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T0 THE READER.

TEEfollowingbn‘efaxhactfmm the life of De

Quincey, in the “English Cyclopedia,” edited
by Charles Knight, may be appropriately placed here
in connection with this volume ~—

«It was in the year 1807 that De Quincey first
made the acquaintance of Coleridge, Wordsworth,
and Southey; and on quitting college in 1808 he
took up'his abode at the Lakes, and became one of
the mtelleutual brotherhood there constituted by
thess” Ten. Wilson was a resident ab the Lakes
n.bont the same time. The difference between De
Quincey and the Lakists was—that his element was
exclusively Prose. Like Coleridge, but with pe-
culiarities sufficient to distinguish him from that
thinker, he philosophised, and analysed, and specu-
Inted in sympathy with the new literary movement
of which the Lake party was a manifestation. He
resided ten or eleven years at the Lakes ; and during
these ten or eleven years we are to suppose him



v

inereasing his knowledge of Greek, of German, and
of Universal Iistory and Literature.

“In point of time De Quincey preceded Carlyle
as a literary medinm between Germany nnd this
conutry ; and fome of his carliest literary cfforts
were translations from Lessing, Richter, and other
German authors,

“These literary efforts, hegun while he was still a
student at the Lakes, were continued with growing
abundnnce after he left them in 18197
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE LAKES.

EARLY MEMORIALS OF GRASMERE.

BooN after my return to Oxford in 1807-8, I received a
 letter from 1Ties Wordsworth, asking for any subsoriptions
I might succeed in obtaining, amongst my college friends,
in aid of the funds then raiking on behalf of an orphan
family, who had become such by an affecting tragedy that
had occurred within a fow weeks from my visit to Grasmere.
Miss Wordsworth's simple but fervid memoir not being
within my reach at this moment, I must trust to my own
recollections and my own impressions to retrace the story ;
which, after all, is not much of a story to excite or to im-
press, unless for those who can find a sufficient interest in
the trinls and calamities of hard-working peasants, and can
reverence the fortitude which, being lodged in so frail o
tenement as the person of a little girl, not much, if any-
thing, above nine years old, could face an occasion of sud-
den mysterious abandonment, and could tower up, during
one night, into the perfect energies of womanhood, under
the mere pressure of difficulty, and nunder the sense of new-
born ibilities awfully t to her, and in the
most lonely, perhaps, of English habitations.
The little valley of Easedale, which, and the neighbour-
hood of which, were the scenes of these interesting events,
A—1,




2 RECQLLECTIONS OF THE LAKES.

ig, on its own account, one of the most impressive soli-
tudes amongst the mountains of the Lake district ; and 1
must pause to describe it. Easedale is impressive as a
solitude ; for the depth of the seclusion is brought out and
forced more pointedly upon the feelings by the thin scat-
tering of houses over its sides, and over the surface of what
may be called its floor. These are not above six at the
most ; and one, the remotest of the whole, was untenanted
for all the thirty years of my acquaintance with the place.
Secondly, it is impressive from the excessive loveliness
which adorns its little area. This is broken up into small
fields and miniature meadows, separated, not—as too often
happens, with sad injury to the beauty of the Lake coun-
try—Dby stone walls, but sometimes by little hedgerows,
sometimes Dy little sparkling, pebbly “ becks,” lustrous to
the very bottom, and not too broad for a child’s fiying leap ;
and sometimes by wild self:sown woodlands of birch, alder,
holly, mountain ash, and hazel, that meander through thc
valley, intervening the different estates with natural sylvan
marches, and giving cheerfulness in winter- by the bright
scarlet of their berries. It is the character of all ‘the
northern Euglish valleys, as I have already remarked—and
it is a character first noticed by Wordsworth—that they
assume, in their bottom areas, the level, floor-like shape,
making everywhere a direct angle with the surrounding
hills, and definitely marking out the margin of their out-
Yines ; whereas the Welsh valleys have too often the glaring
imperfection of the basin shape, which allows no sepse of any
flat area or valley surface : the hills are already commenc-
ing at the very centre of what is called the level area. The
little valley of Easedale is, in this respect, as highly finished
as in every other ; and in the Westmoreland spring, which
may be considered May and the earlier half of June, whilst
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the grass in the meadows is yet short from the hahit of
keeping the sheep on it until & much loter period than
elsewhere (viz., until the mountains are so far cleared of
snow and the probability of storms, as to make it safe
to send them out ou their summer migration), it fol-
Jlows noturally that the little fields in Easedale have the
most lawny appearance, and, from the humidity of the
Westmoreland * climate, the most verdant that it is
possible to imagine. But there is a third advantage
possessed by this Easedale, above other rival valleys, in
the _sublimity of its mountain barriers. In ome of its
many rocky recesses is seen a “fyree” (such is. the local
name_for_n catgract), white with fonm, descending at all
seasons with considerable strength, and, affer the melting
of snows, with an Alpine violence. Follow the leading of
this ¢ force” for three quarters of a mile, and you come to
& little mountain Inke, locally termed a « tarn,” + the very
finest and most gloomily sublime of its class, From this
tarn it was, I doubt not, though applying it to another,
that Wordsworth drew the ci of his general

’

* 1t is pretty generally known, perhaps, that Westmoreland and
Devonshire aro the two rainiest counties in England. At Kirkby
Lonsdale, Iying just on' tho outer margin of tho Lake district, ono-
fifth more rain is computed to fall than in the adjacent counties on
the samo western side of England. But it is also notorions, that the
wostern side of the island universally is more rainy than the east.
Collins called it the showery west.

+ A tarn is a lake, generally (porhaps always) a small one: and
always, as I think (but this 1 haso heard disputed), lying abovo the
level of the inhabited valleys and tle large lakes; and sulject fo this
farther restriction, first noticed by Wordsworth that it has no main
fecder. Now, this latter accident of the thing at once cxplains and
anthenticates my account of the word, viz., that it is the Danish word
taaren (a trickling of tears), a depom of waters from the weeping of
rain down the smooth faces of the rocks.
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description.  And fur beyond this ¢ enormous barrics,”
that thus imprisons the very winds, tower upwards the
aspiring heads (usually enveloped in cloud and mist) of
Glaramara, Bow Fell, and the other fells of Langdale
Head and Borrowdale.© Easedale, in its relation to Gras-
mere, i3 o chamber within a chamber, or rather a closet
within & chamber—a chapel within a cathedral—a little
private oratory within a chapel. The sole approach, as I
have mentioued, is from Grasmere ; and some one outlet
there must incvitably be in every vale that can be inter-
esting to a human occupant, since without water it would
not be habitable ; and running water must force an egress
for itsclf, and, consequently, au ingress for the reader and
myself : but, properly speaking, there is no other. For,
when you explore the remoter end of the vale, at which
you suspeet some communication with the world outside,
you find before you a most formidable amount of climbing,
the extent of which can hardly be measured where there is
no solitary object of human workmanship or vestige of
animal life, not a sheep-track, not a shepherd's hovel, bug
rock and heath, heath and rock, tossed about in monoto-
nous confusion.  And, after the ascent is mastered, you
descend into a sccond vale—long, narrow, sterile—known
by the name of « Far Easedale : ™ from which poiut, if you
could drive a tunnel under the cverlasting hills, perhaps
&ix or seven miles might bring you to the nearest habita-
tion of man, in Borrowdale; but, going over the mountains,
the road cannot be less than twelve or fourtéen, and, in
point of fatigws, at the least twenty. This long valley,
which is really terrific at noonday, from its utter loncliness
and desolation, completes the defences of little sylvan Ease-
dale. ‘Thero is one door into it from the Grasmere side :
but that dour is obscure : and on every other quarter there
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is no door at all ; not any, the roughest, access, but such
28 would demand a day’s walking.

Such is the solitude—so deep and so rich in miniature
beauty—of Easedale; and in this solitude it was thot
George and Sarah Green, two poor and hard-working pea-
sants, dwelt, with & numerous family of small children.
Poor a8 they were, they had won the general respect of the
ighbourhood, from the ining firmness with which
they bore the hardships of their lot, and from the decent
attire in which the good mother of the family contrived
to send out her children to the Grasmere parish-school.
1t is o custom, and a very ancient one, in Westmoreland—
the same custom (resting on the same causes) I have wit-
nessed also in southern Scotland—that any sale by auction
of household furniture (and scldom s month passes without
lmﬂﬂngofthem)fvmlmexmsefnrthegoodwmm,

hout the whole ci of perhaps four or five
valleys, to assemble at the placs of sale, with the nominal
purpose of buying something they may happen to want.
A sale, except it were of the sort exclusively intcresting
to farming men, is & kind of general intimation to the
country, from the owner of the property, that he will, on
that afternoon, be “at home™ to all comers, and hopes to
~ gee a8 large an d: as possible. A ingly, it wns
the almost invariable custom—and often, too, when the
parties were far too poor for such an effort of hospitality
—to make ample provision, not of eatables, but of liquor,
for all who came. Even a gentleman, who should happen
to present himself on -such a festal occasion, by way of
secing the « humours™ of the scene, was certain of meeting
the most cordinl welcome. The good woman of the house
more particularly.testified her sense of the honour done to
her, and was svre to seek out ‘some cherished and solitary,
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article of china—a wreck from a century back—in order
that he, being a porcelain man among so many delf men
and women, might have a porcelain cup to drink from.

The main secret of attraction at these sales—many of
which I have attended—was the social U thus
eflected between parties so remote from cach other (either
by real distance, or by virtual distance, resulting from the
scparation effected by mountains 3000 fect high), that, in
fact, without somo such common object, they would not be
likely to hear of each other for months, or actually to meet,
for years. ‘This principal charm of the « gathering,” sea-
sonved, doubtless, to many by the certain anticipation that
tho whole budget of rural gossip would then and there bo
opened, was not assuredly diminished to the men by the
anticipation of excellent alo (usually browed six or ceven
weeks before, in preparation for the event), and possibly of
still more excellent pow-suwedy (a combination of ale, spirits,
and spices) ; nor to the women by some prospect, not so
inevitably fulfilled, but pretty certain in & liberal house, of
communicating their news over exeellent tea.  Even tne
auctioneer was always a character in the drama : he was
nlways a rustic old humorist, and a jovial drunkard, pri-
vileged in certain good-humoured liberties and jokes with
all bidders, gentle or gimple, and furnished with an ancient
inheritance of jests appropriate to the articles offered for
sale—jests that had, doubtless, done their office from Eliza-
beth's golden days ; but no more, on that account, failing
of their expected effect, with cither man or woman of this
nineteenth century, than the sun fails to gladden the heart,
because it is that same old superannuated sun that has
gladdeued it for thousands of years.

One thing, however, in mere justico to the Dalesmen of
Westworeland and Cumberland, T am bound in this place
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to record : Often as I have been at theso sales, and years
befure even a scattering of gentry began to attend, yet so
true to the natural standard of politeness was the decorum
mifomlymainhimd,th’nteventheoldbuﬂ'oanntn
nuctioneer never forgot himself so far as to found upon any
article of furniture a jest fitted to call up & painful blush
in any womau's face. He might, perhaps, go 8o far as to
awaken a little rosy confusion upon some young bride's
countenance, when pressing a cradle upon her attention ;
but never did I hear him utter, nor would he have been
tolerated in uttering, & scurrilous or disgusting jest, such as
might easily have been suggested by something offered at a
houschold sale. Such jests as these I heard, for the first
time, at & sale in Grasmere in 1814 ; and, T am ashamed
to say it, from some  gentlemen” of o great city. And it
grieved me to see the effect, as it expressed itself upon the
manly faces of the grave Dalesmen—a scnse of insult
offered to their women, who met in confiding reliance upon
the forbearance of the men, and upon their regard for the
dignity of the female sex, this fecling struggling with the
babitual respect they are inclined to show towards what *
they suppose gentle blood and superior education. Taken
yenerally, however, these were the most picturesque and
Testal meetings which the manners of the country prodvced.
There you saw all ages and both sexes assembled ; there
you saw old men whose heads would have been studies for
_Qnidg;thmyouuwthommtmlnmlmdmlyﬁgmu
amongst the young men that England has to show ; there
the most beautiful young women. There it was that the
social benevolence, the innocent mirth, and the neighbourly
kindness of the peopls, most delightfully expanded, and
uxpressed themselves with the least reserve.

To such a scene it was, to a sale of domestic furniture
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st the house of some proprietor in Langdale, that George
and Sarah Green set forward in the forenoon of & day fated
to bo their last on earth. The sale was to take place in
Langdalehead ; to which, from their own cottage in Easc-
dale, it was possible in daylight, and supposing no mist
upon the hills, to find out a short eut of not more than five
or six miles. By this route they went ; and, notwithstand-
ing the snow Jay on the ground, they reached their destina-
tion in safety. The attendance at the salo must have been
diminished by the rigorous state of the weather ; but still
the gcene was & gay one as usual.  Sarah Green, though a
good and worthy woman in her maturer years, had been
imprudent, and—as the merciful judgment of the country
is apt to express it—¢ unfortunate” in her youth. She
had an elder daughter, who was illegitimate ; and I believe
the father of this girl was dead. The girl herself was
grown up ; and the peeuliar solicitude of poor Saralt's ma-
ternal heart was at this time called forth on Zer behalf @
fhe wished to seo her plneed in a very respectable house,
where the mistress was distinguished for her notable quali-
tics, and for success in forming good servants, This object,
08 important to Sarah Green in the narrow range of her
cares, as, in a more exalted family, it might bo to obtain &
ship for a licutenant that had passed as master and com-
mander, or to get him ¢ posted”—oceupied her almost
throughont the eale. A doubtful answer had been given
to her application ; and Sarah was going about the crowd,
and weaving her person in and out, in order to lay hold of
this or that intercessor who might have, or might seem to
have, some weight with the principal person eoncerned. .
This I think it interesting to notice, as tho last occupa;
tion which is known to have stirred the pulses of her heart.
An illegitimate child is everywhere, even in the indulgent
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society of Westmoreland Dalesmen, under some cloud of
discountenance ;* so that Sarah Green might consider her
duty to be the stronger towards this child of her * misfor-
tone.” And she probably had another reason for her anxiety
—uwmawordldnppedbyhnnnthuenmnglodpwyﬂe
to p jous desire to introduce her
dmghmmhnnmmlmpetﬂmthnnthatwhinhhad
compassed her own youthful steps with snares. If so, it is
painful to know that the virtuous wish, whose
“ Vital warmth
Gave the lnst human motion to her heart,”

should not have been fulfilled. She was a woman of ardent
and affectionate spirit, of which Miss Wordsworth gave me
some ciroumstantial and affecting instances. This ardonr it
+was, and her impassioned manner, that drew attention to
what she did ; for, otherwise, she was too poor a person to
be I mthe imation of and, of all pos-
sible situations, to be important at a sale, where the public
atfention was naturally fixed upon the chief purchasers,
and the oftention of the purchasers fixed upon the chief
competitors. Hence it happened that, after she ccased to
challenge motice by the emphnsis of her solicitations for
her daughter, she censed to be noticed at all ; and nothing
was recoll of her ‘behaviour until the time
arrived for genernl separation. This time was considerably
after sunset; and the final recollections of the crowd with

« But still nothing at all in England by comparison with its gloomy
excess in Scotland. Inumpmmtgumon,tbannmlhmh:y
of this fecling has beon considernbly mitigated. But, if the reader
ﬂﬂmhmlﬁh{hnﬂhﬂtlﬁnﬁgﬁh I gdrise him to look fnto the

% Lifo of Alexander Alexander” (2 vols. 1830). He was a poor out- *
cast, whose Intter days were sheltered from ruin by the munificence
of the late Alr. Blackwood, senior.
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respect to George and Sarah Green were, that, upon their
intention being understood to retrace their morning path,
and to attempt the perilous task of dropping down isto
Easedale from the ins above Langdalehead, a sound
of remonstrance arose from many quarters. However, at
such & moment, when everybody was in the hury®of de-
parture, and to such persons (persons, I mean, so mature
in years and in local knowledge), the opposition could not
be very obstinate ; party after party rode off ; the meeting
wnelted away, or, as the northern phrase is, scaled ;% and
at length nobody was left of any weight that could pretend
to influence the decision of elderly people. They quitted
the scene, professing to obcy some advice or other upon
the choice of roads; but, at as early a point as they could
du so unobserved, began to ascend the hills, everywhere
open from the rude carriage-way. After this they were
scen no more. They had disappeared into the cloud of
death. Voices were heard, some hours afterwards, from
the mountains—voices, as sume thought, of alarm ; others
said, No, that it was only the voices of jovial people, car-
ried by the wind into uncertain regions. The result was,
that no attention was paid to the sounds.

" That night, in little peaceful Easedale, six children sat
by a peat-fire, expecting the return of their parents, upon
whom they depended for their dnily bread. Let a day
pass, and they were starving. Every sound was heard

*# Sealed :— Scale is a verb both active and neuter. T'use it here as
a neuter verb, in thoe sease (n Cumberland sense) of scparating to all
the points of the compass. Bus by Shakspere it is used in an active
or transitive sense. Speaking of some sccret news, ho says, * Wo'll
soale it a little moro”—i. ¢, spread it in all directions, and disentangle
ite complexities.
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with anxiety ; for all this was reported many hundred
times to Miss Wordsworth, and to those who, like myself,
were_never wearied of hearing the details. Every sound,
every echo amongst the hills, was listened to for five Lours,
from seven to twelve. At length the eldest girl of the
family—about nine years old—told her little brothers and
* gisters to go to bed. They had been trained to obedience ;
and all of them, at the voice of their eldest sister, went off
fearfully to their beds. What could be their fears, it is
difficult to say ; they bad no knowledge to instruct them
in. the dangers of the hills; but the eldest sister always
averred that they had as deep a solicitude as she herself
bad sbout their parents. Doubtless she had communicated
her fears to them. Some time in the course of the even-
ing—but it was late, and after midnight—the moon arose,
and shed a torrent of light upon the Langdale fells, which
hed already, long hours before, witnessed in darkness the
death of their parents.

