cannot help thmking how Mr Hazhtt (it M1 C was nght
m ascnibing the review of the Lay Sermon 1n the Edinburgh
Review to his pen,) must have smiled to himself, as he thus
concluded his article, at the anticipated gullibibty of his read-
ers, who, if the Northern O:acle had cried out in derision at
the Cupid of Pramiteles, would straightway have begun to throw
stones at the statue For he in his heart admired, as he has
eloquently described, the poetic fervour of my Father’s mind,
so charactenstically displayed 1n this excerpt, which seems to
me as emblematic of the soft, rich, radiant imagmation of 1ts
author as the red-hot cones of the city of Dis are emblematic
of the fiery gemus of Dante And in Zum only the will was
wanting to appreciate the sense of the passage, for surely 1t
conveys sound sense, as irue poetry ever does, and teaches the
hnghest doctrine of the <pnit n language not unworthy of such
a theme Tiue enough 1t 1s that by words a man becometh
excellently wise or excellently foolish , and peihaps there 1s no
one thing 1 which the power of folly 1 words 1s more tho-
roughly manifested, than 1n that sort of desigming shallowness
and clever crafty superficiality, assumed for the sake of sneering
depreciation, and even of imsidious defamation, of which this
review of the Lay Sermon 15 a notable specmen S C ]
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lect to apply truths 1n expectation of wonders, o1 under
pretext of the cessation of the latter, we terapt God
and merit the same reply which ow Lord gave to the
Pharisees on a like occasion "1

In the sermon and the notes both the histoncal
truth and the necessity of the miracles aie stiongly
and frequently asserted ~ “ The testimony of books of
history (that 1s, 1elatively to the signs and wonders,
with which Christ came) 1s one of the strong and
stately pallars of the chuich, but 1t1s not the founda-
tion /"1 Instead, theiefore, of defending myself, which
I could easily effect by a series of passages, expiessing
the same opmion, fiom the Fatheis and the most emi-
nent Protestant Divines, from the Reformation to the
Revolution, I shall merely state what my belef 1s,
concerning the tiue evidences of Christiamty 1 Its
consistency with right Reason, I consider as the outer
court sf the temple—the common area, within which
1t stands 2 The miracles, with and thiough which
the Religion was first revealed and attested, I 1egaid as
the steps, the vestibule, and the portal of the temple
8 The sense, the nwaid feehng 1 the soul of each
behiever of 1its exceeding desu ableness—the experi-
ence, that he needs something, jomed with the stiong
foretokenmng, that the redemption and the graces pro-
pounded to us i Christ are what he needs—ths I
hold to be the tiue foundation of the spiritual Edifice
With the stiong @& pri9: probability that flows n
from 1 and 3 on the correspondent historical evidence
of 2, no man can refuse o1 neglect to make the ex-
periment without guilt  But, 4, 1t 1s the expeizence
derived from a practical confoimity to the conditions

10 [First Lay Sermon, pp 21011  Lastedit 8§ C]
U [Note N toFustL. 8 p 238 S C]
2 X



306 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

of the Gospel—it 1s the opening eye, the dawnmg
hight the terio1s and the promises of spuitual growth,
the blessedness of loving God as God, the nascent
sense of sin hated as <in, and of the mcapability of
attammg to either without Christ, 1t 1s the sorrow
that still 11ses up from beneath and the consolation
that meets 1t fiom above, the bosom treacheries of
the prineipal m the warfare and the evceeding farth-
fulness and long-suffering of the uninteiested ally ,—
m a word, 1t 1s the actual #:al of the faith in Christ,
with 1ts accompaniments and results, that must form
the arched 100f, and the taith itself 1s the completing
Ley-stone In oirder to an efficient behef i Chris-
tianity, a man must have been a Chuistian, and this 18
the seeming a1gumentum n cuculo, merdent to all
spiritual Thruths, to every subject not piesentable un-
der the forms of Time and Space, as long as we at-
tempt to maste1 by the reflex acts of the Unde1rstanding
what we can only Znow by the act of becorung Do
the will of my Father, and ye shall know whether I
am of God™ These fom evidences I beheve to have
been and still to be, fo1 the woild, for the whole Church,
all necessary, all equally necessary but at piesent,
and for the majority of Christians born m Chustian
countries, I believe the thud and the fourth evidences
to be the most opeiative, not as supcrseding but as
mvolving a glad undoubting faith m the iwo forme:

Ci edudh, 1deoque ntellext, appears to me the dictate
equally of Philosophy and Religion, even as I believe
Redemption to be the antecedent of Sanctification,
and not 1ts consequent All spuitual predicates may
be constiued indifferently as modes of Action or as
states of Bemg Thus Holiness and Blessedness are

B[Johnwvn 17 S C]
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the same 1dea, now seen 1n relation to act and now to
existence The ready behef which has been yielded
to the slander of my “ potential infidelity,” I attribute
1 part to the openness with which I have avowed my
doubts, whether the heavy mteidict, under which the
name of Benedict Spmoza lies, 15 merited on the
whole or to the whole extent Be this as it may, I
wish, however, that I could find in the books of phi-
losophy, theoretical or moral, which are alone recom-
mended to the piesent students of theology in ow
established schools, a few passages as thoroughly Pau-
line, as completely accordant with the doctiines of the
Established Church, as the following sentences 1n the
concluding page of Spinoza’s Ethics Demnde quo
mens hoc amore dwnino, seu beatitudine mags gau-
det, eo plus mtelligut, kot est, eo majorem wn affectus
habet potentiaum, et eo minus ab affectibus, qua mal
sunt, “patitur , atque adeo ex eo, quod mens hoc
amore dwmno, sew beahitudine gaudet, potestatem
habet hibwdines coeicends, et quia humana potenti
ad coei cendos affectus wn solo wntellectu consistt,
ergo nemo beatitudine gaudet, g ajectus coer cud,
sed contra potestas hbiudines coer cendr ea 1psa beati-
tudine orutur B

With regard to the Unitarians, 1t has been shame-
lessly asserted, that I have demeed them to be Chiis-
tians God forbid! For how should I know, what the
pety of the heart may be, or what guantum of error
in the understandig may consist with a saving faith
1n the mtentions and actual dispositions of the whole
moral bemg m any one mdividual? Never will God
reject a soul that sincerely loves him  be his specula-
tive opmions what they may and whether in any

18 [Ethiwces Pms V' De Libertate humana S C ]
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given mstance ceitain opinions, de they unbehef, or
misbelief, are compatible with a sincere love of God,
God can only 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 m Chnist, be
Christiamty, then Umitaiianasm 1s not, and vice ves sa
and that, m speaking theologically and wmpes sonally,
1 e of Psilanthiopism and The.nthropism as schemes
of belief, without reference to individuals, who profess
either the one or the othei, 1t will be absurd to use a
different language as long as 1t 15 the dictate of com-
mon sense, that two opposites cannot properly be
called by the same name I should feel no offence if
a Unitanian applied the same to me, any more than if
he were to say, that two and two bemg four, fowr and
four must be eight

a\\& Bpordr
TOV sy Keveopoves avyat
i€ ayaddv eBakoy
Tov & ab karapeppdevr’ ayay
loxdv olneiwy mwapbopaley naldv,
xetpog ENvwY omioow, Bupdy adrolpos fdy 4

This has been my object, and this alone can be
my defence—and O! that with this my personal as
well as my LiTeErarRY LiFe mght conclude '—the
unquenched desire I mean, not without the conscious-
ness of having earnestly endeavoured to hindle young
minds, and to guard them agamst the temptations ot
scorners, by showing that the scheme of Chuistiamty,
as taught m the hiturgy and homilies of our Church,
though not discoverable by human reason, 1s yet in
accordance with 1t, that link follows link by necessary

% [Pudar Nem Carm XI 137 8 C]
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consequence, that Religion passes out of the ken of
Reason only where the eye of Reason has reached ats
own horizon, and that Faith 1s then but its contmnua-
tion even as the day softens away mto the sweet
twihght, and twilight, hushed and bieathless, steals
mto the darkness It 1s might, sacred might ! the up-
raised eye views only the starry heaven which mam.-
fests 1itself alone and the outward beholding 1s fixed
on the sparks twinkling m the awful depth, though
suns of other wotlds, only to preserve the soul steady
and collected m 1ts pure act of mward adoration to the
great I AM, and to the filial Worp that re-affirmeth
1t from eternity to eternity, whose choial echo 15 the
universe

OEQ. MONQ. AOEA
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By the lute H N Coleriige, Esqg M A

CHAPTER 1

[1772 to 1701 ]

While here, thou fed’st upon etheral beams,
Asf thou had’st not a terrestrnal birth ,—
Beyond matenal objects was thy sight,

In the clouds woven was thy lucid robe!

Al ! whe can tell how Litle jor Lhes sphere
That frame was fitted of empyreal frre!?

AMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE was the
youngest child of the Reverend John Cole-
ndge, Chaplain-Priest and Vicar of the
paish of Ottery St Mary, 1n the county of

Devon, and Master of the Free Grammar, or

King’s School, as 1t 1s called, founded by Henry VIII

that town  His mother’s maiden name was Ann Bowdon

He was born at Ottery on the 21st of October 1772, “about

eleven o’clock mn the forenoon,”” as his father, the Vicar, bas,

with 1ather unusual particulanty, entered 1t 1 the 1egister

D

b

! [From a Sonnet To Coleridge by Sir Egerton Brydges—
written 16th Feb 1837 8 C ]
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John Colendge, who was born 1n 1719, and fimshed his
education at Sidney-Sussex College, Cambudge,> was a
country clergyman and schoolmaster of no oidinary kind
He was a good Gieek and Latin scholar, a profound He-
braist, and, according to the measure of his day, an ac-
complished mithematictlan He was on teims of literary
fuendship with Samuel Badcoch, and, by his knowledge of
Hebrew, rendered material assistance to Dr Kennicott, n s
well known critical works  Some curious papeis on theologi-
cal and antiquanan subjects appear with his signature 1n the
early numbeis of The Gentleman’s Magazine, between the
years 1745 and 1780, almostall of which have been inserted
1n the interesting volumes of Selections made several years
ago fiom that worh  In 1768 he published miscellaneous Dis-
sertations anising from the 17th and 18th chapters of the Book
of Judges, 1 which a very learned and ingemious attempt
1s made to relieve the character of Micah from the charge of
1dolatry ordinanly brought against 1t, and n 1772 appeared
a ¢ Cutical Latin Grammar,’” which his son called ¢his best
work,” and which 1s not wholly unknown even now to the
mquisitive by the proposed substitution of the terms ¢ prior,
possessive, attributive, posteror, nterjective, and quale-
quare quidditive,” for the vulgar names of the cases This
httle Grammar, however, deserves a philologer’s perusal,
and 1s wndeed 1n many respects a very valuable work i 1its
kind He also published a Latin Exercise book, and a Ser-
mon His school was celebrated, and most of the country
gentlemen of that generation, belonging to the south and east
parts of Devon, had been his pupils  Judge Buller was one
The amable character and personal eccentricities of this
excellent man are not yet forgotten amongst some of the
elders of the parish and neighbourhood, and the latter, as 1s
nsual 1n such cases, have been greatly exaggerated Ile died
suddenly in the month of October 1781, after nding to
Ottery from Plymouth, to which latter place he had gone

3 [He was matriculated at Sidney a s1zar on the 18th of
March 1748, but does not appear to have taken any degree at
the Umwversity 8 Ci]
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for the purpose of embarking his son Francis, as a midship-
man, for India

Many years afterwards, m 1797, S T Coleridge com-
menced a series of Letters to s fiiend Thomas Poole, of
Nether Stowey, n the county ot Somerset, m which he pro-
posed to give an account of his life up to that time  Five
only were written, and unfortunately they stop shoit of his
residence at Cambridge This seues will propeily raneug
place here

I
To Mr Poole

¢ MY DEAP POOLE,

¢ T COULD imnform the dullest author how he might write
an interesting book  Let him relate the events of his
own hfe with honesty, not disguising the feelings that accom-
panied them I never yetiead even a Methodist’s ¢ Expe-
rience’ m the Gospel Magazine without 1ecerving wstruction
and amusement, and I should almost despair of that man
who cbuld peruse the Life of John Woolman without an
amelioration of heait  As to my Lafe, 1t has all the charms
of vaiety,—high life and low hfc, vices and virtues, great
folly and some wisdom Ilowever, what I am depends on
what I have been, and you, my best frend, have a right to
the narration  To me the task will be a useful one It will
renew and deepen my 1eflections on the past, and it will
perhaps make you behold with no unforgiving or impatient
eye those weaknesses and defects 1n my character, which so
many untoward circumstances have concurred m planting

there
« My famly on my Mothei’s side can be traced up, I
know not how far The Bowdons nheiited a good farm and
house thereon 1n the Exmoor country, 1n the reign of Ehza-
beth, as I have been told, and to my knowledge they have
mherited nothing better since that tme My Giandfather
was 1n the reign of George T a considerable woollen trader
in Southmolton, so that I suppose, when the time comes,
I shall be allowed to pass as a Suns-culotte without much
opposition My Father received a better education than
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the rest of his famly 1n consequence of his own exertions,
not of his supenour advantages  When he was not quite
sixteen years of age, my grandfather, by a series of misfor-
tunes, was reduced to great distress My Father receved
the half of his last crown and his blessing, and walked off
to seek lus fortune  After he had proceeded a few mules,
he sate him down on the side of the road, so overwhelmed
with pamnful thoughts that he wept audibly A gentleman
passed by who knew him, and, inquiring mto s sorrow,
took him home and gave him the means of maimtaining
himself by placing him 1n a school At this time he com-
menced being a seveie and ardent student He marred his
first wife by whom he had three daughters, all now ahve
While his fist wife lived, having scraped up money enough,
he at the age of tweuty walked to Cambudge, entered him-
self at Sidney College, distinguished himself 1n Hebrew and
Mathematics, and might have had a fellowship 1f he had not
been marnied He returned and settled as a schoolmaster
mn Southampton where his wife died  In 1760 he was ap-
pointed Chaplain-Priest and Master of the School at™Ottery
St Mary, and removed to that place, and m August, 1760,
Mr Buller, the father of the present Judge, procured for him
the living from Lord Chancellor Bathurst By my Mother,
his second wife, he had ten chldren, of whom I am the
youngest, born October 20th,! 1772

“ These facts I recerved from my Mother, but I am ut-
terly unable to fill them up by any further particulars of
times, or places, or names  Here I shall conclude my first
Letter, because I cannot pledge myself for the accuracy of
the accounts, and I will not therefore mingle 1t with that for
the truth of which, 1n the minutest parts, I shall hold myself
responsible  You must regard this Letter as a first chapter
devoted to dim traditions of times too remote to be pierced
by the eye of investigation

¢ Yours affectionately,
“ Feb 1797 Monday S T Coierrnce”

1 A mistake
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II
To Mr Poole
“ MY DEAR POOLE,

“ Y Father (Vicar of, and Schoolmaster at, Ottery St
Mary, Devon) was a good mathematician, and well
versed m the Gieek, Latin, and Hebrew languages He
published, or rather attempted to publish, several works ,—
1st, Miscellaneous Dissertations arising from the 17th and
18th chapters of the Book of Judges, 2d, Sententie Ezx-
cerpte for the use of his own School, and 3d, his best wok,
a Cnitical Latin Griammar, m the Preface to which he pro-
poses a bold 1nnovation 1n the names of the cases My Fa-
ther s new nomenclature was not likely to become popular,
although 1t must be allowed to be both sonorous and expres-
sive  Exempl: gratut, he calls the ablative case ¢ the quare-
quale-qudditive case !” He made the woild his confidant
with respect to his learning and mgenuity, and the world
seems to have Lept the secret very faithfully s various
works, wncut, unthumbed, were preserved free from all pol-
lution 1n the famnly archives, where they may still be for
anything that Tknow This prece of good luck promses to be
hereditary , for all my compositions have the same amiable
home-staying propensity  The truth 1s, my Fatherwasnota
first-rate gentus, he was, however, a fiist-1ate Christian, which
1s much better I need not detain you with his character
In leainmg, goodheartedness, absentness of mind, and ex-
cessive 1gnorance of the world, he was a perfect Parson

Adams
“ My Mother was an admnable economist, and managed
exclusively My eldest brother’s name was John He was
a Captain in the East India Company’s service, a successful
officer and a brave one, as I have heard  He died 1n India
1 1786 My second brother William went to Pembroke
College, Oxford He died a clergyman 1n 1780, just on
the eve of his ntended marrage My brother James has
been m the army since the age of fifteen, and has maried a
woman of fortune, one of the old Duke family of Otterton
m Devon Edward, the wit of the family, went to Pem-
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broke College, and 1s now a clergym'n  George also went
to Pembioke He 15 1n oiders likewise, and now has the
same School, a very flourishing one, which my Father had
He1sa man of reflective mind and elegant talent He pos-
sesses leaining 1n a greater degree than any of the famuly,
excepting myself Ilis manneis are grave, and hued over
with a tender sadness  In his moral chaiacter he approaches
every way nearer to perfection than any man I ever yet
knew He is worth us all  Luko Herman was a surgeon,
a severe student, and a good man He died mn 1790,
leaving one child, a lovely boy still alive ¢ My only sister,
Ann, died at twenty-one, a httle after my brother Luke —

Rest, gentle Shade ! and wait thy Maher s will,
Then rise unchang’d, and be an angel still!

Trancis-Syndercombe went out to India as a mdshipman
under Admiral Graves He accidentally met his brother
John on board ship abioad, who took him ashore, and pro-
cured him a commission m the Company’sarmy He died
m 1792, aged twenty-one, a Lieutenant, in consequence of
a fever brought on by excessive fatigue at and after the siege
of Seringapatam, and the storming of a hill fort, during all
which s conduct had been so gallant that his Commanding
Officer particularly noticed him, and presented him with a
gold watch, which my Mother now has All my brothers
are remarkably handsome, but they were as nferiour to
Francis as I am to them He went by the name of “the
handsome Coleridge ” The tenth and last child was Samuel
Taylor, the subject and author of these Epistles

¢ From October 1772 to October 1773  Baptized Sa-
muel Tayloi, my Godfather’s name being Samuel Taylor,
Esquire I had another called Evans, and two Godmothers,
both named Munday

“ From October 1773 to October 1774 In this year I
was carelessly left by my nurse, ran to the fie, and pulled

! Willhiam Hart Coleridge, the present Bishop of Barbadoes
and the Leeward Islands

[He was apponted to that See m 1824, retired from 1t i
1842 has lately accepted the Wardenship of St Augusune’s
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out a live coal, and bi rned myself dreadfully While my
hand was being diest by Mr Young, I spoke for the first
time, (so my Mother mfoims me) and said, * nasty Doctor
Young!” The snatching at fire, and the cucumstance of my
first words expressing hatred to piofessional men—are they
at all ommous? This year I went to school My School-
mustress, the very image of Shenstone’s, was named Old
Dalr;e Key She was nearly related to Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds

¢ From October 1774t0 1775 I was moculated , which
I mention, because I distinctly remember 1t, and that my
eyes were bound, at which I manifested so much obstinate
ndignation, that at last they removed the bandage, and un-
affighted I looked at the lancet, and suffered the scratch
At the close of this year I could read a chapter m the
Bible

“ Here I shall end, because the remamming years of my
Iife all assisted to form my particular mind ,—the fiast three
years had nothing 1n them that seems to 1elate to 1t

¢ God bless you and your sincere
“ Sunday, March, 1797 ” “8.T CorerinGe ”

A letter fiom Francis § Coleridge to Ius sister has been
preserved n the family, m which a particular account 1s
given of the chance meeting of the two brothers in India,
mentioned shortly 1n the preceding Letter Theie 1s some-
thing so touching and romantic m the madent that the
Reader will, 1t 1s hoped, pardon the msertion of the original
narrative here

“DEAR NANCY,
“ YOU are very nght, I have neglected my absent
fitends, but do not think I have forgot them, and in-
deed 1t would be ungrateful in me 1f I did not wite to them
“You may be sute, Nancy, I thank Providence for bringing
about that meeting, which has been the cause of all my good
fortune and happmess, which I now m fulness enjoy It
was an affectionate meeting, and I will mform you of the
particulars  There was i our ship one Captain Moidaunt,
who had been 1n India before, when we came to Bombay
Finding a number of his friends there he went often ashore
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The day before the Fleet sailed h¢' desired one Captam
Welsh to go aboard with him, who was an ntimate friend
of your brother’s ¢ I will,” said Welsh, “and will wnte
a note to Coleridge to go with us” Upon this Captam
Mordaunt, recollecting me, said there was a young midship-
man, a favourite of Captain Hicks, of that name on board
Upon that they agreed to inform my brother of 1t, which
they did soon after, and all three came on board I was
then 1n the lower deck, and, though you won’t believe 1,
I was sitting upon a gun and thinking of my brother, that 1s,
whether I should ever see or hear anything of lim, when
seeing a Lieutenant, who had been sent to inform me of my
brother’s being on board, I got up off the gun butnstead of
telling me about my brother, he told me that Captain Hicks
was very angry with me and wanted to see me Captan
Hicks had always been a Father to me, and loved me asif
I had been his own child I therefore went up shaking like
an aspen leaf to the Lieutenant’s apartments, when a Gen-
tleman took hold of my hand I did not mind him at first,
but looked round for the Captamn, but the Gentleman still
holding my hand, Ilooked, and what was my surprise, when
I saw him too full to speak and his eyes full of tears Whe-
ther erymng s catching I know not, but I began a crying too,
though I did not know the reason, ull he caught me in his
arms, and told me he was my brother, and then I found I was
paying nature her tnbute, for I believe I never cried so much
m my life There 1s a saying 1n Robinson Crusoe, I remem-
ber very well, viz —sudden joy like guief confounds at first
‘We directly went ashore having got my discharge, and having
took a most affectionate leave of Captain Hicks, I left the
ship for good and all

¢« My situation 1n the army 1s that I am one of the oldest
Ensigns, and before you get this must m all probability be
a Lieutenant How many changes there have been 1 my
life, and what lucky ones they have been, and how young I
amstill ' I must be seven yeais older before I can pro-
perly style myself a man, and what a number of officers
do I command, who are old enough to be my Father
already '”



BIOGRAPHIICAL SUPPLEMENT 319

III
To Mr Poole

“ MY DEAREST POOLE, October 9th, 1797

¢ ROM March to October—a long silence! But 1t 18
possible that I may have been preparing materials
for future Letters, and the time canuot be considered as
altogether subtiacted from you
¢ From October 1775 to October 1778  These three
years I continued at the Reading School, because I was too
httle to be trusted among my Father’s schoolboys After
breakfast I had a halfpenny given me, with which I bought
three cakes at the baker’s shop close by the school of my old
mistress, and these were my dinner every day except Sa-
turday and Sunday, when I used to dine at home, and wal-
lowed 1n a beef and pudding dinner I am remarhably
fond of beans and bacon and this fondness I attribute to
my Fathei’s giving me a penny for having eaten a large
quantity of beans on Satmday  For the other boys did not
hike them, and, as 1t was an economic food, my Father
thought my attachment to 1t ought to be encouraged He
was very fond of me, and I was my Mothei’s dailing 1n
consequence whereof I was very mserable For Molly,
who had nursed my brother Francis, and was immoder-
ately fond of him, hated me because my Mother took more
notice of me than of Fiank, and Frank hated me because
my Mother gave me now and then a bit of cahe when he
had none,—quite forgetting that for one bit of cake which I
had and he had not, he had twenty sops mn the pan, and
preces of bread and butter with sugar on them fiom Molly,
from whom I received only thumps and 11l names
“So I became fretful, and timorous, and a tell-tale , and
the schoolboys drove me from play, and weie always tor-
menting me And hence I took no pleasure m boyish
spoits, but read cessantly I read through all gilt-cover
little books that could be had at that time, and likewise all
the uncoveied tales of Tom Hickathnft, Jack the Giant Kil-
ler, and the like And I used to lie by the wall, and mope,
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and my spinits used to come upon fue suddenly, andina
flood ,—and then T was accustomed to run up and down the
churchyard, and act over again all I had been 1eading on
the docks, the nettles, and the rank grass At six years
of age I remember to have 1ead Belisarius, Robinson Cru-
soe, and Philip Quarles, and then I found the Araban
Nights' Entettainments, one tale of which, (the tale of a man
who was compelled to seek for a pure vugin,) made so deep
an impression on me, (I had read 1t i the evening while
my mother was at her needle,) that I was haunted by spec-
tres, whenever I was 1n the daak  and I distinetly recollect
the anxious and feaiful eagerness, with which I used to
watch the window where the book lay, and when the sun
came upon it, I would seize 1t, cairy it by the wall, and
bask, and read My father found out the effect which
these books had produced, and burned them

So I became a dieamer, and acquired an 1ndisposition to
all bodily activity , and I was fretful,and inordinately passion-
ate, and as I could not play at anything, and was slothful,
I was despised and hated by the boys and becausc I could
read and spell, and had, I may tiuly say, a memory and
understanding forced into almost unnatural 11peness, I was
flattered and wondered at by all the old women And so
I became very vaimn, and despised most of the boys that
wele at all near my own age, and before I was eight years
old I was a character  Sensibility, 1magination, vamty,
sloth, and feelings of deep and bitter contempt for almost
all who traversed the orbit of my understanding, were even
then promnent and mamfest

¢ From October 1778 to 1779  That which I began to
be from three to six, I continued to be fiom six to nine In
this year I was admitted into the Giammar School, and
soon outstupped all of my age I had a dangerous putrid
fever this year My brother George lay 11l of the same
fever 1n the next room. My poor brother, Francis, I 1e-
member, stole up m spite of orders to the contrary, and sat
by my bedside, and read Pope’s Homer to me Frank had
a violent love of beating me, but wheuever that was super-
seded by any humour or circumstances, he was alnays very
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fond of me, and use to regard me with a strange maxture
of admiration and @ontempt Strange 1t was not, for he
hated books, and loved chmbing, fighting, playmg, and
robbing orchards, to distraction

¢ My Mother relates a story of me, which I repeat here,
because 1t must be reckoned as my first prece of wit —
Duning my fever, I asked why Lady Northcote, our neigh-
bour, did not come and see me My Mother said she was
afiaid of catching the feyer I was piqued, and answered,
¢ Ah'! Mamma' the four Angels round my bed a’n’t afraid
of catching 1t !’ T suppose you know the old prayer —

¢ Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John,
Bless the bed that I lie on f—
Four good Angels round me spread,
I'wo at my feet and two at my head.’

This prayer 1 said mghtly, and most firmly believed the
truth of 1t  Frequently have I, (half-awake and half-
asleep, my body diseased, and fevered by my imagination,)
—seensarmies of ugly things bursting 1n upon me, and these
four Angels keeping them off

“In my next I shall cany on my hfe to my Father's
death “ God bless you, my dear Poole,

% And yow affectionate,
“8S T Corrrrmer "

In a note written 1n after life Mr Colendge speaks of this
peniod of his hife m the following terms

“ Bemg the youngest child, I possibly inherited the
weakly state of health of my Father, who died, at the age of
sixty-two, before I had reached my nmth year, and from
certam jealousies of old Molly, my brother Frank’s dotingly
fond nurse—and 1f ever child by beauty and loveliness de-
served to be doted on, my brother Francis was that child—
and by the wfusion of her jealousies into my brother’s
mind, I was mn earliest childhood huffed away from the en-
joyments of muscular activity 1 play, to take refuge atmy
Mother’s side on my hittle stool, to read my little book, and
to Listen to the talk of my elders I was dnven from life 1n

2 Y



322 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

motion to hfe in thought and sensaion I never played
except by myself, and then only acted over what I had becn
reading or fancying, or half one, half the other, with a stick
cutting down weeds and nettles, as one of the ¢ Seven Cham-
prons of Christendom ’  Alas! I had all the simphaity, all
the doeility of the httle child, but none of the child’s habits

I never thought as a chuld, never had the language of acluld

w -

To Mr Poole
¢ Dear Poorr,

“« ROM October 1779 to 1781 I had ashed my Mo-

ther one evening to cut my cheese entire, so that I
might toast it This was no easy matter, 1t being a crumbly
cheese My Mother however did 1t I went into the gai~
den for something or other, and 1n the mean ttme my bro~
ther Frank minced my cheese, to ¢ disappoint the favour-
nte’ I returned, saw the exploit, and 1n an agony of
passion flew at Frank He pretended to have been senously
hurt by my blow, flung himself on the ground, and there
lay with outstietched ltmbs I hung over him mourning
and 1n a great fright , he leaped up, and with a horse laugh
gave me a severe blow 1n the face I sewed a kmfe, and
was running at him, when my mother came 1n and took me
by the arm I expected a flogging, and, stiugglng from
her, I ran away to a lutle hill or slope, at the bottom of
which the Otter flows, about a mile from Ottery There [
staid , my rage died away, but my obstinacy vanquished my
fears, and taking out & shilhing book, which had at the end
morning and evening prayers, I very devoutly repeated them
—thinking at the same time with a gloomy inward satisfac-
tion—how rmuserable my Mother must be' I distinetly 1e-
member my feelings, when I saw a Mr Vaughan pass ovex
the bridge at about a furlong’s distance, and how I watched
the calves in the hields beyond the river It grew dark, and
1 fell asleep It was towards the end of October, and 1t
pioved a stormy mght I felt the cold in my sleep, and
dreamed that I was pulling the blanket over me, and ac~
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tually pulled over me- a dry thorn-bush which lay on the
ground near me  In my sleep I had rolled from the top of
the lill till within three yards of the river, which flowed by
the unfenced edge of the bottom I awoke several times,
and finding myself wet, and cold, and stiff, closed my eyes
again that I might forget 1t

¢ In the mean ime my Mother waited about half an hour,
expecting my return when the sulks had evaporated I not
returning, she sent into-the churchyard, and round the
town Not found! Several men and all the boys were
sent out to ramble about and seek me In vamm! My
Mother was almost distracted , and at ten o’clock at might I
was c7ed by the cuier in Ottery, and 1n two villages near 1t,
with a 1eward offered for me No one went to bed ,—in-
deed I believe half the town were up all the mght To
return to myself About five 1n the morning, or a httle
after, I was broad awake, and attempted to get up, and
walk, but I could not move I saw the shepherds and
workmen at a distance, and cried, but so famtly, that 1t was
impossible to hear me thirty yards off And there I might
have lam and died ,—for I was now almost given over, the
ponds and even the river, near which I was lyimng, having
been dragged But providentially Sir Stafford Northeote,
who had been out all mght, resolved to make one other
trial, and came so near that he heard me erying  He carried
me 1n his arms for nearly a quarter of a mile, when we met
my father and Sir Stafford Northcote’s servants I remem-
ber, and never shall forget, my Father’s face as he looked
upon me while I lay in the seivant’s arms—so calm, and
the tears stealing down his face, for I was the ehld of his
old age My Mother, as you may suppose, was outrageous
with joy Meantime 1n rushed a young lady, erying out—
¢I hope you'll whip him, Mrs Colendge’ This woman
still lives at Ottery , and neither philosophy nor religion has
been able to conquer the antipathy which I feel towards
her, whenever I see her I was put to bed, and recovered
m a day or so But I was certanly mjured, for I was
weakly and subject to ague for many years after.