That night, and the following morning, came a further
and a heavier fall of snow ; in consequence of which the
poor children were completely imprisoned, and cut off from
all possibility of communicating with their next neigh-
bours. The brook was too much for them to leap; and
the little, crazy wooden bridge could not be crossed, or
even With safety, from the drifting of the snow
having made it impossible to ascortain the exact situation
of some treacherous hole in its timbers, which, if trod
upon, would have let a small child drop through into
the rapid waters. Their parents did not return. For some
hours of the morning, the children clung to the hope that
the extreme severity of the night had tempted them to
sleep in Langdale ; but this hope forsook them as the doy
wore away. Their father, George Green, liad served as a
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sldier, and was an active man, of ready resources, who
would not, under any circumstances, have failed to force
a road back to his family, had he been still living ; and
this reflection, or rather semi-conscious feeling, which the
awfulness of their situation forced upon the minds of all
but the mere infants, awakened them to the whole extent
of their ralamity. Wonderful it is to see the effect of
sudden misery, sudden grief, or sudden fear, in sharpening
(where they do not utterly npset) the intellectual percep-
tions. Instances must have fallen in the way of most of
us. And I have noticed frequently that even sudden and
intense bodily pain forms part of the machinery employert
by nature for quickening the development of the mind.
The perceptions of infants are not, in fact, excited by gra-
duated steps and continuously, but per soltum, and by un-
cnual starte. At least, within the whole range of my own
expericnee, I have remarked, that, after any very severe fit
of thuse peculiar pains to which the delicate digestive organs
of most infants are Liable, there always became apparent
on the following day a very considerable increase of vital
enerzy and of quickened attention to the objects around
them. The poor desolate children of Blentarn .Ghyll,*
hourly becoming more pathetically convineed that they
were orphans, gave many evidences of this awaking power

* Wordswortl’s conjecturo as to the origin of the name is probably
the true one. There is, at a little clevation above the place, a small
coneave tract of ground, shaped like the bed of a tarn. Some causes
having diverted the supplies of water, at some remote period, from
the little rescrvoir, the tarn has probably disappeared; but the bed,
and other indications of a tarn (particularly s little ghyll, or steep

_rocky clefs for discharging the water), having remained as memorials®
that it once existed, the country penple bavo called it the Blind Tarn
~—the tarn which wants its eye—in wanting the lominous sparkle of
the waters of right belonging to it.
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25 lodged, by a provi in situations of
trial that most nqmm it. They huddled together, in the
evening, round their hearth-fire of peats, and held their
little family councils upon what was to be done towards
any chance—if chance remained—of yet giving aid to their
parents ; for a slender hope had sprung up that some hovel
or sheepfold might have furnished them a screen (or, in
Westmoreland phrase, a bield)‘against the weather quarter
of the storm, in which hovel they might even now be lying
snowed up ; and, secondly, as regarded themselves, in what
way they were to make known their situation, in case the
snow should continue or should increase; for starvation
stared them in the face, if they shonld be confined for
wany days to their house.

Meantime, the eldest sister, little Agnes, though sadly
alarmed, and feeling the sensation of eeriness as twilight
came on, and she looked out from the cottage-door to the

" dreadful fells on which, too probably, her parents were

Iying corpses (and possibly uot many hundred yards from
their own threshold), yet exerted hersclf to take all the
mensures which their own prospects made prudent. And
sho told Miss Wordsworth, that, in tho midst of the op-
pression on her little spirit, from vague ghostly terrors,
she did not fail, however, to draw some comfort frum the
consideration, that the very same causes which produced
their danger in one direction, sheltered them from danger
of another kind—such dangers as she kmew, from books
that she had read, would have threatened a little desolate
flock of children in other parts of England ; for she con-
sidered thankfully, that, if they could not get out into
Grasmere, on the other hand, bad men, and wild seafaring
foreigners, who sometimes passed along the high road
even in that vale, could not get to them; and that, as tz
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with anxiety ; for all this was reported many hundred
times to Miss Wordsworth, and to those who, like myself,
were. never wearied of hearing the details. Every sound,
every echo amongst the hills, was listened to for five hours,
from seven to twelve. At length the eldest girl of the
family—about nine years old—told her little brothers and

- sisters to go to bed. They had been trained fo obedience ;
and all of them, at the voice of their eldest sister, went off
fearfully to their beds. What could be their fears, it is
difficult to say ; they had no knowledge to instruct them
in. the dangers of the hills ;" but the eldest sister always
averred that they had as deep a solicitude as she hérself
had about their parents. Doubtless she had communicated
her fears to them. Some time in the course of the even-
ing—but it was late, and after midnight—the moon arose,
and shed a torrent of light upon the Langdale fells, which
had already, long howrs before, witnessed in darkness the
death of their parcnts.

That night, and the following morning, came a further
and a heavier fall of snow ; in consequence of which the
poor children were completely imprisoned, and cut off from
all possibility of communicating with their next neigh-
bours. The brook was too much for them to leap; and
the little, @y‘wooden bridge could not be crossed, or
even approached with safety, from the drifting of the snow
having made it impossible to tain the exact situati
of some treacherous hole in its timbers, which, if trod
upon, would have let a small child drop through into
the rapid waters. Their parents did not return. For some
hours of the morning, the children clung to the hope that
the extreme severity of the night had tempted them to
sleep in Langdale ; but this hope forsook them as the day
wore away. Their father, George Green, had served as a
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peat-stack a3 many peats as might serve them for a week's

consumption. That done, in the second place she examined

- the potavoes, buried in ¢brackens” (that is, withered
fern): these were not many, and she thought it better to
Jeave them where they were, excepting as many as would
make a single meal, under o fear that the heat of their
cottage would spoil them, if removed.

Having thus made all the provision in her power for
supporting their own lives, she turned her attention to the
cow. Her she milked ; but, unfortunately, the milk shc
gave, either from being badly fed, or from some other cause,
was too trifling to be of much consideration towards the
wants of a large family. Here, howerver, her chief anxiet;
was to get down the hay for the cow’s food from a loft
above the outhouse : and in this she succeeded but imper. ,
feetly, from want of strength and size to cope with the
difficultics of the case ; besides, that the incrensing darkness
by this time, together with the gloom of the place, made it
o matter of great self-conquest for her to work at all ; but,
as respected one night at any rate, she placed the cow in a
situation of luxurious warmth and comfort. Then retreat-
inz into tke warm house, and “barring™ the door, she sat
d@nmwn to undress the two youngest of the children ; them
she Iviil carefully and cosily in their little nests up-stairs,
and sozg them to sleep. The rest she kept up to bear her
company until the clock should tell them it was midnight ;
up to wliich time she had still o lingering hope that some
welcome shout from the hills above, which they were all to
strain their ears to cateh, might yet assure them that they
were not wholly orphans, even though one parent should
have perished. No shout, it may be supposed, was ever
heard ; nor could a shout, in any case, have been heard,
for the night was one of tumultuous wind. And though,
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amidst its ravings. sometimes they fancied a sound of
voices, still, in the dead Iulls that now and then succeeded,
they heard nothing to confirm their hopes. As last services
to what she might now have called- her own little family,
Agnes took precautions against the drifting of the smow
within the dvor and within the imperfect window, which
had caused them some discomfort on the preceding day ; and
finally, she adupted the most systematic and elaborate plans
for preventing the possibility of their fire being extinguished,
which, in the event of their being thrown upon the ulti-
mate of their potatoes, would be absolutely indis-
pensable to their existence ; and in any case & main element
of their comfort.

The night slipped away, and morning came, bringing
witk it no better hopes of any kind. Change there had
been nome, but for the worse. The snow had greatly
inerersed in quantity ; and the drifts seemed far more for-
midable. A second day passed like the first ; little Agnes
still keeping her young flock quiet, and tolerably comfort-
able ; and still calling on all the elders in succession to say
their prayers, morning and night.

A third day came ; and whether on that or on the
fourth, I do not now recollect, but on one or other there -
came a welcome glenm of hops. The arrangement of the
snovw-drifts hod shifted Guring the night ; and, though the
wooden bridge was still impracticable, a low wall had been
exposed, over which, by a circuit which evaded the brook,
it scemed possible that a road might be found into Grasmere.
In some walls it was necessary to force gaps ; but this was
effected without much difficulty, even by children ; for the
Westmoreland field walls ave “open,” that is, uncemented
with mortar ; and the push of a stick will generally detach *
5o much from the upper part of any ol crazy fence, as to
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lower it sufficiently for female oreven for childish steps to prss.
The ittle boys accompanied their sister until sho came to the
other side of the hill, which, lying more sheltered from the
weather, offered 2 path onwards comparatively easy. Here
they parted ; and little Agnes pursued her solitary mission to
the nearest house she conld find accessible in Grasmere.

No house could have proved a wrong ome in such u
case. Miss Wordsworth and I often heard the description
renewed, of the horror which, in an instant, displaced the
smile of hospitable greeting, when little weeping Agnes
told her sad tale. No tongue can express the fervid sym-
pathy which travelled through the vale, like fire in an
American furest, when it was learned that neither George
nor Sarch Green had been seen by their children since the
day of the Langdale sale. Within half an hour, or little
more, from the remotest parts of the valley—some of
them distant nearly two miles from the point of rendezvous
—all the men of Grasmere had assembled at the little
cluster of cottages called ¢ Kirktown,” from its adjacency
to the venerable parish Church of St. Oswald. There were
at the time I settled in Grasmere—viz, in the spring of
1809, and, therefore, I suppose, in 1807-8, fifteen months
previonsly—about sixty-three households in the vale ; and
the total number of souls was about 265 to 270 ; so that the
number of fighting men would be about sixty or sixty'six,
according to the common way of computing the proportion ;
and the majority were athletic and powerfully built. Sixty,
at least, after a short consultation as to the plan of opera-
tions, and for arranging the kind of signals by which they
were to icate from great dist: and in the peri-
lous events of mists or snow-storms, set off with the specd
of Alpine hunters to the hills. The dangers of the under-
tiking were considerable, nnder the uncasy and sgitated

A2
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state of the weather; and all the women of the vale were
in the greatest anxicty, until night brought them back, in a
body, unsuccessful. Three days at the least, and I rather
think five, the search was ineffectual : which arose partly
frum the great extent of the ground to be examined, and
partly from the natural mistake made of ranging almost
exclusively during the earlier days on that part of the hills
over which the path of Easedale might be presumed to have
been selected under any ble latitude of ci
But the fact is, when the fatal accident (for such it has,
often proved) of a permanent mist surprises o man on the
hills, if he turns and loses his direction, ho is a lost man ;
and without doing this so as to lose the power of s'orienter
all at once, it is yet well known how difficult it is to avoid
lusing it insensibly and by degrees. Baffling snow-showers
are the worst kinds of mists. And the poor Greens had,
under that kind of confusion, wandered many a mile out
of their proper track ; so that to search for them upon any
line indicated by the ordinary probabilities, would perhaps
offer the slenderest chance for finding them.

The zeal of the people, mennume, was not in the lenut
abated, but rather quickened, by the weari: di
ments ; every hour of daylight was turned to nooount no
man of the valley ever cnine home to meals ; and the reply
of a young shoemaker, on the fourth night’s return, speaks
sufficiently for the unabated spirit of the vale. DMiss Words-
worth asked what he would ‘do on the next morning. * Go
up again, of course,” was his answer. But what if to-
morrow clso should turn out like all the rest. ¢ Why, go
up in stronger force on the day after.” Yet this man was
sacrificing his own daily earnings without a chance of re-
compense. At length, sagacious dogs were taken up ; and,
ebous noonday, a shout from an agrial height, amongst thick
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volumes of cloudy vapour, propagated through repeatng
bands of men from a distance of many miles, conveyed as
by telegraph into Grasmere the news that the bodies were
found. George Green was lying at the bottom of a precipice,
from which he had fallen. Sarah Green was found on the
summit of the precipice; and, by laying together all the
indications of what had passed, and reading into coherency
the sad hieroglyphics of their last agonies, it was conjec-
tared that the husband had desired his wife to pausc for u
few minutes, wrapping her, meantime, in his own greatcoat,
whilst he shonld go forward and reconnoitre the ground,
in order to catch a sight of some object (rocky peak, or
tarn, or peat-field) which might ascertain their real situa-
tion. Either the snow above, already lying in drifts, or
the bliuding snow-storms driving into his eyes, must have
misled him as o the nature of the circumjacent ground ;
for the precipice over which he had fullen was but a few
yards from the spot in which he had quitted his wife.
The depth of the descent and the fury of the wind (almost
always violent on these cloudy altitudes) would prevent
aiy distinet communication between the dying husband
below and his despairing wife above, but it was believed
by the shepherds, best acquainted with the ground and the
range of sound, as regarded the capacities of the human
ear under the probablo circumstances of the storm, that
Sarch might have caught, at intervals, the groans of her
nunhappy partner, supposing that his death were at all a
lingering one. Others, on the contrary, supposed her to
have gathered this catastropho rather from the want of any
sounds, and from his continued absence, than from- any
one distinet or positive expression of it ; both because the
smooth and unruffled surfaco of the snow where he lay
scemed to argue that he had dled without a struggle, per-



20 RECOLLECTIONS OF THE LAKIS,

haps witheut a groan ; and because that tremendous souna
of ¢ hmrtling” in the upper chambers of the air, which
often accompanies a snow-storm, when combined with heary
pales of wind, would utterly suppress and stifle (as they
conceived) any sound &o feeble as those from a dying man.
In any case, and by whatever sad language of sounds or
signs, positire or negative, she might have learned or guessed
her loss, it was geneml]y agreed that the wild shricks heard
towards midnight in Langdalehead® 1 the agoniz-
ing moment which brought to her now widowed heart the
conviction of utter desolation and of final aband to
her own solitary and fast-fleeting energies. It seemed pro-
bable that the sudden disappearance of her husband from
her pursuing eyes would tem:h her to understand his fate ;
and thot the i hension of instant
death Iring all around the point on whch she sat, had kept
her stationary to the very attitude in which her husband
Ieft her, until her failing powers, and the increasing bitter-
ness of the cold, to one no longer in motion, would soon
make those changes of place impossible, which too awfully
had made th Ives known as dang The fe P

= T onco heard, also, in talking with a Langdale family upon this
tragic tale, that the sounds hnad penetrated into the valley of Little
Langdale: which ia possible enongh. For, althongh this interesting
recess of the entirc Langdalo basin (which bears somewhat of the
same relation to Great Langdale that Easedale bears to Grasmere)
does, in fact, lic beyond Langdalehead by the entire breadth of that
dale, yet, from the singular accident of having its avea raised far
above the level of the adjacent vales, one most solitary section of
Little Lingdale (in which lies a tiny lake, and on the banks of that
lake dwells one solitary family) being exactly at right angles both
to Langdalchead and to the other complementary section of ths.
Lesser Langdale, is brought into a position and sn elevation virtne
ally much nearer to objects (especially to audille ohjects) on the
Enzedale Fella,
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in some places, wherever drifting had not obliterated them,
yet traceable as to the outline, though partially filled up
with later falls of snow, satisfactorily showed that, however
much they might have rambled, after crossing and doubling
upon their own tracks, and many & mile astray from their
right path, so they must bave kept together to the very
plateau or shelf of rock at which (i.e, on which, and
below which) their wanderings had terminated ; for there
were evidently no steps from this platesu in the retro-
grade order.

By the time they had reached this final stoge of their
erroncous course, all possibility of escape must have been
long over for both alike; because their exhaustion must
have been excessive before they could have reached a point
80 remote and high ; and, unfortunately, the direct result of
all this exhaustion had been to throw them farther off their
home, or from * any dwelling-place of man,” than they
were af starting. Here, therefore, at this rocky pinnacle,
hope was extinct for the wedded couple, but not perhaps
for the husband. It was the impression of the vale, that,
perhaps, within half-an-hour before reaching this fatal point,
George Green might, had his conscience or his heart allowed
him in so base a desertion, have saved himself singly, with-
out any very great difficulty. It is to be hoped, however—
and, for my part, I think too well of human naturs to
hesitate in believing—that not many, even amongst the
meaner-minded and the Jenst generous of men, eould have

iled th lves to the aband of a poor fainting
female companion in such circumstances. Still, though not
mdre than o most imperative duty, it was such a duty as
most of his associates Delieved -to have cost him (perhaps
consclously) his life. It is an impressive truth—that some-
times in the very lowest forms of duty, less than which
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would rank o man as o villain, there is, nocvertheless,
the sublimest ascent of self-sacrifice. To do less, would
class you as an object of eternal scorn: to do so much,
presumes the grandeur of heroism, For his wife not only
must have disabled him greatly by clinging to his arm for
support ; but it was known, from her peculiar character and
manner, that she would be likely to rob him of his coolness
and presence of mind, by too painfully fixing his thoughts,
where her own would be busiest, upon their helpless little
family. « &uanth the thoughts of home "—to borrow
theﬁnee:prmonofThumson,mdesm’bmganmﬂarmse
hinking of the blessedness of that warm fire-

side at Blenmm Ghyll, which was not again to spread its
genial glow through her freezing limbs, and of those darling
little faces which, in this world, she was to see no more;
unintentionallr, and without being aware even of that result,
she would rub the brave man (for such he was) of his forti-
tude, and the strong man of his anémnal resources. Aud
yor (mch in the rery opposite dlrecmm, was equally the
ly through G ), had Sarah Green

wrween, could her aﬁ‘eohnnnte heart lmve guessed, even the
tenth part of lshatlove and neighbourly respect for herself
which soon aft d tk lves in showers of
bounty to her children ; oould she have looked behind the
curtain of destiny sulﬁelently to learn that the very desola-
tion of these poor children, which wrung her maternal heart,
and doubtless constituted to ger the sting of death, would
prove the signal and the pledge of such anxious guardinn-
ship as not many rich men's children receive, and that this
overflowing offering to her owvn memory would not be a
hasty or decaying tribute of the first sorrowing sensibilities,
but would pursue her children steadily until their hopeful
settiement in life,—anything o) proaching this, known or
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guessed, would have caused her (so said all who knew her)
to welcome the bitter end by which such privileges were to be
purchased, and solemnly to breathe out into the ear of that
holy angel who gathers the whispers of dying mothers torn
asunder from their infants, a thankful Nunc dimittis (Lord,
now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace), as the fare-
well gjaculation rightfully belonging to the occasion.