‘ My Father—who had so little parental ambitionin him
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that, but for my Mother’s pride and'spirit, he would cer-
tanly have brought up his other sons to trades—had ne-
vertheless resolved that I should be a parson T read
every book that came 1 my way without distnction, and
my Father was fond of me, and used to take me on his knee,
and hold long conversations with me I remember, when
eight years old, walking with him one winter evening from a
farmer’s house, a mile from Ottery, and he then told me
the names of the stars, and how Jupiter was a thousand
times larger than our world, and that the other twinkling
stars were suns that had worlds rolling round them, and
when I came home, he showed me how they rolled round
I heard him with a profound delight and admirauon, but
without the least mixture of wonder or mcredulity For
from my early reading of fairy tales and about genu, and
the like, my mind had been habituated to the Vast, and I
never regarded my senses 1n any way as the criferia of my
behef I regulated all my creeds by my conceptions, not
by my sight, even at that age  Ought children to be per-
mitted to read romances and stories of giants, magicians,
and genn? I know all that has been said againstit, but I
have formed my faith in the affirmative I know no other
way of giving the mind a love of the Great and the Whole
Those who have been led to the same truths step by step,
through the constant testimony of their senses, seem to me
to want a sense which I possess They contemplate no-
thing but parts, and all parts are necessanly little, and the
universe to them 1s but a mass of hittle things It s true,
the mind may become credulous and prone to superstition
by the former method ,~—~but aie not the experimentahsts
ciedulous even to madness 1 beheving any abswidity, ra-
ther than believe the grandest truths, if they have not the
teshmony of then own senses in therr favom? I have
known some who have been rationally educated, as 1t 1s
styled They were marked by a microscopic acuteness , but
when they looked at great things, all became a blank,
and they saw nothing, and demed that anything could be
seen, and uniformly put the negative of a power for the
possession of a power, and called the want of imagmation
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¢ Towards the latt§r end of September 1781, my Father
went to Plymouth with my brother Francis, who was to go
out as midshipman under Admiral Graves, who wasa friend
of my Father’s He settled Frank as he wished, and re-
turned on the 4th of October, 1781 He arrived at Exeter
about six o’clock, and was pressed to take a bed theie by
the friendly family of the Harts, but he refused , and to
avoid then entreaties he told them that he had never been
supeistitious, but that thé mght before he had had a dream,
which had made a deep 1mpression on him  He dreamed
that Death had appeared to him, as he 1s commonly painted,
and had touched him with his dart Well, he retuined
home, and all his fanuly, I excepted, weie up He told
my Mother his dream, but he was 1n lngh health and good
spints, and there was a bowl of punch made, and my Fa-
ther gave 2 long and particular account of his travel, and
that he had placed Frank under a religious Captam, and so
forth At length he went to bed, very well and 1n high
spirits | A short time after he had lain down, he complained
of a pamn 1n his bowels, to which he was subject, from wind
My Mother got him some peppermint water, which he took,
and after a pause, he said, ‘I am much better now, my
dea1'’—and lay down again In a minute my Mother
heard a nowse w lis throat, and spoke to him, but he did
not answei , and she spoke repeatedly mn vam  Her shrek
awaked me, and I said—* Papa 1s dead!” I did not know
my Fathet’s return , but I knew that he was expected How
I came to think of s death, I cannot tell, but so 1t was
Dead he was  Some said 1t was gout 1n the heart ,—~proba-~
bly 1t was a fit of apoplexy He was an Israelite without
guile, simple, generous, and, taking some Seripture texts 1n
therr hiteral sense, he was conscientiously indifferent to the
good and the evil of this world  God love you and

¢« 8, T Corrriperl”

Tie was buried at Ottery on the 10th of October, 1781
¢ 0! that I might so pass away,” said Coleridge, thirty
years afterwards, “1f, ke him, I were an Israelite without
gule! The image of my Father, my 1evered, kind, learned,
simaple-hearted Father 1s a religion to me ”
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At his Father’s death Colendge was nearly mine yearsold
He continued with his Mother at Ottery till the spring of
1782, when he was sent to London to wait the appointed
ume for admission 1mto Christ’s Ilospital, to which a pre-
sentauon had been procured from Mr John Way through
the mfluence of lis father’s old pupil Sir Fiancis Buller
Ten weeks he hived in London with an Uncle, and was en-
teted 1n the books on the 8th of July 1782

A%

To My Poole
“ ROM October 1781 to October 1782  After the
death of my Fathei, we, of course, changed houses,
and I remained with my Mother till the spring of 1782, and
was a day scholar to Paison Warren, my Father’s successor
He was not very deep, I beheve, and I used to delight my
poor Mother by relating hitle nstances of s deficiency
m grammar hnowledge—every detraction from s ments
seeming an oblation to the memory of my Father, especxally
as Warren did certamly pulpitize much better  Somewhere
I think about Apuil 1782, Judge Buller, who had been
educated By my Father, sent for me, having procured a
Chnst's Hospital presentation I accordingly went to Lon-
don, and was received and entertained by my Mother s
brother, Mi Bowdon He was geneious as the air, and a
man of very considerable talents, but he was fond, as otheis
have been, of his bottle  He received me with great affec-
tion, and I staxd ten weeks at his house, during which I went
occasionally to Judge Buller’s My Uncle was very proud of
me, and used to carry me from coffee-house to coffee-house,
and tavern to tavern, where I drank, and talked, and dis-
puted as 1f I had been a man  Nothing was more common
than for a laige party to exclaim 1in my hearing, that I was
a prodigy, and so forth, so that while I remamed at my
Uncle’s, I was most completely spoilt and pampered, both
mind and body
¢ At length the time came, and I donned the blue coat
and yellow stockings, and was sent down to Hertford, a town
twenty miles from London, where there are about three hun-
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happy on the whole,Yor I had plenty to eat and drink, and
we had pudding and vegetables almost every day I remamed
there six weehs, and then was drafted up to the great school 1n
London, where I arnved m September, 1782, and was placed
1n the second ward, then called Jefferies’ Ward, and 1 the Un
der Grammar School There are twelve wards, or dormatories,
of unequal sizes, beside the sick ward, in the great school,
and they contained altogether seven hundred boys, of whom
I think nearly one-third*were the sons of cleigymen Thele
are five schools,——mathematical, grammar, drawing, reading,
and wnting—all very large bwldings When a boy 1s ad-
mitted, if he reads very badly, he 15 either sent to Hertford,
or to the reading school Boys are admissible from seven
to twelve yeais of age' If he learns to read tolerably well
before nine, he 1s drafted nto the Lower Grammar School,
if not, into the Writing School, as having given proof of un-
fitness for classical studies  If, befoie he 1s eleven, he chmbs
up to the first form of the Lower Grammar School, ke 1s
dhafted 1nto the Head Grammar School  If not, at eleven
years of age, he 1s sent into the Wnting School, where he
continues till fourteen or fifteen, and 1s then erther appren-
ticed or articled as a clerk, or whatever else his turn of mind
or of fortune shall have provided for im Two or thiee
times a year the Mathematical Master beats up for 1ecruits
for the King’s boys, as they are called, and all, who hike
the navy, are drafted into the Mathemaucal and Drawing
Schools, whete they continue till sixteen or seventeen years
of age, and go out as midshipmen, and schoolmasters in the
Navy The boys who aie drafted nto the Head Grammar
School, remain there tifl thirteen, and then, if not chosen
for the Umiversity, go into the Writing School

¢ Lach dormitory has a nuise or matron, and there 1s a
head matron to supermntend all these nurses The boys
weie, when I was admitted, under excessive subordination
to each other according to rank 1n school, and every ward
was governed by four Momtors,—appointed by the Steward,
who was the supreme goveinour out of school—our temporal
lord,—and by four Markers, who wore silver medals, and
were appomted by the Head Grammar Master, who was our
supreme spintual lord  The samne boys were commonly both
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Monitors and Markets We 1ead m c asses on Sundays to
ow Maikers, and were catechised by them, and under their
sole authonty during prayers, &c¢  All other authonty was
m the Momtors, but, as I said, the same boys were ordina-
rily both the one and the other  Our diet was very scanty

Every morning a bit of dry bread and some bad small beer

Every evening a larger prece of bread, and cheese or butter,
whichever we iked  For dinner,—on Sunday, boiled beef
and broth , Monday, bread and butter, and milk and water,
Tuesday, roast mutton, Wednesday, bread and butter, and
rice mlk , Thursday, boiled beef and broth, Friday, botled
mutton and broth, Saturday, bread and butter, and pease-
porridge  Our food was portioned , and, excepting on W ed-
nesdays, I neverhad a belly full Ourappetites weredamped,
never satisfied, and we had no vegetables ”

“8 T CoLErIpGE”

“ O' what a change'”” he wntes in another note , * de-
pressed, mopng, friendless, poor orphan, half starved, at
that time the portion of food to the Blue-coats was éruelly
insufficient for those who had no friends to supply them ”
And he afterwards says —¢ When I was first plucked up
and transplanted from my buth-place and family, at the
death of my dear Father, whose revered 1mage has ever sui-
vived 10 my mind to make me know what the emotions and
affections of 2 son are, and how 1l a father’s place 1s likely
to be supplied by any other relation, Providence, (it has
often occuried to me,) gave me the fiist timation that 1t
was my lot, and that 1t was best for me, to make or find my
way of hife a detached mmdividual, a terre filaus, who was to
ask love or service of no one on any more spectfic relation
than that of bemng a man, and as such to take my chance
for the free chanties of humanity ”

Colenidge continued eight years at Christ’s Hospital It
was a very curious and impostant part of his hife, giving him
Bowyer for his teacher, and Lamb for his friend ' Nume-
rous retrospective notices by himself and others exist of this

! [See note at the end of the chapter & C]
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period, but none of his really boyish letters have been pre~
served The exquisite Essay intituled, “ Chnist’s Hospital
five and thirty years ago,® by Lamb, 1s principally founded
on that delightful writer'’s recollections of the boy Cole-
ridge, and that boy’s own subsequent descriptions of his
school days  Colendge 1s Lamb’s “ poor friendless boy "—
¢ My parents and those who should care for me, were far
away Those few acquaintances of theirs, which they could
reckon upon being kind ‘o me 1n the great city, after a httle
forced notice, which they had the grace to take of me on my
hirst arrival 1 town, soon grew tued of my hohday wisits
They seemed to them to recur too often, though I thought
them few enough, and, one after another, they all famled
me, and I felt myself alone among six hundied playmates
O the cruelty of separating a poor lad from his early home-
stead! The yearnings which I used to have toward 1t 1n those
unfledged years' How, n my dreams would my native
town, far in the west, come back with its church, its trees,
and faces! How I would wake weeping, and 1 the anguish
of my Reart exclaim upon sweet Calne in Waltshire 17

Yet 1t must not be supposed that Coleridge was an un-
happy boy He was naturally of a joyous temperament,
and i one amusement, swimming, he excelled and took
singular dehght Indeed he beheved, and probably with
tiuth, that his health was seriously injured by his excess
m bathing, coupled with such tricks as swimming across
the New Raver 1n his clothes, and drying them on his back,
and the Iike But reading was a perpetual feast to him
“ From eight to fourteen,” he wrntes, * I was a playless
day-dreamer, a helluo Librorum, my appetite for which
was 1ndulged by a singular incident a stranger, who was
struck by my conversation, made me free of a circulating
library 1n King Street, Cheapside "’—¢ Here,”" he proceeds,
1 read through the catalogue, folios and all, whether I
understood them, or did not understand them, running all
nisks 1 skulking out to get the two volumes which I was
entitled to have dally  Conceive what I must have been at

2 Prose Works II p 26
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fourteen, I was 1n a continual low feser My whole being
was, with eyes closed to every object of present sense, to
crumple myself up m a sunny corner, and 1ead, read, read,
—fancy myself on Robmson Crusoe’s island, finding a
mountain of plum-cake, and eating a room for myself, and
then eating 1t into the shapes of tables and chairs—hunger
and fancy '"—* My talents and superiority,” he continues,
“made me for ever at the head m my routine of study,
though utterly without the desire te be so, without a spak
of ambition , and as to emulation, 1t had no meanmg for
me, but the difference between me and my form-fellows,
1n our lessons and exercises, bore no proportion to the mea-
sureless difference between me and them 1 the wide, wild,
wilderness of useless, unarranged book knowledge and book
thoughts Thank Heaven! 1t was not the age for getting
up prodigies, but at twelve or fourteen I should have made
as pretty a juvenile prodigy as was ever emasculated and
rumned byfond and 1dle wonderment Thank Heaven'! I was
flogged instead of being flattered  However, as I cimbed
up the school, my lot was somewhat alleviated ”

 Christ’s Hospital gave um Lamb for his friend,” p 331

A few particulars of this “most remarkable and amable
man,” the well known author of Essays by Eha, Rosamund
Gray, Poems, and other works, will interest most readers of
the Biographia

He was born on the 18th of February, 1775, in the Inner
Temple, died 27th December, 1834, about five months after
his friend Coleridge, who continued 1n habits of intimacy with
him from therr first acquantance till his death in July of the
same year In “one of the most exqusite of all the Essays of
Eha,” The Old Benchers of the Muddle Temple, (Works, vol
II p 188) Lamb has given the characters of hus father, and of
his father’s master, Samuel Salt The few touches descriptive
of this gentleman’s ‘“unrelenting bachelorhood”—which ap-
pears in the sequel to have been a persistent mourner-hood—
and the forty years’ hopeless passion of mld Susan P —which
very permanence redeems and almost digmfies, 1s 1 the aa-
thor’s sweetest vein of mingled humour and pathos, wherein
the latter, as the stronger ingredient, predominates
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Mr Lamb never marred, for, as 1s recorded in the Memoir
“ on the death of his parents, he felt himself called upon by
duty to repay to lus sister? the solicitude with which she had
watched over hus mfancy 1o her, from the age of tw enty-one,
he devoted his existence, seehing thenceforth no connection
which could interfere with her supremacv i his affections, or
impair his ability to sustain and to comfort her > Mr Cole-
ndge speaks of Miss Lamb, to whom he contmued greatly at-
tached, 1n these verses, addressed to her biother

“ Cheenly, dear Charles !
Thou thy best friend shalt cherssh many a year,
Such warm presages feel I of high hope!
For not unminterested the dear maid
1've viewed—her soul affectionate yet wise,
Her polished wit as mild as lambent gloues
That play around a samted wnfant s head ”

(See the single volume of Coleridge’s Poems, p 28 )

Mr Lamb has himself descuibed his dear and only sister,
whose proper name 1s Mary Anne, under the title of * Cousin
Brndget,” in the Essay called Mackery End, a contmuation
of that entitled My Relatzons, m which he has drawn the
portrait of Ilus elder brother ¢ Bridget Ela,” so he com-
mences the former, * has been my househceper for many a
long year I have obligations to Bmdget, extending beyond
the period of memory We house together, old bachelor and
maid, 1 a sort of double singleness with such tolerable com
fort upon the whole, that 1, for one, ind 1 myself no soit of
disposition to go out upon the mountamns, with the rash hing s
offspring, to bewail, my celibacy ”—(Works,vol IT p 171 )
He describes her imtellectual tastes m this essay, but does not
refer to her literary abihties She wiote Mrs Leicester’s
School, which Mr C used warmly to prame for delicacy of
taste and tenderness of feehng

Miss Lamb still survives, i the words of Mr Talfourd, * to
mourn the severance of a hife long association, as free from every

3« Aword
Timidly uttered, for she lLiwes, the meeh,
The self restraining, the ever hnd ”
From Mr Wordsworth’s memorial poem to her brother
PWYVp 333
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alloy of selfishness, as remarhable for moral beauty, as this
world ever witnessed i brother and sister ¥ I have felt de-
<ious to place 1n relief, as far as might be, such an interesting
union—to show how blest a fraternal marmage may be, and
what sufficient helpmates a brother and sister have been to each
other Marnages of this hand would perhaps be more frequent
but for the want of some pledge or sohd wairanty of contnu
ance equivalent to that which nvets wedlock between husband
and wife Without the vow and the bond, formal or virtual,
no society, fiom the least to the gx"‘eatest, will hold together
Many persons are so constituted that they cannot feel rest or
satisfaction of spint without a single supreme ohject of tender
affection, in whose heart they are conscious of holding a hke
supremacy,—who has common hopes, loves, and interests with
themselves ~ Wiathout this the breezes do not refresh nor the
sunbeams gladden them A share 1n ever so many kind
bearts does not suffice to their happiness, they must have the
whole of one, as no one else has anv part of 1t, whatever love
of another kind that heart may still 1esexve for others  Ihere
1s no reason whv a brother and sister might not be to each
other this second-selt—this dearer half-—though suchran at-
tachment 15 beyond mere fraternal love and must have some-
thing 1n 1t “ of choice and election,” superadded to the natural
tie but 1t 1s seldom found to exist, because the durable cement
18 wanfing—the sense of security and permanence, without
which the body of affection cannot be consohdated, nor the
heart commat atself to its whole capacity of emotion I believe
that many a brother and sister spend their days in uncongenial
wedlock, or 1n a restless famntly expectant-singlehood, who
might form a “ comfortable couple” could, they but make up
their minds early to take each other for better for worse

Two other poems of Mr C besides the one mn which his
sister 1s mentioned, are addressed to Mi Lamb—Thw Lime-
t1 ee bower my Prison, and the hues T'o a Friend, who had declared
his wntention of writing no more Poetry (Poetical Works, 1
p 201 & p 205) In a letter tothe author, (Letters,I p 150 )
T amb inveighs agamst the soft epithet apphied to him mn the
first of these  He hoped his * vutues had done suching”—and
declared such praise fit only to be a * cordial to some green
sick sonnetteer ”

Yes! they wande: on
In gladness all, but thou, methinks, most glad,
My gentle-hearted Charles! for thou hast pined
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And hungered 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

In the next poem he 1s called “wild-eyed boy ” Thetwoepi-
thets, ““wild-eyed” and * gentle heaited,” will recall Charles
Lamb to the minds of all who knew him personally  Mr lal-
fourd seems to think that the special dehght in the country,
ascribed to him by my fatl er, was a distinction scarcely mented
I rather mmagine that his indifference to 1t was a sort of * moch
apparel” m which 1t was his humour at times to mvest himself,
I have been told that, when visiting the Lakes, he took as
much dehght 1n the natural beauties of the region as might be
expected from a man of lus taste and sensibility *

Mr Colenidge’s expression, recorded in the Table Talk,
that he *“looked on the degraded men.and things around
him hihe moonshine on a dunghll, that shines and takes no
pollution,” partly alludes to that tolerance of moral evil, both
1 men and books, which was so much remarked m Charles
Lamb, and was, 11 so good a man, really remarhable His to-
leration of 1t 1n books 1s conspicuous 1n the view he takes of
the writings of Congreve and Wycherley, m Ins essay on the
artificial comedv of the last century, (Worhs, vol II p 322)
and 1n many of his other hiterary crticisms His toleration of
1t 1o men—at least his faculty of merging some hinds and de-
grees of 1t 1n concomitant good, or even beholding certan er-
rours 1ather as objects of nterest, or of a meditative pity and
tenderness, than of pue aversion and condemnation, Mr
Talfourd has feelingly descuibed in s Memair, (vol II p
826 9) “Not only to opposite opinions,” he says, ** and devious
habits of thought was Lamb indulgent, he discoveied the
soul of goodness 1 things evil so vivadly, that the surrounding
evil disappeared from his mental vision 1 Ins charactertstic
of his mind 18 not to be identified wath the i1dolizing propensity
common to many ardent and 1maginative spirsts  He * not only
loved hus friends 1o spite of their errors,” as Mr [alfourd ob-

4 « Thou wert a scorner of the field, my Friend,
But more 1 show than truth ”
From Mr W ’s poem To a good man of most dear memory,
quoted 1n p 331
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serves, “but loved them, errors and all,” which implies that
Le was not unconscious of their existence  He saw the failings
as planly as any one else, nay, fixed s gentle but discerning
eye upon them, whereas the 1dohzeis behold certan objects
m a bedarhening blaze of hight, or rather of hght confound-
ag brightness, the multiphied and heightened reflection of
whatever 1s best 1 them, to the obscurity or transmutation
ot all their defects Whence 1t necessanly follows that the
world presents 1tself to their eyes divaded, hike a chess-boaid,
mto black and white compartments—a moral and mntellectual
chequer-work not that they love to make darkness, but that
they luxuriate too eagerly in ight and then * over-muchness”
toward some men involves an over littleness towards others,
whom they 1nvoluntanly contzast, 1n all their poor and peccant
reality, with gorgeous ideahsms  ihe larger half of manbkind
15 enled for them 1uto a hemusphere of shadow, as dim, cold,
and negative as the unht portion of the ciescent moon Lamb s
general tendency, though he too could warmly adnure, was
a different direction, he was ever introduung streahs and
gleams of light wto daihness, rather than drowning certain ob
jects m floods of 1t, and this, I think, proceeded 1 him from
indulgence toward human nature rather than from mdifference
to enil  To s friend the disposition to exalt and glonfy co

easted, 1n a very remarkable manner, with a power of severe
analysis of character and poignant exhibition of it,—a power
which few possess without exercising it some time or other to
their own sotrow and mjury The consequence to Mr Colendge
was that he sometimes seemed untrue to himself, when he
had but brought forward, one after another, perfectly 1eal and
<1 1cere moods of his mind

In his fine poem commemorating the deaths of several poets,

Mr Wordsworth thus joins my tather s name with that of Ins
almost hfe-long friend

Nor has the rolling year twice measured,
Fiom sign to «ign, 1ts steadfast course,
Since every mortal power of Coleridge
Was frozen atits marvellous source ,

Ihe 1apt One of the godlike forehead,

T he heaven-eyed creature sleeps in eaith,

And Lamb, the frolic and the gentle,

Has vanished from hus lonely hearth s C
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9
CHAPTER II

[1791 to 1795 ]

 Come back into memory, like as thou we1t in the day spring
of thy fancies, with Hope hke a fiery column before thee—
the dark pillar not yet twned—Samuel Taylor Colendge—
Logician, Metaphysizian, Bard '—"

“« S T COLERIDGE entered at Jesus College, Cam-

¢ bridge, the 5th of February, 1791 He gained
Sir Wiliam Brown’s gold medal for the Greek Ode i the
summer of that year It was on the Slave Trade The
poetic force and originality of this Ode were, as he said
himself, much beyond the language 1n which they weie
conveyed In the winter of 1792-3 he stood for the Uni-
versity (Craven) Scholarship with Dr Keate, the late
head-master of Eton, Mr Bethell (of Yorkshire) and Bi-
shop Butler, who was the successful candidate In 1793
he wrote without success for the Greek Ode on Astronomy,
the prize for which was gamed by Dr Keate The on-
gmal 1s not known to exist, but the reader may see whatis
probably a very fiee version of 1t by Mr Southeyn his
Minor Poems (Poetwcal Works, Vol II p 170) “Cole-
ridge”—says a schoolfellow of his who followed him to
Cambridge 1 1792, ¢ was very studious, but his reading
was desultory and capricrous 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, us room, (the ground-floor room on the right hand
of the staircase facing the gieat gate,) was a constant ren-
dezvous of conversation-loving friends I will not call
them loungers, for they did not call to kill time, but to enjoy
1t What evenings have I spent in those rooms' What
hittle suppers, or sizings, as they were called, have I enjoyed,
when schylus, and Plato, and Thucydides were pushed
aside, with a pile of lexicons and the like, to discuss the
pamphlets of we day Lver and anon a pamphlet 1ssued
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from the pen of Burke There was no need of having the
book before us,—Coleridge had reac1t in the morning, and
1 the evenung he would repeat whole pages ver batun "—
College Remunscences, Gentlemanw’s Mag Dec 1834

In May and June, 1793, Fiend’s tmal took place in the
Vice-Chancellor’s Couit, and in the Court of Delegates, at
Cambridge  Frend was a Fellow of Jesus, and a shght ac-
quamtance had existed between him and Coleridge, who
however soon became his partizan, Mr C used to 1elate
a remarkable imcident, which 1s thus preserved by Mr Gill-
man —¢ The trial was observed by Colendge to be going
against Frend, when some observation o1 speech was made
n his favour,—a dying hope thiown out, as 1t appeared, to
Colenidge, who 1n the mmdst of the Senate House whilst
sitting on one of the benches, extended his hands and clap-
ped them The Proctorin a loud voice demanded who had
commutted this indecorum  Silence ensued  The Proctor,
1n an elevated tone, said to a young man sitting near Cole-
ridge, “’Twas you, Sir!” The reply was as prompt as
the accusation, for, immediately holding out the stump of
his right arm, 1t appeared that he had lost his hand ,—1
would, Sir,” said he, “that I had the power'!” That no
mnocent person should meur blame, Coleridge went duectly
afterwaids 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 nairow es-
cape!”—(Lofeof S T C I p 55)

Coletidge passed the summer of 1793 at Ottery,and whilst
there wrote his Songs of the Piries,(Poetical Works,L p 13 )
and some other little prieces  He retuined to Cambridge in
October, but, in the following month, 1n a moment of de-
spondency and vexation of spirit, occasioned principally by
some debts not amounting to 100/ he suddenly left his col-
lege and went to London In a few days he was reduced
to want, and observing a 1ecrwmiting advertisement he re-
solved to get bread and overcome a prejudice at the same
time by becoming a soldier He accordingly applied to
the serjeant, and after some delay was marched down to
Reading, where he regularly enhsted as a private 1 the
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15th Light Dragoons on the 3d of Decembei, 1793 1le
kept hiy 1ntials undar the names of Silas Titus Comber-
backe I sometimes,” he wiites 1n a letter, ““compare
my own life with that of Steele, (yet O' how unlike V)—
led to this from having myself also for a brief time borne
arms, and wntten © private’ after my name, or rather ano-
ther name, for, bemng at a loss when suddenly asked my
name, I answered Cumberback,and venly my habits were so
Iittle equestrian, that my horse, I doubt not, was of that
opmion ”  Colendge contmmued four months a hght dra-
goon, during which time he saw and suffered much He
rode s horse ill, and groomed him worse, but he made
amends by nursing the sick, and writing letters for the
sound His education was detected by one of lis officers,
Captain Nathaniel Ogle, who observed the words,—Eheu /
quam nfortum muserrimum  est fuisse felicem !—freshly
written 1n pereil on the stable-wall or door, and ascertained
that Comberbacke was the writer But the termination of
his military career was brought about by a chance recogmi-
tion 1nsthe street his family was apprized of his situation,
and after some difficulty he was duly discharged on the
10th of April, 1794, at Hounslow

Colendge now returned to Cambridge, and remamed
there till the commencement of the summer vacation  But
the adventures of the preceding six months had broken the
continuity of his academic hife, and given birth to new views
of future exettion  His acquaintance with Frend had ma-
tenally contributed to his adoption of the system called
Unitaizanism, which he now openly professed, and this
alone made 1t imperative on s conscience to decline avail-
1ng himself of any advantages dependent on his enterng
mto holy orders, or subsenbing the Articles of the English
Church  He lived, nevertheless, to see and renounce his
error, and to leave on record his deep and solemn fath in
the cathohic doctrme of Trinal Unity, and the Redemption
of man through the sacrifice of Chnst, both God and Man
Indeed lus Unitamamsm, such as it was, was not of the
ordinary quality I can truly say”—were Coleridge’s
words 1. after life—¢ that I never falsified the Scripture

2 z
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I always told the Umtarians that their interpretations of the
Senpture were 1ntolerable upon anf principles of sound
criticism , and that if they were to offer to constiue the
will of a neighbour as they did that of their Maker, they
would be scouted out of society I said then planly and
openly that 1t was clear enough that John and Paul were
not Umitarians  But at that time I had a strong sense of
the repugnancy of the doctiine of vicarious atonement to
the moral bemng, and I thought pothing could counterba-
lance that ¢What care I, I sa.d, ‘for the Platomsms
of John, or the Rabbimsms of Paul ?——My conscience 1e-
volts!” That was the ground of my Umtarianism ” (Table
Talk, p 305, 2d edition )

At the commencement of the Long Vacation, in Tune,
1794, Colendge went to Oaford on a visit to an old school-
fellow, intending probably to proceed afterwards to his mo-
ther at Ottery But an accidental mtroduction to Robert
Southey, then an under-graduate at Balliol College, first de-
layed, and ultimately prevented, the completion of this de-
s1gn, and became, 1n 1its consequences, the hinge or which
a large part of Colenidge’s after hfe was destined to turn
Upon the present occasion, however, he left Oxford with an
acquaintance, Mr Hucks, for a pedestrian tour in Wales
Two other friends, Brookes and Berdmore, jomned them m
the course of their ramble, and at Caernarvon Mr Cole-
rdge wrote the following letter to Mr Masters, of Jesus
College

‘ DEAR MASTERS, July 22d, 1794
« JIROM Oxford to Gloucester,* to Ross,* to Hereford,

to Leominster, to Bishop’s Castle,? to Montgomery,
to Welshpool, Llanvelling,* Llangunnog, Bala,* Druid

* It 18 to thus tour that he refers m the Table Talk, p 83 —
« T tooh the thought of g1umning for joy m that poem, (1he An-
aent Marmer,) from my companion (Berdmore’s) remark to
me, when we had chmbed to the top of Penmaenmaur, and were
nearly dead with thirst We could not speak from the con-
striction, till we found a httle puddle under a stone He said
to we,— Y ou gnaned hike an 1diot ’ He had done the same ”
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House,® Llangolhn, Wrexham,** Ruthin, Denbigh,* St
Asaph, Holywell,* Rudland, Abergeley,” Aberconway,*
Abber,* over a ferry to Beaumaris* (Anglesea), Amlock,*
Copper Mines, Gwindu, Moeldon, over a ferry to Caernar-
von, have I journeyed, now philosophizing with hacks, now
melancholizing by myself, or else mdulging those day-
dreams of fancy, that make realities more gloomy To
whatever place I have affixed the mark *, there we slept.
The first part of our tour was ntensely hot—the roads, white
and dazzhing, seemed to undulate with heat—and the coun-
try, bare and unhedged, presented nothing but stone fences,
dreary to the eye and scorching to the touch At Ross we
took up our quarters at the King’s Arms, once the house of
Mr Kyle, the celebiated Man of Ross  Igave the window-
shutter a few verses, which I shall add to the end of the
letter The walk fiom Llangunnog to Bala over the moun-
tains was most wild and romantic , there are immense and
rugged clefts 1w the mountains, which 1n winter must form
cataracts most tremendous, now there 1s just enough sun-
ghtterthg water dashed down over them to soothe, not dis-
turb the ear I chmbed up a precipice on which was a
large thorn-tree, and slept by the side of one of them near
two hours

At Bala I was appiechensive that I had caught the itch
from a Welsh democrat, who was charmed with my senti-
ments, he bruised my hand with a grasp of ardour, and I
trembled lest some discontented citizens of the amumaleular
republic might have emigrated  Shortly after, in came a
clergyman well dressed, and with him four other gentle-
men I was asked for a publc character, I gave Dr
Priestley The clergyman whispered his neighbour, who
1t seems 1s the apothecary of the parish—* Republicans!”
Accordingly when the doctor, as they call apothecaries, was
to have given a name, “I gives a sentiment, gemmen! May
all republicans be gulloteened '” Up starts the democrat,
«May all fools be gulloteened, and then you will be the
first!””  Fool, rogue, traitor, har, &c flew 1 each other’s
faces 1n haistorms of vociferation  This 13 nmothang 1n
Wales—they make 1t necessary vent-holes for the sulphure-
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ous fumes of thewr temper! I endeavoured to calm the
tempest by observing that however ifferent our political
opmions mught be, the appearance of a clergyman assured
me that we weie all Chiustians, though I found 1t rather
difficult to reconcile the last sentiment with the spmt of
Chustianity'  “Pho'” quoth the clergyman, Chrs-
tiamty ! Why we a’nt at church now, are we? The gen-
tleman’s sentiment was a very good one, because 1t shows
him to be sincere in his principles ¥ Welsh politics, how-
ever, could not prevail over Welsh hospitality, they all
shoob hands with me, (except the parson,) and said I was
an open-speaking, honest-hearted fellow, though I was a bit
of a demociat

¢ On our road from Bala to Drwd House, we met
Brookes and Berdmore Our nval pedestiians, a Gemm
of Powells, were vigorously marching onwaid, m a post-
chaise! Beirdmoie had been 1ll. We were not a httle glad
to see each other Llangollen 1s a village most romantically
situated , but the weather was so itensely hot that we saw
only what was to be admired—we could not admire”

“ At Wrexham the tower 1s most magnmificent, and m
the church 1s a white marble monument of Lady Middleton,
superior, mea quidem sententia, to any thing m Westminster
Abbey It had entutely escaped my memory, that Wrex-
ham was the residence of a Miss E Evans, a young lady
with whom 1n happier days I had been m habits of fraternal
correspondence , she lives with her grandmother As I was
standing at the window of the mnn, she passed by, and with
her, to my utte: astomshment, her sister, Mary Evans, quam
afflictum et perdite amabam,—yea, even to angush  They
both started, and gave a short cry, almost a famt shuek, I
sickened, and well migh famted, but mstantly retired Had
I appeared to recognise her, my forttude would not have
supported me ~

Vwoit, sed make non vivit—nova fo1te marita
Ah, dolor ! alterius nunc a cervice pependut
Vos, malefida valete accense msomnza mentus,
Lattora amata valete , vale ah ! formosa Murie
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Hucks informed me that the two sisters walked by the win~
dow four or five imbs, as if anxiously. Doubtless they
think themselves deceived by some face strikingly lke
me God bless her! Her mmage 1s in the sanctuary of
my bosom, and never can 1t be torn from thence, but by the
strings that grapple my heart to lifel This crrcumstance
made me quite1ll I had been wandering among the wild-
wood scenery and terrible graces of the Welsh mountamns
to wear away, not to revive, the images of the past,—but
love 15 a local angwish, I am fifty miles distant, and am
not half so miserable

¢ At Denbigh 1s the finest ruined castle 1n the kingdom ,
1t surpassed everything I could have conceived I wan-
dered there two hours 1n a still evening, feeding upon me-
lancholy Two well dressed young men were roaming
there  “I will play my flute here,” said the first, “1t will
have a romantic effect ” ¢ Bless thee, man of genws and
sensibility,” I silently exclaimed He sate down amid the
most awful part of the rums, the moon just began to make
her rajs predominant over the hngering dayhght, I pre-
attuned my feelings to emotion ,—and the romantic youth
mstantly struck up the sadly pleasing tunes of Miss Carey—
The British Lion 1s my sign—4 roas ing trade I drive on, &c

¢ Three miles from Denbigh, on the road to St Asaph,
18 a fine bndge with one arch of gieat, great grandeur
Stand at a little distance, and through 1t you see the woods
waving on the hill-bank of the nver 1n a most lovely point
of view A beautiful prospect 1s always moie picturesque
when seen at some little distance through an arch I have
frequently thought of Michael Taylor's way of viewing a
landscape between his thighs Under the arch was the
most perfect echo I ever heard  Hucks sang Sweez Echo
with great effect

At Holywell I bathed 1n the famous St Wimfred’s Well
1t 1s an excellent cold bath At Rudland 1s a fine ruimned
castle  Abergeley 1s a large village on the sea-coast
Walking on the sea sands I was surpnsed to see a number
of fine women bathing promiscuously with men and boys
perfectly naked Doubtless the citadels of thewr chastity
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are so 1mpregnably strong, that they need not the ornamen-
tal bulwarks of medesty, but, seriously speaking, where
sexual distinctions are least observed, men and women hve
together 1n the greatest punity  Concealment sets the ima-
gimation a-working, and as 1t were cantharadizes our desires
¢ Just before I quitted Cambridge, I meta countryman
with a stiange walking-stick, five feet m length I eagerly
bought 1t, and a most farithful servant it has proved to me
My sudden affection for 1t has mellowed 1nto settled friend-
ship  On the morning of our leaving Abergeley, just be-
fore ow final departure, I looked for my stick m the place
i which I had left 1t over might It was gone I alarmed
the house, no one knew any thing of 1t  In the flurry of
anxiety I sent for the Crier of the town, and gave him the
following to cry about the town and the beach, which he
did with a gravity for which I am indebted to his stapidity

“ ¢ Missing from the Bee Inn, Abergeley, a curious walk-
mg-stick  On one side 1t displays the head of an eagle, the
eyes of which represent msing suns, and the ears Turkish
crescents, on the other side 1s the portrait of the owner n
wood-work  Beneath the head of the eagle 1s a Welsh
wig, and around the neck of the stick 1s 2 Queen Elizabeth’s
ruff in in~ All down 1t waves the line of beauty m very
ugly caiving  If any gentleman (or lady) has fallen in love
with the above described stick, and secretly carried off the
same, he (or she) 18 hereby earnestly admomshed to conquer
a passion, the continuance of which must prove fatal to his
(or her) honesty And if the said stick has slipped mto
such gentleman’s (or lady’s) hand through inadvertence, he
(or she) 1s required to rectify the mistake with all conveni-
ent speed  God save the king’

“ Abergeley 1s a fashionable Welsh watering place, and
so singular a proclamation excited no small crowd on the
beach, among the rest a lame old gentleman, in whose
hands was descried my dear stick The old gentleman,
who lodged at our inn, felt great confusion, and walked
homewaxds, the solemn Cuier before him, and a various ca-
valcade behind mm I kept the muscles of my face m to-
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borrowing my stick, supposed he should have returned
before I had wanted &, & &c Thus 1t ended, except that
a very handsome young lady put her head out of a coach-
window, and begged my permission to have the bill which
I had dehvered to the Crier I acceded to the request with
a comphment, that highted up a blush on her cheek, and a
smile on her hp

“We passed over a feny to Aberconway We had
scarcely left the boat ere we descried Brookes and Berd-
more, with whom we have jomed parties, nor do we mean
to separate  Our tour through Anglesea to Caernarvon has
been repaid by scarcely one object worth seemng  To-morrow
we visit Snowdon  Brookes, Berdmore, and myself, at the
mmminent hazard of our hves, scaled the very summit of
Penmaenmaur It was a most dreadful expedition I will
give you the account mn some future letter

¢ I sent for Bowles’s Works while at Oxford How was
I shocked! Every omussion and every alteration disgusted
taste, and mangled sensibility  Surely some Oxford toad
had been squatting at the poet’s ear, and spitting 1nto 1t
the cold venom of dulness It 1s not Bowles, he 1s still
the same, (the added poems will prove 1t) descnptwe, dig-
rified, tender, sublime The sonnets added are exquisite
Abba Thule has marked beauties, and the little poem at
Southampton 18 a dlamond, 1 whatever light you place 1t,
1t reflects beauty and splendour The ¢Shakespeare’ 1s
sadly unequal to the rest Yet in whose poems, except those
of Bowles, would 1t not have been excellent? Darect to me,
to be left at the Post Office, Bristol, and tell me everything
about yourself, how you have spent the vacation, &ec

¢ Believe me, with gratitude and fraternal friendship,

Your obhiged
¢S T Corerrpee”

On hus return from this excursion Colendge went, by ap-
pomtment, to Bristol for the purpose of meeting Southey,
whose person and conversation had excited 1n him the most
lively admiration  This was at the end of August or be-
gnning of September  Southey, whose mother then lived
at Bath, came over to Bristol accordingly to receive s new



344 BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA

friend, who had left as deep an 1mpression on him, and n
that aity introduced Coleridge to Robeit Lovell, a young
Quaker, then recently marred to Mary Fricker, and residing
o the Old Market  After a short stay at Bristol, where he
first saw Sarah Fricker, Mrs Lovell’s elder sister, Coleridge
accompanied Southey on his return to Bath  There he 1e-
mained for some weeks, prneipally engaged 1n making love,
and . maturing, with s friend, the plan, which he had
for some time chetished, of a social community to be esta-
blished 1n America upon what he termed a pantisocratical
basis The following letter written at this time by Cole-
ndge to Mr Charles Heath, of Monmouth, 1s a curious
evidence of his earnestness upon this subject —

¢ SIR,
“ YOUR brother has introduced my name to you, I
shall therefore offer no apology for this letter A
small but liberalized party have formed a scheme of emigra-~
tion on the principles of an abolition of individual property
Of their political creed, and the arguments by which they
support and elucidate 1t they are preparing a few copres—
not as meaning to publish them, but for private distribution
In this work they will have endeavouied to prove the exclu~
sive justice of the system and 1ts practicability, nor will
they have omitted to sketch out the code of contracts neces-
sary for the internal regulation of the Society, all of which
will of course be submutted to the improvements and appro-
bation of each component member As soonas the work 1s
printed, one or more copies shall be transmitted to you
Of the characters of the mdividuals who compose the party
I find 1t embarrassing to speak, yet, vamty apart, I may
assert with truth that they have each a sufficient strength of
head to make the virtues of the heart respectable, and that
they are all highly charged with that enthusiasm which re-
sults from strong perceptions of moral rectitude, called mto
hife and action by ardent feelngs With regard to pecu~
niary matters it 15 found necessary, 1f twelve men with their
families emigrate on this system, that £2,000 should be the
aggregate of their contributions—but wnfer not from hence
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that each man’s guote1s to be settled with the httleness of
arithmetical accuracy No, all will strain every nerve,
and then, I trust, the surplus money of some will supply
the deficiencies of others The munutiz of topographical
information we are daily endeavouring to acquire , at present
our plan 1, to settle at a distance, but at a convement dis-
tance, from Cooper’s Town on the banks of the Susque-
hanna  This, however, will be the object of future nvesti-
gation For the time ol emigration we have fixed on next
March  In the course of the winter those of us whose
bodies, from habits of sedentary study or academic indo-
lence, have not acquired their full tone and strength, intend
to learn the theoiy and practice of agriculture and car-
pentry, according as situation and circumstances make one
or the other convement Your fellow Citizen,
“8 T Corerince ”

The members of the society at that time were Coleridge
himself, Southey, Lovell, and George Burnet, a Somersetshire
youth dnd fellow collegian with Southey =~ Toward the be~
ginning of September, Colenidge left Bath and went, for the
last time, as a student, to Cambndge, apparently with the
view of taking lus degree of B A after the ensuing Chust-
mas Here he published The Fall of Robesperre (Lat
Remans I p 1 )of which the first act was written by him-
self, and the second and third by Mr Southey, and the par-
ticulars of the onigin and authorship of which may be found
stated 1 an extract fiom a letter of Mr Southey’s there
printed  The dedication to Mr Martin 1s dated at Jesus
College, 22nd of September, 1794

In January, 1795, he was to return—and then with Spring
breezes to repair to the banks of the Susquehanna ! But his
fate withstood ,—he took no degree, nor ever crossed the
Atlantiec  Michaelmas Term 1794 was the last he kept at
Cambridge, the vacation following was passed 1n London
with Charles Lamb, and m the beginning of 1795 he re-
turned with Southey to Bnstol, and there commenced man

The whole spung and summer of this year he devoted to
public Lectures at Bristol, making 1 the wtervals several
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excursions 1in Somersetshire, one memorial of which remains
n the Lanes composed whele clunbing Brochley Combe (Poet

Works I p 70) It was n one of these excursions that
Mr Colenidge and Mr Wordsworth first met at the house
of Mr Pinney The first six of those Iectures constituted
a course presenting a comparative view of the Civil War
under Charles I and the French Revolution Three of
them, or probably the substance of four or hve, were pub-
lished at Bristol 1 the latter end of 1795, the first two to-
gether, with the title of Conciones ud Populum,and the third
with that of The Plot discovered  The eloquent passage n
conclusion of the first of these Addresses was wntten by Mr

Southey The tone throughout them all 1s vehemently hos-
tile to the policy of the great mimster of that day, butits
equally opposed to the spint and maxims of Jacobimsm

1t was late n hfe that, aftera reperusal of these Conciones,
Coleridge wrote on a blank page of one of them the follow-
1ng words —¢ Except the two or three pages involving the
doctrme of philosophical necessity and Unitarianism, I see
iittle or nothing 1n these outbursts of my youthful zeal to
retract, and with the exception of some flame-colouied epi-
thets applied to persons, as to Mr Pitt and others, or rather
to personifications—(for such they really were to me)—as
Irttle to regret ’

Another course of six Lectures followed, ¢ On Revealed
Religion, 1ts corruptions, and 1its political views’ The
Prospectus states— that these Lectures are intended for
two classes of men, Christians and Infidels ,—the former,
that they may be able to give a reason for the hope that
&n them ,—the latter, that they may not determine against
Chustianity from arguments apphcable to its corruptions
only > Nothing remans of these Addresses, nor of two
detached Lectures on the Slave Trade and the Hair Powder
Tax, which were delivered in the interval between the two
praipal courses They were all very popular amongst the
opponents of the Government , and those on religion m par-
ticular were highly applauded by his Umtarnian auditors,
amongst whom Dr and Mrs Esthin and Mr Hort were
always remembered by Coleridge with regard and esteem
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The Tiansatlantic scheme, though still a favounte subject
of conversation, was nbw 1n effect abandoned by these young
Pantisocrats Mr C was marned at St Mary Redchft
church to Sarah Fricker on the 4th of October 1795, and
went to reside 1n a cottage at Clevedon on the Bristol Chan-
nel, and six weeks afterwards Mr Southey was also mar-
ried to Edith Fricker, and left Brstol on the same day on
his route to Poitugal At Clevedon Mr and Mrs Cole-
nidge resided with one 8f Mrs C’s unmariied sisters and
Burnet until the begining of December

CHAPTER III

[1795 to 1796 ]

“Ah! quet dell! dear cot, and mount subhime'
I was constiamned to qut you Was 1t nght,
"While my unnumbered brethren toiled and bled,
That I should dream away th’ entrusted hours
On rose-leaf beds pampering the coward heart
‘With feehings all too delicate for use?

I therefore go, and join head, heart and hand,
Active and firm, to fight the bloodless fight
Of science, freedom, and the truthin Christ ”

OLERIDGE had, n the course of the summer of 1795,
become acquainted with that excellent and remarkable
man, the late Thomas Poole of Nether Stowey, Somerset
In a letter wnitten to him on the 7th of October, C speaks
of the prospect from his cottage, and of his future plans 1
the followng way —

¢ MY DEAR SIR,
¢ Gop bless you—or rather God be praised for that he has
blessed you! On Sunday morming I was marmed at St
Mary’s, Redchiff—from Chatterton’s church, The thought
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gave a tinge of melancholy to the solemn joy which I felt,
united to the woman, whom I love st of all created be-
mgs We are settled, nay, quite domesticated, at Cleve-
don,~—ow comfortablecot! * ¢ * The prospect around
1s perhaps more various than anyin the kingdom mune
eye gluttomzes The sea, the distant 1slands, the opposite
coast '—I shall assuredly write rhymes, let the mne Muses
prevent 1t if they can * * * I have given up all
thoughts of the Magazine for various reasons It1sa thing
of monthly anslety and quotidian bustle To publsh a
DMagazine for one year would be nonsense, and, 1f I pursue
what I mean to pursue, my school-plan, I could not publish
1t for more than one year In the course of half a yea I
mean to return to Cambridge—having previously taken my
name off from the University’s control—and, hung lodg-
1ngs there for myself and wife, fimsh my great work of Imz-
tations 1ntwo volumes My former works may, I hope, prove
somewhat of gemus and of erudition, this will be better,
1t will show great industry and manly consistency _At the
end of 1t I shall publish proposals for a School * * #
My next letter will be long and full of something ,—this 18
manity and egotism ¥ * Believe me, dear Poole, your
affectionate and mmdful-—friend, shall I so soon have to say?
Believe me my heart prompts 1t
“S T CorEringe'”

The monthly anxiety of a Magazine justly alaimed Cole-
ridge on the 7th of October, yet m the December following
he courageously engaged to conduct a weekly political Mis-
cellany This was The Watchman, of which the following
Prospectus was 1n that month printed and cnculated

¢ To supply at once the places of a Review, Newspaper,
and Annual Regster

¢ On Tuesday, the 1st of March, 1796, will be published
No I price fourpence, of a Miscellany, to be contmued
every eighth day, under the name of The Wuichman, by
Samuel Taylor Coleridge This Miscellany will be com-
pused 1n two sheets, or thirty-two pages, closely printed m
8vo, the type, long primer Its contents, 1 —A history
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of the domestic and foreign policy of the preceding days

2 —The speeches mj}both Houses of Parhament, and,
during the recess, select pailiamentary speeches fiom the
commencement of the reign of Charles I to the present ra,
with notes historical and biographical 3 —Onginal essays
and poetry 4 —Review of iteresting and 1mportant pub-
hecations TIts advantages 1 There beng no advertise~
ments, a gleater quantity of original matter will be given,
and the speeches n Paisament will be less abndged 2

From 1ts form 1t may be bound up at the end of a year, and
become an Annual Register 3 This last circumstance
may mnduce men of letters to prefer this Miscellany to more
perishable publications as the vehicle of their effusions 4

Whenever the Mimisterial and Opposition pnnts differ m
therr accounts of occurrences, &c such difference will always
be faithfully stated ”

Mr C went to Bnstol in the begmning of December for
the purpose of arranging the prelimmaries of this undertak-
ng, and at the close of the month he set off upon the tow
mentioned n Chap X of this Work to collect subscribers
It will be remembered that he was at this time a professed
Unitarian, and the project of becommng a minster of that
petsuasion seems to have passed thiough s head He had
previously preached, for the first tume, two sermons at Mr
Jardine’s Chapel n Bath, the subjects being the Coin Laws
and the Han Powder Tax He appeared 1 the pulpit
a blue coat and white waistcoat, and, according to Mr Cot-
tle’s testimony, who was present, Coleridge delwered him-
self langwdly, and disappointed every one  But there 1s no
doubt that he subsequently preached upon many occasions
with very remarkableeffect The following extracts are from
letters wntten by Mr C 1 the month of January, 1796,
dunng Iis tour to hus early and lasting friend M: Josiah
Wade of Bristol, and may serve as a commentary on parts
of the accounts given of the same tour m this work

¢ MY DEAR WADE, Worcester, January, 1796

«“ Wz were five 10 number, and twenty-five in quantity
The moment I entered the coach, I stumbled on a huge
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projection, which might be called a belly with the <ame
propriety that you might name Mecunt Atlas a mole-hill
Heavens! that a man should be unconscionable enough to
enter a stage coach, who would want elbow room if he were
walking on Sahisbury Plan

¢ The said citizen was a most violent austocrat, but a
pleasant humorous fellow 1n other respects, and remarkably
well informed m agricultural science, so that the time passed
pleasantly enough We arnived at Worcester at half-past
two I, of comse, dined at the inn, where I met Mr Stevens
After dinner I chmstiamized myself, that 1s, washed and
changed, and marched in fineryand clean linen to High Street
With regard to business, there 1s no chance of doing anything
at Worcester The amstocrats are so numerous, and the -
fluence of the clergy so extensive, that Mi Barr thinks no
bookseller will venture to publish The Watchman * * *

“8 T Corermer”

“ Birmingham, January, 1796
¢ MY DEAR FRIEND,

* * * « My exertions here have been 1ncessant, for m
whatever company I go, I am obliged to be the figuante
of the circle  Yesterday I preached twice, and, imdeed,
performed the whole service, morning and afternoon  There
were about 1,400 persons present, and my sermons, (great
part extempore,) were preciously peppered with politics I
have here at least double the number of subscrbers I had
expected” ¥ *

¢ Nottingham, January, 1796
¢ MY DEAR FRIEND,

« You will percetve by this letter I have changed my route
From Birmingham on Friday last, (four o’clock m the
moining,) I proceeded to Derby, stayed there till Monday
morning, and am now at Nottinghamm  From Nottingham
I go to Sheffield , from Sheffield to Manchester , from Man-
chester to Laverpool, from Liverpool to London, from
London to Bristol Ah, what a weary way! My poor
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crazy ark has been tossed to and fro on an ocean of busmess,
and I long for the Mognt Ararat on which 1t 1sto rest At
Bumingham I was e)?x'emely unwell, a violent cold m my
head and limbs confined me for two days  Business suc-
ceeded very well ,—about a hundred subscribers I think.

¢« At Derby, also, I succeeded tolerably well Mr (Jo-
seph) Strutt, the successor of Sir Richard Arkwnght, tells
me I may count on forty or fifty in Dexby Derby 1s full
of curiosities ,—the cotton and silk mills, Wnght the pain-
ter, and Dr Darwin, the every thing but Chnstian  Dr
Darwin possesses, perhaps, a greater range of knowledge
than any other man 1n Europe, and 1s the most inventive of
philosophical men He thinks 1 a new tram on all sub-
Jects but rehigion  He bantered me on the subject of rel-
gion I heard all his arguments, and told him it was infi-
nitely consoling to me, to find that the arguments of so
great a man, adduced agatnst the existence of a God, and
the evidences of revealed religion, were such as had startled
me at fifteen, but had become the objects of my smile at
twentyo Not one new objection—not even an ingenious
one! He boasted ¢that he had never read one book n
favour of such stuff, but that he had read all the works of
Infidels V7

“ What would you think, Mr Wade, of a man who,
having abused and ndiculed you, should openly declare that
he had heard all that your enemies had to sav against you,
but had scorned to inquire the truth from any one of vour
friends? Would you think him ar honest man? I am
sure you would not  Yet such are all the Infidels whom K
have known They talk of a subject, yet are found to con-
fess themselves profoundly ignoant of 1t  Dr Daiwin
would have been ashamed to reject Hutton’s theory of the
Earth without having minutely examined it,—yet what 1s
1t to us, how the earth was made, a thing impossible to be
known? This system the Doctor did not reject without
having severely studied 1t, but all at once he makes up his
mind on such important subjects, as whether we be the out-
casts of a blind 1diot called Nature, or the children of an
all wise and inhmitely good God '-~whether we spend a few
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miserable years on this earth, and then sink nto a clod of
the valley, or endure the anxiety ofsmortal life, only to fit
us for the enjoyment of immortal happimess! These sub-
Jjects are unworthy a philosopher’s investigation! He deems
that there 1s a certam self-evidence in Infidehty, and be-
comes an Atheist by intuition  Well did St Paul say, ye
have an evil heart of unbelief

* *+ 4« What lovely children M1 Bau of Worcester
has! After church, in the evening, they sat round and sang
hymns so sweetly that they overpoweired me It was with
great difficulty that I abstained from weeping aloud, and
the infant in Mrs B’s arms leaned forward, and stretched
hus hittle arms, and stared, and smiled It seemed a picture
of heaven, where the different orders of the blessed jon dif-
ferent voices 1n one melodious hallelujah, and the babe
loohed hke a young spirit just that moment arrived in
heaven, staitled at the seraphic songs, and seized at once
with wonder and 1aptwme

¢¢ From your affectionate friend,
“S8 T CoLrrIDGE”

¢ Sheffield, January, 1796
¢ MY VERY DCAR I'RIEND,

¢ T ArRIVED at this place late last mght by the mail fiom
Nottingham, where I have been treated with kindness and
filendship, of which I can give you but a fant 1dea I
preached a chanty sermon there last Sunday I meached
1 coloured clothes ~ With regaid to the gown at Buming-
ham, (of which you inquue), I suffered myself to be over-
persuaded  Furst of all, my sermon bemg of <o political &
tendency, had I worn my blue coat, 1t would have impugned
Edwaids They would have said, he had stuck a political
lecturerin s pulpit  Secondly, the society 1s of all sorts,—
Socimans, Arians, Trimitarians, &c and I must have shocked
a multitude of prejudices And thirdly, there 1s a differ-
ence between an 1nn and a place of residence  In the first,
your example 1s of little consequence , 1 a single nstance
only, 1t ceases to opeiate as example, and my refusal would
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have been imputed to affectation, or an unaccommodating
spint  Assuredly I would not do 1t where I intended to
preach often  And even i the vestry at Birmingham, when
they at last persuaded me, I told them I was acting against
my better knowledge, and should possibly feel uneasy after-
wards  So these accounts of the matter you must consider
as reasons and palliations concluding, ¢ I plead guilty, my
Lord !” Indeed I want firmness, I perceive Ido I have
that within me which nakes 1t difficult to say, No, re-
peatedly to a number of persons who seem uneasy and
anxious

“ My kind remembrances to Mrs Wade God bless
ber and you, and, (hke a bad shilling shpped 1n between
two guineas,) your faithful and affectionate firend,

“8 T Corerrpce ”

¢ MY DEAR FRIEND, Manchester, January, 1796
“ I arrIVED at Manchester last might from Sheffield, to
which place I shall only send about thirty numbers I might
have succeeded there, at least equally well with the former
towns, but I should mjure the sale of the Iuus, the editor of
which, (a very amiable and 1ngemous young man of the
name of James Montgomery),1s now 1n puson fora hbelon
a bloody-minded magistiate there  Of course I declined
publicly adveitising or disposing of The Watchman in that
town

¢ This morning I called on Mr with H ’s letter
Mr recewved me as a 1ider, and treated me with in-
solence that was really amusing fiom 1ts novelty ¢ Over-
stocked with these aiticles’ ¢ People always setting
up some new thing or other’ €1 read the Star and
another paper what could I want with this paper, which
15 nothing more ?’ ¢ Well, well, I’ll consider of 1t > To
these entertamning bons mots I returned the following re-

partee—* Good moining, Sir
¢ God bless you, sTC”

Mr C went to Liverpool and was as successful theve ay
elsewhere generally in procuring subscribers to The Watch-
2 A4
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man  The late D1 Crompton found him out, and became
his friend and patron  His exertions thowever, at Liverpool
were suddenly stopped by news of the critical state of Mrs
C’s health, and a pressing request that he would imme-
diately return to Bustol, whither Mis C had now gone
from Clevedon Colendge accordingly gave up his plan of
wisiting London, and left Liverpool on his homeward trip
From Lichfield he wrote to Mr Wade the following let-
ter —

‘“ MY DFAR FRIEND, Lichfield, January, 1786

I have succeeded very well here at Lachfield Bel-
cher, bookseller, Birmingham , Sutton, Notungham , Pritch-
ard, Derby, and Thomson, Manchester, are the publishers
In every number of The Watchman there will be printed
these words, “Published in Brstol by the Author, § T
Colendge, and sold, &c ”

T veuly believe no poor fellow’s 1dea-pot ever bubbled
up so vehemently with fears, doubts, and difficulties, as mine
does at present Heaven grant 1t may not boil ovér, and
put out the fire? I am almost heartless My past lfe
seems to me like a dream, a feverish dream—all one gloomy
huddle of strange actions and dim-discovered motives,—
friendships lost by indolence, and happiness murdered by
mismanaged sensibihty The present hour I seem 1 a
quick-set hedge of embariassments  Tor shame! I ought
not to mstrust God , but, mdeed, to hope 1s far more difh-
cult than to fear  Bulls have hoins, lions have talons —

“ The fox and statesman subtle wiles ensure,
The cit and polecat stink and are secure,
Toads with their venom, doctors with their drug,
The priest and hedgehog 1n then robes are saug
Ob, Nature'! cruel step mother and had
To thy poor naked, fenceless child, the bard !
No borns but those by luckless Hymen worn,
And those, alas'! not Amalthza’s horn'
With aching feelings, and with aching pnde,
Ile bears the unbroken blast on every side,
Vampue booksellets diain hum to the heart,
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart” S T C
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Coleridge on his return to Bristol resided for a short time
on Redchft Hull, in ahouse occupied by Mrs C’s mother
He had procured upwards of a thousand subscribers’ names
to, The Watchman, and had certamly some ground for confi-
dence 1n his future success  His tour had been a triumph,
and the impression made by s personal demeanour and
extraordinary eloquence was unprecedented, and such as
was never effaced from the recollection of those who met
with him at this period ° He seems to have employed the
interval between Ins arrival i Bristol and the 1st of March
—the day fixed for the appearance of The Waichman—imn
preparing for that work, and also 1 getting ready the mate-
rials of his first volume of poems, the copyright ot which
was purchased by Mr Cottle for thirty gumeas  Coleridge
was a student all his life, he was very rarely indeed 1dle
n the common sense of the term, but he was constitution-
ally indolent, averse from continuous esertion externally
directed, and consequently the vietim of a procrastmating
habit, the occasion of innumerable distresses to himself and
of endless solicitude to his friends, and which materially
mmpaired, though 1t could not destroy, the operation and
nfluence of his wonderful abilittes  Hence, also, the fits of
deep melancholy which from time to time sezed his whole
soul, during which he seemed an 1mprisoned man without
hope of liberty  In February, 1796, whilst his volume was
1 the press, he wrote the following letter to Mr Cottle —

¢ MY DEAR COTTLE,

“ I gave this might and to-morrow for you, bemng alone,
and my spirits calm I shall consult my poetic honour, and
of course your interest, more by staying at home than by
drinking tea with you I should be happy to see my poems
out even by next week, and I shall continue m stirrups, that
15, shall not dismount my Pegasus, till Monday mormag, at
which time you will have to thank God for having done
with your affectionate friend always, but author evanescent,
[13 S T C »

Shortly afterwards, mistaking the object of 2 message
from Mr Coitle for an appheation for copy for the press,
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Coleridge wrote the following letter with reference to the
pamful subject —

“ MY DFAR SIR, Redchff Hhll, February 22, 1796

¢ It 1s my duty and busmess to thank God for all his dis-
pensations, and to believe them the best possible, but, in-
deed, I think I should have been more thankful, if IIe had
made me a journeyman shoemaker, mstead of an author by
tiade I have left my friends, I have left plenty, I have
left that ease which would have secuied a literary immor-
tality, and have enabled me to give to the public works
conceived m moments of inspiration, and polished with
leisurely solicitude, and, alas! for what have I left them?
For — who deseited me 1n the hour of distress, and for a
scheme of virtue impracticable and romantic! So I am
forced to write for bread —wnite the flights of poetic enthu-
siasm, when every minute I am hearing a groan fiom my
wife! Groans, and complaints, and sickness' The pre-
sent hour I am 1n a quick-set hedge of embarrassmeht, and,
whichever way I turn, a thorn runs nto me  The future 1s
cloud and thick darkness Poveity, perhaps, and the thm
faces of them that want biead looking up to me' Noris
thisall My happiest moments for composition are broken
n upon by the 1eflection that I must make haste ¢I am
too late> ¢I am already months behind > ¢ I have 1ecerved
my pay beforehand ’ O wayward and desultory spint
of Genius, 1l can’st thou brook a tashmaster! The ten-
derest touch trom the hand of obligation wounds thee hike a
scouige of scorpions !

“ I have been compusing 1n the fields this moining, and
came home to write down the fiist side of my Pieface, when
I heard that your man had brought a note from you I
have not seen 1t, but I guess its contents I am writing as
fastas I can  Depend on 1t, you shall not be out of pocket
for me I feel what I owe you, and, independently of thus,
I love you as a friend,—ndeed so much that I regret, se-
riously regret, that you have been my copyholder

¢ If I have written petulantly, forgive me  God knows
I am sore all ove:  God bless you' and believe me that,
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setting gratitude asde, I love and esteem you, and have
your nterest at heart¢‘ull as much as my own
“8 T Corerinse ”

On the 1st of March, 1796, The Watchman was pub-
lished, 1t ended with the tenth number on the 13th of May
following  Further remarks concerning that Work will be
found 1n the notes to the tenth chapter of this volume! In
March Mr C removed to a house 1 Ozxford Street in
Kingsdown, and thence wrote the following letter to M
Poole —

“ MY DEAR POOLE, 30th March, 1796

“ For the neglect n the transmssion of The Waichmun,
you must blame George Burnet, who undertook the busi-
ness I however will myself see 1t sent this week with the
preceding Numbers I am greatly obhged to you for your
communication—(on the Slave Trade in No V ),—tap-
pears 1n thus Number I am anxious to recerve more from
you, and hkewise to know what you disike in The Waich-
man, and what you like, but particularly the former  You
have not given me your opinion of The Plot Discovered

¢ Since you last saw me, I have been well mgh distracted
The repeated and most injurious blunders of my prmter out
of doors, and Mrs Coleridge’s danger at home—added to
the gloomy prospect of so many mouths to open and shut,
hike puppets, as T move the string 1n the eating and dimnking
way ,—~but why complamn to you? Misery 1s an article
with which every market 1s so glutted that 1t can answer no
one’s purpose to export 1t

¢T have recerved many abusive letters, post-paid, thanks
to the friendly malignants! But I am perfectly callous to
disapprobation, except when 1t tends to lessen profit  Then
mdeed I am all one tremble of sensibility, marnage having
taught me the wonderful uses of that vulgar commodity,
yeclept Bread  The Watchman succeeds so as to yield a
breud and-cheesssh profit  Mrs Colerrdge 15 recovering

! These notes I never found, Probably they were but de-
signed 8 C,
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apace, and deeply regrets that she was deprived of the plea-
sure of seeing you ~We are in our ngw house, wheie there
1s & bed at your service whenever you will please to dehight
us with a visit  Surely m Spring you mught force a few
days mto a sojourning with us

¢« Dear Poole, you have borne yourself towards me most
kindly with respect to my epistolary ngratitude But I
know that you forbade yourself to feel resentment towards
me, because you had previously made my neglect ingiati-
tude A generous temper endures a great deal from one
whom 1t has obliged deeply

“ My poems are fimshed I will send you two copies
the moment they are published In No III of The Watch-
man there are a few lines entitled, ¢ The Hour when we
shall meet again’ (¢ Dim Hour! that sleep’st on pillowing
clouds afar,’?) which I think you will Iike I bave received
two or three letters from different Anonymi, requesting me
to give more poetry  One of them writes thus —

¢S, I detest your principles, your prose I thifk very
50 so, but your poetiy 1s so beautiful that I take in your
Watchman solely on account of 1t In justice theiefore to
me and some others of my stamp, I entreat you to give us
more verse, and less democratic scurrtity  Your Admirer,
—~not Esteemer’

¢ Have you read over Dr Lardner on the Logos? Tt s,
I think, scarcely possible to read 1t, and not be convinced
I find that The Watchman comes more easy to me, so that
I shall begin about my Christian Lectures,” (meaning a pub-
lication of the course given in the preceding year) ¢ I will
mmmediately order for you, unless you immediately coun-
termand 1t, Count Rumford’s Essays, i1n No V of The
Watchman you will see why ¥ (That number contained a
critique on the Essays ) “J have enclosed Dr Beddoes's
late pamphlets, neither of them as yet pubhished The Doc-~
tor sent them to me * % * My dutful love to you
excellent Mother, whom, believe me, I think of frequently

2 Remmins I p 43 Poems, singlevol p 49 S C.
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and with a pang of affection  God bless you I'll try and
contrive to scribble axline and half every time the man goes
with Lke Watchman Yo you

“N B The Essny on Fasting I am ashamed of’—(mn No
IT of The Wetchman) ,—*but 1t 1s one of my misfortunes
that I am obliged to publish ex tempore as well as compose
God bless you ¢ § T Coreriner”

Two days afterwaids Mr Colendge wrote to Mr B
Tlowet, then the editor of the Cambridge Intelligencer, with
whom he had been acquainted at the University —

‘“ DEAR SIR, Aprl 1, 1796
“ I TRANSMITTED to you by Mr B—— a copy of my Con-
cwnes ad Populum, and of an Address against the Bulls,”
(meaning The Plot Discovered) I have taken the liberty
of enclosing ten of each, cariiage paid, which you may per-
haps have an oppottumty of disposing of for me ,—f not,
give them away The one is an eighteen-penny affarr ,—
the other nmepence I have hikewise enclosed the Numbers
which have been hitherto published of The Watchman ,—
some of the Poeliy may perhaps be serviceable to you 1
your paper  That sounet on the rejection of Mr Wilber-
force’s Bull 1n your Clnomcle the week before last was writ-
ten by Southey, author of Joan of Arc, a year and a half
ago, and sent to me per letter ,— how 1t appeared with the
late signature, let the plagiarist answer I have
sent a copy of my Poems”-—(they were not yet published) —
“wll you send them to Lunn and Deighton, and ask of them
whether they would choose to have their names on the title
page as publishers, and would you permmt me to have
yours ? Robinson and, I believe, Cadell, will be the London
publishers  Be so kind as to send an immediate answer

¢ Please to present one of each of my pamphlets to Mr
Hall”~(thelate Robert Hall, the Baptist ) “I wish Icould
reach the perfection of is style I think hus style the best
mn the Enghsh language, 1f he have a rival, 1t 15 Mrs
Barbauld

“ You have, of course, seen Bishop Watson's Apology
for the Bible Tt1s a complete confutation of Paine, but
that was no difficalt matter The most formidable Infidel
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15 Lessing, the author of Emulea Galott:,—I ought to have
written, was, for he1s dead  Iis book 15 not yet translated,
and 15 entitled, .n German, ¢ I'ragments of an Atonymous
Author” It unites the wit of Voltaire with the subtlety of
Hume and the profound erudition of our Lardner I had
some thoughts of translating 1t with an Answcr, but gave 1t
up, lest men, whose tempers and hearts incline them to
disbelief, should get hold of it, and, though the answers
are satisfactory to my own mind, they may not be equally
50 to the minds of others

¢ I suppose you have heard that I am marred I was
marned on the 4th of Octobe:

¢ I rest all my poetical credit on the Religions Musings
Faiewell, with high esteem, yows sincerely,

“§8 T Corerivez”

To M Poole

“ MY DFAR, VERY DLAR FRIEND, 11th Apnl, 1796

“ I nave sent the 5th, 6th, and pait of the 7th Number—
all as yet printed  Your censures are all night I wish
your prases were equally so The Essay on Fasts I am
ashamed of It was conceived 1n the spirt, and elothed 1»
the harsh scoffing, of an Infidet You wish to have one
long essav ,—so should 1 wish, but so do not my sub-
scribers wish I feel the perplexities of my undertaking
merease dally In London and Bristol The Watchman 1s
read for its onginal matter,—the news and debates barely
tolerated  The people of Liverpool, Manchester, and Bir-
mingham, &ec , take 1t as a newspaper, and regard the es-
says and poems as intruders unwished for and unwelcome

In short, each subscriber, 1nstead of regarding himself as a
point 1 the cricumference entitled to some one dinerging
ray, considers me as the cncumference, and himself as the
centre to which all the rays ought to converge To tell you
the truth, I do not think The Watchman will succeed. Hi-
therto I have scarcely sold enough to pay the expenses ,—
no wonder, when I tell you that on the 200 which Parsons
in Paternoster Row sells weekly, he guns eight shillings
more than I do  Nay, I am convinced that at the end of
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the half year he will have cleared considerably moie by his
200 than I by the propretorship of the whole work

¢ Colson has been 1:idefat1gable 1n my service,and writes
with such zeal for my 1nterests, and such warmth of sorrow
for my sufferings, as 1f he wrote with fire and tearts  God
bless him! I wish above all things to realize a school I
could be well content to plod from morning to night, 1t only
I could secure a secure competence, but to toil incessantly
for unceitain bread weighs me down to earth

“ Your Night-dream has been greatly admired Dr.
Beddoes spoke 1n high commendation of it Your thoughts
on Llections I will mnsert whenever Patliament 1s dissolved
I will insert them as the opinions of 2 sensible correspon-
dent, entering my 1ndividual protest aganst giving a vote in
any way or for any person If you had an estatein the
swamps of Essex, you could not prudently send an aguish
man there to be your manager,—he would be unfit for 1t,
—you could not honestly send a bale hearty man there, for
the situation would to a moral certainty give him the ague
So with the Parlilament —I will not send a rogue there
and T would not send an honest man, for 1t 1s twenty to one
that he will become a rogue

¢ Count Rumford’s Essays you shall have by the next
parcel I thank you for your kind permission with 1espect
to books I have sent down to you Elegiac Stanzas by
Bowles, they wete given to me, but are altogether unworthy
of Bowles I have sentyou Beddoes’s Essay on the ments
of Wilham Pitt, you may either keep 1t, and I will get
another for myself on your account, o1 if you see nothing
1n 1t to hbrary-ize 1t, send 1t me back next Thursday, or
whenever you have read it My own Poems you will wel-
come I pin all my poetical credit on the Rehgious Mus-
mgs  In the poem you so much admired 1n Fhe Watchman,
for ¢ Now hife and joy,’ read ¢New hfeand joy’” (From
The Hour when we shall meet agun) ¢ Chatterton shall
appear modernized  Dr Beddoes intends, I believe, to give
a course of Chemistry m a most elementury manner,—the
price, two guinens I wish, axdently wish, you could pos-
sibly attend them, and e with me My house 15 most
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gue should be the motto  There aie, howeves, instances of
vicious affectation 1 the phraseology of that poem ,—un-
shudder’d, unaghasted, for example " (Not wn the poem now )
“ Good wnting 1s produced mote effcctually by rapidly
glancing the language as 1t already exists than by a hasty
recourse to the mint of nvention  The Rehgious Musimgs
has more mind than the Introduction of B II of Joan of
Axe, (Destiny of Natwns, Poet W I p 98) but 1ts ver-
sification 1s not equally rich It Ifas more passages of sub
himaty, but 1t has not that diffused air of severe dignity which
characterizes my epic shee  Have I estimated my own per-
formances nghtly? * ¥ #

“With regard to my own affairs they are as bad as the
most rampant philo despot could wish mn the moment of
cursing  After No XII T shall cease to cry the state of
the political atmospheie It 1s not pleasant, Thomas Poole,
to have worked fourteen weeks for nothing—for nothing ,
nay, to have given to the Public in addition to that toil,
45/ When I began the Watchman I had 40/ worth ot
papergiven to me, yet with this I shill not have received a
farthing at the end of the quarter  To be sure I have been
somewhat fleeced and over-reached by my London pub-
bisher In short, my tradesmen’s bills for The Watchman,
including what paper I have bought since the seventh num-
ber, the printing, &c, amount esactly to 5/ more than the
whole of my receipts O Watchman, thou hast watched
vain '—said the Prophet Ezekiel, when, I suppose, he was
taking a prophetic ghmpse of my sorrow-sallowed cheehs

¢ My plans are reduced to two ,—the first unpracticable,
—the second not likely to succeed

PlanI I am studymg German, and n about si1x weehs
shall be abie to read that language with tolerable fluency
Now I have some thoughts of making a pioposal to Robin~
son, the great London bookseller, of translating all the
works of Schiller, which would make a portly quarto, on
condition that he should pay my journey and my wife's to
and from Jena, a cheap German University where Schiller
resides, and allow me two guineas each quarto sheet, which
would mamtain me If I could realize this scheme, I
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should there study chemistry and anatomy, and bring over
with me all the works of Sewmler and Michaels, the German
theologians, and of KJdnt, the great German metaphysician

On my return I would commence a school for eight young
men at 105! each, pioposing to peifect them 1n the follow-
ng studies 1 this order —1 Man as an Ammal ,—mclud-
ing the complete knowledge of anatomy, chemistry, me-
chanics, and optics —2 Man as an Intellectual Being ,—
includmg the ancient metaphysics, the system of Locke and
Hartley—of the Scotch philosophers—and the new hantean
system —3 Man as a Religious Bemg,—including an
historic summary of all religions, and of the arguments fo

and agaimnst natuial and revealed rehigion  Then proceeding
from the individual to the aggregate of individuals, and dis-
regarding all chronology, except that of mind, I should per~
fect them 1—imn the history of savage tribes, 2—of semi-
barbarous nations, 3—of nations emergmg from semi-
barbaiism, 4—of civilized states, 5—of luxuiious states,
6—of revolutionary states, 7—of colomes During these
studies I should intermux the knowledge of languages, and
mstiuct my scholais 1n belles lettres, and the principles of
composttion

¢ Now, seriously, do you think that one of my scholars,
thus perfected, would make a better senator than perbaps
any one member m either of our Houses *—DBrght bubbles
of the age—ebullient bram' Gracious Heaven! that a
scheme so big with advantage to this kingdom—theiefore
to Europe—therefore to the world—should be demolishable
by one monosyllable from a bookseller's mouth !

« My second plan 1s to become a Dissenting Manister,
and abjure pohitics and casual literature  Preaching for
hire 1s not nght , because 1t must prove a strong temptation
to continue to profess what I may have ceased to believe,
if ever maturer judgment with wider and deeper reading
should lessen o1 destroy my fath m Christianty But
though not mght 1n 1tself, 1t may become right by the greater
wrongness of the only alternative—the remaiming n needi-
ness and uncertainty That mn the one case I should be
exposed o temptation 15 a mere contingency, that under
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necessitous circumstances I am exposed to great and fie-
quent temptations 1s & melancholy certamty
« Write, my deu Poole! o1 I willfenmp all the rampant
Billingsgate of Buike to abuse you Count Rumford 1
being repiinted
“ God bless you and
“8 T Corrrine: ”

On I'riday, the13th of May, 1796, the tenth and last num-
be1 of The Watchmun appeared—t'he Author having wisely
accelerated the termination of a hopeless undertaking, the
plan of which was as mjudicious as the execution of 1t by
him for any length of time impracticable  Of the 324
pages, of which The Watchman consists, not more than a
hundred contain original matter by Colendge, and this 1s
pethaps more remarkable as a test of the marvellous spring
of lis mind almost immediately afterwards than for any
very strihing merit of 1ts own  Still, howes er, the nascent
philosopher may be discovered in parts, and the Essay on
the Slave Trade, n the fourth number, may be justly dis-
unguished as comprising a perfect summary of the argu-
ments applicable on either side of that question

1n the meantime Mr Poole had been engaged 1n circulat-
ing a proposal amongst a few common friends for purchas-
ing a small annwity and presenting 1t to Mr Coleridge
The plan was not 1n fact carried nto execution, but 1t was
communmicated to Mr, C by Mr Poole, and the following
letter 1efers to 1t —

To Mz Poole

¢ 13th May, 1790
¢ Poore' The Spmnt, who counts the throbbings of the
solitary heart, knows that what my feelings ought to be,
such they are If 1t were 1n my power to give you anything,
which I have not already given, I should be oppressed by
the letter now before me But no' I feel myself rich m
being poor, and because I have nothing to bestow, I know
how much I have bestowed Perhaps I shall not make
myself intelhgible, but the strong and unmned affection
which I bear to you seems to exclude all emotions of gia-
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utude, and renders even the principle of esteern latent and
mert Its piesence 1s not perceptible, though its absence
could not be endured 1

“Concerning the scheme 1tself I am undetermined Not
that I am ashamed to 1eceive ,—God forbid I I will make
every possible exertion , my industry shall be at least com-
mensurate with my learning and talents ,—if these do not
procure for me and mine the necessary comforts of life, I
can receive as I would bastow, and, in eithel case—recerv-
g or bestowing—be equally giateful to my Almghty
Benefactor I am undetermmed therefore—not because I
receive with pain and 1eluctance, but—because I suspect
that you attubute to others your own enthusiasm of bene-
volence, asif the sun should say—¢ With how rich a purple
those opposite windows aie burning!”  But with God’s
permission I shall talk with you on this subject By the
last page of No X, you will percewve that I have this day
dropped The Watihman ~ On Monday moming I will go
per caigvan to Bridgewater, where, 1f you have a horse of
tolerable meekness unemployed, you will let him meet me

¢ 1 should blame you for the exaggeiated terms in which
you have spoken of me n the Proposal, did I not perceve
the motive  You wished to make 1t appear an offering—
not a favour—and 1n excess of dehcacy have, I fear, fallen
1nto some grossness of flattery

“ God bless you, my dea1, very dear Friend The widow
15 calm, and amused with her beautiful infant ¢ We areall
become more 1ehgious than we weie  God be ever piaised
for all things' Mrs Coleudge begs her kind love to you
To yow dear Mother my fihal respects

“8 T Corerivee”

The wisit to Mr Poole at Stowey was paid,and Mi C
returned to Brstol on the 20th of May, 1796 On his
way back he wrote the following letter to Mr Poole from
Bridgewater —

3 Mrs Robert Lovell, whose husband had been carried off by
a fever,about two years after lus marnage with my Aunt 5 C
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“ MY DFAR POOTT, 20th Muay, 1796
“Tars said caravan does not leave Bridgewater till nine
In the market-place stand the husungs I mounted, and
pacing the boards, mused on bubery, false swearmg, and
other foibles of election imes I have wandeied too by the
river Parret, which looks as filthy as 1f all the parots in the
1ouse or Commons had been washing then consciences
theremn  Deir Gutter of Stowey! Weie T transported to
Italian plams, and lying by the side of a streamlet which
murmured through an orange grove, I would think of thee,
dear Gutter of Stowey, and wish that T were pormng on thee!

“ So much by way of rant I have eaten three ezgs,
swallowed sundries of tea and bread and butter, purely for
the purpose of amusing mysalf, and I have seen the horse
fed When at Cross, where I shall dine, I shall think of
your happy dinner celebrated under the auspices of humble
mdependence, supported by brotherly love I am writing,
you understand, fo1 no worldly puipose but that of avoiding
anxious thoughts  Apiopos of honey-pie —Caligala or
Helogabalus, (I forget which,) had a dish of mightingaley’
tongues served up  What think you of the stings of bees?
God bless you My hhal love to your mother, and fra-
ternity to your sister  Tell Ellen Cruthshanks, that in my
next parcel to you I will send my Haleswood Poem to her
Heaven protect her, and you, and Sara, and your Mother,
and--hke a bad shilling passed off 1 a handful of guincas
- your affectionate friend and brother,

“8 T Corerrner

“P S Don't forget to send by Milton my old clothes
and linen that once was clean—a puietty periphrasis that ! ”

The month of June, 1796, was spent in Bristol, and some
negotiation took place as to Mi C’s setthng in Notting-
ham, the particulars of which the Editor 15 unable to state
On the 4th of July Mr Coleridge writes to Mr Poole

To Mr Poole

“ MY VERY DEAR POOLE, 4th July, 1796
« Do not attribute 1t to indolence that I have not wntten
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to you Suspense has been the real cause of my silence
Day after day I have confidently expected some decisive
letter, and as often hake been disappomted ‘Certanly I
shall have one to-morrow noon, and then I will wnte.”
Thus I contemplated the time of my silence m 1ts small
component parts, forgetful nto what a sum total they were
swelling  As I have heard nothing from Nottingham not-
withstanding I have written a pressing letter, I have, by the
advice of Cottle and DreBeddoes, accepted a proposal of
Mr Perry’s, the editor of the Morning Chronicle,—ac~
cepted 1t with a heavy and reluctant heart On Thursday
Perry was at Bnstol for a few hours, just ttme enough to
attend the dying moments of his associate 1n the editorship,
Mr Grey, whom Dr Beddoes attended Perry deswed
Dr B to mform me that, if I would come up to London
and write for him, he would maeke me a regular compensa~
tion adequate to the maintenance of myselfand Mrs Cole~
ndge, and requested an immediate answer by the post
Mr Esthn, and Charles Danvers, and Mr Wade are or
were alt out of town ,—I had no one to advise with except
Dr Beddoes and Cottle Dr B thinks 1t a good openmg
on account of Grey’s death, but I rather think that the
1tention 1s to employ me as a mere hackney without any
share of the profits  Ilowever, as I am domg nothmg, and
1 the pospect of domg notling settled, I was afraid to
give way to the omenings of my heart, and accordingly I
accepted his proposal in general terms, requesting a hne
fiom him expressing the particulars both of my proposed oc-
cupation and stipend  This I shall receive to-morrow, I sup-
pose, and 1f I do, I think of hiring a horse for & couple of
days, and galloping down to you to have all your adwce,
which ndeed, 1f 1t should be for rejecting the proposals, I
mught receive by post, but 1f for finally accepting them, we
could not mterchange letters m a time sufficiently short for
Perry’s needs, and so he might procure another person pos-
sibly At all events I should not like to leave this part of
England—pethaps for ever—without seeing you once more
I am very sad about 1t, for I love Bristol, and I do not love
London, and besides, local and temporary politics have
2 BB
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become my aversion  They narrow the understanding, and
at least acidulate the heart, but those two guants, yclept
Bread and Cheese, bend me mto cenphiance I must do
something If I go, farewell, Philosophy! faiewell, the
Muse! farewell, my hiterary Iame'!

“ My Poems have been reviewed The Monthly has
cataracted panegyiic on me, the Cutical cascaded 1t, and
the Analytical dribbled it with eivility  As to the Briush
Critic, they dutst not condemn, arid they would not praise
—so contented themselves with commeunding me as a poet,
and allowed me ‘tenderness of sentiment and elegance of
fiction ° I am so anxaious aund uneasy that I really cannot
write any further My kind and fiaternal love to your Sster,
and my hlial respects to youi dear Mother, and believe me
to be in my head, heart, and soul, yours most sincerely,

“8 T Coreripee ”

The Editor can find no further trace of the proposed con-
nection with the Moining Chionicle, but almost immeds-
ately after the date of the pieceding letter, Mr Calendge
received an mvitation fiom Mrs Evans, then of Darley, near
Derby, to visit her with a view to his undertaking the edu-
cation of her sons He and Mrs C accordingly went to
Darley, where the matter was airanged to the satisfaction of
both paities, and Mr C returned to Bustol alone with the
ntention of visiting his Mother and Brother at Ottery before
leaving the south of England for what promised to be a long
absence But this project, like others, ended n nothing
The other guardians of Mrs E ’s sons considered a public
education proper for them, and the announcement of this
resolution to Mr C at Bustol stopped his further piogress,
and recalled him to Darley  After a stay of <ome ten days
he left Darley with Mrs C, and wisted Mr Thomas
Hawkes at Mosely, near Bumingham, and thence he wrote
to Mr Poole —

To AL Poole.
¢ MY BEIOVED FRIEND, August, 1796
I was at Matlock, the place monodized by Bowles, when
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your letter arrived at Darley, and I did not recewve 1t till
near a week afterwards My very dear Poole, I wrote to
you the whole tiuth d After the hrst moment I was per-
fectly composed, and fiom that moment to the present have
contmued calm and lighthearted I had just quitted you,
and I felt myself rich 1n your love and esteem , and you do
not know how rich T feel myself O ever found the same,
and trusted and beloved !

“ The last sentences of your letter affected me more than
I can well describe  Woids and phrases which might
perhaps have adequately expressed my feelings, the cold-
blooded children of this world have anticipated and ex-
hausted m their unmeaning gabble of flattety I use com-
mon expressions, but they do not convey common feelings,
My heart has thanked you I preached on Faith yesteiday
I said that Faith was inhmtely better than Good Works, as
the cause 1s greater than the effect,—as a fruitful tree 1s
better than 1ts fruits, and as a fuendly heart 15 of far higher
value than the kindnesses which 1t natw ally and necessanly
promptt It 1s for that friendly heart that I now have
thanked you, and which I so eageily accept, for with re-
gard to settlement, I am likely to be better off now than
before, as 1 shall proceed to tell you

T arnved at Darley on the Sunday
Monday I spent at Darley On the Tuesday Mrs Cole-
ridge, Miss Willett, and I went 1n Mrs Evans's cairiage to
Matlock, where we stayed till Saturday * * * Sunday
we spentat Darley, and on Monday Sara, Mrs Evans, and
myself visited O hover, a seat famous for a few first-rates
of Raffael and Titian, thence to llam, a quiet vale hung
round with wood, beautiful beyond expression, and thence
to Dovedale, a place beyond expression tremendously sub-
hme Mere, m a cavern at the head of a divine httle foun-
taan, we dined on cold meat, and returned to Darley, quite
worn out with the succession of sweet sensattons On
Tuesday we were employed 1n packing up, and on Wed-
nesday we were to have set off * * * But on the
Wednesday D1 Crompton, who had just returned from Li-
verpool, called on me, and made me the following propo-
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sal —that 1if I would take a house 1n Derby and open a
day-school, confining my number to twelve scholars, he
would send three of his children ¢un these terms—ull my
number should be completed, he would allow me £100 a
yea1 for them ,—when the number should be complete,
he would give £21 a ycar for each of them —the chil-
dren to be with me tiom nine to twele, and from two
to five—the last two hours to be employed with their wnt-
ing or drawing-master, who would be paid by the parents
He has no doubt but that I shall complete my number
almost mstantly Now 12X 20 guineas = £252, and my
mornings and evenings at my own disposal = good things.
So I accepted the offer, 1t being understood that if anything
better offered, I should accept 1t There was not a house
to e got 1 Derby, but I engaged with a man for a house
now building, and which 1s to be completed by the 8th of
October, for 12/ a year, and the landlord to pay all the
taxes except the Poor Rates The landlord 1s rathe: an m-
telligent fellow, and has prormsed me to Rumfordize the
chimneys The plan 1s to commence mm November, the
intermediate time I spend at Bristol, at wiich place I shall
arnve, by the blessing of God, on Monday mght next
This week I spend with Mr Ilawkes, at Mosely, near Bir-
mingham , 1 whose shrubbery I now write I arrved
here on Fuiday, having left Deiby on Friday. I preached
here yesterday.

“If Sara will let me, I shall see you for a few days in the
course of a month Direct your next letter to S T C,
Oxford Street, Bristol My love to your dear Mother and
Sister, and believe me affectionately your ever faithful friend,

“S T CoLrrincE
¢ I shall write to my Mother and Brotheis to-morrow.”

At the same time M1 C wrote to Mr Wade 1 terms
simlar to the above, adding that at Matlock the time was
completely filled up with seeing the country, eating, concerts,
&c*” I wasthefirstfiddle ,~not 1n the concerts—but every
where else, and the company would not spare me twenty
minutes together Sunday I dedicated to the drawing up
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my sketch of education, which I meant to publish, to try to
getaschool!” He speaks of “the thrice lovely valley of Ilam,
a vale hung with beaufiful woods all round, except just at
its entrance, where, as you stand at the other end of the
valley, you see a bare bleak mountain standing asit were
to guard the entrance It 15 without exception the most
beautiful place I ever visited ” * ¢ * He concludes —
“T have seen a letter from Mr Wilham Roscoe, author of
the Lafe of Lorenzo the®Magmficent, a work m two 4to
volumes, (of which the whole first edition sold 1n a month);
1t was addressed to Mr Edwards, the minister here,and en~
tirely related to me  Of meand my compositions he writes
1 terms of high admiration, and concludes by desiring Mr
Edwards to let him know my situation and prospects, and
saymg that if I would come and settle at Liverpool, he
thought a comfortable situation might be procured for me
This day Edwards will write to ham ”

Whilst at Birmingham, on The Watchman tour, Mr C
had been 1ntroduced to Mr Charles Lioyd, the eldest son
of Mr 1Lloyd, an eminent banker of that place At Mosely
they met agam, and the result of an ntercourse for a few
days together was an ardent desire on the part of Lloyd to
domesticate himself permanently with a man whose conver-
sation was to him a revelation from Heaven Nothing, how-
ever, was settled on this occaston, and Mr and Mrs C
returned to Bristol in the beginning of September  On the
24th of September he writes to Mr Poole —

To Mr. Poole

< 94th September, 1796.
¢ MY DEAR, VERY DEAR POOLE,
“ Ty heart thoroughly penetrated with the flame of virtuous
friendship 15 1 a state of glory, but lest 1t should be exalted
above measure, there 1s given to it a thom 1n the flesh I
mean that where the friendship of any person forms an es
sential part of a man’s happiness, he will at times be pes-
tered with the hittle jealousies and sohcitudes of imbecile
humanmty. Smee we last parted I have been gloomly
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ning that you did not leave me so affectionately as you
wont to do  Pardon this hittleness of heatt, and do
unk the worse of me for it  Indeed my soul seems so
led and wrapped round with yowm Jove and esteem,
wen a dream of losing but the smallest fiagment of 1t
s me shiver, as 1f some tender part of my nature were
ncovered and in nakedness
Last week I received a letter from Lloyd, informing me
us parents had given their joyful concurience to his re-
ce with me, but that, if 1t were possible that I could be
it from home for three or four days, his father wished
nmlarly to see me I conculted Mrs Colendge, who
ed metogo * * Accordingly on Saturday mght I
by the mail to Birmihgham, and was itroduced to the
., who 15 2 mld man, very liberal m his 1deas, and in
on an allegonzing Quaker I mean that all the appar-
wrrational parts of his sect he allegorizes nto significa-
.which for the most part you or I might assentto We
ne well acquainted, and he expressed himself thankful
eaven, that his son was about to be with m&’ He
1e would write to me concerning money matters, after
m had been some time under my roof
Jn Tuesday morning I was surprised by a letter from
Mauiice, our medical attendant, informing me that
C was delivered on Monday, 19th September, 1796,
»ast two 1n the morning, of a son, and that both she
he child were uncommonly well I was quite annihi-
with the suddenness of the information, and retied to
»om to address myself to my Malker, but I could only
up to Him the silence of stupified feehings I hastened
, and Charles Lloyd returned with me When I first
he child, I did not feel that thnll and overflowing of
1on which I expected I looked on it with a melan-
gaze, my mind was mtensely contemplative, and my
only sad  But when two hours after, 1 saw 1t at the
n of its mother—on her arm—and her eye tearful and
ung 1ts hittle features—then I was thrilled and melted,
ave 1t the kiss of a Father * * * *  The baby
s strong, and the old nurse has over-persuaded my wife
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to discover a hikeness to me 1 1ts face,—no great comph-
ment to me, for n truth I have seen handsomer babies 1n
my hfe time Its ngme 15 Dawvad Hartley Colendge I
hope that ere he be a man, 1f God desties him for con-
tinuance m this Iife, hus head will be convinced of, and s
heart saturated with, the truths so ably supported by that
great master of Christian Philosophy
¢ Charles Lloyd wins upon me hourly, his heart 1s un-
commonly pure, his affestions delicate, and his benevolence
enlivened, but not sicklied, by sensibihity He1s assuredly
a man of great gemus, but 1t must be in a téte-g-téte with
one whom he loves and esteems that his colloguial poweis
open —and this arises not from reserve or want of sumpli-
city, but from having been placed n situations, wheie for
years together he met with no congenial minds, and where
the contrariety of hus thoughts and notions to the thoughts
and notions of those around him induced the necessity of
habitually suppressing his feehngs  His joy and gratiude
to Heaven for the circumstance of luis domestication with
me, I%an scarcely describe to you, and I believe lus fixed
plans are of bemng always with me Hs father told me,
that 1f he saw that his son had formed habits of severe eco-
nomy, he should not nsist upon his adopting any profes-
sion, as then his fair share of his (the father's) wealth would
be sufficient for him
¢ My dearest Poole, can you conveniently receve Lioyd
and me m the course of a week ? I have much, very much,
to say to you, and to consult wath you about, for my heart
18 heavy respecung Derby, and my feelings aie so dim and
huddled, that though I can, Iam sure, communicate them to
you by my looks and broken sentences, I scarcely know
how to convey them 1 a letter C Lloyd also wishes much
to know you personally I shall wnite on the other side of
the paper two of his sonnets, composed by him m one
evemng at Birmingham  The latter of them alludes to
the conviction of the truth of Chnstiamty, which he had
received from me  Let me hear from you by post imme-
duately, and give my kind love to your sister and dear mo-
ther, and likewnse my love to that young man with the
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soul-beaming face, which I recollect much better than I do
his name ”  (Mr George Ward of Over Stowey) “God
bless you, my dear friend, and behieye me with deep affec-

tion you1s,
g “S T CorLcringe”

The reader of Colendge’s Poems will remember the beau-
tiful lines To a young Friend, on ks proposing to dvmes-
twcate with the Author (P W J p 246) They were
wnitten at this ime and addiessed to Lloyd, and it may be
easily conceived what a deep impiession of dehght they
would mahe on a mind and tempeiament so refined and en-
thusiastic as lis ~ The Sonnet To a Fruend who asked
how I felt when the Nurse first presented my wnfant to me—
(I p 252)1s the metrical version of a passage 1n the fore-
going letter A short time before the birth of hittle Hartley
C, Mr Southey had returned to Bristol from Portugal, and
was 1n lodgings nearly opposite to Mr Coleridge’s house m
Oxford Street  There had been a quarrel between them on
the occasion of the abandonment of the Amerncan seheme,
which was first announced by Mr Southey, and be and
Colendge had ceased to have any intercourse  But a year’s
absence had dissipated all angry feelings, and after Mr C’s
return from Birmingham 1n the end of September, Southey
took the first step, and sent over a ship of paper with a word
or two of concihation* This was immediately followed by
an terview, and 1 an hour’s time these two extraordinary
youths were arm 1 arm again  They were indeed of essen-
tially opposite tempers, powers, and habits, yet each well
knew and appreciated the other,—perbaps even the more
deeply from the contrast between them  Circumstances se-
parated them 1n after Iife, but Mr Colendge recorded his

4 The paper contamned a sentence i Enghsh from Schiller’s
Conspiracy of Fiesco at Genoa Fiesho! Fiesko! du rdumst
ewnen Plats m mewner Biust, den das Menschengeschlecht, drerfach
genommen, nacht meh besetzen wiwrd  Fresco! Fiesco! thou
leavest a void 1n my bo-om, which the human race, thrice told,
will never fillup. ActV 8Se 16 S C
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testimony to Southey’s character 1n this work,® and 1n his
Will referred to 1t as expressive of his latest convictions

On the 1st of Novegber, 1796, Colendge wrote the fol-
lowing letter to his friend —

% MY BELOVED POOLE, November 1, 1796

“ Many cuuses have concurred to prevent my wnting to
you, but all together they do not amount to a ressorn I
have seen a narrow-necked bottle, so full of water, that when
turned up side down not a drop has fallen out—something
Iike this has been the case withme My heart has been full,
yea, crammed with anxieties about my residence nearyou I
so ardently desre 1it, that any disappointment would chall all
my faculties, like thefingersof death And entertaining wishes
so wrrationally strong, I necessarily have doy-mair dreams
that something will prevent it—so that since I quitted you,
I have been gloomy as the month which even now has begun
to lower and rave on us I verily believe, or rather I have
no doubt that I should have wntten to you withm the penod
of my promise, 1f I had not pledged myself for a ceitain gift
of my Muse to poor Tommy and alas! she has been too
¢sunk on the ground in dimmest heaviness’ to permit me to
trifle  Yet intending 1t howly I deferred my letter dla mode
the prociastinator! Ah'! me I wonder not that the hours
fly so sweetly by me—for they pass unfreighted with the duties
which they came to demand !

I wrote a long letter to Dr. Crompton, and
recerved from him a very kind letter, which I will send you
1 the parcel I am aboat to convey by Milton

« My Poems are come to a second edition, that 1s the first
editon 15 sold I shall alter the lines of the Joan of Are,
and make one poem entitled P1ogress of European Laberty,
a Vision ,—the first line “ Auspicious Reverence! hush all
meaner song,” &c and begin the volume with 1t Then the
Chatterton,—Puzies’ Purlour,— Effusions 27 and 28—To
a young Ass— Tell me on what holy ground,—-lee Sigh—

* Vol I chap m1 pp.o364 8 C
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Epitaph on an Infuni— The Man of Ross—>Spring w a Vi-
luge—Fdmund— Lines wath a poon on the French Revolu-
tion—Seven Sonnets, namely, those,at pp 45, 59, 60, 61,
64, 65, 66—Shur ton Burs— My penswe Suz a— Low was our
pretty Cot—Religrous Musings ,—these mn the order I have
placed them Then another title~page with Juvenilia on 1t,
and an advertisement signifying that the Poems were re-
taned by the desne of some fitends, but that they are to be
considered as being mn the Auther’s own opmion of very
wnferiour merit  In this sheet will be Absence—La Fayette
—Genevieve— Koscuusho— Autumnal Moon—To the Night-
sngale—Imutation of Spenser— A Poemws itten in early youth
All the others will be finally and totally omitted It 15
strange that in the Sonnet fo Schuller I should have written—
¢ that hour I would have wished to die—Lest—aught more
mean mught stamp me moi {ul ,’—the bull never struck me
t1ll Charles Lloyd mentioned 1t The sense 1s evident enough,
but the word 1s 11diculously ambiguous

“ Lloyd 1sa very good fellow, and most certainly a young
man of great gentus  He desires his kindest love %o you
I will wnite again by Multon, for I really can write no more
now—I am so depressed  But I will fill up the letter with
poetry of mme, or Lloyd’s, or Southey’s Is your Sister
married ?  May the Almighty bless her'—may he enable
her to make all her new friends as pure, and mild, and
amiable as herself'—1I pray in the fervency of my soul Is
your dear Mother well? My filial respects to her Re-
member me to Ward Dawid Hartley Colenidge 1s stout,
healthy, and handsome He 1s the very mimature of me
Your grateful and affectionate friend and brothe,

“8 T Corerivor ”

Speaking of lines by Mr Southey, called Inscription for
the Cenotaph at Ermenonville, wntten m his letter, Mr C
says, “This 1s beautiful, but instead of Ermenonville and
Rousseau put Valchiusa and Petrarch I do not particularly
admire Rousseau Bishop Taylor, old Baxter, David Hart-
ley, and the Bishop of Cloyne are my men ”

¢ Afterwards included among the Minor Poems of Mr,§ 8, C.
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The following Sonnet, transcribed 1n the foregoing Letter,
has not been punted  ¢It puts im,” he says, ¢ no clam to
poetry, but 1t 1s a mgst farthful picture of my feelings on
a very interesting event’ See the Letter to Mr Poole of
24th September, 1796 This Sonnet shows 1na remarkable
way how little the Unitananiim, which Mr C professed at
this time, operated on his fundamental feelings as a catholic
Chnistian

On receming a Letter infor ming me of the buth of a Son

When they did greet me Father, sudden awe
Wegh'd down my spint I retir’d and knelt
Seeking the throne of grace, but inly felt

No heavenly visitation upwards draw

My feeble mind, nor cheering ray impart.

Ah me' before the Eternal Sire I brought

Th’ unquiet silence of confused thought

And hopeless feelings my o’erwhelmed heart
Trembled, and vacant tears stream’d down my face,
And now once more, O Lord! to thee I bend,
Iover of souls' and groan for future grace,

That, ere my babe youth's penlous maze have trod,
Thy oveishadowing Spirit may descend,

And he be born agam, a chald of God'

It was not till the summer of 1797 that the second edition
of Mr C’s Poems actually appeared, before which time he
had seen occasion to make many alterations in the proposed
arrangement of, and had added some of lus most beautiful
compositions to, the collection  Itis curious, however, that
he never varied the diction of the Sonnet to Schiller 1n the
particular to which he refers 1n the preceding Letter

To Mr Poole
« 5, November, 1796,
« Teanks, my heart's warm thanks to you, my beloved
Friend, for your tender letter! Indeed I did not deserve
sokind a one, but by this time you have received my last
To live 1n a beautiful country, and to enure myself as much
as possible to the labours of the field, have been for this year
past my dream of the day, my sigh at mudmght. But t0
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enjoy these blessings near you, to see you daily, to tell you
all my thoughts 1n their first birth, and to hear yours, to be
minghng 1dentities with you, as it werg'—the vision-weaving
Fancy has indeed often pictured such things, but Hope never
dared whisper 2 promise  Disappomntment! Disappomt~
ment ! dash not fiom my trembhng hand this bowl, which
almost touches mylips  Envy me not this immortal draught,
and I will forgive thee all thy persecutions! Torgive thee !
Impious! I will bless thee, blackevested mimister of Op-
timism, stern proneer of happiness! Thou hast been the
cloud before me from the day that I left the flesh-pots of
Egypt, and was led through the way of a wilderness—the
cloud that had been guiding me to aland flowing with mulk
and honey—the mulk of innocence, the honey of friend-
ship!