‘The funeral of the illfated Greens was, it may be sup-
posed, attended by all the vale: it took place about eight
days after they were found ; and the day happened to be
in the most perfect contrast to the sort of weather which
prevailed at the time of their misfortune :" some snow still
remained here and there npon the ground ; but the azure of
the sky was unstained by a cloud ; and a golden sunlight
seomed to sleep, 0 balmy and tranquil was the scason,
upon the very hills where the pair had wandered—then a
howling wilderness, but now a green pastoral lawn, in its
lower ranges, and a glittering expanse of virgin snow, in its
higher. George Green had, I believe, an elder family by
a former wife ; and it was for some of these children, who
lived at a distance, and’ who wished to give their attendance
at the grave, that the funeral was delayed. At this point,
because really suggested by the contrast of the faneral
tranquillity with the howling tempest of the fatal night, it
may be proper to remind the reader of Wordsworth's
memorial stanzas :—

“Who weeps for strangers? Many wept
For George and Sarah Green;
Wept for that pair's unhappy fate,
_ Whoso graves may here bo scen
“By night upon these stormy fells,
,Did wife and husband roam;
Six little ones at home had leR,
4nd could not find that kems,
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% For any dwelling-place of man
As vainly did they seek
He perish’d; and a voice was heard
The widow's lonely shriek.
* Not many steps, and she was left
A body without life—
A few short steps were the chain that bonn?
The husband to the wife.
“ Now do these sternly-featured hills
Look gently on this grave;
And quiet now are the depths of air.
As a gea without a wave.
“But deeper lies the heart of peaco
In quiet more profound ;
The heart of quietness is here
Within this churchyard bound.

“ And from all agony of mind
Tt kecps them safe, and far
From fear and grief, and from all nosd
Of sun or guiding star.
0 darkness of the gravel how deep,
After that living night—
That last and dreary living one
Of sorrow and affright |
“Q sncred marriage-bed of death |
That keeps them side by side
In bond of peace, in bond of love,
That may not be untied!”

After this solemn ceremony of the fuueral was over—at
which, by the way, I heard Miss Wordsworth declare that
the grief of Sarah’s illegitimate daughter was the most over-
whelming she had ever witnessed—a regular distribution of
the children was made amongst the wealthier families of the
vale. There had already, and before the funeral, been a per-
fect struggle to obtain one of the children, amongst all who
bad any facilities for discharging the dutics of such a trust;
end even the poorest had put in their claim to bear some
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part in the expenses of the case. But it was judiciously
decided, that none of the children should be intrusted to
any persons who seemed likely, either from old age or from
slender means, or from nearer and more personal respon-
sibilities, to be under the necessity of devolving the trust,
sooner or later, upon strangers, who might have none of
that interest in the children which attached, in the minds
of the Grasmere people, to the circumstances that made
them orphans. Tw= twins, who had naturally played to-
gether and slept together from their birth, passed into the
same family : the others were dispersed; but into such kind-
hearted and intelligent families, with continued opportuni-
ties of meeting each other on errands, or at church, or at
sales, that it was hard to say which had the more comfortable
home. And thus, in so brief a period as one forinight, a
Louschold that, by health and strength, by the humility of
poverty and by innocence of life, seemed sheltered from all
attacks but those of time, came to be utterly broken up.
George and Sarah Green slept in Grasmere Churchyard,
never more to know the want of “sun or guiding star.”
Their children were scattered over wealthier houses than
those of their poor parents, through the Vales of Grasmere
or Rydal; and Blentarn Ghyll, after being shut up for a
season, and ceasing for months to send up its little slender
colunn of smoke at morning and evening, finally passed
into the hands of a stranger.

Tho Wi is, i knowledged a peculiar
interest in the future fortunes and cducation of the children.
They had taken by much tho foremost place in pushing
the subscriptions on behalf of the family, feeling, no doubt,
that when both parents, in any little sequestered com-
wunity like. that of Grasmere, are suddenly cut off by
a tragical death, the children, in such a case, devolve by

B~ .
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v emt of natural right and providentic] bequest on the
ather bers of this ity—that they ticall,

epplied themselves to the task of mising funds by sub-
reription ; most of which, it is true, might not be wanted
until future years should eamry one ofter another of the
children successively into different trades or occupations ;
but they well understood, that more, by tenfold, would be
raised under an immediate appeal to the sympathies of
nien, whilst yet burning fervently towards the sufferers in
this ealamity, than if the applieation were delaycd until
the money should be needed. I have mentivned that the
Loyal Family were made acquainted with the details of
the case ; that they were powerfully affected by the story,
cspecially by the account of little Agnes, and hLer prema-
{ure nssumnption of the maternal character ; and that they
contributed most munificently. Ier Mnjesty, and three,
at least, of her august daughters, were amongst the sub-
seribers to the fund.  For my part, I could have obtained a
good deal from the carcless liberality of Osonian friends
towards such a fund. But, Jmowing previously how little,
in such an application, it would aid me to plead the name
of Wordsworth as the founder of the subscription (a name
that 0w would stand good for some thousands of pounds
in that same Oxford—so passes the injustico as well as tho
glory of this world {)—knowing this, I did not choose to
trouble anybody ; and the more so, as Miss Wordsworth,
upon my proposal to write to various ladies, upon whom I
could havo relied for their several contributions, wrote
hack to me, desiring that I would not; and upon this
satisfactory reason—that the fund had already swelled under
the Royal patronage, and the interest excited by so much
of the circumstances as could be reported in hurried letters,
to =n amount beyond whnt was likely to be wanted for
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porsons whom there was no good reason for pushing out
of the sphere to which their birth had called them. The
pasish even was lizble to give aid; and, in the midst of
Tioral bonney, this ain was not declined. Perhaps this was
#) far a solitary and unique case, that it might be the only
one, in which some paroclial Mr. Bumble found himself pull-
ing in joint harness with the denizens of Windsor Castle,
and n coadjutor of «Dajesties™ and * Royal Highnesses,”
Finally, to complete their own large share in the charity,
the Wordsworths took into their own family one of the
children, a girl ; the least aminble, I believe, of the whole ;
slothful and sensual ; so, at least, I imagined ; for this girl
it wwas, that in years to come caused by her criminal negli-
gence the death of little Kate Wordsworth.

From o gathering of years, far ahead of the cvents,
looking back by accident to this whole little cottage ro-
mance of Blentarn Ghyll, with its ups and downs, its lights
and shadows, and its fitful alternations, of grandeur derived
from mountain solitude, and of humility derived from the
very lowliest poverty, its little faithful Agnes keeping up
her records of time in harmony with the mighty world
outside, and fecding the single cow—the total ¢ estate™ of
the new-made orphans—I thought of that beantiful Persian
apologue, where some slender drop, or erystallizing fila-
ment, within the shell of an oyster, fancies itself called
upon to bewail its own obscure lot—consigned apparently
and irretrievably to the gloomiest depths of the Persian
Gulf. But changes bappen, good and bad luck will fall
out, even in the darkest depths of the Persian Gulf; and
messages of joy can reach those that wait in silence, even
where no post-hern has ever sounded. Behold ! the slender
filament has ripened into the most gloriotis of pearls. In
a happy hour for himsclf, some diver from the blossoming
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forests of Ceylon brings up to henvenly light the matchless
pearl ; and very soon that solitary crystal drop, that had
hemoaned its own obscure lot, finds itself glorifying the
central cluster in the tiara bound upon the brow of him
who signed himself ¢ King of kings,” the Shah of Persia,
and that shook all Asia from the Indus to the Euphrates.
Not otherwise was the lot of little Agnes—fhaithful to
duties so suddenly revcaled amidst terrors ghostly as well
as earthly—paying down her first tribute of tears to an
affliction that seemed past all relief, and such, that at first
she with her brothers and sisters scemed foundering simul-
taueously with her parents in one mighty darkness. And
yet, because, under the strange responsibilities which had
suddenly surprised her, she sought counsel and strength
from God, teaching her brothers and sisters to do the
rame, and scemed (when alone at midnight) to hear her
mother's voice calling to her from the hills above, one moon
had scarcely finished its circuit, before the most august
* Iadies on our planet were reading, with sympathizing tears,
of Agnes Green; and from the towers of Windsor Castle
came gracious messages of inquiry to little, lowly Blentarn
Ghyll
In taking leave of this subject, I may mention, by the
way, that accidents of this nature are not by any .means so
in the i districts of Cumberland and
Westmoreland, as the reader might infer from the intensity
of the excitement which waited on the catastrophe of the
Greens. In that instance, it was not the simple death by
cold upon the hills, but the surrounding circumstances,
which invested the case with its agitating power: the fel-
lowship in death of a wife and husband ; the general im-
pression that the husband had perished in his
devotion to his wife (a duty, certainly, and no more than a .
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duty, but still, nnder the instincts of self-preservation, a
generons duty) ; sympathy with their long agony, as ex-
pressed by their long ramblings, and the earnestness of
their efforts to recover their home ; awe for the long con
cenlment which rested upon their fate; and pity for tho
helpless condition of the children, o young, and so instun-
taneously made desolate, and so nearly perishing through
the loneliness of their situation, co-operating with stress of
weather, had they not been saved by the prudence and
timely exertions of a little girl not much above eight years
uld ;—these were the circumstances and necessary adjuncts
of the story which pointed and sharpened the public fecl-
ings on that occasion. Else the mere general case of perish-
ing upon the mountains is not, unfortunately, so rare, in
any season of the year; as for itself alone to command a
powerful tribate of sorrow from the public mind. Natives
as well as strangers, shepherds as well as tourists, have
fallen victims, even in summer, to the misleading and con-
founding effects of Jeep mists, Sometimes they have con-
tinued to wander unconsciously in a small circle of two or
three miles ; never coming within hail of 2 human dwelling,
until exhaustion has forced them into a sleep which has
proved their last. Sometimes a sprain_or injury, that dis-
abled a foot or leg, has destined them to die by the shock-
ing death of hunger.* Sometimes a fall from the summit

*# The caso of Alr. Googh, who perished in the bosom of Helvellyn,
and was supposed by some to have been disabled by a sprain of the
snkle, whilst others belicved him to have received that injury and his
death simultaneously in a full from the-lower shelf of a precipice,
became well known 1o the public, in all its details, through the accident
of having been rccorded in verse by two writers nearly at the samo
time, viz., Sir Walter Scott and Wordsworth. But here, again, es in
thio caso of the Greens, it was not the naked fact of his death amongst
Ihe solitudes of the mountains that would have won the public atten-
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of awful precipices has dismissed them from the anguish of .
perplexity in the extreme, from the conflicts of hope and
fear, by dismissing them at once from life. Sometimes

tion, or have obtained the honour of a metrical commemoration. In-
Geed, to say the truth, the general sympathy with this tragic event
was not derived chiefly from the unhappy tourist's melancholy end,
for that was too shocking to be even hinted at by either of the two
writers (in fact, there was too much renson to fear that it had been
the lingering death of faminc)—not the personal safferings of the
principal figure in the littlo drama—Dbut the sublime and mysterions
fidelity of the secondary figure, his dog; this it was which won the
jmperishable remembrance of the valos, and which accounted for the
profound interest that immediately gathered round the incidents—an
interest that still continues to hallow the memory of the dog. Not
the dog of Athens, nor the dog of Pompeii, so well deserve the im-
mortality of history or verse. Alr. Gough was o young man, belong-
ing to the Society of Friends, who took an interest in the mountain
szenery of the Lake district, both as a lover of the picturesque and as
a man of science. It was in this lntter character, I believe, that he
had ascended Helvellyn at the time when he met his melancholy end.
From his familiarity with the ground—for he had been an annual
visitant to the Lakes—le slighted the usual precaution of taking o
guide. Jist, unfortunately—impeneirable volumes of mist—came
floating over (as 8o often they do) from the gloomy fells that compose
& common wntm fur Enscdnla, Lnngdn!a, Eskdale, Borrowdale, Wast-
dale, G 1} (p kadale), and Ennerdale. Ten
or fifteen minutes afford ample time for this agrial navigation: within
that short interval, sunlight, moonlight, starlight, alike disappear; all
paths are lost; vast precipices are concealed, or filled up by treacher-
ous draperies of vapour; the points of the compass are irrecoverably
confounded; and one vast cloud, too often the cloud of death even
to the experienced sbepherd, sits Iike a vast pavilion upon the sum-
mits and gloomy coves of Helvellyn. r. Gough onght to have allowed
for this not unfrequent accident, and for its bewildering effocts, under
which 2ll local knowledge (cven that of shepherds) becomes in an
instant unavailing. What was the course and succession of his
dismal adventures, after he became hidden from the world by the
vapoury screen, could not be fully deciphered even by the most saga-
cious of mountainecrs, although, in most cases, they manifest an In-
dian truth of eye, together with an Tndian felicity of weaving all the
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slgo, the mountainous solitudes have been made the scenes
of remarkable suicides: In particular, there was a case, o
little before I came into the comniry, of a studious and

sizns that the eye con gather into a significant tale, by connecting
links of judgment and natural inference, especially where the whole
case ranges within certain known limits of time and of space. But in
this caso two accidents forbade the application of their customary
skill to the circumstances. One was, the want of snow at the time,
to receive the impression of his feet; the other, the unusual length of
. timo through which his remains lay undiscovered. He had made the
ascent at the latter end of October, & season when the final garment
of snow, which clothes Helvellyn from the setting in of winter to the
runny days of June, lins frequently not made its appearance. He was
ot discovered until the following spring, when a shepherd, traversing
the coves of Helvellyn or of Fairficld in quest of a stray sheep, was
struck by the tnusual sound (and its echo from the neighbouring
rocks) of a short quick bark, or cry of distress, as if from a dog or
young fox. Mr. Gough had not been missed; for those who saw or
knew of his ascent from the Wyburn side of the ‘mountain, took it fur
granted that ho had fulfilled his intention ofdumdmgm the opposite
direction into the valley of Patterdale, or into the Duke of Norfolk's
deer-park on Ullswater, or possibly into Matterdale; and that he had
finally quitted the country by way of Penrith. Having no reason,
therefore, to expect a domestic animal in a region so far from human
halitations, the shepherd was the more surprised at the sound, end
its continued iteration. Ho followed its guiding, and came to a deep
hollow, near the awful cartain of rock called Striding-Edge.' There,
at the foot of a tremendous precipice, lay the body of the unfortunate
tourist; and, watohing by ki side, n meagre shadov, literally reduced
hnlﬂnnndmhnudmeonuhemnd(ﬁxi matter of ab-
solute demonstration that he never could have obtained cither food or
lbellm‘ throngh his long winter's imprisonment), sat this most faith-
fal of servants—mounting guard upon his master’s honoured body,
ond protecting it (as ho kad done aﬂmtunll,y) from all violation by
the birds of prey which haunt the central solitudes of Helvellyn :—

“ How nourish'd throngh that length of time,
Ie knows, who gave that love sublime, -
And senso of loyal duty—great
Beyond all human estimete.”
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meditative young boy, who found no pleasure but in books
and the sonrch after knowledge. He ]nngumlmd thh & sort
of despai nympholepsy after intell

for which he folt too well assured that Afs term of allotted
time, the short period of years through which his relatives
hnd been willing to support him at St. Bees, was rapidly
drawing to an end. In fact, it was just at hand ; and he
was sternly required to take a long farewell of the poets
and geometricians, for whose sublime contemplations he
lmngered and thirsted. One week was to have trans-

spirit of pride ho ever affected to despise, but which in
utter alienation of heart he loathed ; as one whom nature,
and his own diligent cultivation of the opportunities re-
cently opened to kim for a brief season, had dedicated to a
far different service. He mused—revolved his situation in
his own mind—computed his power to liberate himself

from the bondage of depend lculated the chances
of his ever obtaining this liberation, from dmngo in the
position of his fz\mﬂy, lution in his own ft N
and, finally, j lly to d ine the

amount of effect which his new and illiberal employments
might have upon his own mind in weaning him from his
present clevated tasks, and unfitting him for their enjoy-
ment in distant years, when circumstances might again
place it in his power to indulge them.

These meditations were in part commumicated to a
friend ; and in part, also, the result to which they brought
him. That this result was gloomy, his friend knew ; but
not, as in the end it appeared, that it was despairing.
Such, however, it was; and, accordingly, having satisfied
‘himself that the chances of a happier destiny were for him
alight or none, and having, by a last fruitless effort, ascer-
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tained that there was no hope whatever of mollifying his
relatives, or of obtaining a year's delay of his sentence, he
walked quietly up to the clondy wildernesses within Blen-
catharn ; read his schylus (read, perhaps, those very
scenes of tho ¢ Prometheus” that pass amidst the wild
valleys of the Caucasus, and below the awful summits,
untrod by man, of the ancient Elborus) ; read him for the
last time ; for the last time fathomed the abyse-like subtle-
ties of his favouri trician, the mighty Apollonis ;
for the lnst time retraced some parts of the narrative, so
simple in its natural grandeur, composed by that imperial
captain, the most majestic man of ancient history—
“The foremost man of all this world"—

Julius the Dictator, the eldest of the Cemsars. These three
anthors—schylus, Apollonins, and. Cemsar—he studied
until the doylight waned, and the stars began to appear.
Then he made o little pile of the three volumes, that
served him for a pillow; took a dose, such as Ls had
heard would be sufficient, of laudanum ; laid his head
upon the monuments which he himself scemed in fancy to
have raised to the three mighty spirits ; and, with his face
upturned to the” heavens and the stars, slipped quietly
away into & sleep upon which no morning ever 5
The laudamum—swhether it were from the effect of the
open gir, or from some peculiarity of temperament—had
it produced sickness in the first stage of its action, nor
convulsions in the last. But, from the serenity of his
countenance, and from the tranquil maintenance of his
original supine position—for his head was still pillowed
upon the thres intellectual Titans, Gireek and Roman, and
his eyes wers still directed towards the stars—it wonld
eppear that he had died placidly, and without a struggle.
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In this way the imprudent boy, who, like Chatterton, would
not wait for the change that a day might bring, obtained
the liberty he sought. I deseribe him as doing whatsoever
he had deseribed himself in his last conversations as wish-
ing to do ; for whatsoever, in his Iast scene of life, was not
explained by the objects and the arrangement of the objects
about him, found a sufficient solution in the confidential
cxplanations of his purposes, which he had communicated,
so far as he felt it safe, to his only friend.*

From this little special episode, where the danger was
of a more exceptional kind, let us foll back on the more
ordinary case of shepherds, whose duties, in searching after
missing sheep, or after sheop surprised by sudden snow-
drifts, are too likely, in all seasons of severity, to force them
upon facing dangers which, in relation to their natural
causes, must for ever remain the same. This uniformity
it is, this monotony of the danger, which authorizes our
surprise and owr indignation, that long ago the resources
of art and human contrivance, in any one of many possible
modes, should not have been applied to the relief of an evil
50 constantly recurrent. A danger, that has no fixed root
in our social system, suggests its own natural excuse, when
it happens to be neglected. But this evil is one of frightful
ruin when it does take effect, and of cternal menace when it
docsnof. In some years it has gone near to the depopulation
of a whole pastoral hamlet, as respects the most vigorous
and hopeful part of its male population ; and annually it
causes, by its mere contemplation, the heartache to many

# This story has been made the subject of a separato poem, entitled
“ The Student of St. Bees,” by my friend Mr. James Payn of Cam
bridge. The volumo is published by Macmillan, Cambridge, and
contains thoughts of great beauty, too likely to escape the vapid and
irrefloctive reader.
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& young wife and many su anxious mother. In reality,
amongst all pastoral districts, where the field of their labour
lies in mountainous tracts, an allowancs is as regularly made
for the loss of human life, by mists or storms suddenly en-
veloping the hills, and surprising the shepherds, as for the
loss of sheep ; some prop out of each cl: shepherd;
and sheep—is considered as a kind of tithe-offering to the
stern Goddess of Calamity, and in the light of a ransom for
those who escape. Grahame, the author of © The Sabbath,”
says, that (confining himself to Scotland) he has known
‘winters in which o single parish lost as many as ten shep-
herds. And this mention of Grahame reminds me of a useful
and feasible plan proposed by him for obviating the main
pressure of such sudden perils, amidst snow, and solitnde,
and night. I call it feasible with good reason ; for Grahame,
who had made the cal declares that, for
so trifling & sum as o few hundred pounds, every square
mile in the southern counties of Scotland (that is, T presume,
throughout the Lowlands) might be fitted up with his appa~
ritus.  He prefaces his plan by one general remark, to
which I believe that every mountaineer will assent—viz.,
that the vast majority of deaths in such coses is owing to
the waste of auimal power in trying to recover the right
dircetion ; and, probably, it would be recovered in & far
greater number of instances, were the advance persisted in
according to any unity of plan. But, partly, the distraction
. of mind and i ion, under such b ), cause
the wanderer ﬁ'eqnentlytonhnugelm direction vnllmﬁnrily
according to any new fancy that starts up fahngui]ehxm,
and, partly, he changes it often insensibly and anconsci-
ously, fmml]:emmemnuwhmhmpmﬂyladhmamly
Obviously, therefore, the primary objéct should be to com-
pensate the loss of distinet vision—which, for the present,
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is irreparable in that furm—by substituting an appeal to
another sense. That error, which has been caused by the
obstruction of the eye, may be corrected by the sounder
information of the ear. Let crosses, such as are raised for
other purposes in Catholic lands, be planted at intervals—
suppnse of one mile—in every direction. ¢ Snow-storms,”
says Grahame, © are almost always accompanied with wind.
Suppcse, then, o pole, fifteen feet high, well fixed in the
ground, with two cross spars placed near the bottom, to
denote the ¢ airts’ (or points of the compass) ; a bell hung
at the top of this pole, with a piece of fint wood (attached
to it) projecting upwards, would ring with the slightest
hreeze. As they would be purposely made to have dif-
ferent tones, the shepherd would soon be able to distinguish
one from another, He could never be more than a mile
from one or other of them. On coming to the spot, he
would at once know the points of the compass, and, of .
course, the direction in which his home lay.”

Another protecting circumstance would rise ont of the
simplicity of manners, which is pretty sure to prevail in a
mountainous region, and the pious tenderness universally
felt towards those situations of peril which are incident to
all alike—men and women, parents and children, the strong
ond the weak. The crosses, I would answer for it, when-
ever they are erected, will be protected by a superstition,
such as that which in Holland protects the stork. Bat it
would be right to strengthen this feeling, by instilling it as
& principle of duty in the hisms of tail regions ;
and perhaps, also, in order to invest this duty with a re-
ligions sanctity, at the approach of every winter, there -
might be read from the altar s solemn commination, such
a8 that which the English Church appoints for Ash-Wed-
nesday— Curscd is he that vemoveth his neighbour’s land-
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mark,” &o ; to which might now be edded,— Cursed is
he that causeth the stops of the wayfarer to go astray, and
lnyeth snares for the wanderer on the hills : cursed is he
that removeth the bell from the snow-cross.” And every
child might learn to fear a judgment of retribution upon its
own steps in case of any such wicked action, by reading
the tale of that Scottish sea-rover, who, in order

“ To plague the Abbot of Aberbrothook,"

removed the bell from the Incheape Rock; which same
rock, in after dnys, and for want of this very warning bell,
inflicted miserable ruin upon himself, his ship, and his crew.
Once made sacred from violation, these crosses might after-
wards be made subjects of suitable ornament ; that is to
say, they might be made as picturesque in form, and colour,
and material, as the crosses of Alpine conntries or the guide-
posts of England often are. The associated circumstances
of storm ond solitude, of winter, of night, and wayfaring,
would give dignity to almost any form which had become
familiar to the eye as the one approprinted to this purpose ;
ond the particular form of o cross or crucifix, besides its
own beauty, would suggest to the mind a pensive allegoric
memorial of that spiritual asylum offered by the same em
blem to the poor erring roamer in our human pilgrimage,
whose steps aro beset with other snares, and whose heart
is bewildered by another darkness and another storm-—by
the darkness of guilt, or by the storm of affliction.



SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE.

Ir was, I think, in the month of August, but cortainly in
the summer season, and certainly in the year 1807, that I
first saw this illustrious man. My knowledge of him as a
wan_of most_original geniug began about the year 1799.
A little before that time Wordsworth had published the
first edition (in o single volume) of the ¢ Lyrical Ballads ;"
and into this had been introduced Mr. Coleridge's poem of
the ¢ Ancient Mariner,” as the contribution of an anony-
mous friend. It would be directing the reader’s attention
too much to myeelf, if I were to linger upon this, the great-
est event in the unfolding of my own mind. Let ruc say,
in one word, that, at a period when neither the one nor
the other writer was valued by the public—both having a
long warfare to accomplish of contumely and ridicule,
before they could rise into their present estimation—I
found in these poema “the ray of a new morning,” and
an _absolut of Iden worlds, teeming with
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puwer and beauty as yet unsuspected amongst men. 1
may here mention, that, precisely at the same time, Pro-
fessor Wilson, entirely unconnected with myzelf, and not
even known to e until ten years later, received the same
startling and profound impressions from the same volume.
With feclings of reverential interest, so early and so deep,
pointing towards two ies, it may be supposed
that I inquired eagerly after their pames. But these
inquiries were self-baffled ; the same deep feelings which
prompted my curiosity causing me to recoil from all casnal
opportunities of pushing the inquiry, as too generally
Iying nmongst those who gave no sign of participating in
my feelings ; and, extravagant as this may seem, I revolted
with as much hatred from coupling my question with any
occasion of insult to the persons whom it respected, as a
primitive Christian from throwing frankincense upon the
altars of Ceesar, or 2 lover from gwing up “the name of his
beloved to the coarse license of a Bacchaalian party. It
is laughable to record for how long a period my curiosity
in this particular was thus self-defeated. Two years passed
Lefore I ascertnined the two names. Mr. Wordsworth
published %is in the second and enlarged edition of the
poems ; and for Mr. Coleridge’s I was “indebted” to a
private source ; but I discharged that debt ill, for I quar-
relled with my informant for what I considered hi» profane
way of dealing with a subject so hallowed in my own
thoughts.  After this I searched east and west, north and
south, for oll known works or fragments of the same
authors. I had read, therefore, as respects Mr. Coleridge,
thaAJ]ngorywhmhha contributed to Mr. Southey’s « Joan
of Are” I had fead his fine Ode, entitled « France ;” his
Ode to the Duchess of Devonshire ; and various ous other con-
tributions, more or less interesting, to the two volumes of
the ¢ Authology,” published at Bristol about 1799-1800,
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by Dr. Southey; and, finally, I had, of course, read the
emall volume of poems published under his own name*
these, however, as a juvenile and immature collection, made
expressly with a view to pecuniary profit, and therefore
courling expansion at any cost of critical discretion, had in
general greatly disappointed me.

1leantime, iv had crowned the interest which to me
invested his name, that about the year 1804 or 1805 I
had been informed by a gentleman from the English Lakes,
who knew bim as a neighbour, that he had for some time
applied his whole mind to metaphysics and psychology—
which happened to be my own absorbing pursuit. From
1803 to 1808, I was a student at Oxford ; and on the
first occasion when 1 could conveniently have sought for a
personal knowledge of one whom I contemplated with so
much admiration, I was met by a painful assurance that
be had guitted England, and was then residing at Malta,
in the quality of secretary to the governor. I began to
inquire about the best route to Malta ; but, as any route
at that time promised an inside place in a French prison,
T reconciled myeelf to waiting ; and at last, happening to
visit the Bristol Hot-wells in the summer of 1807, I had
the pleasure to hear that Coleridge was not only once
more upun English ground, but within forty and odd
miles of my own station. In that same hour I bent my
way to the south ; and before evening reaching a ferry on
the river Bridgewater, at a village called, I think, Stogur-
scy (i e, Stoke de Courcy, by way of distinction from
sume other Stoke), I crossed it, and a few miles farther
attained my object—riz., the little town of Nether Stowey,
amongst the Quantock Hills. Here I had been assured
that I should find Mr. Coleridge, at the house of his old
friend Mr. Poole. On presenting mysclf, however, to that
gentlemen, I found that Coleridge was absent at Lord

.
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Egmont’s, an elder brother (by the father's side) of Mr. Per-
cival, the Prime Minister, assassinated five years Jater ; and,
as it was doubtful whether be might not then be on the
wing to another friend’s in the town of Bridgewater, I con-
sented willingly, until his motions should be ascertained,
to stay & day or two with this Mr. Poole—a man on his
own account well deserving a separate notice ; for, as Cole-
ridge afterwards remarked to me, he was almost an ideal
model for a useful member of Parlioment. I found him a
stout, plain-looking farmer, leading & bachelor life, in a
rustic, old-fashioned house, the house, however, upon
further acquaintance, proving to be amply furnished with
modern lusuries, and especially with a good library, superbly
mounted in all departments bearing at all upon political
philosophy ; and the farmer turning ont a polished and
Iliberal Englishman, who had travelled extensively, and had
#0 entirely dedicated himself to the service of his humble
fellow-countrymen—the hewers of wood and drawers of
‘water in this southern part of Somersetshire—that for many
miles round he was the general arbiter of their disputes,

, the guide and connsellor of their difficulties ; besides being
apovinted executor and guardion to his children by every

third man who died in or about the town of Nether Stowey.

The first morning of my visit, Mr. Poole was so kind as
to propose, knowing my admiration of Wordsworth, that
wo should ride over to Alfoxton—o place of singular
intercst to myself, as having been occupied in his un-
married days by that poet, during the minority of M. St
Aubyn, its present youthful proprietor. At this delightfm
spot, tho ancient residence of an ancient English family,
and surrounded by those ferny Quantock Hills which are so
beautifully glanced at in the poem of “ Ruth,” Wordsworth.
accompanicd by his sister, hnd passed a good deal of the
interval b;twaen leaving the university (Combridge), aud

Iy .
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the yeriod of Lis final settlement amongat his native
lnkes of W« land : some all )y r, mnusy
be made—but how much I do not accurately lnww—for
a long residence in France, for a short ome in North
Germany, for an intermitting one in London, and for a
regular domestication with his sister at Race Down, in
Dorsetshire.

Returning late from this interesting survey, we found
ourselves without company at dinner; and, being thus
seated téte-d-téte, Mr. Poole propounded the following ques-
tion to me, which I mention, because it furnished me with
the first hint of & singular infirmity besetting Coleridge’s
mind :—¢ Pray, my young friend, did you ever form any
opinion, or, rather, did it ever happen to you to meet with
ony rational opinion or conjecture of others, upon that most
revolting dogma of Pythagoras about beans? You kmow
what T mean : that monstrous doctrine in which he asserts
that & man might as well, for the wickedness of the thing,
eat his own grandmother, as meddle with beans.”

¢ Yes,” I replied ; ¢ the line is, I believe, in the Golden
Verses. I remember it well.”

P.—«True : now our dear excellent friend Coleridge,
than whom God never made a creature more divinely en-.
dowed, yet strange it is to say, sometimes steals from other
people, just as you or I might do; I beg your pardon—
just as a poor creature like myself might do, that some-
times have not wherewithal to make a figure from my own
exchequer: and the other day, at a dinner party, this ques-
tion arising about Pythagoras and his beans, Coleridge gave
us an interpretation, which, from his- manner, I suspect to
have been not original.  Think, therefore, if you bave any-
where read a plausible solution.”

«T have: and it was a German author. This German,
nndmtunﬂ,isapgarsﬁckofamnu.mthbemmedm
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the same day with Coleridge : so that, if Coleridge should
appear to have robbed him, be assured that he has done
the scamp oo much honour.”

P.—Well: what says the German #*

“Why, you know the use made in Greece of beans in
voting and balloting 7 Well : thsGermnnsvlthythn-
goras speaks sy ; meaning that electi i
mgmmﬂydlmﬁedbmnmmﬁhpohtmlhtnguu,i:
fotal to o philosopher’s pursuits, and their appropriate
serenity. Therefore, says he, follower of mine, abstain from
public affairs as you would from parricide.”

P.—*Well, then, Coleridge %as done the scamp too much
honour: for, by Jove, that is the very explanation he gave
us!”

Here was o trait of Coleridge's mind, to be first made
known to me by his best friend, and first published to the
world by me, the foremost of his admirers! But both of
us bad sufficient reasons ;—3Ir. Poole knew that, stumbled
on by accident, such a discovery would be likely to impress
upon & man as yet unacquainted with Coleridge a most in-
+ jurious jealousy with regard to all he might writo: whereas,
fraukly avowed by one who knew him best, the fact was
disarmed of its sting ; sinco it thus became evident that, where
the case had been best known and most investigated, it had
not operated to his serious disadvantsge. On the same
argument, to forestall, that is to oy, other discoverers who
would make a more unfriendly use of the discovery, and also
a8 matters of literary curiosity, I shall here point out a few
others of Coleridge’s unacknowledged obligdtions, noticed
by myself in a very wide course of reading.®

- .
- #With respect to all these cases of apparent plagiarism, sce an ex-
planntory Note ot the end of this volume.
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1. The Hymn to Chamouni is an expansion of a shurt
poem in stanzas, upon the same subject, by Frederica
Brun, a female poet of Germany, previously known to the
world under her maiden name of Miinter. The mere frame-
work of the poem is esactly the same—an appeal to the
most impressive features of the regal mountain (Mont
Blanc), adjuring them to proclaim their author: the tor-
tent, for instance, is required to say by whom it had been
arrested in its headlong raving, and stiffened, as by the
petrific touch of Death, into everlasting pillars of ice ; and
the answer to these impassioned apostrophes is made by
the same choral burst of rapture. In mere logic, there-
fore, and even as to the choice of circumstances, Coleridge's
poem is a translation. On the other hand, by a judicious
amplification of some topics, and by its far deeper tone of
Iyrical enthusinsm, the dry bones of the German outline
have been awakened by Coleridge into the fulness of life.
It is not, therefore, a paraphrase, but a re-cast of the
original. And how was this caleulated, if frankly avowed,
to do Coleridge any injury with the judicious ?

2. A moro singular case of Coleridge’s infirmity is this :
—In a very noble passage of *France,” a fine expression
or two ocour from “Samson Agonistes.” -Now, to take
a phrase or an inspiriting line from the great fathers of
poetry, even thongh no marks of quotation should be added,
carries with it no charge of plagiarism. Dlilton is justly
presumed to be as familiar to the ear as nature to the eye ;
and to steal from him as impossible as to appropriate, or -
sequester to a private use, some “bright particular star.”
And there is a good reason for rejecting the typographical
marks of quotation: they break the continuity of the
passion, by reminding the read®r of a printed book ; om
which account Mflton himeelf (to give an instance) hes
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not marked the sublime words, *tormented all the air,"
uhmwed,mmWordlworﬂl,mupplymghmnn-

of 3t 1
umuﬁan,“aweedofglmmm ﬂlwglleitnm
sary to acknowledge it as i 1 to Spenser.

Soine dozens of similar cases might be adduced from
Milton. But Coleridge, when saying of republican France
that,
“ Insupportably advancing,
Her arm made mockery of the warrior's tramp,”
not satisfied with omitting the marks of acknowledgment,
thought fit positively to deny that he was indebted to
Milton. Yet who could forget that semi-chorus in the
« Samson,” where the “bold Ascalonite™ is described as
having “fled from his lion ramp™¢ Or who, that was not
in this point liable to some hallucination of judgment,
would have ventured on a public challenge (for virtually
it wos that) to produce from the *Samson” words so
impossible to be overlooked as those of «insupportably
advancing the foot™§ The result was, that ome of the
critical journals placed the two passages in juxtaposition,
and left the reader to his own conclusions with regard to
the poet’s veracity. But, in this instance, it was common
sonse rather than veracity which the facts impeach.

8. In the year 1810, I happened to be amusing myself,

" by reading, in their chronological order, the great classical
circumnavigations of the earth ; and, coming to Shelvacke,
T met with o passage to this effect :—That Hatley, his
eccond captain (f.e., lieutenant), being o melancholy man,
was possessed by o fancy that some long season of foul
weather, in the solitary sea which they were then tra-
versing, was due to an ‘albatross which "had steadily pur-
sucd the ship ; npon which he shot the bird, but without
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mending their condition. There at once I saw the .germ
of the ¢ Ancient Mariner ;" and I put a question to Cole-
ridge accordingly. Could it have been imagined that he
would sce cause utterly to disown so slight an obligation
to Shelvocke ? Wordsworth, a man of stern veracity, on
hearing of this, professed his inability to understand Cole-
ridge’s meaning ; the fact being notorious, as he told me,
that Coleridge bad derived, from the very passage I had
cited, the original hint for the action of the poem ; though .
it is very possible, from something which Coleridge said,
on another occasion, that, before meeting a fable in which
to embody his ideas, he had meditated a poem on delirium,

ding its own d ery with external things,
and connected with the imagery of high Intitudes.