I wanted such a letter as yours, for I am very unwell
On Wednesday might I was seized with an 1ntolerable pain
from my rnight temple to the up of my nght shoulder, 1n-
cluding my night eye, cheek, jaw, and that side of the throat
I was nearly frantic, and ran about the house almost faked,
endeavouring by every means to excite sensation m different
parts of my body, and so to weaken the enemy by creating
a division It continued from one in the morning till half-
past five, and left me pale and fainty It came on fitfully,
but not so violently, several times on Thursday, and began
severer threats towards mght, but I took between 60 and
70 drops of laudanum, and sopped the Cerberus just as his
mouth began to open  On Fnday 1t only mggled, as 1f the
Chuef had departed, as from a conquered place, and merely
left a small garrison behind, or asif he had evacuated the
Corrica, and a few straggling pams only remamed  But this
morning he returned 1n full force, and his name 1s Legion
Giant-Fiend of a hundred hands, with a shower of arrowy
death-pangs he transpierced me, and then he becamea Wolf
and lay gnawing my bones !—I am not mad, most noble
Festus! but m sober sadness I have suffered this day more
bodily pain than I had before a conception of My nght
cheek has certainly been placed with admirable exactness
under the focus of some visible burmng-glass, which con-
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centiated all the rays of a Tartarean sun My medical at-
tendant decides 1t to be altogether nervous, and that 1t
ongnates either 1n sevgre application, or excessive anxiety
My beloved Poole, 1n excessive anxiety I believe it might
ongmate I have a blister under my right ear, and I take
25 drops of laudanum every five hours, the ease and spirits
gamned by which have enabled me to write to you this fhghty,
but not exaggerating, account  With a gloomy wantonness
of 1magination I had been coquetting with the hideous pos-
sibles of disappointment I drank fears hke wormwood—
yea—made myself drunken with bitterness, for my ever-
shaping and distrustful mind still mingled gall-drops, till
out of the cup of Hope I almost poisoned myself with De-
spair

“ Your letter 1s dated 2 November, I wrote to you on
the 1st  Your Sister was married on that day, and on that
day I several times felt my heart overflowed with such ten-
dernesses for her, as made me repeatedly ejaculate prayers m
her behalf Such things are strange It may be supersti-
tion td' think about such correspondences, but it 1s a super-
stition which softens the heart and leads tono evil We
will call on your dea: Sister as soon as I am quite well, and
mn the mean time I will write a few lines to her

¢ T am anxious beyond measure to be in the country as
soon as possible I would it were possible to geta tempo-
rary residence till Adscombe 1s ready for us I wish we
could have three rooms in William Poole’s large house for
the winter Wil you try to look out for a fit servant for
us,~—simple of heart, physiognomically handsome, andscien-
tific m vaccimulgence That last word 15 a new one, but
soft i sound, and full of expression  Vacaimulgence! I
am pleased with the word ~Write to me all things about
yourself, where I cannot advise, I can console, and com-
munication, which doubles joy, halves sorrow

“ Tell me whether you think 1t at all possible to mahe
any terms with ————  You hnow, I would not wish
to touch with the edge of the nail of my great toe the line
which should be but half a barley-corn out of the urcle of
the most trembling delicacy ! I will write to Cruikshanks
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to-moriow, if God permit me  God bless and protect you
Friend' Brother! Beloved! Sari’s best love and Lloyd's
Dawd Hartley 1s well My fihal love to your dear Mother
Love to Ward  Little Tommy ' I 'often think of thee!
“8 T Coicnrper”

Charles T loyd, spohen of 1n a letter of my father s in the last
chapter as “a young man of great genius,” was born keb 12th,
1775, died at Versalles Tan 15th, 1839  He published son
nets and other poems n conjunction with my kather and Mr
Lamb, 1n 1797, and these and Mr Lamb < were published toge~
ther apart fiom my Father's, the year afternards ¢ While
Lamb,” says Serjeant {alfourd, “was enjoying habits of the
closest 1ntimacy with Coleridge i London, he was wtroduced
by hum to a voung poet whose name has often been associated
with lis—Charles Lloyd—the son of a wealthy banke: at Bir-
mingham, who had recently cast ofl’ the trammels of the Society
of Friends, and smitten with the love of poetiy, had become a
student at the University of Cambndge Ihere he had been
attracted to Colendge by the fascination of his discoursg, and,
having been admitted to his regard, was mtroduced by him to
Lamb Lloyd was endeared both to I amb and Coleridge by a
very amable disposition and a pensive cast of thought, but his
wntellect had little resemblance to that of erther. He wrote,
1ndeed, pleas ng veres and with great facility,—a facility fatal
to excellence, but his mind was chiefly remaikable for the fine
power of analysis which distingmshes s London, and other
of Ius later compositions  In tlas power of discrimnating and
distingmshing—carnied to a piteh almost of pamfulness—Lloyd
has scarcely ever been equalled, and his poems, though rugged
m point of versification, will be found by those who will 1ead
them with the calm attention they require, replete with ciitical
and moral snggestions of the lnghest value ”

Beside three or four volumes of poetiy Mr Lloyd wrote no-
vels —Edmund Olier, pubhished soon after he became ac-
quanted with my Father, and Isabel, of later date  After lns
marnage be settled at the lakes ‘“ At Brathav,” (the beautiful
nver Brathay near Ambleside,) says Mr Dequncey, * hived
Charles Lloyd, and he could not i candour be considered a com-
mon man He was somewhat too Rousseamsh, but he had m
cenversation very extraordinary powers for analysis of a certan
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knd, apphed to the philosopby df manners, and the most del-
cate nuances of social life, and his Iranslations of Alfier toge-
ther with his own poems, shew him to have been an accom-
phshed scholar **

My Mother has often told me how amable Mr Lloyd wasas
a youth, how hind to her little Hartley, how well content with
cottage accommodation, how pamfully sensitive 1 all that re-
lated to the affections T remember him myself, as he was
middle hife, when he and his excellent wife were most fnendly
to my brothers, who were ®hool-fellows with their sons Idid
not at that ume fully appreciate Ma Lloyd’s intellectval cha-
racter, but was deeply impressed by the exceeding refnement
and sensibility marked in his countenance and manners,—(for
he was a gentleman of the old school without its formality,)—
by the fluent elegance of s discourse, and, above all, by the
eloquent pathos, with which he deseribed Iis panful mental
experiences and wild waking dieams, caused bv a deranged
state of the nervous system  Le czel nous vend towours les bens
qu’ 1 nous prodigue  Nervous derangement 18 a dear price to
pay even for gentus and sensibility  Too often, even if not the
durect effect of these privileges, 1t 19 the accompanving draw-
back, hypochondria may almost be called the intellectual man’s
malady

The Duke d'Ormond, which was witten 24 years before its
publication 1n 1822, that 18 1m 1798, soon after Mr Lloyd’s
residence at Stowey, has great merit as a dramatic poem, in the
delineation of character and states of mind, the plotis forced
and uunnatural, not only that, but what 1 worse, 1n pont of
effect, 1t 18 tediouslv subjective,, and we feel the actions of the
piece to be improbable while the teehngs a1e trueto nature, yet
there 1s tragic effect m the scenes of the denouement I un
derstand what 1t was in Mr Lloyd’s mind wlich Mi Dequincey
calls Roussevussh He dwelt a good deal on the temptations
to which human nature 1s subject, when passions, not in them-
selves unworthy, become, fiom circumstances, sins if indulged,
and the source of sin and misery , but the effect of this piece 1s
altogether favourable to virtue, and to the parent and nurse of
virtue, a prous couviction of the moral government of the world
The play contains an anatomy of passion, not a picture of it 1n a
concrete form, such as the works of Richardson and of Rousseau
present, a picture fitted to excite jeelengs of baneful effect upon
the mind, 1ather than to awahen thought, whick counteracts all
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such misehief  Indeed T think 0o man would have sought my
bather's daly soriety who was not predominantly gaiven to re.
flection  What 1s serv strihing 1 thus play 19 the character of
the heroine, whose carnest and scrup®ous devotion to her mo-
ther occaswons the parual estrangement of her loyer, d’(}rmond,
and, 1n 1ts consequences, an overw helnung misery, which over-
turns her reason and causes her death, and thus, though re-
morse, works the conversion of those guilty persons of the
drama, who have been slaves to passion, but are not all *“en-
slaved, nor wholly vile ** Strong # the contrast wiich this
play presents, 1 its exhibition of the female character, with
that of the celebrated French and Geiman wnters, who have
treated simfar subjects  Men wrnite,—~I have heard a pamter
say, men even paint,—as they feel and as they are Goethe’s
Margaret has been thought equal to Shakespeare’s Opheha
and Dezdemona, 1n some respects 1t 1s so, but 1t 1s like a pot
of sweet omtment mto which some tainting matter has fallen

I think no Enghishman of Goethe’s genius and sensibility would
have described a maiden, whom 1t was b s mtention to represent,
though frail on one point, yet lovely and gentle heaited, as capa-
ble of bemg nduced to grnve her poor old mother a sleeping
potion  “It will do her no harm ™ But the ruk '—affection
gives the wisdom of the serpent where there would else be but
the simpheity of the dove A true kunghshman would have
felt that such an act, so bold and undaughterly, bhghted at once
the hly flower, making 1t “put on darkness” and “ fall into the
portion of weeds aud out worn faces ” In Mr Lloyd’s youth-
ful drama even the dissipated Marchioness, who tempts and
yields to temptation, 1s made to play a noble part n the end,
won back from sin by generous feeling and strong sense and
the description of Juha Villeneuve's tender care of her mother
15 so charactenstic of the author, that I cannot help quoting a
part of it here, though 1t 15 not among the powerful parts of the

lay

F Describing how her aged parent's extreme infirmity ren-
dered her incapable, without a sacufice, of leaving the small
dwelling to which she had been accustomed, and how tius had
prevented her even from hinting her lover's proposal for their
union, Juba says,

“ Though bhind
She loved this hittle spot A happy wife
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There Iived she with her lord It was a home
In which an only brother, long since dead,

And I, were educgted ’twas to her

As the whole world  It’s scanty garden plot,
The hum of bees hived there, which still she heard
On a warm summer s day, the scent of flowers,
The honey-suckle which trailed round 1t’s porch,
It’s orchard, field, and trees, her universe '—
I'knew she could nof long be spared to me

Her sufferings, when alleviated best,

Were most acute and I could best perform
That sacred task I wished to lengthen out,—
By consecrating to her every moment,—

Her bemg to myself! &c”

“ Could I leave her *—
I might have seen he1,—such was D’Ormond’s plea—
Each day But who hei evemng hours could cheer?
Her long and sohtary evening hours ?2—
Talk her, or haply sing her, to her sleep?
Read to her? Smooth her pillow? Lastly make
Morning seem morning with a daughter’s welcome ?
For morning’s hight ne’er visited her eyes '—
Well! I refused to qut her! D’Ormond grew
Absent, reserved, nay splenetic and petulant !
He left the Province, nor has he once sent
A Lind enquiry so t’ alleviate
His heavy absence ”

Beiutolu 18 Itahan 1n form, as much as Wieland’s Oberon, but
the spint 1s that of the Enghshman, Charles Lloyd, 1t con-
tams the same vavid descriptions of mental suffering, the same
reflectave display of the lover’s passion, the same sentiments of
deep domestic tenderness, uttered as from the heart and with a
spectal aur of reality, as The Duke D’Ormond and the author's
productions 1n general  The versification 1s rather better than
that of his earlier poems, but the want of ease and harmony 1
the flow of the verse 1s a prevailing defect m Mr Lloyd’s
poetry, and often makes it appear prosaic, even where the
thought 1s not so.

This pathetic sonnet 1s one of a very interesting set, on the
death of Pnsclla Farmer, the author’s maternal grandmother,
1mcluded 1n the jomnt volume

2 ccC
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+ Oh, She was almost speechless! nor could hold
Awahening converse with me! (1 shall bless
No more the modulated tenderness
Of that dear vowe ')  Alas, "twas shiunk and cold
Her honour’d face! yrt, when 1 sought to speak,
Through her half open’d eyehds “he did send
Fant looks, that sud ¢ I would be yet thy fend'”
And (O my chok’d breast') e’en on that shrunk cheek
I san one slow tear roll! my hand She took,
Placing 1t on her heart—1 heard her sigh
“’I1s too, too much'” ’I'was Love's last agony!
I tore me from Her! ’Iwas her latest look,
Her latest accents—Oh my heart, retun
That look, those accents, till we meet agamn?” 8§ C

CHAPTER 1V

(From Mr Wordsworth’s Stanzas wiitten 1n my Pocket copy
of I'homson’s Custle of Indolence )

“ With hum there often walked 1n friendly guise,
Or lay upon the moss by brook o1 tiee,
A noticeable Man with large giey eyes,
And a pale face that seemed undoubtedly
As 1if a blooming face 1t ought to be,
Heavy lus low-hung hp did oft appear,
Deprest by weight of musing Phantasy,
Protound his forehead was, though not severe,
Yet some did think that he had little business here

* Sweet heaven forefend ! Ins was a lawful nght
Noisy he was, and gamesome as a boy,
His himbs would toss about lum wath delight,
Like branches when strong winds the trees annoy
Nor lacked Lis calmer hours device or toy
To banish hstlessness and 1rhsome care ,
He would have taught you how you might employ
Your-elf, and many did to bim 1epair,—

And certes not m vain , he had mventions rare ”

OR Josiah Wade, the gentleman to whom the letters,
placed at the beginning of the last chapter, were writ-
ten, the fine portrait of Mr Colendge by Allston, (nearly
full length, 10 oils,) way panted at Rome 1 1806,—1 believe
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1 the spring of that yea1 Mr Allston imself spoke ot 1t,
as m his opimon farthfully representing his fiiend’s features
and expression, such as they commonly appeared His
countenance, he added, in his high poeuc mood, was quite
beyond the pamter’s ait  “it was mdeed spiret mude
visible

Mr Coleridge was thirty-thiee years old when this por-
trait was painted, but 1t would be taken for that of a man of
forty, The youthful, even boywsh look, which the onigimal
retamned for some yeais after boyhood, must rather suddenly
have given place, to a piemature appearance, first of mddle~
agedness, then of old age, at least in his general aspect, though
1n some pounts of personal appearance,—his fair smooth shin
and “ large grey eyes,” “at once the clearest and the deep-
est”’—so a fiiend lately described them to me,~—¢“that I
ever saw,” he grew not old to the last Serjeant Talfourd
thus speaks of what he was at three or four and forty
“Lamb used to say that he was inferiour to what he had
been 1n his youth , but I can scarcely believe 1t, at least
there 18 nothing 1n lus early writing which gives any 1dea of
the richness of his mind so lavishly poured out at this time
1n his happiestmoods  Although he looked much older than
he was, lus hair being silvered all ovei, and his person
tending to coipulency, there was about him no trace of
bodily sickness or mental decay, but rather an air of volup-
tuous repose  His bemgmnity of manne: placed his auditors
entirely at their ease, and mclined them to Listen delighted
to the sweet low tone i which he began to discomse on
some high theme At first his tones were conversational
he seemed to dally with the shallows of the subject and with
fantastic images which bordered 1t but gradually the thought
grew deeper, and the voice deepened with the thought , the
stieam gathering strength, seemed to bear along with 1t all
things which opposed 1ts progress, and blended them with
1ts current, and stietching away among reg'ons tinted with
etherial colours, was lost at ary distance in the horizon of
fancy Coleridge was sometimes induced to repeat portions
of Chiistabel, then enshuned 1n manuseript from eyes pro-
fane, and gate a bewitching effect ta 13 wizard lines  But
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more pecubar 1n 1ts beauty than this was his reaitation of
Kubla khan  As he repeated the passage—

A damsel with a dulcimes

In a vision once I saw

It was an Aby~siman maid,

And on her dulcimer she played

Singg of Mount Abora!
is voice seemed to mount and melt mto air, as the images
grew mote visionary, and the sugfested associations more
remote *’

M: Dequincey thus describes him at thurty-four, 1n the
summer season of 1807, about a year and a half after the
date of Mr Allston’s portrait

T had recewved directions for finding out the house wheze
Colendge was visiting, and 1n riding down a main street
of Bridgewater, I noticed a gateway conesponding to the
description given me  Uunder this was standing, and gazing
about him, a man whom I shall descube In height he might
seem to be above five feet eight (he'was 1n reality about an
inch and a half talle, but his figure was of an order which
drowns the height,) hs person was broad and full, and
tended even to corpulence his complexion was farr, though
not what panters technically style fair, because 1t was as-
sociated with black hair his eyes were large and soft in
therr expression  and 1t was from the pecular appearance
of haze or dreamuness, which mixed with their hight, that I
recogmsed my object This was Colendge I examned
him steadfastly for a minute or more and 1t struck me that
he saw neither myself nor any other object in the street He
was m a deep revene, for I had dismounted, made two ot
three tnfling arrangements at an mn door, and advanced
close to him, before he had apparently become conscious of
my presence  The sound of my voice, announcing my own
name, first awoke him, he staited, and for & moment,
seemed at a loss to understand my purpose o1 bis own situ-
ation , for he repeated rapidly a number of words which had
no relation to either of us  There was no mauvaise honte
his manner, but simple perplexity, and an apparent difficulty
m recovering his position among dayhight reahties his



BIOGRAPHICAL SUPPLEMENT 389

little scene over, he receved me with a kindness of manner
80 marked that 1t imght be called gracious

Coleridge led me tp a drawing room and rang the bell for
refreshments, and omitted no point of a courteous reception
He told me that there would be a very laige dinner party on
that day, which perhaps might be disagieeable to a perfect
stranger, but, if not, he could assute me ofa most hospita~
ble welcome from the fanmly I was too anxious to see him,
under all aspects, to thik of declining this mvitation And
these little pomnts of busmess beng settled, Colendge, hke
some great river, the Orellana, or the St Lawence, that had
been checked and fretted by rocks or thwarting islands, and
suddenly recovers its volume of waters, and its mughty
music, swept, at once, as if returning to his natural busi-
ness, 1nto a continuous stiam of eloquent dissertation, cer-
tamly the most novel, the most finely 1llustrated, and tra-
versing the most spacious fields of thought, by transitions,
the most just and logical, that it was possible to concetve ”

I will now presenthim as he appeaied to William Haz
litt 12 the Febiuary of 1798, when he was little more than
five and twenty, and this brings lum back to the period of
Ius hife at which the present Memorr concludes.

Tt was in January, 1798, that I rose one morning be-
fore dayhght, to walk ten miles i the mud, to hear this
celebrated person preach  Never, the longest day I have to
hive, shall T have such another walk as this cold raw, com-
fortless one, . the winter of the year 1798 1y a des un-
pressions que ne le temps mi les cuconstunces pewvent effacer
Dusse=ye vwwre des sitcles entuers, le dour temps de ma jeunesse
ne peut 1enalire pour mor, mi s'effucer jumas dans ma mémowre
When I got there, the organ was playmg the hundredth psalm,
and when 1t was done, Mr Coleridge rose and gave out his
text “He departed again into a mountain kumself alone >
As he gave out this text his voice ¢ rose hke a stream of rich
distilled perfumes,’ and when he came to the two last words,
which he pronounced loud, deep, and distmet, 1t seemed to
me, who was then young, as 1f the sounds had echoed from
the bottom of the human heart, and as if that prayer might
have floated 1n solemn silence through the universe, The
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1der of St Tohn came 1nto iy mind, of one ciying 1 the
wilderness, who had his lomns ant about, and whose food
was locusts and wild honey  The ppeacher then launched
nto his subject, like an eagle dallying with the wind  The
setmon was upon peace and war—upon chuich and state—
not their alhance, but then separation—on the spmt of the
would, and the spirit of Christianity, not as the same, but as
opposed toone anothar e talked ot those who had insciibed
the cioss ot Christ on banners dnfapmg with human gote
He made a poetical and pastoral excuision,—ind to shew
the fatal effccts of war, drew a striking contiast between the
sunple shepherd boy, diving his team afield, o1 sitting under
the hawthorn, piping to his flock, as though he should never
be old, and the same poor country lad, crimped, kidnapped,
biought 1nto town, made drunk at an alehouse, turned mto
a wietched diummer-boy, with his hair sticking on end with
powder and pomatum, a long cue at his back, and tricked
out i the finery of the profession of blood

¢ Such were the notes our once loved poet sung

and fo1 myself, I could not have been more dehghted if I
had heard the music of the spheres  Poetry and Philosophy
had met together, Truth and Gemus had embraced, under
the eye and wath the sanction of Religion  This was even
beyond my hopes Iieturned home well satisfied The sun
that was still labouring pale and wan through the sky, ob-
scured by thick mists, seemed an emblem of the good cause ,
and the cold dank drops of dew, that hung halt melted on
the beard of the thistle, had something gemal and refieshing
in them »’

A glowing dawn was hus, but noon’s full blaze

Of parfect day ne'er fill’d hus heav’n with raciance

Scarce were the flow'rets on their stems upraised

When sudden shadows cast an evening gloom

O'er those bright shies '—jet stll those shies were lovely,

1he roses of the morn yet hngered there

‘When stars began to peep,—nor yet exhaled

Fresh dew diops ghttered near the glowworm’s lamp,

And many a snatch of lark-like melody

Burds of the shade trilled forth 'mid plaintive warbhing
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LHAPTER V

“ Learming, power, and time,
(Too much of all) thus wasting 1n vain war
Of fervid colloquy  Sickness, *ts true,
Whole years of weary days, beseged hum close,
Even to the gates &nd wmletsof hus hfe!
But 1t 1s true, o less, that stienuous, firm,
And with a natural gladness, he mamtained
The citadel unconquered, and 1n joy
Was strong to follow the delightful Muse »

WITH the letter of Nov 5, which concludes Chapter
IIT the biographical sketch left by Mr Coleridge’s
late Editor comes to an end, and at the piesent time I can
carry 1t no further than to add, that in January, 1798, my
Father removed with lus wife and child, the latter then four
months’ old, to a cottage at Stowey, which was his home
for three years, that from that home, 1n company with
Mr and Miss Wordsworth, he went, in September, 1798,
to Germany, and that he spent fourteen months 1n that
country, during which period the Letters called Satyrane’s
were wrtten  Here, however, at the end of this bref
personal record, I may best itroduce the remarks which
have been made, and details which have been given, re-
specting M1 Coleridge’s services to The Morming Post and
The Courier, spoken of bylim in Vol I Chap X  That re-
presentation has been excepted against by Mr Stuart, who
was Editor of the former Paper when my Father wrote for 1t,
and half proprietor of the other The view which he takes
of the case he has aheady made public,’ he seems to be of
opnion, that the language used by Mr Coleridge m this
work 1s calculated to give an impression of the amount of

! In articles on Mr Coleridge, the Poet, and his Newspaper
writings, &¢ m the Gentleman's Magaunne of May, June, July,
August of 1838
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his actual performances on behalf of those papers beyond
what the facts warrant, I have not thought 1t necessary or
proper to withdraw that portion of Chapter X of the first
volume, of which he complains, nor do I see that 1t must
necessarily bear a construction at variance with lis own
statements  but neither would I republish 1t, without giving
Mr Stuart’s account of matters to which 1t refers, extracted
fiom letters wnitten by him to Mr Coleridge’s late Editor
He writes as follows fiom Wykhawn Park, on the 7th of
October, 1835

“ In August, 1795, I began to conduct The Morning
Post, the sale of which was so low, only 350 per day, that a
gentleman at that time made a bet with me that the Paper
was actually extinct

¢« At Chnstmas, 1797, on the recommendation of M
Mackntosh, Coleridge sent me several pieces of poetry, up
to the time of his gomg to Germany, about 12 pieces?
Prose wnting I never expected fiom him at that ime  He
went to Germany 1n the summer of 1798

« He returned, I believe, about the end of 1799, and
proposed to me to come to London to reside near me, and
write daily for the paper I took lodgings for lum m King
Street, Covent Garden. The Moramg Post then selling
2,000 daly Colendge wrote some things, particularly, I
remember, Comments on Lord Grenville’s reply to Buona-
parte’s Overtures of Peace, 1n January, 1800 But he totally
failed n the plan he proposed of writing daily on the daily
occurrences ”

Mr Stuart then gives three short letters of Mr C ’s, shew-
mg how often he was 1ll and incapable of writing for the
paper, and the beginmng of a long one dated Greta Hall,

2 ¢« Short pieces,” Mr Stuart calls them m the Gent’s Mag
But among them was France, an ode, which was first published
m the M P 1 the beginming of 1798, and repubhshed 1n the
same Paper some years afterwards, and must have helped to give
1t a decent poetical reputation, I think

3 Nov 27, 1799.
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Keswick, 19th July, 1800, 1n which he promses a second
part of Pitt and Buonaparte, but speaks of 1t as uncertan
whether or no he should be able to continue any regular
species of employmenffor Mr S ’s paper

After noting that Mr C left London at the end of his first
half year’s engagement, Mr S brings forward more letters,
contamming excuses on account of 1llness, but promising a
number of essays two on the war, as respecting agneulture,
one on the raising of rents, one on the mots (com riots 1
1800), and one pn the countenance by Government of ca-
lumnies on the Kig ,—promising also a second part of Putt
and Buonaparte, which Mr § supposes he was constantly
dunning for, the Character of Pitt, published in The M P
early in 1800, having made a great sensation, proposing a
letter to Sir I' Burdett on solitary 1mprisonment, and that
all these should be pubhshed m pamphlets, after they had
been divided 1nto pieces, and published in the M P, he
doubting whethe: they were of value for a newspaper. Some
of these essays appear to have been sent, 1t 15 not specified
which r how many

¢ Early 1 1807,” Mr S says, “I was confined by a
violent fever Several weehs I was delinous, and to my
astomishment, when I recovered, Pitt was out of place, and
Horne Tooke in Parhament I did not resume the conduct
of the Paper till the spung  The Paper suffered loss ”

The next letter, dated May, 1801, Keswich, speaks of 1ll
health, and “the habits of irresolution which aie 1ts worst
consequences,” foibidding him to rely on himself Mr § had
solicited him to write, and offered teims, and 1t appears that
he did form a new engagement for the Paper about that time.
In a letter of Sept 1801, he says, “I am not so blinded by
authorship as to believe that what T have done 1s at all ade-
quate to the money I have receved ” Mr Stuait then pro-
duces a letter with the postmark Budgewater, of Jan 19,
1802 These letters shew, he says, that i July and October
1800,1n May 1801, on the 30th of September1801, Colendge
was at Keswick, that 1 January 1802, he was at Stowey,
that he could not therefore have matenally contributed to
the success of The Morning Post  “‘Inthislastyear,” says
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Mr Stuart, ““his Letters to Tudge 1letcher, and on Mr Fox,
at Parns, were published ” The former weie not published
ull 1814 The six letters appeared in L'he Courer on Sept
20th, 20th, Oct 21st, Nov 2nd,Dec 3rd,6th, 9th and 10th
The latter appeared on the 4th and 9th of Nov 1802 Mr
Stuart speaks of 1t as a mistthe 1 those who have supposed
that the coolness of Tox to Sir Tames Mnckintosh was oc-
casioned by his asenbing thus ¢ violent philippie,” as
Lamb called 1t, to him (Sir James} On those to Judge
Iletcher,” he says, ““and many other such eswsays, as bemg
rather fit for pamphlets than newspapers, I did not set much
value  On this subject hear Colendge himself m a letter
dated June 4th, 1811, when he was engaged with Mr
Stieet ¢ Freshness of eflect belongs to a newspaper and
distinguishes 1t fiom a litetary book the foimer being the
Zemith nd the litter the Nadu, with a number of mterme-
diate degrees, occupied by pamphlets, magazines, reviews,
&c Besides, i a daily paper, with advertisements propor-
tioned to 1ts large sale, what 1s defeired must four tymes m
five be extinguished A newspapet 15 2 market for flowers
and vegetables, rather than a granary or conservatory, and
the drawer of 1ts Editor a common buuial ground, not a
caticomb for embalmed mummues, in which the defunct are
preserved to serve 1n after times as medicines for the hiving ”
This freshness of effect Coleridge scarcely ever gave to etther
The Morning Post or The Courier  He was occasionally m
London durmg my time, m The Morning Post 1t 1s tive, but
he néver gave the daily bread  He was mostly at heswick
# % * # A fow months in 1800, and a few
weeks 1n 1802, that was all the time he ever wasted on The
Mor mung Post, and as for The Cour:er, 1t accepted his prof-
fered services as a favour done to him,” &c

After speahing again of the former paper, he says, < I
could give many more reasons for its rise than those I gave
m my former letter, and among others I would mclude
Colenidge s occasional writings, though to them I would not
set down more than one hundreth part of the cause of suc-
cess, much as I esteemed his writings and much as I would
have given for a regular daily assistance by hm  But he
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never wrote a thing I requested, and, I think I may add, he
never wrote a thing I expected In proof of this he pro-
mised me at my earnest and endless 1equest, the chalacter
of Buonaparte, which he himself, at fiist of his own mere
motion, had promised, he promised 1t letter after letter,
year after year, for ten years (last for The Courier),yet never
wrote it Could Coleridge and I place ourselves thirty-
eight years back, and he be so far a man of busmess as to
write three or four homs% dav, there 1s nothing I would not
pay for s assistance T would take him mto partnetship,”
(which, I think, my Father would have declined,) ¢¢and I
would enable him to make a large fortune To write the
leading paragraph of a newspaper I would prefer him to
Mackintosh, Burke, or any man I ever heaid of Hi ob-
servations not only weie confirmed by good sense, but dis-
played extensive knowledge, deep thought and well giounded
foresight , they were so brilliantly ornamented, so classically
delightful ~ They were the wutings of a Scholar, a Gentle-
man and a Statesman, without personal sarcasm or 1llibera-
lity of "any kind  But when Coleridge wrote in his study
without being pressed, he wondeied and lost himself He
should always have had the printer’s devil at his elbow
with ¢ Sir, the punters want copy ”

¢ So far then with regard to The Mormng Post, which I
finally left in August, 1803 Throughout the last year,
duing my most rapid success, Coleridge did not I believe,
wnte a line for me  Seven months afteawards I find Cole-
nidge at Portsmouth, on his way to Malta ”  Mr Stuart
proceeds to state that Mr C retuined to England m the
summer of 1806, that 1n 1807 he was engaged with his Phy
at Drury Lane Theatre, early 1n 1808 gave lis lectures at
the Royal Institution, at the end of that year began lus plan
of The Friend, which took him up tll towards the end ot
1809—1n 1811 proposed to wiite for T'he Courier on a sa-
lary Mr Stuart mentions that the Essays on the Spamaids
were sent 1 the end of 1809 by Mr Coleridge, as some 1e-
turn for sums he had expended on lis account, not on hs
(Mr Stuaits) sohicitation  He says that Mr C wrote n
The Courer for his own convenience, his other literary pro~
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Jects having failed, and that he wrote for 1t gainst the will
of Mr Street, the Lditor, who, in accepting his scrvices, only
yielded to Ins (Mr S's ) suggestion  “ fhe Cowrusr,” he
says, ¢ required no assistance It was, and had loug been,
the evening paper of the highest circulation ' In another
letter, dated 7th September, 1835, he speabs thus ¢ Lk
Courer 1ndecd sold 8000 daily for some years, but when
Street and 1 puichased 1t at & good price in June, 1799, 1t
«old nearly 2000, and had the refutation ot selling more

It was the apostasy of The Sun n 1808, Street’s good ma-
nagement, 1ts early intelligence, and the importance of pub-
lic events, that raised The Couriwer ” In the same letter he
says, ¢ Could Coleridge have wntten the leading para-
graph daily his services would have been 1nvaluable, but an
oceastonal essay or two could produce little effect It was
eatly and ample accounts of domestic occuirences, as Tinals,
Executions, &c &ec , exclusively early Irish news, the ear-
hiest French news, full Pailiamentary Debates, Corn Riots
in 1800, Procession proclaiming Peace, the attack on the
King by Hatfield at the Theatre, the arrest of Arthur O’Con-
nor, respecting which I was examined at the Privy Council

1t was the earliest and fullest accounts of such things as
these, while the other papers were neghgent, that raised 1%e
Morning Post from 350, when I took 1t 1n August, 1795, to
4500, when I sold 1t in August, 1803, and then no other
daily morning paper sold above 3000 It was unremitting
attention and success 1n giving the best and earhiest accounts
of occurrences that made 1%e Morning Post, and not the
writings of any one, though good writing 15 always an 1m-
portant feature I have known the Pape: served moie by
a minute, picturesque, lively account of the ascension of a
balloon than ever 1t was by any piece of writing  There 1»
a great difference among newspapers 1 this respect  Most
of the Sunday Papeis, calling themselves Newspapers, have
no news, only political essays, which are read by the woik-
ing-classes, and which 1 those papers produce astonshing
success ”  In other letters he says ¢ The reputation of the
writings of any man, the mere reputation of them, would
not serve, or 1n the very shightest degree serve, any daily
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newspaper ¥ ¢ Mackmtosh’s reputation as a poltical
writer was then much Iigher than that of Colendge, and
he was my brother-in-law, known to have written for the
Paper, especially durdag one year (1795-6), and to be on
good terms with me, yet I must confess that even to the
1eputation of his writing for the Paper I never ascribed any
part of its success »

It does not appear from Mr Stuart how many essays n
all Mr Colendge contrtbuted to the Morning Post and the
Couner Mr £ himself mentions several in the tenth
chapter of Vol I of this work All thesehave been copied,
and will be republished hereafter I happen to possess also
his contributions to The Couriern 1811  They are numer-
ous, though not daily, if what I have form the complete
set for that year, which I have now no means of ascertam-
g The Cnitique on Bertram first appeared 1 that Paper,
Ibelieven 1816 Mr Stuartadmits thatsome of the poems
published by Mr C mn Lhe Morning Post before isgoing
to Germany made a “ great impiession ” that on Mr C’s
proposing “ personally on the spot and by daily exertion to
assist him 1n the conduct of the Paper,” he ¢ grasped at the
engagement,” and “no doubt solicited’”” lam “n the most
earnest manner to enter upon 1t,” that his “ writings pro-
duced a greater effect m The Morning Post than any otheis ™
In his letter of September, 19, 1835, Mr S says “The most
remarkable things Coleridge pubhished 1n The Mornang Post
were The Dewil’s Thoughts and the Charuacter of Putt Each
of these made a sensation, which any writings unconnected
with the news of the day 1arely dud” Elsewhere he says,
< Several hundred sheets extra were sold by them, and the
paper was 1n demand for days and weeks afterwards  Cole-
ndge promised a pawr of portraits, Pitt and Buonaperte I
could not walk a hundred yards m the streets but I was
stopped by inquirtes, ¢ When shall we have Buonaparte?’
One of the most eager of these inquirers was Dr Moore,
author of Zeluco ” In the letter mentioned just above he
says At one time Colenidge engaged to write daily for 14e
Courer on the news of the day, and he did attend very re-
gularly and wrote, but as it was m the spring, when the
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Paper was overwhelmed witn debates and advcrtisements,
(and Street always preferring news, and a shott notice of it in
a leading parasraph to any writing however bnlhnt,) htle
or nothing that he wrote was mseited fiom want of 1oom,
Of this he 1epeatedly complained to me, saying that he
would not contmue to receive a salary without rendering
services I answered, ¢ Wait ull Puhamentisup, we shall
then hase ample room, and <hall be obhiged to vou for all
you can give us > When Paihament rose Colenidge disap-
peared, o1 at least discontinued his services.”