4. All these cases amount to nothing at all, as cases of .
plagiarism, and for this reason expose the more conspi-
cuously that obliquity of feeling which could seek to
decline the very slight acknowledgments required. Buf
now T come to a case of real and palpable plagiarism ; yet
that, too, of a nature to be quite unaccountable in a man
of Coleridge’s attainments. It is not very likely that this
particular case will soon be detected ; but others will. Yet
who knows? Bight hundred or a thousand years hence,
some reviewer may arise, who, having read the ¢ Biographia
Literaria” of Coleridge, will afterwards read the ¢ Philoso-
phical ? % of Schelling, the great Bavarinn professor—a
man in some respects worthy to be Coleridge’s assessor; and
he will then make a singular discovery. In the “ Biographia
Literaria ® occurs a dis ion upon the reci 1 rela-
tions of the Fsse and the Cogitare, that is, of tlwolwdwc—

# T forget the exact title, not having scen the book since 1828,
nnd then only for one day; but I bolieve it was Schelling's * Kleine
Philosophische Werke.”
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and the subjective : and an ottempt is made, by inverting
the postulates from which the ergument starts, to show
how each might arise as a product, by an intelligible
genesis, from the other. It is & subject which, since the
time of Fichte, has much occupied the German metaphy-
sicians ; and many thousands of essays have been written
on it, or indirectly so, of which many hundreds have been
read by many tens of persons. Coleridge’s essay, in par-
ticular, is prefaced by a few words, in which, aware of his
cvincidence with Schelling, he declares his willingness to
acknowledge himsclf indebted to so great a man, in any
case where the truth would allow him to do s0; but, in
this particular case, insisting on the impossibility that he
could have borrowed arguments which he had first seen
me'ymnfterhahndthmd:ﬁonﬂhawhnhhypoﬂmu
proprio marte. After this, what was my astonishment to
ﬁndthnt&ammmy,ﬁumtheﬁmmdmﬂ:ehﬂ,u
o verbatim translation from Schelling, with no attempt in a
lhglsinlhnutonppmpmhﬂw paver, by developing the

or by di ing the ions? Some other
obligations to Schelling, of a slighter kind, I have met with
in the * Biographia Literaria,” but this was a barefaced
plagiarism, which could in pradence have been risked only
by relying too much upon the slight knowledge of German
literature in this country, and especially of that section of
the German literature. Had then Coleridge any need to
borrow from Schelling ? Did he borrow in forma pauperis ?
Not at all : there Iny the wonder. He spun daily, and at
all hours, for mere amusement of his own activities, and
from the loom .of his own magical brain, theories more
gorgeous by far, and supported by & pomp and luxury of
images, such as Schelling—no, nor any German that ever
breathed, not John Paul-—could have emmlated in his
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dreams.  With the riches of El Dorado Iying about him,
he would condescend to filch a handful of gold from any:
man whose purse he fancied ; and in faet reproduced in
a nsw ﬁyrm, applying itsclf to intellectunl wealth, that
ty which is s -k to
attack enomaus proprictors and millionaires for acts of
petty lm'eeny. The last Duke of Anc—— could not ab-
stnmﬁommmmghmﬁlmve manio. upon articles so
-.humble as silver-spoons ; and it was the nightly care of a
pious daughter, watching over the aberrations of her father,
to have his pockets searched by a ‘confidential valot, and
the claimants of the purloined articles traced out.
'+ Many cases have crossed me in life of people, otherwise
not wanting in principle, who had habits, or at least hanker-
>ings, of the rame kind. And the phrenologists, I believe,
.are well acquainted with the case, its signs, its progress,
and its history. Diemissing, however, this subject, which
I have at all noticed only that I might anticipate, and (in
old English) that I might prenent, the uncandid interpretor
of its meaning, I will assert finally, that, after having
rend for thirty years in the same frack as Coleridge—
that track in which few of any age will ever follow us,
such as German hysicians, Latin school th
turgic Platonists, religious Mystics—and hnvmg thus dis-
covered o large variety of trivial thefts, I do, nevertheless;
most heartily believe him to have becn as entirely original
in oll his capital pretensions as any one man that ever has
existed ; as Archimedes in ancient days, or as Shakspere in
modern. Did the reader ever sec Milton’s account of the
rubbish contained in the Greek and Latin Fathers? Or did
he ever read a statement of the monstrous chaos with
which an African Obeah man stuffs his enchanted scare-
wows? Or, take a more common illustration, did he ever
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smuse himeelf by searching the pockets of a child—three
years old, suppose—when buried in slumber after 2 long
Fummer’s day of out-o'-door’s intense activity ? I have done
this ; and, for the amusement of the child’s mother, have
analyzed the contents, and drawn up a formal register of
the whole. Philosophy is puzzled, conjecture and hypo-
thesis are confounded, in the attempt to esplain the law
of relection which can have presided in the child’s labows :
ctones remarkable only for weight, old rusty hinges, nails,
erooked uke\\'ers, stolen when the cook bad turned her back,

rags, broken g glass, tea-cups having the botiom knocked ont.
and loads of similar jewels, were tho prevailing articles in
this proc2everbal. Yet, doubtless, much labour lind been
incurred, some sense of danger, perhaps, had been faced,
and the anxieties of a conscious robber endured, in order
to amass this splendid treasure. Such in value were the
robberies of Coleridge ; such their usefulness to himself or
anybody elec; and such the circumstances of unensiness
under which he had committed them. I return to my
narmative,

Two or threc days had slipped away in waiting for
Coleridge’s re-appearance at Nether Stowey, when suddenly
Lord Lgmont called upon Mr. Poole, with a present for
Coleridge : it was a canister of peculiarly fine souff, which
Coleridge now took profusely.” Lord Egmont, on this ocea-
sion, spoke of Coleridge in the terms of cxcessive admi-
ration, and urged Mr. Poole to put him upon undertaking
some great monumental work, that might fomish a suffi-
cient arena for the display of his various and rare accom-
plishiments ; for his multiform erudition on the one hand,
for his splendid "power of theorizing aud cumbining large
and remote notices of facts on the other. And he sug-
gested, judicionsly enough, as one theme which offered a

I
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field at once large enough and indefinite enough to suit o
mind that could not show its full compass of power, unless
upon very plastic materials—a History of Christianity, in
its progress and in its chief dwnmnhons into C'hurch and
Sect, with a continual ref to the relati

Letween Christianity and the cwrent philosophy ; their
oceasional connexions or approaches, and their constant
mutual repulsions. ¢ But, at any rate, let him do some-
thing,” said Lord Egmont ; ¢ for at present he talks very
much like an angel, and does nothing at all” TLord
Egmont I understood, from everybody, to be a truly good
and benevolent man ; and on this occasion he spoke with
an earnestness which agreed with my previous impression.
Coleridge, he said, was now in the prime of his powers—
uniting something of youthful vigour with sufficient ex-
perience of life ; having the benefit, beside, of vast medi-
tution, and of reading unusually discursive. No man had
ever been better qualified to revive the heroie périod of
literature in England, and to give a character of weight to
the philosophic erudition of the country upon the Conti-
nent.  « And what a pity,” he added, « if this man were,
after all, to vanish like an apparition ; and you, I, and a
few others, who have witnessed his grand bravuras of dis-
ploy, were to have the usuel fortune of ghostseers, in
meeting no credit for any statements that we might vouch
on his behalf !”

On this occasion we learned, for the first time, that Lord
Egmont's carringe had, some days before, conveyed Cole-
ridge to Bridgewater, with a purpose of staying one single
day at that place, and then returning to Mr. Poole’s. From
the sort of laugh with which Lord Egmont taxed his own
simplicity, in having confided at all in the stability of any
Coleridgian plan, I now gathered that procrastinstion in,
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eess was, or had bommo, a morking feature in Cotr
s daily Tife. Nobudy who kmew him over thought o
Gorending on any appointment he might make : apite o
his uniformly honourable intentions, mobody attached amy
weight to his assurances in re futura: those who asked hin.
“to dinner or any other pn:rty, as o matter of course, sent a
carriage for him, and went personally or by prusy to fetcl
him ; and, as to letters, unless the address were in som.
female hand that commanded his affectionate esteem, he
toszed them all into one general dead-letter bureau, and
rarely, I believe, opened them ot all.  Bourrienne mention~
a mode of abridging the trouble attached to a very exten
sive correspondence, by which infinite labour was saved to
lhimeclf, and to Napoleon, when First Consul. Nine out of
ten letters, supposing them letters of business with official
applications of o speciul kind, he contends, answer them-
selves: in other words, time alone must soon produce events
which virtually contain the answer. On this principle the
Ietters were opened periodically, after intervals, suppose, of
six weeks ; and, at the end of that time, it was found that
not many remained to require any further more particular
answer.  Coleridge’s plan, however, was shorter: he opened
none, I understood, and answered nome. At least such
was his habit at that time. Bat on that same day, all this,
which I heard now for the first time, and with much con-
cern, was fully explained ; for already he was under the full
dominion of opium, as he himself revealed to me, and with
a deep expression of horror at the hideous bondage, in a
private walk of some length, which I took with him about
sunset.

Lord Egmont's information, and the knowledge now
gamed of Coleridge’s habits, making it very uncertain when
I might see him in my present hospitable quarters, 1 im-
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mediately took my leave of Mr. Poole, and went over to
Bridgewater. I had received directions for finding out the
house where Coleridge was visiting ; and, in riding down a.
main street of Bridgewater, I noticed a gateway correspond-
ing to the description given me. Under this was stand-
ing, and gazing about him, 2 man whom I will describe.
In height he might seem to be about five foet eight (he
was, in reality, about an inch and a-half. taller, but his
figure was of an order which drowns the heiglt); his per-
son was broad and full, and tended even to corpulence; his
complexion was fair, though not what painters technically
style fair, because it was associated with black hair; his
eyes were large, and soft in their expression ; and it was
from the peculiar app of haze or d iness which
inixed with their light that T recognised my object. This
was Coleridge. I examined him steadfastly for a minute
or more ; and it struck me cnat ke saw neither myself. nor
any other object in the street. He.was_in a deep reverie ;
for I had dismounted, made two or three trifing arrange-
ments at an inn-door, and advanced close to him, before he
had app ly become ious of my p The
sound of my voice, announcing my own name, first awoke
him ; he started, and for a moment seemed at a loss to
understand my purpose or his own situation ; for he re-
peated rapidly & number of words which had no relation to
cither of us. There was no mquvaise honte in his manner,
but simple perplexity, and an apparent difficulty in re-
covering his position amongst daylight realities. This
little scene over, he received me with a kindness of manner
o marked, that it might be called gracious. The hos-
pitable family with whom he was domesticated were distin-
guished for their amisble manners and enlightened under-

dings : thev were d d from Chuhb. the nhilo-
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eophic writer, and bore the same name. For Coleridge
they all testified deep affection and esteemr—sentiments in
which the whole town of Bridgewater scemed to share; for
in the evening, when the heat of the dany had declined, I
walked out with him ; and rarely, perhaps never, have I
seen o person 50 much interrupted in one hour’s space as
Coleridge, on this occasion, by the courteous attentions of
young and old.

All the people of station and weight in the place, and
. npparently all the ladies, were abroad to enjoy the lovely
summer evening; and not a party passed without some
mark of smiling recognition ; and the majority stopping
to make personal inquiries about his health, and to es-
press their anxiety that he should make a lengthened stay
nmongst them. Certain I am, from the lively esteem
expressed towards Coleridge, at this time, by the people
of Bridgewater, that a very large subscription might, in
that town, have been raised to support him amongst them,
in the character of a lecturer, or philosophical professor.
Especially, I remarked, that the young men of the place
maonifested the most liberal interest in all that concerned
him; and I can add my attestation to that of Mr. Cole-
ridge himself, when describing an evening spent amongst
the enligh d of Birmingh that nowhere
is more ffected good sense exhibited, and icularl;
nowhere more clasticity and freshness of mind, than in
the conversation of the reading men in manufacturing
tovns. In Kondal, especinlly, in Bridgewater, and in
Manch I have wi d more i i
tions, s much information, and more natural eloguence
in conveying it, than usually in literary cities, or in places
professedly learned. One reason for this is, that in trad-
ing towns the time is more happily distributed ; the day
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given {o business and active duties—the, evening to re-
laxation ; on which account, books, conversation, and lite-
rary leisuro are more cordially enjoyed : the same satintion
never can tuke place, which foo frequently deadens the
geninl enjoyment of those who have a surfeit of books
and a monotony of leisure. Another reason is, that more
simplicity of manner may be expected, and more natural
picturesq of ion, more open expression of
character, in places where people have no previous name
1o support. Men in trading towns are not afraid to open
their lips, for fear they should disappoint your expecta-
tions, nor do they strain for showy sentiments, that they
may meet them. Dut clsewhere, many are the men who
stand in awe of their own reputation : not a word which
is unstudicd, not a movement in the spirit of natural free-
dom dare they give way to; because it might happen that
on review something would be seen to retract or to qualify
—something not preperly planed and chiselled, to build
into the general architecture of an artificial reputation.
But to return :—

Coleridge led me to a drawing-room, rang the bell for
refreshments, and omitted no point of o courteous recep-
tion. Ho told me that there would be & very large dinner
party on that day, which, perhaps, might be disagreeable
to a perfect stranger; but, if not, he could assure me cf
a most hospitable welcome from the family. I was too
anxious to see him under all aspects, to think of declining
this invitation. That point being settled, Coleridge, like
some great river, the Orellann, or the St. Lawrence, that, -
having been checked and fretted by rocks or thwarting
islands, suddenly rocovers its volume of waters and its
mighty music, swept at once, as if returning to his natural
Dusiness, into a continuous strain of eloquent dissertation,
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certainly the most novel, the most finely illustrated, and
traversing the most spacions fields of thought, by transi-
tions the most just and logical that it was possible to con-
ceive. What I mean by saying that his transitions were
“ just,” is by way of contradistinction to that mode of
conversation which courts variety through links of verbal
connexions, Coleridge, to niany people, and often I have
heard the complaint, secmed to wander ; and he seemed
then to wander the most when, in fact, his resistance to the
wandering instinet was greatest—viz., when the compass
and huge cirenit, by which his fllustrations moved, travelled
farthest into remote regions before they began to revolve.
Long before this coming round commenced, most people
had lost him, and naturally enough supposed that he had
lost himsclf. They continued to admire the separate beauty
of the thoughts, but did not see their rclations to the
dominant theme. Had the convarsation Lecn thrown upon
paper, it might have been easy to trace the continuity
of thio links ; just as in Bishop Berkeley's * Siris,”* from
a pedestal so low and abject, so culinary, as Tar Water,
the method of preparing it, and its medicinal effects, the
dissertation ascends, like Jacob's ladder, by just grada-
tions, into the Heaven of Heavens, and the thromes of
the Trinity. But Heaven is there connected with earth
by the Homeric chain of gold; and, being subject to
stendy examination, it is ensy to trace the links. Where-
as, in conversation,-the loss of a single word may cause
the whole cohesion to disappear from view. However,
I can assert, upon my long and intimate knowledge of

*# Seiriz ought to have been the title—i.e., Zeipis, & chain. From
this defoot in the orthography, I did not in my boyish days perceise,
nor could cbtain any light upon its meaning.
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Coleridge’s mind, that logic the most severe was as ine
alienable from his modes of thinking, as grammar from his
language.

On the present oceasion, the original theme started by
myself, was Ilartley, and the Hartleian theory. I had
carried, as a little present {o Coleridge, o scarce Latin pam-
phlet, « De Ideis,” written by Hartley about 1746, that
is, about three years carlier than the publication of his
great work. IHe had also preluded to this great work,
in a little English medical tract upon Joanna Stephens's
medicine for the stone ; for indecd Hartley was the person
upon whose evidence the HMouse of Commons had mainly
relied in giving to that same Joanna a reward of £5000
for her idle medicines—an application of public money not
without its use, in so far as it engaged men by sclfish
motives to cultivate the public service, and to attempt
public probloms of very difficult solution ; but clse, in that
partiealar instance, porfectly idle, as the groans of three
generations since Joanna's cra have too feelingly esta-
Ulished. It is known to most literary people that Coleridge
was, in early life, so passionate an admirer of the Hart-
Ivinn philosophy, that « Hartley” was the sole baptismal
name which he gave to his eldest child ; and in an early
poem, cutitled « Religions Musings,’ he has characterized
Ilartley as

“ ITim of mortal kind
Wisest, him first who mark'd the ideal tribes

Up tho fino fibres through the sentiont brain
Pass in fine surges.”

But at prescut (August 1807) all this was a forgotten
thing. Coleridge was so foundly ashamed of the

shallow Unitarianism of Hartloy, and so disgusted to think

that he could at any time have countenanced that creed,
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that he would scarcely allow to Hartley the revercnce
which is undoubtedly his due ; for I must contend, that,
waving all question of the extent to which Hartley would
have pushed it (aa though the law of association accounted
not only for our complex pleasures end pains, but alse
‘might be made to explain ﬂumofmiodnnhm),wmng
ilso the physical substratum of morvous vibrations and
mininture vibrations, to which he has chosen to marry his
- theory of association ;—all-this apart, I must contend that
the ¢ Essay on Man, his Frame, his Duty, and his Expec-
mwnx, stands forward as o specimen almost unique of
te th ing, and o of absolute beauty,

in the impression left of its W grace. In this
respect it has, to my mind, the spotless beauty and the
ideal proportions of some Grecian statue. However, 1
confess, that being myself, from my earliest years, a reve
rential beliover in the doetrine of the Trinity, simply
because I never attempted to bring all things within the
mechanic understanding, and because, like Sir Thomas
Brown, my mind almost demanded mysteries, in so mys-
terious n system of relations as those which connect us with
another world; and also, because the farther my under-
standing opened, the more I perceived of dim analogies
to strengthen my orced ; and because nature hersclf, mere
physical nature, has mysteries' no less profound ; for these,
and for many other ¢ becauses,” I could mot reconcile,
with my general reverence for Mr. Coleridge, the fact,
8o often reported to me, that he was a Unitavian. But,
said some Bristol people to me, not only is he a Unita-
rian—he is also a Socinian. In that case, I roplied, I
cannot hold him a Christion. I am o libers] man, and
have no bigotry or hostile feclings towards o Socinian ;
but I con mever think that man a Christion who has
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Vlotted ‘out of ‘s scheme the very powers by which ouly
the great oftices and functions of Christinnity can be
sustained ; neither can I think that any man, though he
make himself a marvellously clever disputant, ever conld
tower upwanls inte a very great philosopher, unless he
should begin or should end with Christianity. XKantisa
dubions exception.  Not that I mean to question his
august pretensions, so far as they went, and in his proper
line. Within his own circle none durst tread bt he. Dut
that eircle was limited. He was called, by one who
weighed him well, the elles-zermalmender, the world-shat-
tering Knnt.  Tle could destroy—his intelleet was exsen-
tially destructive.  He was the Gog and he was the Magog
of Humnish desolation to the existing schemes of philo-
sophy. e probed them; he showed the vanity of vanities
which besieged their foundations—the rottenness helow,
the hollowness above.  But he had no instinels of creation
or restoration within his Apollyon mind ; for he had no
love, no faith, no self-distrust, no hwmility, no childlike
docility ; all which qualities belonged essentially to Cole-
rilge’s mind, and waited only for manhood and for sorrow
to bring them forward.

Who can read without indignation of Kant, that, at his
own table, in social sincerity and confidential talk, let him
say what he would in his books, he exulted in the pro-
speet. of absolute and ultimate anuihilation ; that he planted
his glory in the grave, and was ambitions of rotting for
ever? The King of Prussia, though a personal friend of
Kant’s, found himself obliged to level his state thunders at
somo of his doctrines, and terrified him in his advenes;
elso I am persuaded that Kant would have formnlly deli-
vered Atheism from the professor’s chair, and would have
onthroned the horrid Goulish creed (which privately he
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d) in the University of Konigsh It required

thourﬁll;qol‘ngrutki:x:gwmake him pause : his me-
nacing or warning letter to Kant is extant. The general
notion is, that the royal logic applied so austerely to the
public conduct of Kant, in his professor’s chair, was of
that kind which rests its strength “upon thirty legions.”
My own belief is, that the king had private information
of Kant's ultimate tendencies as revealed in his table-talk.
The fact is, that as the stomach has been known, by means
of its own potent acid sccretion, to attack not only what-
soever alien body is introduced within it, but also (as John
Hunter first showed) sometimes to attack itself and its
own organie structure ; so, and with the same preterna-
tural estension of instinct, did Kant carry forward his
destroying functions, until he turned them upon his own
hopes and the pledges of his own superiority to the dog—
the ape—the worm. But “eroriare aliquis”—and some
philosopher, I am persuaded, will arise; and “one gling
of some victorious arm™ (*Paradise Lost,” B. x.) will yet
destroy the destroyer, in so far as he has applied himself
to the destruction of Christian hupe. For my faith is,
that, though a great man may, by a rare possibility, be
an infidel, an intellect of the highest order must build
upon Clristianity. A very clever architect may choose to
show his power by building with insufficient materials ;
but the supremo architect must require tha very best;
because the perfection of the forms cannot be shown but
in the perfection of the matter.

On these accounts I took the liberty of doubting, as
often as I heard the reports I have mentioned of Coleridge ;
and I now found that he disowned most solemnly (and I
may eay penitentinlly) whatever had been true in these
reports.  Coleridge told me that it had cost him a painfnl
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effort, but not a moment's hesitation, to ahjure his Unita
rinnism, from the circumstance that he had amongst the
Unitarians many friends, to some of whom he was greatly
indebted for great kindmess. In particular, he mentioned
Mr. Estlin of Bristol, a distinguished Dissenting clergy-
man, as one whom it grieved him to grieve. But he
would not dissemble his altered views. I will add, at the
risk of appearing to dwell too long on religious topics,
that, on this my first introduction to Coleridge, he reverted
with strong compunction to a sentiment which he had
expressed in carlier days upon prayer. In one of his
youthful poems, speaking of God, he had said—

“Of whose omniscient and all-spreading lova
Aught to implore were impotence of mind."”

This sentiment he now so utterly condemned, that, on the
contrary, he told me, as his own peculiar opinion, that the
act of praying was the very highest energy of which the
human heart was eapable ; praying, that is, with the total
concentration of the faculties; and the great mass of
worldly men, and of learned men, he pronounced absolutely
incapable of prayer.

For about three hours he had continued to talk, and in
the course of this performance he had delivered many most
striking aphorisms, embalming more weight of truth, and
scparately more deserving to be themselves embalmed,
than would easily be found in a month’s course of sclect
reading. In the midst of our conversation, if that can be
called conversation which I so seldom sought to interrupt,
and which did not often leave openings for contribution,
the door opened, and a lady entered. She was in person
full and rather below the common height ; whilst her face
showed to my eye some pretiiness of rather a common-
place order. Coleridge paused upon her entrance; his
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features, howerer,
and did not relax into a gmile. Innfnglnlﬁunahnmd,
whilst turning to me, “Mys, Coleridge;” in some slight
way he then presented me to her: I bowed ; and the lady
almost immediately retired. From this short but un-
genial scene, I gathered, what I afterward learned redun-
dantly, that Coleridge’s marriage had not been a very
happy one. But let not the render misunderstand me.
Never was there & baser insinuation, viler in the motive,
or more ignoble in the manner, than that passage in some
{ampoon of Lord Byron's, where, by way of vengeance on
- r. Southey (who was the sole delinguent), he described
hoth him and Coleridge as having married “two milliners.
from Bath.” Everybody knows what is meant to be con-
veyed in that expression, though it would be hard, indeed,
lﬂcvenm‘.hth,thmlhmldbewohumdmmoha
fatal curse, cond i and 50 hopeless}
m\lﬂ@d,ﬂmtmiwmt,atmyrm,:mahln.
virtue of a mere name or designation, to the mode by
which they gained their daily bread, or possibly supported
the declining years of a parent. However, in this case,
the whole sting of the libel was a pure falsehood of Lord
Byron's. Dath was not the native city, nor at any time
the residence, of the ladies in question, biit Bristol As
to the other word, “milliners,” that is not worth inquiring
about. Whether they, or any one of their family, ever
did exercise this profession, I do not know ; they were, at
all events, too young, when removed by marringe from
Bristal, to have been much tainted by the worldly feclings
which may beset such o mode of life. But what is more
to the purposs, 1 heard, ot this time, in Bristol, from Afr,
Cottle, the author, 2 man of high principle, o8 also from
his nccomplished sisters. from the ladies, again, who had
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succeeded Mrs, Hannah More in her school, and who en-
Jjoyed her entire confidence, that the whole family of fow
or five sisters had maintained an irreproachable ck
though naturally exposed, by their personal atiractions, to
some perit, and to the malevolence of envy. This declarar
tion, which I could strengthen by other testi squally
disinterested, if it were ot all necessary, I owe to trath ;
and I must also add, apon a kmowledge more personal,
-that Mrs. Coleridge was, in all circumstances of her mar-
ried life, a vi wife and a ientious mother ; and,
as & mother, she showed at times a most meritorious
energy. In particular, I remember that, wishing her
doughter to acquire the Ifalian language, and having
in her retirement at Keswick, no means of obtaining a
master, she set to work resolutely, under Mr. Southey's
guidance, to learn the language herself, at a time of life
when such attainments are not made with ease or pleasure:
She became mistress of the lamguage in a very respectable
extent, and then icated her new plishment to
her most interesting daughter.

I go on, therefore, to say, that Coleridge afterwards
made me, as doubtless some others, u confidant- in this
particular. 'What he had to complain of was simply
incompatibility of temper and disposition. Wanting all
cordial admiration, or indeed prehension of her hus-
band’s intellectual powers, Brs. Coleridge. wanted the
original basis for affectionate patience and candour. Hear-
ing from everybody that Coleridge was a man of most

dinary end 5, and attaching little weight,
perhaps, to the distinction between popular talents and
such as by their very nature are doomed to a slower pro-
gress in the public esteem, she naturally looked to see, at
loast, an ordinary of worldly atlend
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vy . twir cxervise. Now, had Coleridge boen as par
¢ vuzing and punetual as the great mass of profiasional
1a.u. 2nd kad he given no rcason to throw the oaus of the
«tficrent result npon luis own differcnt habits, in that case
thi~ resnlt might, possibiy and cventually, have Leen sut
dvwn to the pecnliar constitution of his powers, and their
essential mal-adaptation to the English market. But this
uiul having ncver fairly been made, it was matural to
fmpute his non-success exclusively to his own irregular
applivation, and to his carelessness in furming judicious
conmexions.  In cireumstances such as these, however, no
matter how eansed or how palliated, was lud a sure
wramid of di~content and fretfulness in any womau's mind,
not ly indulgent or i Cole-
ridge, esides, assnred me that his marringe was not his
own deliberate act, but was in a manner forced upon his
sense of honour by the scrupulons Southey, who insisted
that he had gone too far in his attentions to Mivs Fricker,
for any honourable retreat. On the other hand, a neutral
" spectator of the partics protested to me, that, if ever in his
life he had seen 2 man under deep fascination, and what
Le would lave called desperately in love, Coleridge, in
relation to Miss F., was that man. Be that as it mignt,
drenmstances ocewrred soon after the marriage which
plnced oll the parties in a trying situation for their can-
dour and good temper. I had a full outline of the situa-
tion from two of those who were chiefly interested, and a
partial one from a third : nor can it be denied that all the
partics offended in point of prudence. A young lady be-
came a neighbour, and a daily companion of Coleridge'’s
walks, whom I will not deseribe more partienlarly, than
by saying, that intellcctually she was very much superior
to Mrs. Coleridge. That superiority alone, when made
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conspicuous by its effects in winning *Coleridge’s regard
and society, could not but be deeply mortifying to a young
wife. However, it was moderated to her feelings by two
considerations :—1. That the young lady was much too
kind-hearted to have designed any annoyamce in this
triumph, or to express any exultation ; 2. That no shadow
of suspicion settled upon the moral conduct or motives of
either party : the young lady was always attended by her
brother; she had no personn.l chx\rms and it was manifest

that mere intell in refe to litera-
ture and natural scemery, had associated them in their
daily walks.

Still, it is a bitter trial to a young married woman to
sustain any sort of competition with a female of her own
age for any part of her husband’s regard, or any share of
his company. 3rs. Coleridge, not having the same relish
for long walks or rural scenery, and their residence being,
at this time, in a very sequestered village, was condemned
to a daily renewal of this trial. Accidents of another kind
embittered it still further : often it would happen that the
walking party returned drenched with rain ; in which case,
the young lady, with a laughing gaiety, and evidently un-
conscious of any liberty that she was taking, or any wound
that she was inflicting, would run up to Mrs. Coleridge's
wardrobe, array herself, without leave asked, in Mrs, Cole-
ridge's dresses, and make herself merry with her own un-
ceremoniousness and AMrs. Coleridge’s gravity. In all this,
she took no liberty that she would not most readily have
granted in return ; she confided too unthinkingly in what
she regarded as the natural privileges of friendship ; and
as little thought that she had been receiving or exacting a
favour, as, under an exchange of their relative positions,
she would have claimed to confer one.” But Mrs. Cole-
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ril e viewed her freedems with a far different eye: she
felt herself no longer the entire mistress of her own house ;
el held a divided empirs ; and it barbed the arrow to her
womanly feclings, that Coleridge treated any sallies of
sesentment which might sometimes escape her as narrow-
mindedness ; whilst, on the other hand, her own female
servant, and others in the same rank of life, began to drop
expressions, which alternately implied pity for her as an
injured woman, or contempt for her as a very tame one.
The readcr will easily apprehend the situation, and
the unfortunate results which it boded to the harmony
of a young married couple, without farther illustration..
Whether Coleridge would not, under any circumstances,
have become indifferent to a wife not eminently capable of
enlightened sympathy with his own ruling pursuits, I do
not undertake to p MMy own i ion is, that
neither Coleridge nor Lord Byron could have failed, even-
tually, to quarrel with any wife, though o Pandora sent
down from heaven to bless him. But, doubtless, this con-
summation must have been hastened by a sitnation which
exposed Mrs, Coleridge to an invidious comparison with a
more intellectual person; as, on the other hand, it was
most unfortunate for Coleridge himself, to be continnally
compared with one so ideally correot and regular in his
linbits as m‘r Southey. Thus was their domestic peace
soured : emb of a pecuniary nature
would be likely to demand continual nmﬁeu 10 dept}
of affection existing, these would create disgust or dissen-
sion ; apd at length each would believe that their union

bod originated in ci ling their own deli-
Yerate choice.

The gloom, however, and the we{gkt of dejection which
eat upon Coleridge’ p at this

c2
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time could not be d for by a disappointment (if
such it were), to which time must, long ago, have recon-
ciled him.  Mrs. Coleridge, if not turning to him the more
amiahle aspects of her character, was at any rate a respect-
able partner. And the season of youth was now passed.
They had been married about tén years; had had four
children, of whom three survived ; and the interests of a
father were now replacing those of o lmsbnnd Yet never
had I beheld so profound an of cheerless de-
spondency. And tlm restless nctmt) of Coleridge’s mind,
in chasing abstract truths, and burying himself in the dark
places of human speculation, scemed to me, in a great |
measure, an attempt to eseape out of his own personal !
wretchedness. I was right. In this instance, at least, T
had hit the mark ; and Coleridge bore witness himself at
an after period to the truth of my divination by some im-
pressive verses. At dinner, when a very numerons party
had assembled, he knew that he was expeeted to talk, and
exerted himeelf to meet the expectation. Dut he was evi-
dently struggling with gloumy thoughts that prompted him
to silence, and perhaps to solitude: he talked with effort,
and passively resigned himsclf to the repeated misrepre-
sentations of several amongst his hearers.  The subject
chiefly discussed was Arthur Young, uot for his Rural
Economy, but for his Politics. It must be to this period of
Coleridge's life that Wordsworth refers in those exquisite
« Lines written in my pocket copy of the * Castle of Indo*
lence.'” The passage which I mean comes after a descrip-
tion of Coleridge’s countenance. and begins in some snch
terms as these :—

“ A pitcous right it was to sce this man,

Wen he came back to us, a wither'd flow'," &c.

Withered he was, indeed, and to all appearance blighted.
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At 1aght he entered into a spontaneous explanation of this
unkappy overclouding of his life, on occasion of my saying
accidentally that a toothache had obliged we to take a few
drops of loudanum. At what time or on what motive he
had commenced the use of opium, he did not say; but
the peculiar emphasis of horror with which he warned me
against forming a habit of the same kind, impressed npon
my mind a feeling that he never hoped to liberate himself
from the bondage. My belief is that he never did. About
ten o'clock at night I took leave of him ; and fecling that
T could not easily go to slecp after the excitement of the
day, and fresh from the sad spectacle of powers so majestic
already besieged by decay, I determined to return to Bristol
throngh the coolness of the night. The roads, thoug., in
fact, a scction of the great highway between seaports so
turbulent as Dristol and Plymouth, were as quiet as garden-
walks. Once only I passed through the expiring fires of a
village fair or wake: that interruption excepted, through
the whole stretch of forty miles from Bridgewater to the
Hot-wells, I saw no living creature but a surly dog, who
followed me for a mile along a park-wall, and a man, who
was moving about in the halfway town of Cross. The
turnpike-gates were all opened by a mechanical contrivance
from a bedroom window ; I seemed to mysclf in solitary
possession of the whole sleeping country. The summer
night was divinely calm ; no sound, except once or twice
the cry of a child as I was possing the windows of cottages,
ever broke upon the utter silence ; and all things conspired
to throw back my thoughts upon that extraordinary man
whom T had just quitted.

The finc saying of Addison jis familiar to most readers—
that Babylon in ruins is not so affecting o spectacle, or so
solemn, a8 & human mind overthrown by lmacy. How



68 TOE LAKE POETS,

much more awful, then, when a mind so regal as that of
Coleridge is overthrown, or threatened with- overthmw, not
by o visitation of Providence, but by the treachery of its
own will, and by the conspiracy, as it were, of himself
against himself ! 'Was it possible that this ruin had been
caused or hurried forward by the dismal degradations of
pecuniary difficulties? That was worth inquiring. I will
here mention briefly, that I did inquire two days after;
and, in consequence of what I heard, I contrived that a
particular service should be rendered to Mr. Coleridge, a
week after, through the hands of Mr. Cottle of Bristol,
which might have the effect of liberating his mind from
anxiety for & year or two, and thus rendering his great
powers disposable to their natural uses. That service was
accepted by Coleridge. To save him any feelings of dis-
tress, all names were concealed ; but, in & letter written by
him about fifteen years after that time, I found that he had
become aware of all the circumstances, perhaps -through
some indiscretion of Mr. Cottle’s. A more important ques-
tion I never ascertained, viz., whether this service had the
effect of seriously lightening his mind. For some succeed-
ing years, he did certainly appear to me released from that
load of despondency which oppressed him on my first intro-
duction. Grave, indeed, he continued to be, and at times
absorbed in gloom ; nor did I ever see him in a state of
perfectly natural cheerfulness. But, as he strove in vain,
for many years, to wean himself from his captivity to opium,
a healthy state of spirits could not be much expected.
Perhaps, indeed, where the liver and other organs had, for
80 large a period in life, been subject to & continual morbid
dimulation, it might be impossible for the system ever to
fecover o natural action. Torpor, I suppose, must result
rom continned artificial excitement ; and, perhaps, upon a
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ueale of corresponding duration.  Life, in such & case, may
not offer a field of sufficiont extent for unthreading the
fatal links that have been wound about the machinery of
health, and have crippled its natural play.

Meantime—to resume the thread of my wandering nar-
rative—on this serene summer night of 1807, as I moved
slowly along, with my eyes continually seitling upon the
northern constellations, which, like all the fixed stars, by
their immeasurable and almost- spiritual remoteness from
human affairs, naturally throw the thoughts upon the
perishableness of our earthly troubles, in contrast with their
own utter peace and solemnity—I reverted, at intervals, to
all T had ever heard of Coleridge, and strove to weave it
into some continuous sketch of his life. I hardly remember
how much I then knew ; I know but little now—that little
T will here jot down upon paper.