The time here spoken of was in Tune, 1811 In Apnl
he had proposed to Mr Stuait a particulu plan of writing
for The Courier,and on May 5, he wiites to that gentleman,
that he had stated and particularzed this proposal to Mr
Street, and “found a full and 1n all appearance a warm
assent” Mr Street, he says, ‘“expressed himself inghly
pleased both at the thought of my assistance mn general, and
with the specific plan of assistance  There was no doubt,
he said, that it would be of great service to the Paper ”

Mr Stuart has been offended by Mr Colendge’s Saying
that he “employed the prime and manhood of h1s intellect
1 these labours,” namely for the Papers, that they ¢ added
nothing to his fortune or reputation,” that the “industiy
of the week supphied the necessities of the weeh ¥ This he
has considered as a reproach to himself, and an unjust vne
It was not—Mr Stuart himself saw that 1t was not—so -
tended, Mr Colenidge’s only object was to shew that he
had not altogether suffered his talents to * rust away without
any efficient exertion for his own good or that of his fellow-
cieatuies,” that he had laboured more than would appear
from the number and size of the books he had produced,
and 1 whatever he wrote had aimed not meiely to supply
his own temporal wants, but to benefit hus readers by bung-
g ligh pimerples in view ¢ For, while cabbage-stalks
rot in dunghulls,” says he, in a letter to the late Edutor of L%e
Morning Post, * I will never write what, or for what, I do
not think nght Al that prudence can justify 15 not to write
what at certain times one may yet think ”  Buat Mr Stuat
1hought that the Public would diawinferences fiom M1 C
language injurious to himself, though 1t was not meant of lum ,
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and hence he gave the details vdich I have thoughtit right to
bring fooward I hase no doubt that Mr Coleridge had an
exaggeiated 1mpression of the amount of his labours for T%e
Moz mang Post and Theourier, and that when he said that he
had ra1sed the sale of the former from a low number to 7000
daily, he mistook the sale of the latter, which, Mr Stuart ad-
mits, may have been 7000 pei day m 1811, when he wrote
fo11t constantly, with that of The Morning Post, which never
sold above 4500 Mr §guart says tiuly ¢ Coleridge had a
defective memory, fiom want of interest in common things ,”
and of this he brihigs forward a stiong mstance I think my
Father’s example and expetience go to prove that News-
paper reading must ever be more or less mjurious to the
public mind, high and caieful writing for the daily journal
will never answer who could fuinish noble views and a
refined moral commentary on public events and occuriences
every day of the week, o1 even every other day, and obtain
a propor tionate recompense? On the other hand, a coarse
or low sort of wiiting on the impoitant subjects, with which
the jowrnal deals, must do mischief No one will deny that
the chaiacter of Mr C’s articles was such as he has de-
seribed , he would natuially be more alive to marks of the
mmpresston made by what he wrote in paticular than any
one else, even the Editor , and men are apt to judge of ther
labours by intensity as much as by quantity He peihaps
expended mote thought on some of those essays, of whach
Mr Stieet and even Mr Stuart thought Lightly, than would
have served to furmsh a large amount of ordinary serviceable
matter M1 Stuait obseives, ¢ He never had a prime and
manhood of intellect m the sense 1 which he speaks of 1t m
the Lit Biography He had ndeed the great mind, the
great powers, but he could not use them for the press with
regulanty and vigour * He was always 1ll” This may have

4 « He never could wrie a thing that was mmmediately re
quired of lum,” says Mr 8, in the Gentleman’s Magazme, of
May, 1838  “The thought of compulsion disarmed him I
could name other able literary men 1n this unfortunate phght”
One of the manv grounds of argument against the sole p ofessun
of literatuie
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been tiue, yet it was during what ought to have been the
best years of s life that he wrote for the Pipers, and doubt-
less what he did produce helped to exhaust s scanty stock
of bodily power, and to prcvent hind? from wnting as many
books as he might have done, had circumstances permitted
him to use his pen, not for procuring * the necessities of the
week,” but 1n the manner most congemal to his own mind,
and ultimitely most useful to the public  * Such things
as The Morning Post and mones,” says Mr S, 1 the
Gentleman's Magatine, “never settled wpon his mind ”
I beliese that such things unmseétled his mind, and made
him, as the lampooner said, with a somewhat different al-
lusion, “ Like to 2 man on double busmess bound, who
both neglects ” This was a trouble to hmself and all
connected with im  Le ciel nous vend fowjours les biens
qu'il nous prodigue, may be appled to my poor Father
emphat cally

In regaid to the remuneration he recerved, I do not bring
forward the parteculars given by Mr Stuart of s liberal
dealing with Mr Colendge, simply because the rehedrsal of
them would be tedious, and could answer no end Such
details may be superseded by the general declaration, that I
behieve my Father to have ieceived from Mr Stuart far
more than the market value of his contrbutions to the Pa-
pers which that gentleman was concerned m  Mr Stuart
says that he “paid at the*time as highly as such writings
were paid for,” and to Mr Colendge’s satisfaction, which
my Father’s own letters certainly testify, and concludes the
account of sums advanced by him to Mi C, when he was
not writing for the paper, by saying that he had “at least
700! of him beside many acts of kindness ” A considera-
ble part of this was spent on stamps and paper for The
Friend; two hundred of 1t was given after the publication
of the Buographwa Literaria

Mr Coleridge expressed s esteem for Mr Stuart and
sense of his kindness very strongly 1n letters to himself, but
not more strongly than to others He speaks of him 1n 2
letter written about the beginning of 1809, addressed to a
gentleman of the Quaker persuasion at Leeds, as ‘“a man of
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the most consummate knowledge of the world, managed by
a thorough strong and sound judgment, and rendered n-
nacuous by a good heart”—as a “ most wise, disinterested,
kind, and constant fhend” In a letter to my Mother,
written on his return from Malta, he says, “Stuart 1s a
friend, and a friend indeed ”

I have thought 1t night to bring forward these particulars,
—(I and those equally concerned with myself)—not only
out of a regard to truth#and openness, that the language of
this woik respegfing Lhe Morning Post and The Courser
may not be mterpreted 1n any way contrary to fact, which,
I think, 1t need not be, but also 1 gratitude to a man who
was serviceable and frnendly to my Father during many
years of his hife, who appreciated his merits as a prose
writer when they were not generally known and acknow-
ledged, and by whose aid huis puncipal prose work, T%e
Friend, was brought before the public I do not complain
1 the least of his staung the facts of my Father’s news-
paper wutings, in the manner m which this was done~—
as wa¢ pointed out at the time—there was something to
complain of Let me add that I consider his representa~
tion of my Father’s feelings on certamn occasions altogether
incredible, and deeply regret these pieces of bad construng,
dictated by resentment, 1n one who was once so truly his
friend

My Father certamnly does not assert, as Mr Stuart re-
presents hum as having asserted 1 the Literary Buogr aphy,
that he “made the fortunes of The Moinung Post and The
Courier, and was 1nadequately paid ” He speaks of his
writings as having been i furtherance of Government I
have no doubt he thought that they were serviceable to Go~
vernment and to his country, and that while they brought
upon him the enmuty of the anti-ministerial and Buonapart-
ean party, and every possible hindrance to his iterary ca~
reer which the most hostile and contemptuous criticism of
a leading journal could effect, they were unrewarded n any
other quarter There was truth 1n one half of Hazltt’s sar-
casm,  his polties turned—but not fo account ”  * From
Goveinment, or the fiiends of Government!” says Mr

2 DD
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Stuart, ¢ Why, Colendge was attiching it and Lord Gien-
wille 1n 1800, who were 1t the head of the Governnient In
1801, when the Addingtons came mto power, he wrote little
or nothine m Lhe Mornang Post, n “he autumn of 1802 he
wrote one or two able essays 1gainst Buonpaite m relation
1o the Peace of Amiens, and he published n tht papet, at
that time, 1 letter or two to Judge Fetcher " Tl last sen-
tence 15 2 double mistake, 15 I have alieady shewn ¢ At
that time the newspaper press geaerally condemned the
conduct of Buonaparte 1 the severest manuet , and no
part of 1t more severely than The Mormng Post by my
own writings  Cobbett attacked Yoy, &, but The Morn-
wng Post was the most distinguished on this subject, and
the merease of 1ts circulation was great  The qualified op-
postion to Government was not given to Pitt’s munistry,
but to Addington’s  To Pitt The Morning Post was always,
n my tme, decidedly opposed I supported Addington
agamnst Buonaparte, during the Peace of Amiens, with all
my power, and 1n the summer of 1803 Mr Estcourt came
to me with a message of thanks from the prime msmister,
Mr A offeing anything I'wished I declined the offer It
was not il the summer of 1804, a year after I had finally
left The Morning Post that,n The Courwr, I supported Pitt
acainst Buonaparte, on the same grounds I had supported
Mr Addimgton, Piit having become again prime minister,
to protect Lord Melville against the fifth clause Cole-
ndge confuses things  The qualified support of the mims-
try, he alludes to, applies wholly to The Courter ” 1 do not
see the materal discrepancy between this statement and my
Father's, when he says that The Morning Post was “antr
munaster wl, indeed, but with far gieatel eainestness and
zeal, both anti-jacobin and anti-gallican,” and that 1t proved
2 far more useful ally to the Government 1n 1ts most import-
ant objects, 1n consequence of 1ts bewng generally considered
moderately anti-mmsterial, than 1f 1t had been the avowed
eulogist of Mr Pitt, “ that the rapid mciease in the sale of
The Mormng Post 1s a pledge that genume 1mpartiahity with
a respectable portion of literary talent will secuie the suc-
cess of a newspaper without muster sl patronage,” and that
from “ the commencement of the Addington adminstration”
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whatever he himself had wnitten “in The Morning Post or
Courier was 1 defence of Government ”  In the preceding
paragraph he aigues that neither Mr Percival nor * the
present admimstration® pursued the plans of Mi Putt

In what degree my Father’s writings contubuted to the
reputation and success of The Mo ning Post cannot at this
distance of time be precisely settled It must indeed be
difficult to say what occasions success i such enterprises, if
M Stuait’s own brothet could attribute that of The Moz -
ang Post to Sir James Mackintosh, ¢ though with less rea-
son even than 1f he had ascubed 1t to Coleridge ”” The
long story told to shew that booksellers were not aware of
M1 C? having produced any effect on the paper, and
when they set up a rival journal, never cared to obtam his
services, but eageily secured those of Mr Stuart’s assistant,
George Lane, does not quite decide the question, for book-
sellers, though, as M1 Stuart says, ¢ knowing men” 1n such
matters, are not omniscient even 1n what concetns their own
business  If the anti-gallican policy of The Mormng Post
¢ ncréased 1ts circulation,” I cannot but think that the n-
fluence of my Father’s writings, though not numerous, and
wndirectly of his intercouise with the Editor,—who rates his
conversational powers as highly as 1t 15 usual to rate them—
m directing the tone and determuming the prieiples of the
paper, must have seived 1t matenally I believe him to
have been the anti-gallican spiret that goveined The Morn-
ang Post, though he may not have peiformed as much of the
letter as he fancied

I shall conclude this subject with quoting part of a letter
of my Father’s on the subject of The Courter, to which Mr
Stuart, to whom 1t was addressed, declates himself to have
replied, that “as long as he actvely interfered, the Paper
was conducted on the mmdependent punciples alluded to by
Colendge,” but that, for reasons which he states, he found
1t best, from the year 1811, to *leave Street enfirely to his
own course,” and “so 1t gradually shd nto a mere minis-
teral journal—an mstrument of the Treasury ” “acquired
a high character for being the organ of Government, and
obtained a great circulation, but became odious to the
mob—excited by the falsehoods of the weekly journals ”
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“ W dnesd ay, 8th My, 1816
“ Tames Gallman s, Twg Suigeon,

¢ MY DI AR STUART, thghgate
“ Srner you left me, I have been 11flecting a great deal
on the subject of the Catholic question, and <omewhat on
The Cowrter i gencral  Vath all my waght of fawulss, (and
no one 1s less hikely to undearate them than my~clf,) a ten-
dency to be influenced by seltish motives i my fiiendships,
o1 even 1n the cultiv wion of my avquaitance, will not, I
am sute, be by you plied among them . When we fiist
knew each other, 1t was perthaps the most mtcresting period
of both owt hives, at the very turn of the flood, and 1 can
never cease to reflect with affectionate delight on the stead-
ness and independence ot your conduct and prineiples, and
how, for so many yeais, with httle assistance from others,
and with one main guide, a svmpathizing tact for the real
sense, feeling, and 1mpulses of the respectable part of the
English nation, you went on so auspiciously, and hkewise
so effectrvely It 1s far, very far, fiom bemg an hyperbole
to affum, that you did more against the French schéme of
Contmental domination than the Duke of Wellington has
done, or rather, Wellington could neither have been sup-
plied by the Ministers, nor the Minwters supported by the
nation, but for the tone first given, and then counstantly
kept up by the plain, un-mintenal, anti-opposition, anti-
Jacobin, anti-Gallican, anti-Napoleon spuit of your wrt-
1ngs, aided by a colloquial style and evident good seuse, 1n
which, as acting on an immense mass of knowledge of ex-
1sting men and existing circumstances, you are superour to
any man I ever met with in my hife-time  Indeed you are
the only human being, of whom I can say with sevese truth,
that 1 never conversed with you for an hour without 1emem-
ber wble wmstiuction, and with the same simpliaty 1 dare
afhrm my belief, that my greater knowledge of z2an has been
useful to you, though, from the nature of things, not so

useful as your knowledge of men has been to me ”
¢ Now, with such convictions, my dear Stuart, how 15 1t
possible that I can look back on the conduct of L%e Courier,
from the period of the Duke of York’s restoration, without
some pain? You cannot be senously offended or aft:onted
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with me, 1f, m this deep confidence and 1n a letter, which,
or 1ts contents, can meet no eye but your own, I ventme to
declare, that though since then much has been done, very
much of high utihty td'the countiy, by’ and under Mr Street,
yet The Courer 1tself has gradually lost that sanctfving spi-
nit which was the hfe of its life, and without which, even
the best and soundest principles lose half their effect on the
human mind, I mean, the faith n the fauth of the person
and paper which brings”them forward They are attributed
to the accdent of their happeming to be for such a side, or
for such a party In short, there 1s no longer any 700f m
the paper, out of which all the various branches and fruats,
and even fluttering leaves, are seen or believed to grow
But 1t 15 the old tiee, barked round above the root, though
the cucular decortication 15 so small and so neatly filled up
and coloured as to be scarcely visible but 1n 1ts effects, ex-
cellent fruit st1ll hanging on the boughs, but they are tied
on by threads and hairs ”

¢ In all this I am well aware, that you are no otherwise
to be blamed than m permitting that which, without dis-
turbance to your heart and tranquillity, you could not, per-
haps, have prevented or effectively modified But the
whole plan of Street seems to me to have been motiweless
from the beginning, or at least affected by the grossest mis-
calculations, 1n respect even of pecunmary iterests For,
had the paper maintained and asserted not only 1ts inde-
pendence, but its appearance of 1t,—it 1s true that Mr
Street nught not have had Mr A to dine with him, or
received as many nods and shakes of the hand from Lord
this or that, but at least equally true, that the mmstry
would have been far more effecuively served, and that, (I
speak from facts), both the paper and 1ts conductor would
have been held by the adherents of mimmsters n far higher
respect, and after all, mimisters do not loze newspapers m
therr hearts, not even those that support them, indeed 1t
seems epidemic among Parliament men mn general to affect
to look down upon and despise newspapers, to which they
owe 3 of their nfluence and character, and at least {ths of
their knowledge and phraseology ~ Enough' burn the let-
ter, and forgive the writer, for the punity and affectionateness
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’

of his motive”’
of June, 1838

One other point conaccted with M C 's wuting tor pub-
hic journals T must 11vert to before cdneluding this chapter
M Cottle inds wwt of memotry i some put of the narra-
tive, containcd 1 this work, 1espocting the publication of
The Watchman , 1t1s s well to let bim tell the story m hus
own way, which he does as follows  “ The plun fact s, I
puichisud the whole of the papcr for The W atchman, allow-
g Mr € to have 1t at pume cost, anderccenving small
sums fiom Mr C occasionally, in hquidation I became
responsible, also, with M1 B for printing the work, by
which means, L 1cduced the price per sheet, as a bookseller,
(1000) from hity shillings to thirty-tive shilings M1 C
paid me for the paper 1n fiactions, as he found it convement,
but fiom the impeifection of M1 Colendge’s own receipts,
I never teceived the whole It was a losing concern alto-
gether, and I was willing, and did beu, uncomplain.ng, my
portion of the loss  There 1s some difierence between this
statement, and that of Mi Coleudge, in s Biographia
Literaria A defect of memory must have existed, ansing
out of the lapse of twenty-two yeais, but my notices, mide
at the time, did not admt of mistahe There were but
twenty sheets 1n the whole ten numbers of 1/4e Watchman,
which, at thirty-tive shillings per sheet, came to only thirty-
five pounds The paper amounted to much more than the
prmting

¢ I cannot refiaimn from observing further, that my loss was
augmented from another cause Mr C states n the above
worh, that his London publisher never paid him ¢ one far-
thing,” but ¢set him at defiance’ I also was more than
his equal companion 1n this misfortune  The thirty copies
of Mr C’s poems, and the six ¢ Joans of dsc’ (referred
to in the preceding letter) found a ready sale, by tlus said
¢ mndefatigable London publisher,” and large and fiesh or-
ders were received, so that Mr Coleridge and myself sue-
cessively participated in two very opposite sets of feehng,
the one of exultation that our publications had found so good
a sale , and the other of depression, that the time of payment
never arrived !

—Quoted fiom e Gentlemen s Manane
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I take this opportunity of expressing my sense of many
kind acts and much friendly conduct of Mr Cottle towards
my Father, often spoken of to me by my dear departed Mo-
ther, mto whose heaid all benefits subk deep, and by whom
he was ever remembered with respect and affection  If
I still regard with any disapproval s publication of letters
exposing his fiiend’s unhappy bondage to opium and conse-
quent embarrassments and deep distress of mind, 1t 15 not
that I would have wifhed a broad mfluenciwve fact m the
history of one,wvhose pecuhar gifts had made him 1n some
degree an object of pubhic interest, to be finally concealed,
supposing it to be attested, as this has been, by clear unam-
biguous documents I agree with Mr Cottle 1n thinking
that he would himself have desired, even to the last, that
whatever benefit the world might obtain by the knowledge
of his sufferings from oprum,—the calammty which the une-
gulated use of this drug had been to him—mto which he
first fell 1ignorantly and 1nnocently, (not as Mr Dequincey
has said, to restore the “riot of his animal spints,” when
¢ yoﬁthful blood no longer sustamned 1t,” but as a relief fiom
bodily pain and nervous 1wrritation)—that others might avoid
the rock, on which so great a pait of his happiness for so
long a time was wrecked , and this from the same benevo-
lent feeling, which prompted him earnestly to desire that lns
body should be opened after his death, in the hope that
some cause of his life-long pains m the region of the bowels
mght be discovered, and that the knowledge thus obtamed
mught lead to the mvention of a remedy for hike affictions
Such a wish indeed, on the former pomt, as well as after-
wards on the latter, he once stiongly expiessed, but I be~
heve myself to be speaking equally n his spirit when I say,
that all such considerations ot advantage to the public shonld
be subordinated to the prior claims of private and natural
mterests My own opinion 1s, that 1t 15 the wiserand better
plan for persons connected with those, whose feats of ex-
tiaordinary strength have drawn the public gaze upon them,
to endure patiently that their frailties should be gazed and
wondered at too, and even 1f they think, that any reflection
o them of such celebrity, on such conditions, 1s far more to be
deprecated than desired, still to consider that theyare notper-
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nitted to determine therr lot, in this re <pect, but are to take
1t as 1t has been determined for them, indepe ndently of therw
will, with 1ts peeulin pams and privileges mnesed ot I
believe that most of th m would be I e the sickhly queen n
the furv tale of Peronclla, who repented when shie had ob-
taincd the countty marden’s youth and heqdth at the loss of
rank and riches  Be this as 1t may, they hwenot 1 choice
of evils, noi cin exchange the aches ind puns of thaar por-
tion, o1 1ts wrinkles and blemishes,#~for a fur and punless
obscunity  These remarks, however,1efer arly to the feching
and conduct of parties privately 1ftected by such exposures
Others ate bound to care for them as they arc not bound to
care for themselves  If a fimshed portrait of one, m whom
they are nearly concerned, 15 due to the world, they alone
can be the debtors, for the property by mhentance 15 m
them Other persons, without their leave, should not under-
tahe 1o give any such portiait, thew duties mosve on a differ-
ent plane, norcan they rightfully feel themselves “entitled”
(to boirow the language of Mr Dequincey, while I ventwe
to dissent fiom his judgment), ¢‘to notice the most str’lkmg
aspects of his character, of his disposition and his manners,
as so many 1eflex indications of his intellectual constitution,”
if this mvolves the publication of letters on private subjects,
the 1elation of domestic circumstances and other such per-
sonalities affecting the hving I am sure at least that con~
science would prohibit me from any such course I should
never think the public good a suthcient apology for publish-
my the secret history of any man or woman whatever, who
had connections remaining upon eaith, but if I were pos-
sessed of private notices respecting one in whom the woild
tales an nterest, shouyld think 1t 1ight to plice them m the
hands of his neaest relations, lewsing it to them to deal with
such documents, asasense of what 15 due to the public, and
what belongs to openness and honesty, may demand

Of all the censors of Mr Colendge, Mr Dequincey 1 the
one whose remarks are the most worthy of attention, those
of the rest in general are but views taken from a distance,
and filled up by conjecture, views taken through a medium
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so thick with opinion, even 1f not ciouded with vamty and self-
love, that 1t resembles a horn more than glass o1 the trans-
prevous an ,—The Opum eater, as he has called himself, had
sufficient inward sympthy with the subject of his criticism to
be capable 1n some degree of beholding s mind, as 1t ac-
tually existed, 1n all the inteymingling shades of individual
reality, and in few minds have these shades been moaie
subtly intermingled than m my Father’s But Mr De-
quincey’s poitrait of Cdleridge 1s not the man himself, for
besides that hisy knowledge of what conceined him out-
wardly was impetfect, the inward sympathy of which I have
spoken was far from entite, and he has wnitten as if 1t were
greater than 1t really was I cannot but conjecture from what
he has disclosed concerning himself, that on some ponts he
has seen Mr Coleridge’s mind ¢oo much w the mirror of ns
own His sketches of my Father’s ife and character are,
like all that he writes, so finely wtten, that the blots on the
narrative are the more to be deplored  One of these blots
18 the passage to which I referred at the beginning of the
last paragiaph ¢ I believe 1t to be notorious that he fust
began the use of opum, not as a relief from any bodily
pains or nervous uritations—for lns constitution was strong
and excellent—but as a souice of luxurious sensations It
15 a great musfortune, at least 1t 1s a gieat pan, to have
tasted the enchanted cup of youthful rapture incident to the
poetic tempernment  Colendge, to speak n the words of
Cervantes, wanted better bread than was made with wheat ”
Mr Dequincey mistook a constitation that had vigour m 1t
for a vigorous constitution  His body was ougmally full of
Iife, but 1t was full of death also from the first, there wasin
him a slow poison, which gradually leavened the whole lump,
and by which his muscular fiame was prematurely slack-
ened and stupiied  Mr Stuartsays that hisletters are ¢ one
contmued flow of complamt of 1ll health and incapaaty
from 11l health” This 1s true of all his letters—(all the
sets of them)—which have come under my eye, even those
written before he went to Malta, where his opram habits were
confirmed  Indeed it was mn search of health that he vi-
sited the Mediterranean,—for one 1 his condition of neives
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a most ill-advised measute,—1 behicve that the chimate of
South Italy 15 poron to most posons who sufter from re
laxation and tendeney to low feva  1f mv Father sought
more fiom oprum thin the merc thsenee of pam, I feel as-
suted thit 1t was not lusurnous <ensations or the glowmg
phantasm woria of passive dieams, but that the powerof the
medicine might keep down the agitations of his nersous sys-
tem, ike 1 sttong hand grasping the jngled strings of some
shattered Iyre,—that he might once morc hghtly flash along

“ Like those trim shaffs, unknown of yore,
On wanding lakes and nivers wide,
That ash no aid of sail or our,
Ihat fear no spite of wind or tide,'—

released, for a time at least, fiom the tyrinny of atlments,
which, by a spell of wretchedness, fiv the thoughts upon
themselves, perpetually drawing them inwards, as mto a
stifing gulf A letter of hus has been given 1 this Supple-
ment, which recoids his first experience of opium  he had
recourse to 1t 1n that instance for violent pamn 1u the face,
afterwards he sought relief in the same way fiom the suffer-
ing of rheumatism

I shall conclude this chapter with a poetical shetch drawn
from my Father by a triend, who knew lum duimng the latter
years of his Iife, after spending a few days with him at Bath,
1n the year 1815 ¢

¢ lhe passage belongs to lum as far as “heart’s deep fer
vency ” It concluded, when first written, with a reierence to
the unhappy thraldom of lus powers, of which I have been
speakng, for at that tune, says the wnter, 1n a piisate com-
munication, “ he was not so well 1egulated i his habits and
labours afterwards ”’ Ihe verses arc fiom a Rhymed Plea for To-
lerance 1m two dialogues, by John Kenyon I wish that I had
space to quote the sweet hues that follow, relating to the au
thor’s own character and feelings, and his childhood passed
“1n om Caub wsle” They do justice to Mr Kenyon's hum
hity and cheerfulness, 1 what they say of himself, but not to lus
powers
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“ Proud lot 1s his, whose cmﬂprehensxve soul,
Keen for the paits, capacious for the whole,
Fhought’s mingled hues can separate, datk f1iom bught,
Like the fine lens ghat sifts the solar hight,
1hen recompose agamn th’ harmonious rays,
And pour them powerful 1 collected blaze—
Wakening, where’er they glance, creations new,
In beauty steeped, nor less to natme tive ,
With eloquence that hurls from reason s thione
A voice of might, or pleads in pity’s tone
Lo agitate, ™ melt, to win, to soothe,
Yet kindling ever on the side of truth,
Or swe1ved, by no base interest warped awry,
But erring 1n has heart’s deep feivency,
Genius for him asserts the unthwaited claim,
With these to mate——the sacred Few of fame—
Explore, like them, new regions for manhind,
And leave, like theus, a deathless name belnnd ”

CHAPTER VI

“ By what I have effected, am I to be judged by my fellow-
men, what I could have done 1s a question for my own con-
science ”—8 T C

S the Bwgraphie Litcraria does not mention all Mr
Colendge’s writings, 1t will be proper, 1n conclusion,

to give some account of them heie
The Poetical Works m thiee volumes mclude the Juvenile
Poems, Sibylline Leaves, Ancient Marmer, Christabel, Re-

morse, Supolya, and Wallenstein

The fiist volume of Juvenile Poems was published 1 the
Spring of 1796 It contains three sonnets by Charles Lamb,
and a poetical Epistle which he called ¢Sara’s,” but of which
my Mother told me she wiote but hittle  Indeed 1t 1s not
very like some simple affecting verses, which were wholly
by herself, on the death of her beautiful infant, Berkeley, m
1799 In May, 1797, Mr C put forth a collection of
poems, containing all that were 1n hu first edition, with the
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exception of twenty pieas ma the addition of tn new ones
and a conside rable number by s fiends, Foyd wd Lamb
The Ancrent Vaynery Lone, The Nehtmgale, Tne Losker
Mother’s Lale st appeued with e Tyrecal Bullads of
Mi Wordsworth m the summer of 1798 Thue wasa
thud edition of the Juzrende Pocms by thomselves m 1808,
with the ongmil motto hiom Satwas, Jefin curarum, &
o Tib v A spinit of dmost child-like socubihty
seemed to 1eign unong these youny pocts—they weie fond
of joint public tions -

Wallensten, a Pliy transhited fiom the Germn of Schil-
ler, appeared m 1800  Chiestabel was not publhished tll
April 1816, but written, the fiest pait at Stowey m 1797, the
second at heswick 1 1800 It went into 1 third cdition m
the first year  The fiigment called Auble Rhan, composed
m 1797, and the Pains of Sleep, which was annexed to the
former by way of contrast, were published with the first
edition of Christabel, 1 1816

The Tragedy called Remorst was wiitten i the summer
and autumn of 1797, but not 1epresented on the stige till
1813, when 1t was petformed at Drury Tane—on the au-
thouty of an old pli-hill of the Calne Theatre, * with un-
bounded applause thuty successive mights ¥ On ¢ the sue-
cess of the Remorse,” Mr Coleridge wrote thus to lns
friend M1 Poole, on the 14th of Tebruary, 1813

“ The receipt of your heart-engendered lines weie sweeter
than an unexpected strain of sweetest music ,—o1 1n humbler
phrase, 1t was the only pleasurable sensation which the suc-
cess of the Remorse has given me I have 1ead of, or
perhaps only imagined, a pumshment 1 Aribia, n which
the culprit was <o bricked up as to be unable to tuin Ins
eyes to the right or to the left, wiile 1n fiont was placed a
high heap of barren sand ghttering under the vertical sun
Some shight analogue of this, I have myself suffined fiom
the meie unusualness of having my attention forcibly di-
rected to a subject which permitted neither sequence of
mmagery, nor series of reasoning No grocer's apprentice,
after his first month’s permitted riot, was ever sicher of figs
and raisins than I of hearing about the Remorse The end-
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less rat-a-tat-tat at our black-#hd-blue bruised door, and my
three master fiends, proot sheets, letters (for I have a ragmg
epistolophobia), and woise than these—invitations to large
dinners, which I canngt 1efuse withowt oftence and imputa-
tion of pride, nor accept without disturbance of temper the
day before, and a sich aching stomach for two days after—
oppress me so that my spirits quite sk under 1t

¢ I have neve: seen the Play since the first might It has
been a good thing for the Theatie  They will get 8,000¢ or
10,000 by 1t, and I shall get more than dll my lhterary
labours put toge:her, nay, thrice as much, subtracting my
heavy losses in The Wutchman and 1he Friund, including
the copynght ”

The manuscript of the Remorse, mmedaately after it was
written, was shewn to Mr Shernidan, ¢ who,” says my Fa-
ther, in the Preface to the hirst Edition, “ by a twice con-
veyed recommendation (1 the year 1797) had urged me to
write 2 Tragedy for his theatre, who, on my objection that
I was uttetly ignorant of all stage tactics, had promised that
he wotlld himself make the necessary alterations, 1f the piece
should be at all representable ” He however neither gave
him any answer, nor returned him the manuscupt, which
he suffered to wander about the town from his house, and
my Father goes on to say, “ not only asserted that the Play
was rejected because I would not submut to the altelation of
one ludicrous lme, but finally, in the year 1806, amused
and delighted (as who was ever 1n his society, 1f I may trust
the universal repoit, without being amused and delighted ?)
a large company at the house of a highly respectable Mem-
ber of Pailiament, with the ndicule of the Tiigedy, as a
Juir specumen of the whole of which he adduced a le