Samuel Toylor Coleridge was the son of a learned
clergyman—the viear of Ottery 8t. Mary, in the southern
quarter of Devonshire. It i8 painful to mention that he
was almost an object of persecution to his mother ; why,
I could mever learn, His father was described to me, by
Coleridge himself, as a sort of Parson Adams, being dis-
tinguished by his erudition, his inexperience of the world,
and his guileless simplicity. . I once purchased in London,
and, I suppose, still possess, two elementary books on the
Latin language by this reverend gentleman ;' one of them,
as T found, making somewhat higher pretensions than a
common school grammar. In particular, an attempt is
made to reform the theory of the cases; and it gives a
plensant specimen of the rustic echolar's ngiveté, that he
seriously proposes to banish such vexaticus terms as-the
accueative ; and, by way of simplifying the matter to tender
minds, that wo should call it, in all time to come. the
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« quale-quare-quidditive” case, upon what incomprehensiblo
principle I never could fathom. He used regularly to de-
light his village flock, on Sundays, with Hebrew quota-
tions in his sermons, which he always introduced as the
¢« immediate Janguage of the Holy Ghost.” This proved
unfortunate to his suceessor : he also was a learned man,
and his parishi dmitted it, but lly with a sigh
for past times, and a sorrowful complaint that he was still
far below Parson Coleridge—for that ke never gave them
any “immediate language of the Ho]y Ghost. ” I pre-
sume, that, like the d 80
sketched in “St. Ronan's Well,” 3r. Coleridge, who resem-
bled that person in his oriental learning, in his absence of
mind, and in his simplicity, must also have resembled him
in shortsightedness, of which his son used to relate this
ludicrous instance. Dining in a large party, one day, the
modest divine was suddenly shocked by perceiving some
part, as he conceived, of his own snowy shirt emerging
from a part of his habiliments, which we will suppore ta
have been his waistcoat. It was mot that; but for deco-
rum we will go call it. The stray portion of his own sup-
posed tunic was admonished of its errors by a forcible
thrust-back into its proper home ; but still another limbus,
persisted to emerge, or seemed to persist, and still another,
until the lenrned gentleman absolutely perspired with the
labour of re-cstablishing order. And, after all, he saw
with anguish that some arrears of the snowy indecorum
still remained to reduce into obedience. To this rem-
nant of rebollion he was proceeding to apply himself—
founded, I y, ot the obstil of the
msurrection—rwhen the mistress of the house, rising to
lead away the ladies from the table, and all partics natu-
relly rising with her, it became suddenly apparent to every
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ey that the worthy Orientalist had been most laboriounay
stowing away, into the capacious receptacles of his own
Dbnbilinents—under the delusion that it was his own shirt
—the snowy folds of s lady’s gown, belonging to his next
neighbour ; and so voluminously, that a very small portion
of it, indeed, remained for the lady’s own use ; the natural
consequence of which was, of course, that the lady appeared
inextricably yoked to the learned theologian, and could not
in any way effcct her release, until after certain operations
upon the vicar's dress, and & continued refunding and roll-
ing out of snowy mazes upon snowy mazes, in quantities
which at length proved too much for the gravity of the
company. Inextinguishable laughter arose from all parties,
except the emngmdunlmppy doctor, who, i m dmperplex
ity, contimued still refunding with all his migh
nndmﬁmdmg—\mtilhah:dpddnpﬂwlutmnof
his long debt, and thus put an end to a case of distress
‘more memorable to himself and his parishioners than any
« gqualequare-quidditive” case that probably had ever per-
plexed his learning. :
In his childish days, and when he had become an orphan,
Coleridge was removed to the heart of London, and placed
on the great foundation of Christ's Hospital He thero
found himself associated, as o school-fellow, with several
boys destined to distinction in after life; particulorly the
brilliant Leigh Hunt, and more closely with one, who,
if not endowed with powers equally large and comprehen-
sive 08 his own, had, however, genius not less original or
exquisite—viz,, the inimitable Charles Lamb. But; in °
learning, Coleridge outstripped all competitors, and rose to
be the captain of the school. It is, indeed, & memorable
fact to be recorded of a boy, that, before completing his
fifzsenth year,’ he had translated the Greek Hymus of
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Synesius into English Anacreontic verse. This was not a
school task, but a labour of love and choice. Before leaving
school, Coleridge had an opportunity of reading the sonnets

. of Bowles, which so powerfully impressed his poctic sen-
sibility, that he made forty transcripts of them with his
own pen, by way of presents to youthful friends. From
Christ’s Hospital, by the privilege of his station at school,
he was transferred to Jesus College, Cambridge. It was
here, mo doubt, that his acquaintance began with the
philosophic system of Hartley, for that eminent person had
been a Jesus man.  Frend also, the mathematician, of here-
tical memory (he was judicially tried, and expelled from
his fellowship, on some issue connected with the doctrine
of the Trinity), belonged to that college, and was probably
contemporary with Coleridge. What accident, or impru-
dence, carried him away from Cambridge before he bad
completed the usual period of study, I never heard. He
had certainly won some distinction as a scholar, having
obtained the prize for a Greek ode in Sapphic metre, of
which the sentiments (as he observes himself) were better
than the Greek. Porson was accustomed, meanly enougl,
to ridicule the Greek Jexis of this ode, which was to break
o fly upon the wheel. The ode was clever enough for a
boy ; but to such skill in Greck as could have enabled him
to compose with critical accuracy, Coleridge never made
pretensions.

The incidents of Coleridge’s life about this period, and
some account of a heavy disappointment in love, which
probably it was that carried him away from Cambridge,
are to be found embodied (with what modifications I know
not) in the novel of « Edmund Oliver,” written by Charles
Lioyd. It is well known that, in a frenzy of unhappy
feeling at the rejection he met with from the Iady of his
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choice, Coleridge enlisted as a private into a dragoon regi-
ment. He fell off his horse on several octasions, but per-
haps not more than raw recruits are apt to do when first
put under the riding-master. But Coleridge was naturally
AL framed--for-27go6d” Liorseman, He is also represented
in % Edmund Oliver” as having found peculiar difficulty
or annoyauce in grooming his horse. But the most ro-
mantic incident in that scene of his life was in the cireum-
stances of his discharge. It is said (but I vouch for no
part of the story) that Coleridge as a private, mounted
guard at the door of a room in which his officers were
giving a ball. Two of them had a dispute upon some CGreek
word or passage when close to Coleridge’s station. He in-
terposed his authentic decision of the case. The officers
stared as though one of their own horses had sung « Rule
Britannia ;" questioned him ; heard his story ; pitied his
misfortune ; and finally subscribed to purchase his dis-
charge. So the story has been told ; and also otherwise.
Not very long after this, Coleridze Dbecame acquainted
with the two celebrated Wedgwoods of Etruria, both of
whom, admiring his fine powers, subseribed to send himn
nto North Germany, where, at the University of Got-
tingen, he pleted his i ding to his own
scheme. The most celebrated professor whose lectures
he attended was the far-famed Blumenbach, of whom he
continued to speak through life with almost filial reve
rence. Returning to England, he attended Mr. Thomas
Wedgwood, as a friend, throughout the afflicting and
anomalous illness which brought him to the grave. It
was supposed by medical men that the cause of M
Wedgwood's continued misery was a sti@’gnre of the lﬂn.
The esternal symptoms were torpor and morbid irrita-
bility, together with. everlasting restlessness. By way of
D—I1.




T4 THE LAKE POETS.

some relief to this latter symptom, Mr. Wedgwood pur-
chased a travelling carringe, and wandered up and down
England, taking Coleridge as his companion. And, as a
desperate attempt to rouse and irritate the decaying sen-
sibility of his system, I have been assured, by a surviving
friend, that Mr. Wedgwood at one time opened a butcher's
shop, conceiving that the affronts and disputes to which
such o situation would expose him, might act beneficially
upon his increasing torpor. This strange expedient® served
only to express the anguish which had now mastered his

nature ; it was soon abandoned ; and this plished but
miserable man at length sank under his sufferings. What
made the case more ble, was the bination of

worldly prosperity which forced ;nto strong relief and fiery
contrast this curse written in the flesh. He was rich, he
was young, he was popular, distinguished for his scientific

attai publicly h d for patriotic services, and
had before him, when he first fell ill, every prospect of a
career even nationally splendid.

By the death of Mr. Wedgwood, Coleridge succeeded
to a regular annuity of :£75, which that gentleman had
bequeathed to him. The other Mr. Wedgwood granted
him an equal allowance. Now came his marriage, his con-
nexion with politics and political journals, his residence in
various parts of S shire, and his quent intro-

* Which, however, his brother denied as & pure fable. On reading
2his account, he wrote to me, and in very courteous terms assured me
that X bad been misinformed. I now retain the story, simply as a
version, partially erroneous, no doubt, of perhaps some true anecdoto
that may have escaped the surviving Mr. Wedgwood’s knowledge ;
my reason for thinking thus being, that the same anecdote essontially,
but varied in the circumstances, has reached me at different periods
from parties having no connexion whatsoever.
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duction to Mr. Wordsworth. In his polities, Mr. Coleridge!
was most sincere and most enthusiastic. No man hailed
with profounder sympathy the French Revolution ; and,
though he saw cause to withdraw his regard from many
of the democratic zealots in this country, and even from
the revolutionary interest as it was subsequently con-
ducted, he continued to worship the original revolutionary
cause in a pure Miltonic spirit ; and he continued also to
abominate the policy of Mr. Pitt in a degree which I my-
self find it difficult to understand. The very spirited little
poem of “Fire, Famine, and Slaughter,” who are supposed
to meet in conference, to describe their horrid triumphs,
and then to ask in a whisper who it was that unchained
them ; to which each in turn replies,

“ Letters four do form his name 1"

expresses his horror of Mr. Pitt personally in a most extra-
vagant shape, but merely for the purpose of poetic effect ;
for he had no real unkindness in his heart towards any
human being ; and I bhave often heard him disclaim the
hatred which is here expressed for M Pitt, as he did
also very elaborately and earnestly in print. Somewhere
about this time, Coleridge attempted, under Sheridan’s
countenance, to bring a tragedy upon the stage of Drury
Lane ; but his prospect of success, as I once heard or read,
was suddenly marred by Mr. Sheridan’s inability to sacrifice
what he thought a good jest. One scene presented a cave
with streams of water weeping down the sides; and the
first words were, in a sort of mimicry of the sound, “Drip,
drip, drip!”  Upon which Sheridan repeated aloud to
the bled  green:oonf, expressly ked for the
purpose of hearing the play read, “Drip, drip, drip l—
why, God bless me, ther’s nothing here but dripping /"
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end 2o arose a chorus of laughter amongst the actors fatal
for the moment to the probationary play.

About the latter end of the century, Coleridge visited
North Germany again, in company with Mr. and Miss
Wordsworth. Their tour was chiefly confined to the Hartz
Forest and its neighbourhood. Buf the incident most
worthy of 1k in their jon, was a visit
made to Klopstock ; either at Hamburgh, or, perbaps, at
the Danish town of Altona, on the same river Elbe ; for
Klopstock was a pensioner of the Danish king. An anony-
mous writer, who attacked Coleridge most trucnlently in an
early number of ¢ Blackwood,” and with an acharnement
that must astonish the neutral reader, has made the mistake
of supposing Coleridge to have been the chief speaker, who
did not speak at all. The case was this : Klopstock could
not speak English, though everybody remembers the pretty
hroken English* of his second wife, Neither Coleridge,
nor Wordsworth, on the other hand, was able to speaks’
Uerman with any fluency. French, therefore, was the only
medium of free communication ; that being pretty equally
familiar to Word; h and to Klopstock. But Colerid,
found so much difficulty even in reading Fremch, that,
wherever (as in the case of Leibnitz's Theodicée™) there
was a choice between an original written in French, and a
translation, though it might be a very faulty one, in Ger-
man, he always preferred the latter. Hence it happened
that Wordsworth, on behalf of the English party, was the
sole supporter of the dialogue. The anonymous critie
says another thing, which certainly has an air of truth—
viz,, that Klopstock plays a very secondary 7éle in the
interview (or words to that effect). But how was this to

& Pablished in Richardscr’s Correspondence.
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be avoided in reporting the case, supposing the fact to
havé been such ? Now, the plain truth is, that Words-
worth, upon his own ground, was an incomparable talker ;
whereas ¢ Klubstick” (as Coleridge used to call him) was
walways a feeble and sloyenly one, because a loose and in-
coherent thinker, Besides, he Was now old and decaying.
Nor at any time, nor in any accomplishment, could Klop-
stock hdve shone, unless in the respectable art of skat-
ing. Z%erehe had a real advantage. The author of “The
Messiah,” I have authority for saying, skated with the
ease and graco of a regular artist ; whereas the poet of the
“« Excursion” sprawled upon the ice like a cow dancing a
cotillon.. Wordsworth did the very opposite of that with
which he was taxed ; for, happening to look down at Klop-
stock’s swollen legs, and recollecting his age, he felt touched
by a sort of filial pity for his helplessness. And he came
to the conclusion, that it would not seem becoming in a
young, and as yet obscure author, to report too consciously
the real superiority which he found it casy to maintain in
such a colloquy.

But neither had Klopstock the pretensions as a poct,
which the Blackwood writer seems to take for granted.
Germany, the truth is, wanted a great epic poet. Not
having produced one in that early and plastic stage of her
literary soil when such a growth is natural and spontane-
ous, the next thing was to bespeak a substitute. The force
of Coleridge’s well-known repartee, when, in reply to a
foreigner asserting for Klopstock the rank of German
Milton, he said, «True, sir; a very German Milton,” can-
not be, fully appreciated but by one who is familiar with
the German poetry, and the small proportion in which it is
o natural, racy, and domestic growth. It has been often
noticed as the misfortune of the Roman literature, that
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it grew up too much under the oppression of Grecian
models, and of Grecian models depraved by Alexandrian
art—a fact, so far as it was a fact, which tended to cripple.
the genial and characteristic spirit of the national mind.
But this evil, after all, did not take effect escept in a
partial sense. Rome had cast much of her Lterature in
her own moulds before these exotic models had begun to
domineer. In fact, the reproach is in a very narrow sense
true. Not so with Germany. Her literature, since its
revival in the last century ¢ond the revival upon the im-
pulse oi‘ w'hn{: cattle -—Bodmer on the ome hand, and
gh-to-bedespised Gottached
the other!), has lm.tdlymoved a step in the freedom of
natural grace. England for ninetcen, and France for the
twentieth of all her capital works, has given the too servile
law : and with regard to Klopstock, if ever there was a
good exemplification of the spurious and the counterfeit in
literature, scck it in The Bessiah.” He is verily and
indeed the Birmingham Milton. This Klopstockion dia-
logue, by the way, was first printed (hardly published) in
the original, or Lake edition of “The Friend.” In the re-
cast of that work it was omitted ; nor has it been printed
anywhere else, that I am aware of.

About the close of the first revolutionary war, it must
have been, or in the brief interval of peace, that Coleridge
resorted to the English Lakes as a place of residence.
Wordsworth had a natural connexion with that region,
by birth, breeding, and family alliances. Wordsworth must
have attracted Coleridge to the Lakes; and Coleridge,
through his affinity to Southey, eventually attracted Aim.
Sonthey, as is known to all who take an interest in the
Lake colony, married a sister of Mrs. Coleridge's ; and,
88 a singular icity in the of that
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wmarringe, I may mention, that, on his wedding-day, and
£,m the very portico of the church, Southey left his bride
to embark for Eisbon. His uncle, Dr. Herbert, was chap-
inin to the English factory in that city ; and it was to
benefit by the facilities in that way openmed to him for
secing Portugal, that Southey now went abroad. He ex-
tended his tour to Spain; and the result of his notices
was communicated to the world in a volume of travels.
Dy ruch accidents of personal or family connexion as I
kave mentioned, was the Lake colony gathered ; and the
critics of the day, unaware of the real facts, supposed them
to have assembled under common views in literature—
particularly with regard to the true functions of poetry,
and the true theory of poetic diction. Under this original
Llunder, laughable it is to mention, that they went on
to find in their writings all the agreements and common
characteristics which their blunder had presumed ; and
they i d the whole under the name
of the Lake School. Yet Wordsworth and Southey never
had one principle in common ; their hostility was even
fagrant, Indeed, Southey troubled himself little about
abstract principles in anything ; and, so far from agreeing
with Wordsworth to the extent of sctting up a separate
school in poetry, he told me himself (August 1813), that
he highly disapproved both of Mr. Wordsworth’s theories
and of his practice. It is very true, that one man may
sympathize with another, or even follow his leading, un-
* conscious that he does 50 ; or he may go so far as, in the
very act of virtual imitation, to deem himself in opposi-
tion ; but this sort of blind agreement could hardly be
supposed of two men so discerning and, so self-examining
as Wordsworth and Southey. And, in fact, a philosophic
investigation of the difficult questions connected with this
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whole slang about schools, Lake schools, &e., would show
that Southey has not, nor ever had, any peculioritics in
common with Wordsworth, beyond that of exchanging the
old prescriptive diction of poetry, introduced between the
periods of Milton and Cowper, for the simpler and pro-
fouuder forms of daily life iu some instances, and of the
Bible in others. The hold and uniform practice of Words-
worth was here adopted, on perfectly independent views,
by Southey. In this respeet, however, Cowper had already
begun the reform ; and his influence, concurring with the
now larger influence of Wordsworth, has operated so exten-
sively, as to make their own original differences at this day
less pereeptible.