“ Drp! dnp! drip ! there's nothing here but drippng’ 7

7 A certain fair poetess, encore 1e<plendissante de beaute, 1f she
ever casts her eye on this page, will take no offence at 1ts con
tents, nor will her filial feelings quariel angrily withmme Lhe
“ dnipping, * w hatever 1ts unction may once have been, 1s stale
enough now , but the story has ireshness init yet Such neg-
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¢ In the ongmal copy of th Pl i the hrst seeue of the
fourth act, Isidoie Aad commienced his <olilogny m the ca-
vern with the words

“ Dup! dup!' aceaseless sound of water drops,”—

as far 151 ean at present recollcct for, on the possible ludi-
crous assoclation bong pomted out to me, I imnstantly and
thankfully stiuck out the hine * Taepcat this story as told
by Mr C lumself, beciuse 1t his buen otherwise told by
others T have Little doubt that 1t was moie pointedly than
faithfully told to him, and can never belie ve thait M1 S re-
presented a ludierous hne as a tar specimen of the whole
Play, o1 hus tenacious adherence to 1t as the reason for its
rejection I dare say he thought 1, as Loid Byron after-
wards thought Supolya, “beautiful but not piicticable”
Mr Colendge felt that % had some claim to 2 fuendly
spmt of cuiticism m that quarter, because he had ““devoted
the firsthings of Ius talents,”” as he says in a margmal note,
“to the celebration of Shendan’s genius,”® and after the
treatment described ‘¢ not only never spoke unhndly or re-
sentfully of 1t, but actually was zealous and fiequent n de-
fending and praismg his public punaiples and conduct in
the Morning Post”—of which, pethaps, Mr & knew nothing
However, 1 hghter moods, my Father laughed at Shem-
dan’s joke as much as any of his auditors could have done

lects as that of Mr S 1n not returning the M S of Remorse are
always excusable 1n public men of great and varous occupation ,
but the lesson to the literary aspirant 1s just the same as if he
had been ever so blameable My Fathe: » whole lastory s a
lesson to the professors of literature, and that which relates to
the Remorse 1s a small but significant part of 1t, teachmg pa
tience and hope, while 1t may se1ve to repress the evpectation,
that money and ci1edit can soon and certamnly be obtained, even
by writers possessed of genius not wholly unaccompanied with
popular ability, and who have been favoured with an ntroduc
tion to some of the leaders and guides of the public, men of
taste and talent and geneial mfluence

¢ See his Sonnet to Shendan Poet Works,I p 65
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1 1806, and repeated with grgat effect and mock solemmty
“ Drip'—Drnip '—Drp '—notlung but dripping ” I sup-
pose 1t was at this time,—the winter of 1806-7—that he
made an unsuccessful_attempt to brigg out the Tiagedy at
Drury Lane

When first written this Play had been called Osorio, from
the principal character, whose name my Father afterwards
improved mto Ordomo I believe he in some degree altered,
1f he did not absolutely recast, the three last acts after the
failure with M1 Sheridan, who piobably led him to see their
unhitness for theBtrical representation  But of this point I
have not certain knowledge Tt was when Drury Lane wus
under the management of Lord Byion and Mr Whtbread,
and through the influence of the former, that 1t was produced
upon the stage M1 Gullman says, “ Although Mr Wht-
bread did not give 1t the advantage of a single new scene,
yet the populanty of the Play was such, that the principal
actor, (Mr Roe,) who had peiformed n 1t with great success,
made choice of 1t for his benefit mght, and 1t brought an
overflowing house ” This was some time after Mr Cole-
ndge took up his residence at Highgate, m April, 1816
After all T am happy to think that this drama 15 a stran of
poetry, and like all, not only dramatic poems, but highly
poetic dramas, not to be fully appreciated on the stage

Zapolya® came before the public m 1817 The stage
fate of this piece 18 alluded tom the B L Mr Gillman
mentions that 1t was Mr Douglas hannaird, then the cntic
for Drury Lane, who rejected the Play, and complained of
its “metaphysics”—a term which 1s not, upon all occasions,
to be strictly construed, but, when used in farmhar talh,
seems merely to denote whatever 1s too fine spun, in the
texture of thought and speech, for common wear, what-
ever 1s not readily apprehensible and generally acceptable

9 Animportant error in punctuation has crept mto the later
edutions of Zupolye  In a speech of Sarolta, Act I11 Scene 1,
the note of admiration 18 placed after ‘“ msitations,” at the end
of lne 22, whereas 1t should be placed at the end of lne 21,
after “morsel of bread ”  Poet Warhs, IT p, 314
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Schoolboys call eversthing 1 hooks or discourse, which s
graver or tenderer than they ke, “metuphusics™  Mr ha-
naird mav have judaed guite nzhtly tha the Phw was too
metaphysial for our *heities m tiery, present state, though
certunly pluys as metaphvaical were once well rocerved on
the stage  Swpwlyu, however, had 1 favourible audience
fiom the public as v dramtic poem My Callmn says this
Christm s Tale, which the author “nevar sat down to wnte,
but dictated winle w kg up and =lown the room, became
so mmcdiitely populir that 2000 copies wete sold 1 six
weehs

The collcction of poems ¢ titled Sihylhine I eaves, “1m
allusion to the fragmentary and widely scattered state m
which they had been long sufieied to 1tem un,” appeired m
1817, about the same time with Jupolya, the Buwgraphu
Laterar e, and the fust Lay Sermon

The Muccllancows Poems were composed at different pe-
niods of the author’s hife, many of them 1n his later years [
believe that Youth and .lge wis wntten betore he left the
Noaith of England in 1810, when he was about sevkn or
eight-and-thirty,—early indeed for the poet to say of himself

« I see these lochs 1n silvery shps,
Ihis drooping gait, this altered wize
But spung tide blossoms on thy hps,
And tears take sunshine from thine eyes ”

The whole of the Poetical Works, with the exception of a
few which must be incorporated mm a future edition, are
contained 1 that in three volumes The Full of Robes-
peerre, an Ihistorre drama, of which the fiist act was written
by M1 Coleridge, and published September 22, 1794, 15
printed n the first vol of the Lit Remams  This farst act
contans the Song on Domestic Peace  In the blank verse
there are some fuint dawnings of his matwer style, as m
these Lines —

« The winged hous, that scatter’d roses round me,
Languid and sad, drag their slow course along,
And shake big gall drops from their heavy wings”—
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and 1n these —

“ Why, thou hast been the mouth-piece of all horrors,
And, like a blood bound, crouch’d for murder !' Now'
Aloof thou standeyt fiom the tottéiing millai, ‘
Oy, like a frighted child behind 1ts mother,

Hidest thy pale face m the skirts of—Mescy /”*

but 1t contains scaicely anything of his peculiar original pow-
ers, and some of the lines are 1n schoolboy taste, for instance,

“ Whale sorsow sad, hike the dank willow near her,
Hangs o’er the troubled fountamn of her eye ”

Yet three years after the date of this composition, 1n 1797,
which has been called his Annus Miralahs, he had reached
his poetical zemth ~ But perhaps 1t may be said that, fiom
original temperament, and the excitement of circumstances,
my Father lived fast

He had four poetical epochs, which represented, in some
sort, boyhood, youthful manhood, middle age, and the de-
cling®of ife  The first commenced a hittle on this side
childhood, when he wrote Tume real and Imagunary, and
ended 1n 1796 This period embraces the Juvenile Poems,
concluding with Religious Musings, written on the Christ-
mas Eve of 1794, a few months after 1he Fall of Robes-
prerre  The Destany of Nations was composed 1 little ear-
lier  Lewti, written 1n 1795, The Aoliun Harp, and Re-
Sflections on having left a place of Retuement, written soon
after, are more fimshed poems, and exhibit moie of his pe~
cubar vein than any which he wrote before them , though
one poet, Mr Bowles, has said that he never surpassed the
Relhgious Musings!  Fue, Famine, and Slaughter belongs
to 1796  The Lanes to « Friend (Chailes Lamb) who hed
declured has mtention of writing no more poetry, and those
To a« Young Friend (Charles Lloyd,) were composed 1n the
same year These poems of 1794-5-6 may be considered
termediate 1n power as i time, and so forming a hink be-
tween the first epoch and the next

Then came hus poetic prime, which commenced with the
2 EE
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Ode to the Departing Year, o nposed atthe end of Deceme
ber, 1796 The ycar followmg, the tive-and-twentieth of bis
life, produced A e dncant Marvury Love, and Lhe Darl,
Lade, the hrst part of Chrwtebed, Ruple Bhan, Rumorse,
its onirmal casty, Franceyand flos Lune-trec bowr Tears
wn Solibude, The Nightingale, and The Wandcrugs of Cam,
were wiitten 1n 1798 Frost at Meudmeht, Lhc Pucture, the
Lunes to the Rev G Colerdge, and those fo W Hordse
worth, are all of this same Stowey peuod 1t wasin Tune,
1797, that my Tather began to be mtnnate with My Woids-
woith, and this doubtless gave an mmpuise to his mind
The Hymn before Sumiise, and other stiams produced m
Geymany, hink this peniod to the next  The Herameters
witten durmg a temporary blindness, and the Catullion
Hendwcosyllables (wiich are frecly translated from Matthis-
son’s Mulesisches Makrchen,) Mr Cottle seems to place m
1797, but the Author has marked the former as produced i
1799, and I believe that the litter are of the same date
The Night Scene, Myrtle leat that ol besped, Mladen that
with sullen brow, are of this period, and so I believe are
Luwnes composed in a concert-raom, and some others

The poems which succeed aie distinguished from those of
my Father’s Stowey hfe by a less buoyant spiit  Poetic
fire they have, but not the clear bright mounting flame of
his earlier poetty Theiwr meditative vein 18 graver, and
they seem tinged with the sombre hues of middle age,
though some of them were wutten before the Author was
thirty-five years old A characteristic poem of this period
18 Dejection, an Ode composed at Keswick, April 4, 1802
Wallenste:n had been written mn London m 1800  The
Three Goaves was composed 1n 1805 or 6, the sccond part
of Christabel® soon afier the Author's settling in the Lahe

® Christabel was condemned by the Edinburgh Review m
good company, that of The W/lute Do The two poems might
be compared to Salm’s two Leonoras, which seem the beauuful
persomfication of sunshine and of pensive shadow None of
my Uncle (Mr Southey’s) Laureate Odes, not even that beau.
tuful one on the death of the Princess Charlotte, shall form a
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country, (in 1801,) Youth e Age not long before he quit-
ted 1t as a residence for ever, (in 1810 )  Recollections of
Love must have been written on his 1eturn to Keswick from
Maltan 1806 The Fappy Husbandvat that time, or earher
The small fragment called Lhe Knaght’s Tomb probably be-
longsto the North  The Devel’s Thoughts appeared 1n The
Mormng Post n 1800 This production certainly has in
1t more of youthful sprightliness than of middle-aged sober-
ness, still 1t 1s less fantastic and has more of world-wisdom
nits satire than the War Eclogue of 1796  The Complant
and Reply first appeared mn 1802  The Ode to Tranquellity
was published 1in L%e Freend, March 1809

The poems of his after years, even when sad, are calmer
1n then melancholy than those produced while he was ceas-
ing to be young  We aie less heavy-hearted when youth 1s
out of sight than when 1t 1s taking 1ts leave  Duty sus viv-
wung Self Love, The Pang more sharp than all, Love’s Appa-
71tion and Evanishment, The Blossoming of the solitary Date
iree,and some other poems of his latter years, have this cha-
racterrof resigned and subdued sadness  Work wathout
Hope was wrnitten at fifty-six  The Vistonery Hope and
The Pains of Sleep, which express more agitation and se-
verer suffering, are of earher date These and all n the
Sibylline Leaves were written before the end of 1817, when
he had completed his forty-fifth year The productions of the
fourth epoch, looked at as works of imagination, are tendei,
graceful, exquisitely finished, but less bold and ammated
than those of his earhier day  This may be sard of Zupolya,
Alice du Clos, The Garden of Boccacew, The two Founts,
Lunes suggested by the last Words of Berengarius, Sanctr Do-
minice Pallwwm, and other poems wutten, I believe, when

third with these, but let Thalaba come to jom the lovely par,
and then we shall have the three Graces

It 1s curious to look at eritical artacles, full of funous ndicule
and buffoonery, 1n any old reviewing journal , they remind one
s0 of foss1l porcupines, with quills fixed  nigadity, or harlequin
snakes i bottles —N B Most of these snakes are of the bhnd
WOrm species,
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the poct was past furty, the fou o last-numed afer he was fifty
yers old - Joue, Hope, and Paticnce m 1 ducatum was, |
think, one of lus Tutest poctical cfionts, 1f ot the 1ery last

Th> followins proct compositions e mcluded m the
poetcal volumes, and the dpolosctic Pictace 1o Foe, Fu
mune,, and Slauchics, contanug 1 compon between Vil
ton and Teremy Tavlor, 15 phiced at the end of Vol T .y
Alegoric Vs, dnst published i Lhe Cowrier 11811, and
New Lhoughts on Old Swbpects, wheh tust appened i The
Reepsale, me mserted m Vol 11

The whole of the Poctical Waorke, o pt a few whicn
have been repunted n the Literazy Remans, are contamed
in the stercotyped edition m thiee volumes  The Poems
without the Diam s have been collected 1m a single volume,
from which some of the TJuvenile Poems, and two or three
of later date, are excluded, and which mncludes a few not
contained 1n the thice vol cdition

I now proceed to Mr Coleridge’s compositions 1n Pirose
Conciones ad Populum, are two addiesses to the People, de-
Iivered at the latter end of Fcbruary, and then thrown mto
a small pamphlet ¢ After ths,” says Mr Cottle, “he
consolidated two other of Ius lectures, and published them
under the title of Lhe Plot Discovered” A moral and po-
litical Lecture delivered at Bristol by Mr C was published
1 the same year I do not know whether he printed any
of his other Bristol orations of the year mmnety-hive  Lhe
Watchman was carried on 10 1796 The first number ap-
peared March 1, the tenth and last, May 13  These werc
youthful immature productions Whatever was valuable
and of a permanent natuie in them was tiansferred nto lus
later productions, or mncluded 1n later publications

The Friend, a Laterary, Moral, and Political Weekly
Paper, excluding personal and paity pohtics and the events
of the day, was wntten and publshed at Grasmere The
first number appeared on Thursday, June 1st, 1809, the
27th and last of that edition, Maich 15, 1810 1%e Friend
next appeared before the public in 3 vols m 1818 This
was “rather a rifacimento,” as the Author said, “than a new
edition, the additions forming so large a proportion of the
whole work, and the arrangement being altogether new ”
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{Essays V-XIIT pp 38-128, treat of the Duly of com-
munmicating tiuth, and the conditions under which it may be
safely commumcated, Essay V 15 on the wexrpediency of
puous fiauds, §c ) The ghud edition of 4837 gave the Author’s
last corrections, an appendix contamng the paits thrown
out 1n the 1ecast, with some other muscellenea, and a synop-
tical table of the contents by the Editor  There 1s now a
fourth edition

The two Lay Sermons were published, the one 1n 1816,
the other 1n 1817 The first 15 entitled The Statesman’s Ma-
nual, or T'he Bible the best Guide to Political skll and fore-
sight a Lay Seimon addressed to the higher classes of
society, with an Appendix, containing comments and essays
connected with the study of the mspired writings —the se-
cond A4 Lay Sermon, addressed to the Higher and Middle
Classes, on the exising distresses and discontents Mr.
Gillman says he ¢ had the intention of addressing a third
to the lower classes ”

The Bugraphw Literaria was published 1n 1817, but
parts *of the hrst volume must have been composed some
years eartier  The Edmmbuigh Review m 1ts August num-
ber of that yea1 was as favomable to the book as could be
expected °

10 I'he remaths 1n that article upon my Father’s 1emarhs on
poetic dictwon I have vamly tned to undeistand —* a paste of
1ch and honeyed woids, ike the candied coit ot the aurncula,
a ghttering tssue of quamt concets and spaikling metaphors,
crusung over the rough stalk of homely thoughts, &c such
1s the style of Pope and Gray, such very oftens that of Shahe
speare and Milton, and, notwithstanding Ma Coleridge’s de-
cision to the contrary, of Spenser’s Faery Queen”  Homely
thoughts clothed 11 a ghttenny tissue of poetic diction are
but pseudo poetry, and the powder on the auricula would be
nothing, 1f the coat itself were not of velvet Mr C’s decision
respecting the Faury Queen 1s equally misiepresented, for he
mamtams that Spenser’s language s distinct from that of prose,
such Janguage being required by his thoughts and in harmony
with them  To say that he decided “ the contrary,”’ as if he
had demed poeuc diction to Spenser, 1s not like the auricula’s
coat, candid
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The Auds to Reflection first appearcd 1 1825 The or-
gmal title was Aids to Reflection m the formition of a
manly character on the several grounds of Prudence, Mo-
1ality, and Rehgion , -llustrated by select passiges fiom our
elder divines, especally from Archbishop Laghton Inan
advertisement to the first edition, the Author mentions that
the work was proposed and begun as a mcie selection from
the writings of Leighton, with a few notes and a biographicat
preface by the selcctor, but undeiwent a revolution of plan
mnd object  “ It would,mndeed,” he adds, ¢ be more correct
to s1y, that the present volume owed 1ty acaidental ongn to
the intention of compiling one of a diffeient description than
to speak of 1t as the same work 7 ¢ Sull, however, the se-
lections from Leighton, svhich will be found n the funda-
mental and moral sections of this work, and winch I could
retamn consistently with 1ts present form and matter, will,
both from the mntunsic excellence and fiom the character-
1stic beauty of the passages, suffice to answer two promument
purposes of the ougmal plan, that of placing n a clear
light the principle which pervades all Leighton’s writiigs—
s sublime view, I mean, of Religion and Morality as the
means of reforming the human soul in the Divine Image
(Idea), and that of exciting an interest n the works, and an
affectionate reverence for the name and memory of this se-
verely tried and truly primitive Chuichman

Neéither Hume nor Clarendon, I believe, mentions the
persecution of Archbishop Leighton’s father by the Piela-
tical party of lis day, and yet it was one of their worst
acts, and that which most excited wrath and indignation
agamst the Primate—so fathful 1s then poitrait of those
times ! Never can I 1ead Mr Wordsworth’s sublime sonnet
to Laud, especially the lines,

Prejudged by foes detexmined not to spare,

An old weak man for vengeance lad aside,
without thinking of another “ old weak man for vengeance
laid aside”—of Laud 1n the day of lus power pulling off us
hat and thanking God for the wshuman sentence that had
been passed upon the already wasted vietim “—of the mi-

11 The particulais of thus mstance of Star Chamber tyrauny
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serable den to which the mangled man was commutted for
lLife after that sentence had been executed 1n all its multiphi-
cation and precision of barbarity—then calling to roind the
words of our Saviouy, They that tahe the sword shall pensh
with the sword, and Blessed are the merciful for they shall
obtan mercy It was not mcr cy alone that was violated by
these acts—but law and justice, and 1if he who 1nstigated
and rejoiced in them recetved neither justice nor mercy in
Iis turn, 1s he worthy of the sacied name of Muwzyr? May
we not say that the vengeance which fell upon this persecu-
tor was the Lord’s vengeance, even 1f 1t came to pass by evil
mstiuments, and fell upon a head aheady bowed down, and
m some respects a noble one? Can the glory and honour of
meeting death with firmness,—nay even with ¢ sublime”
prety, cast 1ts beams bachwaid and bathe 1n one pure lumm

ous flood a hife darkened with such deep shadows, as those
that chequer the sunshine of Laud’s career’—the parts
really bughtened with the ight of heaven ? Plainness, sin-
ceinty, itegrity, leaining, mumficence to a cause’*—can
virtu®s like these outweigh or neutralize such faults of head,
heart, and temper, as lie to the chaige of tlis Bishop in the
church of Chnst? As well might we set the cold brght
moining dews, that 1est on the stony crown of Vesuvius,
against the burning lava that bursts from 1ts crater, and ex-
pect them to quench the fire or 1educe 1t to a moderate
heat  Some abatement must be made from the guilt of hi
violences from consideration of the Zumes, but to subtract
the whole on that account, or even to make light of 1t, 1s
surely too much to mahe moral good and evil dependent on

I read m Aikman’s Lafe of Archbishop Laud, prefixed to Ius
works Itis sad that when he was taken out of the wietched
cell in Newgate 1n which he was confined before hs sentence,
“ the skin and han had almost wholly come off huws body” Tlis
was for writing agawnst Prelacy, not agamst Christiamty  Any
man may do the hhe now and not a hair of Ins head can be
touched, yet moral offences, public or private, have far less
chance of escaping with impumty than they had then

12 Clarendon, pussum, especially lus summary of Laud's cha
racter
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cucumstance  What?  IIav€ Arundel, Bonnei, Gardiner
little or nothing to answer fo1? Was thete ever yet a pei-
secutor that persecuted from mere speculative inhumanty ?
Even through Clarenden’s account we,may discern, I think,
that Laud’s private passions, in pait at least, engaged im
1 the cause of Intolerance  Ile had bcen exasperated, be-
fore he attained powei, by Puitan molestations and opposi-
tions,—he became the persecutor of Punitans after he attamed
1t, as schoolboys that have been tormented while they were
1 a low form, torment i their turn when they get mnto a
high one,—not then tormentors but unfortunates who repre-
sent them to therr imagination An eminently good and
wise man 1s above his Zemes, if not 1 all, yet 1n many things
but Laud was the very impeisonation of his imes—the 1m-
personated spuut of his age and lus party  (Compare his
over ceremomous consecrition of St Catheine’s Church,
gloated over by Hume, with Archdeacon Haie's remarks on
his neglect of his diocese, 1 The Mussion of the Comforter )
They who are of that party still, who would still swathe re-
ligion vy way of supporting 1t, and dizen by way of drefsing
it, and gaze with fond regretful admiration upon the giant
forms of Spuitual Despotism and Exaggerated Externalism,
as they loom shadowy and magnificent through the vapoury
vista of ages, to them no wonder that he 1s a giant too
And there are otheis, far above that or any other party,
who 1 their love and zeal for the Church, abstract the
how and the why of Laud’s public warfare, and see him
abstractedly as the Champion of the Church of England
“ God knows my heait,” says Mr Coleridge, (in a mai-
gnal note on Mr Southey’s article on the History of Dis-
senters, in the Quarterly Review of October 1813,) “ how
butterly I abhor ¢/l intolerance, how deeply I pity the ac-
tors when there 1s reason to suppose them deluded, but 1s
1t not clear that this theatiical scene of Laud’s death,
who was the vicim of almost national indignation, 1s not
to be compared with ¢bloody sentences’ in the coolness of
secure power? As well might you palliate the hormble
atrocities of the Inquisition, every one of which might be
justified on the same grounds that Southey has here de-
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tended Laud, by detailng the vengeance taken on some
of the Inquisitors ” I do not see that kere my honoured
Uncle defends the Primate he says,  We are not the apo-
logsts of Laud, in soe things he whas erroneous, in some
umprudent, m others culpable  Ewil, which upon the great
scale 15 ever made conducive to good, produces evil to those
by whom 1t comes ”  And how wise and beautiful 1s this
sentiment a little fu ther on! “It especially behoves the
historian to inculcate chanty, and take pait with the op-
pressed, whoevep may have been the oppressors

As some excuse for my Father’s evpression, ¢theatrical
scene,” I allege that sentence of Laud’s, ¢ Never did man
put off moitality with a better courage, no1 looh upon
his bloody and malicious enemies with more Chustian
charity 7 My Father adds “ I know well how impiudent
and unwouldly these my opinions are  The Dissenteis will
give me no thanks, because I prefer and extol the present
Chuich of England, and the partizans of the Church will
calurniate me, because I condemn paiticular members,
and régret particular eras, of the former Chuich of England
Would that Southey had wrtten the whole of his review in
the spirit of this beautiful page ” (Page 102 ) In that very
1teresting collection of meditative Sounets by the late i1 Au-
brey de Veie 1s one upon Laud, against which I ventured to
wute, “If anything done 1 the name of punuiple must
needs be righteous, then the tortures and long languishing
of Leighton are no impcachment of 1 aud’s nghteousness ”’
There was a second edition of the .luds 1n 1831, a fifth in
1843

The little work On the Constutution of the Church and
State,”® according to the Idea of each, tust appeaied m 1830,
and went into a second edition in the same year It1s now
jomed with the Lay Sermons 1n one volame  To the Church
and State are appended Notes on Taylor’s History of En-
thusiasm,and A Dualogue between Demosius and Mystcs

13 The maccurate report of Niebuhr’s opimon of this work,
which appeared 1n a letter ot Dr Arnold, published 1n his Lafe,
has been conzected, I am told, 1n a new edition
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After M1 Colernidge’s deat: 1 July 1824, fowm volumes
of his Laterary Remarns were published by his late Editor
Vols I and IT appeared 1n 1836, Vol III m 1838, Vol
IV 1n 1839 Vol I.contams The Jall of Robespierre and
other poems, and poetical fragments, Notes of a Course of
Lectures delivered in 1818, Marginal Notes on several
books, Thagments of Essays, Mr C’s Contributions to the
Ommana of Mr Southey, published 1n 1812, and fifty-six
other short articles on vaitous subjects Vol TI contains
more Notes of Lectures on Shakespeare, cluding eriticism
on each of his Plays, with Inttoductory Matter on Poetry,
the Drama, and the Stage, prefaced by extracts of letters
relating to these Lectures Notes on Ben Jonson, on Beau-
mont and Fletcher, on Fuller, on Sir Thomas Browne, an
Essay on the Prometheus of Auschylus, and other miscella-
neous writings

Vol III contains Formule Fiuder de S Trimtate, A
Nightly Prayer, Notes on the Book of Common Prayer, on
Hooker, Teld, Donne, Ilenry More, Hemrichs, Hacket,
Jeremy Taylor, The Pilgrim’s Progress, and John Smth,
and a Letter to a Godchild

Vol IV contains Notes on Luther, St Theresa, Bedell,
Baxter, Leighton, Sherlock, Wateiland, Shelton, Andrew
Fuller, Whitaker, Oxlee, A Barnster’s Hints, Davison,
Irving,and Noble, and an Essay on Faith  The present edi-
tion of the Liteiary Remains 1s nearly exhausted Ina fresh
edition new matter will be added from margmal notes, pro-
bably m a fifth volume Archdeacon Hare speaks of Te
Remains 1n the Preface to his Maussion of the Comforter 1n a
passage which may fitly be produced here

¢ Of recent English writers, the one with whose sanction
I have chiefly desned, whenever I could, to strengthen my
opinions, 1s the great religious philosopher to whom the mind
of our generation 1 England owes more than to any other
man My gratitude to him I have endeavoured to expiess
by dedicating the following Sermons to his memory, and
the offering 1s so far at least appropriate, 0 that the mamn
work of his life was to spiritualize, not only our philosophy,
but our theology, to raise them both above the empiricism
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mto which they had long betn dwindling, and to set them
fiee from the technical trammels of logical systems ~ Whe-
ther he 1s as much studied by the gemal young men of the
present day, as he was, twenty or thirdy years ago, I have no
adequate means of judging, but our theological literature
teems with enos, such as could hardly have been com-
mitted by persons whose minds had been disciplined by
his philosophical method, and had 11ghtly appropriated s
prinaiples  So far too as my observation has extended, the
third and fourtl volumes of his Remains, though they were
hailed with delight by Arnold on their first appeaiance, have
not yet produced their proper effect on the intellect of the
age It may be that the rich store of profound and beauti-
ful thonght contained in them, has been weighed down,
from bemng mixt with a few opinions on ponts of Biblical
criticism, likely to be very offensive to persons who know
nothing about the history of the Canon Some of these
opimons, to which Coleridge himself ascribed a good deal
of importance, seem to me of httle worth , some, to be deu-
dedlf erroneous  Philological enticism, indeed, all matters
requiring a laborious and accurate nvestigation of details,
were alien from the bent and habits of his mind, and his
exegetical studies, such as they were, took place at a peiiod
when he had httle better than the meagre Rationalism of
Eickhorn and Bertholdt to help hiun  Of the opimions
which he imbibed fiom them, some abode with him through
Lfe  These, however, along with everything else that can
Justly be objected to m the Remains, do not form a twentieth
part of the whole, and may easily be separated from the
remamnder Nor do they detract, 1n any way, from the ster-
lmg sense, the clear and farsighted disceinment, the power
of tracing principles 1n their remotest operations, and of
refernng all things to thewr first principles which are mam-
fested 1n almost every page, and from which we might leain
so much ”

The last posthumous work of Mr Colendge, pubhshed
September, 1840, 1s entitled Confessions of an Inguiring
Spirit, and consists of seven letters on the Inspiration of the
Scriptures It should be understood that this woik 1s 1n-
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tended not to undcr minc the bebief that the Bible vs the Word
of God, o1 n any degiee to lessen the deep reverence with
which 1t 15 1egarded by Chustians, but to put that belief on
a better foundation than 1t commonly,1ests upon  “ Let 1t
be distinetly undeistood,” the author says, *that my aigu-
ments and objections apply exclusively to the following
Doctrine o1 Dogma  To the opmions which individual
divines have advanced imn lLeu of this doctune,”—for -
stance, I suppose, the stiange fancy that the words of the
Bible are not divinely dictated, that the language 1s human
and yet exempt, by divine power, from any possible admix-
ture of human error,—‘my only objection, as fa1 as I ob-
ject, 1s —that I do not undeistand them ——1I said that
the Bible there 1s more that finds me than I have expe-
uenced 1 all other books put together, that the woids of
the Bible find me at gieater depths of my being, and that
whatever finds me bings with 1t an irresistible evidence of
1ts having proceeded from the Holy Spuit  But the Doc-
trine mn question requires me to believe, that not only what
finds me, but that all that exists n the sacred volume, %hich
I am bound to find therem, was not alone mspired by, that
1s, composed by men under the actuating influence of the
Holy Spinit, but likewise—dictated by an infallible intelli-
gence ,—that the writers, each and all, were divinely in-
formed as well as mspued I can conceive no
softenings here which would not nullify the Doctiine, and
convert 1t to a cloud for each man’s fancy to shape and shuft
at will  And this doctrine, I confess, plants the vineyard
of the word with thoins for me, and places snares 1 its
pathways ” He proceeds to shew how the doctrine 1n ques-
tion 1njures the true i1dea of the spirituality and divinmity of
the sacred volume, and directly or indnectly tends toalienate
men from the outward Revelation A second edition of this
httle work will soon be prepared

The book has been denounced 1n strange style by some
who do not profess to have read it These reasoners assume
1 the first place that both the tendency and object of 1t 1s
to overthrow Christianity—whereas any one who reads ¢,
aund not meiely what a hostile spuit has predetermmed to
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find 1 1t, cannot fail to pergeive that at least the wnter's
olject 15 to guard and exalt the 1ehgion of Chust But,
secondly, foigetting that the book 1s intended to overthrow
Christianity, they urge that Christianity has done very well
hitherto without such views as 1t propounds, and that very
great thinkers and good men have lived and died, 1n the faith
and fear of the Lord, without the knowledge of them ,—
as 1f the wants of the Chuch were 1n all ages exactly alike,
or as 1f theie had not been 1n all ages clonds over the sun-
shme of faith, occasioned by the difficulties which the writer
seeks to remove; or as 1f 1t were not trne that the more laght
men obtain on one side of the region of thought the more
they need on other sides, as if gieatness and goodness, in
thetr application to men, were not relative terms, and the
best and wisest of moitals, that have appeared upon earth,
had ever been free fiom erior and mmperfection! I should
think there 1s hardly a foolish or evil notion on any subject
which might not be screened from attack by such arguments
as these And, even were they not such mere weakness, of
what force can they be with those, who take for their motto,
as Mr Colendge did from first to last That all men may,
know the truth and that the truth may set them frce? Reli-
gious truth and 1eligion are 1dentiied n Scuipture, or at
least represented as one and mseparable, and how can a
man obey the truth o1 nmuister to 1t, except by setting foith,
what, after the widest survey of the subject which he 1s capa-
ble of taking, he believes to be the truth?

The suggestion that no man should examine such subjects
or call in question prevailing views m religion save one who
starts from a high station of holness and spitual hight, can
be of ittle value unless accompanied by a ¢:2terion of holi-
ness, both as to kind and degree, admitted by allmen Pre-
vailing notions are often utterly erroneous, and 1f none might
expose what they believe i their hearts to be wrong and
mjurious views, t1ll 1t was proved, even to their adve saues’
satisfaction, that they weie far advanced n true sanchty,
wrong views would be the prevailing ones till the end of
time Prowidence works by finer means than enter mto
this sort of phulosophy, making imperfection mimster to the
perfecting of what 1s good and punfymg of what 1s evil
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‘Whether or no the views ofsSt Jerome and other ancient
Tathers concerning Inspiration are, as has been affirmed,
something far deeper and hgher than we, 1 ouw nferiour
state of spinituality, can concenve, I do not presume to de-
cide, but yet I would suggest, that high and spiritual views
1n general aie capable of being set foith in woids, and of
giadually raising men up to some apprehension of them
They do not remamn a light to hghten the possessor and
mere datkness, or a light that closely resembles a shade, to
the rest of the woilld  Things that pertain to reason and
the spuit appeal to the 1ational and spiritual in mankind at
large, they tend to elicit the reason and expand the un-
derstandings of men , deep calleth unto deep , and if the
teaching of Paul and John 1s now n a wondeiful manner
apprehended by peasants and children, who hear the Gospel
habatually, St Jeiome’s notions of Inspnation, if tiuly di-
vine and evangelical, would by this time be generally appre
hended by Christians 1 the same way, and by the wise and
learned would be comprehended more intellectually and
systematically ~Whereas, can it be denied, that no cdnsis-
tent scheme of Inspiration has ever been gathered fiom the
teaching of those ancient Fathers? They who believe that
such a scheme 15 contained in their writings, exphaitly or 1m-
phetly, will do well to unfold 1t Merely to talk about
such a thing 1 a style of indefinite grandew 1s but to con-
jure up a mist, by the spell of solemn sounding woids, to
mock the eyes of men with a cloud castle for a season—a
very little season 1t 1s during which any such piece of must-
magnificence can remain undispersed m times like the
present, except for those who had rather gaze on panted
vapours than on realities of a hue to which their eyes aie
unaccustomed

I have not been able to obtan any exact account of all
my Father’s courses of lectures, given after his visit to Ger-
many, but find, from letters and other sources of informa-
tion, that he lectured in London, before gong to Malta, 1n
1804, on his return from Malta, 1n 1807, again 1n 1808,
1n 1811, m 1814, 1n which year he also lectured at Bristol ,
m 1817, and, for the last time, I believe, in 1819 His
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early lectures at Bristol are mpentioned 1n the biogiaphical
sketch

The poetic or imitative art, an anciept eritic has observed,
must needs desciibe persons either better than they are, at
the present time, or woise, or as they are exactly The fact
15, however, that 1n hiterary fiction indiwiduals can seldom be
exhibited exactly such as they are, the subtle mnterminglings
of good and evil, the fipely balanced qualities that exist 1n
the actual characters of men, even those 1n whom the colours
are deepest and the lines most strongly traced, being Zoo fine
and subtle for dramatic effect  Indeed 1t 1s scarcely possible
to present a man as he truly s except in plain narrative, his
mind cannot be properly mamfested save in and through
the very events and cncumstances which gave utterance to
his individual bemng and which his peculiar character helped
to mould and pioduce When taken out of these and placed
m the ahen framework of the novelist or dramatist 1t be-
comes another thing, the representation may convey tiuth
of human nature 1n a broad way, and seem drawn to thelife,
if the writer have a hvely wit, but as a poitrait of a particu-
lar person 1t 1s often the more a falsehood the more natural
1t appears

To poetic descriptions these remarks do not apply They
are, for the most part, mere views of a character 1 1ts ele-
vated and poetic aspects—tubutes of admiration to 1its beau-
titul qualities  Such are the fine stanzas, already quoted,
1 which the poet Coleridge 1s described by the great Poet,
his Friend  and such are some less known, composed by a
poet of a later generation, who never saw my Father face to
face Of these the last four will seive for a conclusion to
this sketch I give them here for the sake of their poetic
truth and the earnest sympathy they mamfest with the stu-
dious poet—

Philosopher contemning wealth and death,
Yet docile, cluldhihe full of lafe and love,—

though they are not among the very finest parts of their au-
thor’s thoughtful and beautiful poetry
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No lofuer, purer soul than,Ins hath ever
With awe revolved the planetary page
(krom 1nfincy to age)
JLOf knowledge  sedulous and proud fo give her
The whole of hus gr'eat heart for heroun sube,
For what she 15, not what she does, o what can mahe *

And mighty voices fiom afar came to lum ,
Conveise of trumpets held by cloudy forms,
And speech of choral stoims
Spunts of night and noontide bent to woo him—
He stood the while, lonely and desolate~
As Adam when he ruled a world, yet found no mate

His loftiest Thoughts were but like palms uphfted ,
Aspiring, yet i supphicating guise—
His sweetest songs were sighs
Adown Lethean streams his spirt drifted,
Under Flvsian shades from poppied bank
‘With Amaranths massed 10 dark luxunance dank

Colendge, farewell! That great and grave tiansition
Which may not Priest or King or Conqueror spares
And yet a Babe can bear,
Has come to thee Through hife a goodly vision
Was thine , and time 1t was thy rest to take
Soft be the sound ordamed thy sleep to breah—
When thou art waking, wake me, for thv Master’s sahke !!+

4 Here seems an allusion to an ant) utiitanan maxim of
Bacon’s, which 15 very expressive of my Father’s turn of
mnd —Et tamen quemadmodum luct magnam habemus gra-
tram, quod per eam vias inne, artes exercere, legere, nos mw-
cem dignoscere possimus, et mihilominus wpsa wmsio lucws res
prastantion est et pulchiior, quam multipler eyus usus, a certe
wpse contemplatio 1erum, prout sunt, sine superstiiwone aut mmpos
tura, e1rore aut confusione, in se wse magrs digna est, quam un
versus wventorum fructus Novum Organum, Part of Aph
CXXIX

!5 From a volume contaming The Search after Proserpine  Re

eollections of Ghreece and other Poems by Aubrey de Vere, au
thor of The Fall of Rora



APPENDIX
ON THE POETICAL PICTURESQUE

3 IR HALLAM and Mr Leigh Hunt have both
; ¢ & expressed dissent fiom my Father’s remark
‘F & G i %\'\ i the Remamns, I pp 93-4, that Spenser’s
YR\ Z2) VIl descriptions “ate not m the true sense of
L= ®73| the word picturesque, but are composed of a
wondious series of 1mages, as m our dreams ”  Whether or
not “the true sense of the word picturesque” 15 what my
Father meant, I do not pretend to determine, but I think
that what he meant 1s true of Spenser, and indicates a cha-
racteustic difference between his pamnting and that of Dante,
Pindar, and more or less of many other poets Lessing
gives the widest defimtion of the poetical picturesque, he
says that a poet writes picturesquely, not when his words
furnish matter for a material painting, many writers do this
whose writing is not picturesque —but when they have the
same effect as a material painting 1n bringing a sensuous
object vividly before the mind  Paradise Lost, as Martin's
illustrations have proved, 1s not very picturable Who can
pamnt such umversalities as he deals with i his world-poem ?
Who could shew on canvass how
Vernal aus

Breathing the smell of field and grove attune

The trembhng leaves, while Unwversal Pan,

Knit wath the Graces and the Hours 1n dance,

Led on th’ eternal Spring,——?

ot how

as earth, so he the world
Built on carcumfluons waters calm, 1 wide
Crystalhne Ocean, and the loud misrule
Of Chaos far removed—*
FF
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Yet no one will deny the tre & of Milton’s language, and
that every sight, sound, and other sensation which he speaks
of 1s faithfully 1maged by his words?t My Father, on the
other hand, seems to Irave been speaking of the puturesque
m the most restricted sense  He calls a poetic description
properly such, when 1t presents a composite object of sight,
contaming neither more nor less than we nught see at once
with our eyes, the poet making this pictute the emblem of g
sentiment, instead of esplaiming the sentiment duectly, or
when he tells a story by means of 1t Thig sort of picture-
drawing belongs to rapid, vehement wiiters, 1t speedson the
representation, 1t has an oriental heat and mtensity about
1t There 15 & vivid one m Solomon’s Song, if I may vens
ture to speak of that part of the Canon 1n reference to poe-
try It is i chap v veises 2-4 I do not say that this
could be put on canvass, the capability of being actually
painted 1s not the criterion of the poetical picturesque ,—
many of Pindar’s finest pictures could not be matenally
pamnted 1t 15 enough that our eye in thought can embrace
the whole at once, the Beloved with his hand upon the
lock, and his hair wet with the dews of might the Spouse
within upon her couch, her doffed raiment lying beside 1t
Instances of the same kind in Pmndar are Jove’s Eagle
asleep on the sceptre, ruffling up his feathers in transport,
while the dancers are moving to the sound of the Lyre,
Mars lying m tranced slumber, and the other gods listening
all around Neptune appearing to Pelops by the sea-side 1n
the darkness Pallas appearing to Bellerophon at might, all
gleaming 1 armour, darkly blue,—he leaping to his feet
and seizing the golden bridle which she had laid beside
him Tamus calling to hus Sire and Grandsire by might from
the midst of the Alpheus These three last would not make
good materal pictures, because of the darkness, even Rem-
brandt would not have managed them well had he tried to

! « Adam bending over the sleeping Eve 1n the Paradise
Lost (Bk V ver 18,) and Dalilah approaching Samson, 1 the
Agomustes (I 710) are the only two pioper pictuies I remember
in Milton ¥~Table [alk, p 182
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present the poet’s vision faithilly, but how vinid they are to
the mind’seye! Instances mn Dante are numerous, but I will
select two  Car on dumono, con occhs di bragia, Charon,  de-
moniac form,” with wheels of flame around lus eyes, col-
lecting the shades 1pto hus boat upon the livid lake, and
striking with his oar whoever lingers another unpictuiable
picture  This 1s m the third Canto 1n the ninth we have
the three Furies rising up at the fiery top of a tower 1n the
city of Dis, blood-stairkd, girt about the waist with hydras
of the deepest gieen, having small serpents for loose ringlets,
and the large horned cerastes wound about therr temples by
way of braid Megera on the left, Alecto weeping on the
right, Tisiphone in the midst  Thus 1s picturable Flaxman
has designed 1t finely s Megewra expresses deadly hate,
Alecto the tortmie of intolerable grief (Dante describes her
as weeping ) Tisiphone, the central figure, appears the
image of Frenzy, to which all violent passion tends, and 1
which 1t 1s merged when 1t transcends certain hmits Eu-
ripides has many pictures there 1s the Trojan dame, gazing
mto the golden murror, that flashes back the hight with 1n-
terminable reflection, while she binds up her locks under
the head-band or mutre, ready to sink upon the vest-spread
couch, where her husband les asleep, his spear suspended
agamst the wall of the chamber  This 15 1 the Hecubu,?
and there 15 a compamon to 1t in the Medea,? Glauce drest
in her gorgeous attire, rising from her chair and tripping de-
Licately on her white feet, after smiling at herself i the glass
as she placed upon her curled hairthe golden crown, and
there 1s a grand contrast to 1t in the Phemsse, *—Capaneus
struck by lightning, as he 1s stepping over the battlement of
the tower he has scaled, s body 15 rent asunder as by a
shing, his hair flies upward, his blood gushes downward
hus hands and feet are whirled round like Ixion’s wheel, his
bloated corse falls to the ground

2 Hecubs 919 See the translation of the beautiful chorus
1n which this picture occurs, by Judge Coleridge, 1n the Table
Talk, p 244-6, 2nd edit

3 Medea 1160 4 Phemsse 1187
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Horace does not abound m'pxctures, but there 1s one at
the beginming of his Ode to Bacchus, and another very strik-
ing at the end of 1t

Te vidit 1nsons Cerberus aureo
Comnu decorum, leniter atterens
Caudam, et recedentis trilingu
Ore pedes tetigitque crura ®

Virgil’s description of Venus appesring to her son 1n the
first /Eneid 15 a true picture ¢ There 1s a beautiful one of
Railyal 1n Kehama
There he beholds upon the sand
A lovely maiden 1n the moonhght stand
The land breeze hifts her locks of jet,
The waves around her polish’d ancles play,
Her bosom with the salt sea spray 1s wet,
Her arms are crost, unconsciously, to fold
That bosom from the cold,
Whule statue-hke she seems her watch to keep,
Gazng ntently on the restless deep 7

This might be a pendant to the Ariadoe of Catullus
Immemor at juvenis fugiens pellit vada rems,
Irnta ventosz hnquens promissa procellz
Quem procul ex alga meestis Minois ocelhs
Saxea ut effigies bacchantis prospiait Evee,® &

There 1s some fine passionate pamnting in the second
Choral Ode of the Agamemnon The feeling of the pas-
sage, to which I allude, 1s perhaps conveyed n this free
translation, which however departs far enough, I own, from
the grand statue-hke simpheity and severity of the onginal

Mapeore oiy’ i¢ drigouve dhoidopog & 7 N v 380-92 ©

He comes and he casts not a curse on their head !
Be theu’s the dishonour '—~reproaches are vain '—

§ Lib IT Carm xix S Zn ver 314

7 Canto xvn Baly

8 Nuptie Peler et Thetrdos v 58

9 I should prefer the old reading with Hermann’s emendation
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But through his fond yeaPning for one that 18 fled,
A spectre appears 1n the Palace to rexgn !0
For he wastes, and s figure, so comely of yore,
Is the form of the well-shapen statue no more
From Ius hollow eye the splendour 1s gone,!*
All b8auty and shining

of euydor, if scholars allowed 1t,—

(dpeoTL orydg, dmpoc, aloifopo,
“Adwrrog dpsutvey Wdeiy—

and would render 1t thus,

He comes 1n silence, unavenged, unreviling,
Maldest of forsaken (men) to behold—

as we might say, no other man was ever seen to take such a
thing so sweetly and quetly Passow gives the word siyag,
and also suggests oeydc Doric for aiyfig, otyfeg  but &o would
not correspond to the metre of the antistrophe I cannot see
whyedreysoc 1s mapplicable to Menelaus, as Klausen mtimates
to Helen 1t certamly 15 Scholefield reads

Mdpzore oly dripog, aA\ alodopoc,
"Amworoc agepsvay (0giv—

my objection to which 1s that the first verse runs hke prose
aX\\' d\owopog, would hardly do 1n the heart of a choral ede ,—
for the second line, that ageuévar does not properly mean gone
away but let go, and that 1t does not carry on the sense of the
preceding line so directly and closely as that which I suggest

1« And m the yearming sick for her
Who now beyond the sea doth roam,
A phantasm vam shall seem to sit as queen within
his home ”—Mr Sewell’s Translation

*Avacoa 1s Greek for a Queen, the femimme termnation pre-
cluding all ambigwity, but would avdeoey be used by a Greek
writer to sigmify the mere presiding of a queen consort? An
English poet would not have used the term resgn 1n such a case

12 Consider the force of £3per 1s gone, perishes fpetra kaka
« her beauty 15 decayed,” or “the luck 1s gone ” How can
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As the full bright stream whch a drought comes on
Sinks low dechining
In the visions of might
He beholds the departed —
But she ghdes from his embrace
By a path he cannot trace, "
And leaves him heavy hearted,
Sadden’d by brief dehight '—
Frail pleasures that vanish when dayhght appears,
As the light plumes of hoar frost dissolve 1nto tears !*

beauty go away from the eyes of busts and statues where 1t never
was?—not to speak of the anachromsm of the notion, pointed
out by Klausen His interpretation 1s far better “in the want,
or loss, which s eyes sustamn, all joy of love 1s lost to him ”
But I beheve that "A¢podirn, by itself, oftener means beauty
than the joys of love Whether that be so or not, I believe that
Aschylus meant sumply to say, In the hollows of his eyes all
beauty perishes s eye o5 consumed, hke the Psalmist’s, for
very trouble

¢ Man dehghts not me,” says Hamlet, ¢ nor woman neifher
A statue consoles not me, says Menelaus, for the loss of a hand-
some wife! Shade of Aschylus 1s this, or 15 1t not, a platitude?
To say that the ancient chief took no pleasure 1 bright smiles
of deep <oned maids, or in flowing howls of rich wine, would
be worth saying, but to affirm that he cared lttle for stony
images with eyes that see mot, and limbs that move nat, and
bloodless cheeks, 1s not much 1n the spint of those times, or
perhaps of any times Well ! Pygmalion fell mn love with a sta-
tue, but 1t was one of lis own making, and most of us are apt
to conceive a violent affection for our own works, whether
they be statuary, poetry or criticism  Perhaps I must ¢ own
the soft impeachment” wath regard to myself

! Tknow what a host of authonties are agamst me, yet can~
not help understanding verses 382-3 4 5-6, more sumply than as
the commentators, who are all divided one agamst another in
1egard to the exact sense of the passage, understand it To meit
seems a mere expansion of the Psalmst’s complamt, My beauty
15 gone, ot mine eye 1s consumed, for very trouble Compare with
Is In 14, and Psalms xxn 14-17—xxx1 10, en 3-5, and
Lam m 4 The key of 1t 13 that expression ®aoua  Surely



APPENDIX 439

That noble ode of Klops#ck’s, so admired by Mr Car-
lyle, Die berden Musen, 1s finely panted and the Alcac
metre, 1n which 1t 1s wnitten, forces the author mnto a suc-
cintness, and conseqyent distinctness, wanting, I believe, m
his hexameter style, Here are the 4th, 5th, and 12th stan-
zas attempted 1n the metre of the original

She views the young, the trembling competitress,
In spint firm, butgager and tremulous,
Her cheek with glowing roses spread, while
Loose tethe winds her bright locks are streaming

The straitened breath her bosom that palpitates,
In tamult, scarce can hold, and she bends herself
On tow’rd the goal,—the Herald hfts
His trump and 1n transport her eyes are floating

Ah! how I tremble '—O ye undying ones,
Perchance my foot may reach the high goal the first!
Then may thy breath, O may 1t reach
My hight flowing locks as they stream behind me !

either ZyBerar 1s corrupt, or 1t must admut the sense “1s alienated
from the man,” 1t seems so plain that 1t 1s the state and appear-
ance of Menelaus himself under the influence of sorrow that 1s
described How ammated 15 the antithesis of spectre—its te-
nuity and impotence—with reigning '—of the statue—its change-
less bulk and symmetry,—with the wasting mourner '—and how
naturally follows upon this the description of the sunken eye!
For a beautiful eye,1n health and gladness, looks not only bright
but full , 2t18 like a lucid pool that rises to the edge of 1ts banks,
or a shining stream that fills 1ts channe!l In sickness and sor-
row 1t seems to have shrunk, ike the same pool when it has
been dramed or dried up, and shines feebly from the bottom of
a darhsome cavity Mine eyes fail, says the Psalmist, waiting
vainly for comfort from above  Such an interpretation 1s more
simple, sensuous and impassioned, than the forced thought that
the wraith of Helen shall seem to reign i the Palace, which
Helen herself never did , and the ineffably flat one, that Mene

laus hates fine statues because she 18 absent, and gazes with
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Now Mr L Hunt, m his Zancy and Imagination, pre-
sents us with a beautiful set of * pictmies” selected from the

disgust on their vacant eye-sockets Caanot some scholar sug
gest another reading for exferar, or find dut that 1t may mean
what I suggest”

A great scholar and commentator 1s quite agamnst me, I find,
m this matter Klausen calls 1t ndiculous, though without
showing why, to apply ¢dopa to Menelaus What thin par-
titions must divide the rdiculous and the reasonable, if ¢ritics
can duffer as they do on this passage'—for v 383 has been very
often apphed to Menelaus Klausen applies the whole de-
scription to Helen verses 080 81, he reads thus ¢ She comes 1n
silence to those that have not obtamed vengeance, (z e the
Atridz) unreproached, most agreeable of dismissed wives to
behold ” 1In justification of She comes, he refers to v 388
mrapetowy Sodat k T X This seems to me, I own, very forced
To say that appearances, visions of Ilelen come to Menelaus n
sleep, the most natural thing in the world, 1s very different from
saying, without preparation or explanation,—for the notionof a
phantom (¢dopa)1snot expressed till afterwardsin v 38o—*“She
comes,” meanng that the eidwow of Helen, after she has eloped
bodily with Pans, mahes 1ts appearance  Secondly, even if
&\owdopog can mean the same as &hoedopnrog, of which Klau-
sen gves no other imnstance, and if &dioroc can be feminine,
which seems less unhhely, what sense 1s there mn saying that
Helen, thus vividly imaged and uureproached, comes to the
Atnde, to both the brother chiefs, one of whom, Agamemuon,
nexther loved her person nor tolerated her conduct? It would
not be inconsonant with what we read of Menelaus,on the other
hand, if we suppose him to be styled “ gentlest of deserted hus-
bands ”  All this 1s very bold—perhaps the boldness of igno
rance—but I merely venture to say what seems to me to give
the best sense, andthe truest poetry to the passage, aware how
mistaken I may be even on these points  Bishop Blomfield, I
am told,1s of opinion, that some particular tradition concerning
an 4dwhov of Helen 1s referred to  This would justify the ap-
phcation of pacua to Helen of course yet to bring her 1n, first
2s a day spectre and then as a mght one, seems to me Ppoetically
clumsy Paley’s Agamemnon I have not yet seen
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writings of Spenser, especiably The Faery Queen, and as-
signs each to the master among matenal painters, to whose
style 1t has most analogy ~ That these may not be called
pectures 1t would be pedantic, perhaps maccurate, to deny,
but 1f we enter this §penserian picture-gallery, we shall find
that, at all events, every piece 1t contains belongs to a differ-
ent And of pamnting from that of which I have given 1n-
stances There 1s eye-pamnting 1n them, but they are made
up, m part, of non-sewsuous attributes, and they contain
images which gannot be assembled together m space and
time  Hence their slow, dreamy, faery-like, unreal charac-
ter They have, as my Father says, “an exceeding vinid-
ness ” so have dreams, but dreams disregard time and
space, and bring objects together from all quarters and 1n
dreams too we have a feeling of endless multiphcity wath an
infimte expansion of tme, and just the same feeling 1s ex-
cited by the descriptions of the Fuery Queen  Let us ex-
amine them  The first picture mn the Spenser Gallery 1s
that of Clanssa or Charity, contained in two stanzas. Now
m th?s deseription part 15 mere generahizing ¢ She was a
woman 1n her freshest age,” “ of wondrous beauty,” *“goodly
grace and comely personage ,”—how much hete 1s left 1n-
definite, for the 1magnation to fill up! Part of it refers to
qualities of the mind she was “ of bounty rare”— full of
great love”—¢ chaste 1 work and will”—* Cupid’s wanton
snare as hell she hated ” We cannot paint all this even
mentally  “ A multitade of babes about her hung,” who
“joyed to behold her,” whom she ¢ feeds while they ate
weak and young,” and “ thrusts forth when they are waxed
old "—a very wise and kind proceedmg, but matter of
time, not to be depsctured so much as to be thought of
and moralized upon  Doubtless the two stanzas give usa
prcture of Chanssa sithing 1n her 1vory chair, open-necked, ar-
rayed 1n yellow, a tire of gold upon her head, and a pair of
doves by her side, chuildren sporting about her, and one
suching 1n her arms, but how slowly and imterruptedly 1s
1t wrought out '—how differently does Spenser paimnt from
Dante and Pindar, who flash out a picture, and then pro-
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ceed, leaving 1t to tell its owr tale  The Catulhan picture
of Anadne 1s interrupted by one touch of mental description

Prospiat, et magnis curarum fluctuat undis,—

but this 1efers so dnectly to the visual Bbject of the sea, the
waves of which are washing her outer garment, head-gear,
and gndle fallen at her feet, that 1t seems scarcely an nter-
ruption—seems one with those sensuous objects The re-
marks which I have made on Spesser’s Charissa may be
applied to every other prcture in Mr Hunt’s collection,
they are all medleys I may mention anofher character of
visionary multipheity and complexity in Spenser’s pictules
he breaks into them with similes, and thus splits the 1mage
and sends the mind wandering 1n various directions The
passage quoted bv my Father 1n 1llustration of his view, the
comparison of Prince Arthur’s crest with the Almond tree
1s not ““ particular” I think, but quite characterstic of Spen-
ser’s manner
Her angel s face,
As the great eye of heaven shined bright
And made a sunshine 1n the shady place —

Here we scarcely see the eye for the sunshme, we glance
from eaith to heaven, from the shady covert to the flaming
shy—and the sun itself 1s ikened to the eye of man, and we
think of a sunbeam penetrating a leafy grove  We are sur-
rounded with images of shade and sunshine, but rather feel
the beauty of Una’s eye than see 1t The descriptions of
Britomart’s hair are just of the same character 1n one of
them 1t 15 saxd to be wound about her body

Like as the shimng skie 1n summer’s mght,

What tume the dayes wath scorching heat abound,
Is creasted all with hines of fierie hght,

That 1t prodigious seemes m common people’s sight

The simile of the statue 1n the pictures of Ariadne and of
Kalyal has a different effect, 1t does not call away the mind

'3 See Book III Canto IX 8t XX, and Book IV Canto I
S XIIT
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from the object 1t 15 brough# to express, but appears fora
moment, like snow upon a river,—then melts mto the cur-
1ent of thought and 1s lost sight of

To deny Spenser’s pictorral powes would be ndiculous,
but we may at leas& affiim that he used 1t 1 a way of lis
own, and that if Pindar’s and Dante’s are proper pictures,
his are very beaatitul smproper ones  His description even
of a single object 15 sometimes a cluster of pictures, with
morals and sentiment® interfused  The representations 1n
the Fuery Quegn, w Paradise Lost, i Dante’s Inferno, have
each a specific character, appropnate to the poem 1 which
they are found respectively  The first are dream like, fit for
Fairy Land, the second are cosmological they are grand
symbols of the universe, while Dante’s Spint-world, es-
pecially the first division of 1t, 15 deseribed with matter of
fact particularity “Very closely connected with this pic-
turesqueness,” says my Father, after giving imstances of the
pieturesque from the Inferno, “1s the topographic realty
of Dante’s journey through Hell ”**  So particular 1s the
desdnption that I have always thought I could find my way
through 1t without Virgil to guide me, and that with Virgil
to guide me, discoursing as he went, 1f 1t were not for fear
of the demons and sorrow for the condemned, I should pre-
fer the tour to that of the toilsome Purgatorio or the blind-
ing Paradiso

Theie 1s one lovely picture of Pindar's, I do not say whe-
ther proper or mproper, which I have omitted to mention,
but 1t came to my mind, in referring to the passage of Wae-
land’s Oberon, “whete Retzna 1s dehvered of her child,”
together with Spenser’s birth of Belphcebe and Amoret *
I mean that of the baby Iamus lymng hid among rushes 1
the “brambly maze ” This 1s distinct from that of Evadne
coming to the spring with her silver ewer and throwing off
her crimson girdle, and also from that of Iamus, in the bloom
of youth, mvoking Apollo and Neptune m the stream of the
Alpheus these two last might form shutters or side pic-

% Remams I p 163 ' Fuery Queen, Bk 1II C VI
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tures, while the first-mentionfd might occupy the centie
Here 15 a pait of the tale told with naked simplicity I
give this poor blank verse, unlyrical as it 1s, 1ather than Mr
Cary’s elegant versionpbecause 1t 1s my object to biing out
the Pindanc picture plainly, and ““the paste of honeyed
words,” which the thymed translations spread over 1t, some-
what obscures 1t My tianslation, though not word for
word everywhere, never alters the thought o1 1mage '

But she, her zone of crimson woof down laymng

In darksome thichet, and her silver ewer,”

Bore the divine soul d boy, when bright haued Phebus
Had sent the Fates and 1hithyia mld

Toaid her Then came Tamus to hght
Immediately,—a dear, heav'n speeded birth

There on the ground, sad, sad at heart, she left him
But by the will o’ th’ gods, two serpents came

With ghttering eves, and they took care of him

And fed him with the excellent juice of bees

16 T object in Mx C?s version to ‘‘lamus sprang forth to
hight * this 1s too Minerva-like, 1t takes from the naturalne-s,
the feeling of baby helplessness and forlornness which gives the
mterest to the picture  * One short sweet pang released the
child” I cannot persuade myself that Pindar so far departed
from nature and differed from Sciuipture as to speak thus One
commentator suggests that loved ar lovely may belong to Tamus,
which I had also thought, but rejected, because 1t would make
four osses come together, which Pindar would scarce have al-
lowed ¢ I'wo diagons came with eyes of azure flame” This
story 18 a legend, no fairy tale 1t 15 made up of the common
materials of mother earth, as to the outwaird and phenomenal
part Mr Ruskin says that olive green 1s a colour of sky “m
which Nature 15 not apt to mdulge ” neather, Ithink, does she
indulge 1 asure flames for the eves of serpents  Ihad xx ver
172, shews the true sense of yhavkdmre The cognate verb
means to glare or gleam as do the eyes of a wald beast about to
spring upon 1ts vicim  The yAa?i, Like other owls, has pro-
mment glaring eyes The sea was called glaucous from 1ts
gleaming, and then the epithet passed over to the colour of the
sea (Passow ) That vision of a blue-eyed Pallas must vanish,
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Meanwhile the hing fromgytho’s rocky hold
Came swftly driving, and of all in th’ house
Inquired for his Evadne’s new born Son ,
Proclaiming him the Delphian’s ngble offspring,
One who should l®e to be the first of prophets,
And leave a rac@that should not fail on earth
But none had seen or heard the sound of um
Now five days old, for he was lying ladden
’Mid rushes m the boundless briery wald,

His tender 1nfant b8dy all besprinkled

With red agd yellow rays from profuse blossoms
Of the flower Jon,—~whence his mother gave him
To wear for aye that fair and fadeless name

after haunting the Homer-reader for so many centuries Ver-
schuinde doch, wir haben ja aufgeklart! * Bee’s unharmful ve-
nom’ The Greek idc sigmfies radically emassion 1t may
mean an a17ow, 1ust, powson or homey no epithet can change
the nature of venom * His delicate body wet with yellow and
empurpled rays from many a violet” The word translated 1s
met#phorical our sprankled 18 often so used, Moore quotes in
1llustration

Atherius sol
Irriguat assidue celum candore recentt (Lucret hb v)

Lastly, lov1s the same word as viola but our violets have no
red and yellow rays, aud they grow in dry places The rushes
and the ewer shew that Iamus was born 1n a watery situation
Pindar meant a kind of narcissus or daffodil, a lower which, as
Mr Wordsworth’s poem and the old fable of Narcissus shew,
often grows near water The ancients had also dark wiolets
Mr. Cary has the authority of Beaumont and Fletcher for his
¢ golden tressed Apollo ” still I cannot think the epithet accu-
rate foratressis a plait or braxd Newther Apollo nor any
male deity of the Greeks ever appeared in braids Homer uses
the phrase xpveomhorapos 1n the hymn to Apollo, but apphes
1t to that divimity’s mother, not to himself Ifit can be shewn
that any old Greek author apphes 1t to man, hero or god, I must
yield the pomt but 1t seems to me that the ancients were
always exact and true in their epithets, thewr poetry was,
this respect, ike popular speech and proverbs This we al-
ways find when we come to undersiand thewr language, and to
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The readers of my Father’s poetry will call to mind some
sweet child pictures of his, such as Pindar, n his day,
would never have imagined

The farry th'ng with red rouad cheeks,
That always finds and never sgeks 17—

and that in the Preface to the TWanderings of Cain,

Encinctured with a twine of leaves,
T hat leafy twine his only dress,
A lovely Boy was plucking fruits
By moonlhight 1n a wilderness, &c ™
and m The Pang more sharp than all, one quite infantine
Of babe, that tempts and shuns the menaced kLiss,
From 1ts twy cluster’d hiding place of snow !
My Father did not agree with Lessing, that

Ein Kusschen das em Kind mir schenket,
Das 1st emn Kuss, den man nicht fuhlt 19

what natural objects their words were really apphed We mo-
derns lose a good deal by being so misty and mdistinet, lodhing
1nto a raree show for our descriptions rather than into the realm
of nature 'We cover our auriculas with many coloured powdez
nstead of candying them I do not dissent from the praises
given to Mr Cary’s version m the Article on Pmda: m the
Quarterly, 1t has great ment on the whole yet I thinh that
Moore understood his author better In hus version Pindar’s
face looks bloated, he seems to have been drinking, the
chaplet of flowers on his head has got a httle awry, and his
speech 1s diffuse and pompous but Pimdar sometimes shps
away from us 1n Mr Cary’s version, and we have mstead a sort
of Keatsified Milton This note will be excused as 1t aims to
lustrate my Father's remarks on the diction of Pindar in Chap-
ter V of this voluine
wp W Ilp 53 18 1b II p 100

19 The kiss of a little gamesome elf,
That kisses but to amuse himself,
Furst snatches us rosy mouth away,
Then squeezes 1t hard to mine i play,
Asifhe d crush the cherry seal,

In a kiss the heart can scarcely feel
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I have heard hum speak with agmiration of the Rubens-hke
power of panting motion displayed by Sir Walter Scott 1n
some of the latter chapters of Rob Roy, especially, I be-
lieve, n chapter xvi of the second 3olume, which n this
sort of graphic power may be compared with Dante’s In-
Sferno  If we compare pages 260-3 of the romance, which
describe the escape of Rob Roy 1 passing the Foith, with
Canto xx11 of the poem—(from hne 118 to the end)—which
describes the escape of the barterer Ciampolo from the
clutches of Alichin and the other demons, and his plunge
mto the boiling pitch, we shall find a similanty of effect
produced with totally different matemals I think 1t must
have have been to this passage of Rob Roy that my Father’s
admiration especially refeired

Vol II p 286

Tempora mutantur nos et mutamur n s

After vainly searching for this verse m classic authors, I
began to think, that it must belong to some medizval poet,
and abandoned the chase, saying to myself,

Matte sectar 20sa quo locorum
Sera moretor

Since writing this I have learned from Mr Donaldson
that the hine certainly belongs to no classic author that
this mght be known from 1ts latimty, and that1t 1s probably
a colloquial saying formed 1nto an hexameter verse.

Ip p 417,

I omitted to mention 1 1ts place that “mighty sailor’” is
a mistake for “ nightly sailor” 10 the Catulliun Hendecasylla

bles (Poet Works, II p 69)

THE END.

C WHITTINGHAM, CHISWICH