By tho way, the word colony reminds me that I have
omitted to mention in its proper place some deheme for
migrating to Amerien, which had been entertained by
Coleridge aud Southey ahout the year 1794-95, under the
learned name of Pa:tisocrocy. So far as T ever heard,
it differed little, except in its Grecian name, " from any
other schemo for mitigating the pn\'ntlons of a wilderness,
Ly scttling in a cluster of families bound together by
congenial tastes nnd uniform principles, rather than in
self-d dis i d houscholds. Steadily pursued,
it :mght, nﬂer all, have been o fortunate plan for Cole-
ridge. ¢ Soliciting my food from daily toil,” a line in
which Coleridge alludes to the scheme, implics o condition
of lifo that would have upheld Coleridge's health and hap-
piness somewhat better than the habits of luxurious city
lifo as now constituted in Europe. But, returning to the
Takes, and to tho Lake colony of poets: So little wero
Southey and Wordsworth connected by any personal in-
tercourse in thoso days, and so little disposed to be con-
nected, that, whilst the latter had a cottage in Gmnnety,
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Southey pitched his tent at Greta Hall, on a little emi-
nence rising immediately from the river Greta and the
town of Keswick. Grasmere is in Westmoreland ; Keswick
in Cumberland ; and they ave thirteen good miles apart.
Coleridge and his family were domicilinted in Greta Hall ;
sharing that house, a tolerably large one, on some principle
of amicable division, with Mr. Southey. But Coleridge
personally was more ofien,fo be found at Grasmere—
which d the threefold tions of loveliness so
complety. as to eclipse even the scenery of Derwentwater ;
n past/ral state of soclety, free from the deformities of a
Tittlo"town Like Keswick ; and finally, for Summel Toylor
Coliridge, the society of Wordsworth. Not before 1815
o~ 1816, could it be said that SontheyanderdAwmth
were cven upon friendly terms; so entirely is it untrue
that they combined to frame a school of poetry: Up to
that- time, they viewed each other with mutual respect,
but also with mutual dislike ; almost, I might say, with
mutual disgust. Wordsworth disliked in Southey the want
of depth, or the apparent want, as regards the power of
rhilosaphic abstraction. Soutueyduﬁhedanoldmurth
the air of d ism, and the ble b of
his manner. Other more trivial reasons combined with
thesa,

At this time, when Coleridge first settled at the Lakes,
or not long after, a romantic and somewhat tragical affair
drew the eyes of all England, and, for many years, con-
tinued to draw the steps of tourists, to one of the miost
secluded Cumberland valleys, so Litfle visited previously,
that it might be described olmost o an undiscovered
chamber of that romantic distriet.  Ooleridge was brought
into a closer connexion with this affair than merely by
the general relation of neighbourhood ; for an article of his *
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in a morning paper, I believe, unintentionally furnished
the original clue for unmasking the base impostor who
figured as the central actor in this tale. The tale was
at that time dramatized, and scenically represented Ly
some of the minor {heatres .n London, as noticed by
Wordsworth in the ¢« Prelude” Dut other generations
have arisen since that time, who must naturally be unac-

d with the ci ces; and on their account I
will here recall them. One day in the Lake season, there
drove up to the Royal Onk, the principal inn at Kes-
wick, & handsome and well-appointed travelling earriage,
containing one gentleman of somewhat dashing exterior.
The was & pi que-hunter, but not of that
order who fly round the ordinary tour with the velocity
of lovers posting to Gretna, or of criminals running from
the police ; his purpose was to domicilinte himself in this
beautiful scencry, and to see it at his leisure. From
Keswick, as his head: he made ions in every
direction amongst the neighbouring valleys; meeting ge-
nerally a good deal of respect and attention, partly on
account of his handsome equipage, and still more from
his visiting cards, which designated him as « The Hon.
Augustus Hope.” Under this name, he gave himself ous
for a brother of Lord Hopetoun's. Some persons had dis-
cernment enough to doubt of this ; for the man’s breeding
and deportment, though showy, had an under tone of vul-
garity about it ; and Coleridge assured me, that he was
grossly ungrammatieal in his ordinary conversation. How-
ever, one fact, soon dispersed by the people of a little
rustic post-officc, laid nsleep all demurs; he not only re-
ceived letiers addressed to him under this assumed name
—that miglit be through collusion with accomplices—-
but he himself continually franked letters by that name.:
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Now, this being a eapital offence, being not only a forgery,
Tut (as o forgery on the Post-Office), sure to be prosecuted,
nobudy presumed to question his pretensions any longer ;
and, henceforward, he went to all places with the con-
sideration attached to an earl’s brother. All doors flew
open at his approach : boats, bontmen, nets, and the most
unlimited sporting privileges, were placed at the disposal
of the *Honourable” gentleman : and the hospitality of
the district wns put on its mettle, in offering a suitable
reception to the patrician Scotsman. It counld be no blame
9 a shepherd gir], bred in the sternest solitude which Eng-
land bas to show, that she shonld fall into a snare which
many of her betters had not escaped. Nine miles from
Eeswick, by the nearest bridle-road through Newlands, but
fourteen or fiftcen by any route which the hononrable gen-
tlzman's travelling-carriage could traverse, lies the Lake of
Buttermere. Its margin, which is overhung by some of
the loftiest and steepest of the Cumbrian mountains, ex-
bibits on cither side few traces of human neighbourhood ;
the level aren, where the hills recede encugh to allow of
ouy, is of a wild pastoral character, or almost savage ; the
waters of the lake are deep and sullen; and the barrier
mountains, by excluding the sun for much of his daily
course, then the gloomy impressi At the foot of
this lake (that is, at the end where its waters issue), lie a
few unornnmented fields, through which rolls a little brook-
like river, connecting it with the larger lake of Crummock ;
and at the edge of this miniature domain, upon the road-
side, stands o cluster of cottages, 5o smail and few, that,
in the richer tracts of England, they would scarcely be
complimented with the name of hamlet. One of these,
cnd T believe the principnl, belonged to an independent
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proprictor, called, i the local dialect, a  Statesman,”* and
more, perhaps, for the sake of attracting a little society,
than with much view to pecuniary profit at that ora, this

* eottage offered the accommodations of an inn to the
traveller and his horse. Rare, however, must have been
the mounted traveller in those days, unless visiting Butter-
mere for itsclf, and as a ferminus ad guem ; since the road
lea to no farther habitations of mam, with the exception
of some four or five pastoral cahins, equally humble, in
Gatesgarthdale.

Hither, however, in an evil hour for the peace of this
little brotherhood of shepherds, came the cruel spoiler from
Keswick. His errand was, to witness or to share in the
char-fishing ; for in Derwentwater (the Lake of Keswick)
no char is found, which breeds only in the deep waters,
such as Wind Ci k, B and Conis-
ton—never in the shallow oncs.  But, whatever had been
his first ohject, that was speedily forgotten in one more
decply interesting. The daughter of the house, a fine
young woman of cighteen, acted as waiter.t In a situation
50 solitary, the stranger had unlimited facilities for enjoy-
ing her company, and recommending himself to her favour.
Doubts about his pretensions never arose in so simple a
place es this ; they wero ovarruled before they could well

#{,¢—A 'Statesman clliptically for an Estatesman—a native
a1 ine and 15 cultivating o patrimonial landed

estate.

+ TWaiter :—Sinco this was first written, social changesin London,
by introducing females very extensively into tho office (once mono-
polized by men) of attending the visitors nt thoe tables of eating-
houses) have introduced & corresponding now word—vis., waitress;
which word, twenty-five years back, would have been simply ludi-
corous; but now is bucome as indispensable to precision of languege
ns the words, traitress, heiross, inheritrix, &c.
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Lave arisen, by the opinion now general in Keswick, that
Le really was what he pretended to be: and thus, with
little demur, except in the shape of a few natural words of
parting anger from a defeated or rejected rustic admirer,
the young woman gave her hand in marriage fo the showy
and- unprincipled stranger. I know not whether the
marriage was, or could have been, celebrated in the little
mountain chapel of Buttermere. If it were, I persuade
myself that the most hardened villain must have felt a
momentary pang on violating the altar of such a chapel ;
so touchingly does it express, by its miniature dimensions,
the almost helpless humility of that little pastoral com-
munity to whose spiritual wants it has from generation to
gencration administered. It is not only the very smallest
chapel by many degrees in all England, but is so mere a
toy in outward appearance, that, were it not for its anti-
quity, its wild mountain exposure, and its consecrated
connexion with the final hopes and fears of the adjacent
pastoral hamlet—but for theso considerations, the first
movement of o stranger's feelings would be towards loud
lnughter ; for the little chapel looks not so much a mimic
chapel in a dropscene from the Opera House, as a
minfature copy from such o scene ; and evidently cculd
not reccive within its walls more than halfa-dozen of
houscholds. From this samctuary it was—from beneath
the maternal shadow, if not from the very altar, of this
lonely chapel—that the heartless villain carried off the
flower of the mountains. Between this place and Keswick

* My doubt is founded upon the varying tenure of these sectuded
dmpelluhynﬁhgqofmﬂymgnhqing. ‘The mere name of
chapel, though of course, in regular connexion with some mether

N chmh,dmnotoﬂmlﬁmﬂ:wbﬂhithuh.mdnm
to eolemnize a warringe.
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they continued to move backwards and forwards, until at
length, with the startling of a thunder-clap to the affrighted
mountaineers, the bubble burst: officers of Jnshca ap-
peared : the stranger was easily intercepted from flight :
and, upon a capital charge, was borne away to Carlisle.
At the ensuing assizes he was fried for forgery on the
prosecution of the Post-Office ; found guilty, left for execu-
tion, and executed accordingly. On the day of his con-
demnation, Wordsworth and Coleridge passed through
Carlisle, and endeavoured: to obtain an interview with
him. Wordsworth succeeded; but, for some unknown
reason, the prisoner steadily refused to see Coleridge; a
caprice which could not be penetrated. It is true that
he had, during his whole residence at Keswick, avoided
Coleridge with a solicitude which had revived the original
suspicions against him in some quarters, after they had
generally gone tv sleep. But for this his motive had then
been sufficient : he was of a Devonshire family, and natu.
rally feared the eye, or the inquisitive examination of onc
who bore a name i iated with the south
part of that county. !
Coleridge, however, had been transplanted so imma-
turely from his native region, that few people in England
knew less of its family connexions. That, perhaps, was
unknown to this malefactor ; but, at any rate, he knew that
all motive was now at an end for disguise of any sort; so
that his reserve, in this particular, had now become unin-
telligible. However, if not him, Coleridge saw and ex-
amined his very interesting papers. These wore chiefly
letters from women whom he had injured, pretty much
in the samo way, and by the same impostures, as he had
80 recently practised in Cumberland ; and, as Coleridg:
assared me, wemin part the most agonizing appeals that
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Le hsd ever read to human justice and pity. The man's
real came was, I think, Hatfield And amongst the papers
were two separate correspondences, of some length, with
iwo young women, apparently of superior condition in
life (one the daughter of 'an English clergyman),- whom
this villnin had_ deluded by marriage, and, after some
cohabitation, abandoned,—one of them with a family of
young children. Great was the emotion of Coleridge
when he recurred to his remembrance of these letters,
and bitter, almost vindictive—was the indignation with
which he spoke of Hatfiell. One set of letters appeared
to have been written under too certain a knowledge of
his villany to whom they were addressed; though still
relying on some possible remains of humanity, or perhaps
(the poor writer might think) on some lingering prefer-
ence for herself. The other set was even more distressing ;
they were written under the first conflicts of suspicions,
alternately repelling with warmth the gloomy doubts which
were fast arising, and then yielding to their affficting evi-
dence ; raving in one page under the misery of alarm,
in another courting the del\mm of hope, and luring
back the ious  desert igning herself to
despair, and there again lnbmnng to show that all might
yet be well. Coleridge said often, in looking back upon
that frightful exposure of human guilt and misery, that
the man who, when pursued by these heartrending apos-
trophes, and with this litany of anguish sounding in
lis cars, from despairing women and from famishing
children, could yet find it possible to enjoy the calm
pleasares of a Iake tourist, and deliberately to hunt for
the picturesque, must have been u fiend of that order
which fortunately docs not often emerge amongst men, It
is painful to remember that, in those days, amongsi the
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multitndes who ended their career in the same ignomin -
ous way, and the majority for offences connected with the
forgery of bank notes, there must have been a considerable
number who perished-from the very opposite cause—viz.,
because they felt, too passionately and ‘profoundly for pru-
dence, the claims of those who looked up to them for
support. One common scaffold confounds the most flinty
hearts and the tenderest. H 5 in this i it
was in some measure the heartless part of Hatfield’s con-
duct which drew upon him his ruin: for the Cumberland
jury honestly declared their unwillingness to hang him for
having forged a frank ; and both they, and those who
refused to aid his escape when first apprehended, were
reconciled to this harshness entirely by what they heard
of his conduct to their injured young fellow-country-
woman.

She, meantime, under the name of T%he Beauty of Butter-
wmere, became an object of interest to all England ; melo-
dramas were produced in the London suburban* theatres
# In connexion with this mention of * suburban' and mint;rthum
it is but fair to cite & possage exprossly relating to Mary of Butter-
mero from the Seventh Book (entitled * Residence in London™) of
Wordsworth's * Prelude :"—

“ Here, too, were forms and pressures of the time,
Rongh, bold, as Grecian comedy display'd
When Art was young ; dramas of living men,
And recent things yet warm with life; a sea-fight,
Shipwreck, or some domestio incident
Divulged by Truth, and magnified by Fame;
Such as the daring brotherhood of late
Set forth, oo serious theme for that light place—
1 mean, O distant friend! & story drawn
From our own ground—the Maid of Buttermers
And how, unfaithfol to & virtuons wife,
Deserted and deceived, the spoiler came
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upon her story ; and for many a year afterwards, shoals of
tourists crowded to the sccluded lake, and the little homely
eabaret, which had been the scene of her brief romance.
5 was fortunate for o person in her distressing situation,
thnt her home was not in a town : the few and simple

who had wi d her imagi elevation,
having little knowledge of worldly feelings, never for an
instant connected with her disappointment any semse of
the Iudicrous, or epoke of it as a calamity to which
her vanity wmight bhave co-operated. They treated it as
unmixed injury, reflecting shame upon nobody but the
wicked perpetrator. Hence, without much trial to her
‘womanly sensibilities, she found herself able to resume her

And woo'd tho artless daughter of the bills,

And wedded her, in cruel mockery

Of love and marriage bonds. These words to theo
Must needs bring back the moment when we first,

Ere the broad world rang with the maiden’s name,
Beheld her serving at the cottage inn,

Both stricken, as she enter'd or withdrew,

‘With admiration of her modest mien

And carringe, mark'd by unoxampled grace.

We since that time not unfamiliarly

‘Have scen her—her discretion have observed,

Jler just opinions, delicata reserve,

Her patience and humility of mind.

Unspoil'd by commendation and th' excess

Of public notice~—an offensive light

To a meek spirit suffering inwardly.”

‘The  distant fiiend" bere apostrophized is Coleridge, then at Malta.

But it is fair to record this memorinl of the fair mountaineer—going

perbaps ns much beyond the public estimate of her pretensions as my

own was below it. Tt should bo added, that Willism Wordsworth

and Samuel Talor Coleridge (to whom the writer appeals, ns in

gl.mr.nl #ympathy with himeelf) had seen Mary more l‘nqncnﬂy,
c(mreréed with her much more frecly than mysolf.
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situation in-the little iun ; and this she continued to hold
for many years. In that place, and that capacity, I saw
ber repeatedly, and shall here say a word upon her per-
‘sonal appearance, because the Lake pocts all admired
her grently. Her figure was, in my eyes, good ; but [
doubt whether most of my readers would have thought
it such. She was none of your evanescent, wasp-waisted
beauties ; on the contrary, she was rather large every
way ; tallish, and proportionably broad. Xer face was
fair, and her features feminine ; and, unquestionably, she
was what all the world would have agreed to call * good-
looking.” But, except in her arms, which had something
of o statuesque beauty, and in her carringe, which ex-
pressed o womanly grace, together with some degree of
dignity and self-possession, I confess that I looked in vain
for any pasitive qualities of any sort or degree. Deautirul,
in any emphatic sense, she was not. Everything about
her face and bust was negative ; simply without offence.
Even this, however, was more than could be said at all
imes ; for the expression of her countenance could be dis-
agrecable.  This aroso out of her situation ; connected as
it was with defective sensibility and o misdirected pride.
Nothing operates so differently wpon different minds and
different styles of beanty, as the inquisitive gazoe of stran-
gers, whether in the spirit of respectful admiration or of
insolence. Some I have scem, upon whosoe angelic beauty
this sort of confusion settled ad Iy, and like a
softening veil ; others, in whom it meets with proud resent-
ment, are sometimes disfigured by it. In Mary of Butter-
mere it roused mere auger and disdain ; which, meeting
with the sense of her humble and dependent situation,
gave birth to o most unhappy aspect of countenance. Men
who had no touch of a gentleman’s nature in their com-
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rwition sometimes insulted her by looks and by words:
supposing that they purchased the right to do this by an
extra halfcrown ; and she too readily attributed the same
spirit of impertinent curiosity to every man whose eyes
happened to settle steadily upon her face. Yet, once at
Jeast, I must have scen her under the most favourable cir-
cumstaness : for, on my first visit to Buttermere, I had the
pleasure of Mr. Southey's company, who was incapable of
wounding auybody’s feclings, and to Mary, in particular,
was well known by kind attentions, and I believe by some
-arvices. Then, at least, I saw her to advantage, and per-
haps, for a figure of her build, at the best age ; for it was
ubout nine or ten years after her misfortune, when she
might be twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. We
were alone, a solitary pair of tourists : nothing arose to
confuse or distress her. She waited upon us at dinner,
and talked to us freely. “This is a respectable young
woman,” I eaid to myself; but nothing of that enthusinsm
could I feel, which beauty, such as I Zave beheld at the
Lnkes, would have been apt to raise under a similar misfor-
tune. One lady, not very scrupulous in her embellishments
of fucts, used to tell an anccdote of her, which I hope was
exagzerated.  Some friend of hers (as she affirmed), in
company with a large party, visited Buttermere, within one
day after that upon which Hatfield suffered ; and she pro-
tested that Jary threw upon the table, with an emphatic
gesture, the Carlisle paper containing an elaborate account
of his execution.

It is an instance of Coleridge's carelessness, that he, who
had as little of fixed ill-nature in his temper as any person
whom I have cver known, managed, in reporting this story
at the time of its occurrence, to get himself hooked into n
personal quarrel, which hung over his head unsetiled for
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nine or ten years. A Liverpool merchant, who was thea
meditating o honse in the Vale of Grasmere, and perbaps
might have menrmd Coleridge’s anger, by thus disturbing,
Avith ions, this loveliest of all English
landscapes, lmd connected bunsolf agood deal with Hatfield
during his Keswick masquorade ; and was said even to
have carried his regard to that villain so far as to have
christened one of his own children by. the names of
¢« Augustus Hope.” With these and other circumstances,
expressing tho extent of the infatmation amongst the
swindler's dupes, Coleridge made the public merry. Natur-
ally, the Liverpool merchant was not amongst those who
dmired the facoti of Coleridgo on this fon, but
swore vengeance whenever they should meet. They never
did meet, until ten years had gone by, and then, oddly -
enough, it was in the Liverpool man’s own house—in that
very nuisance of & house which had, I suppose, first armed
Coleridge's wrath against him. This house, by time and
accident, in no very wonderful way, had passed into the
hands of Wordsworth as temant. Coleridge, as was still
less wonderful, had become the visitor of Wordsworth
on returning from Malta ; and the Liverpool merchant, as
waa also natural, either secking his rent, or on the general
errand of a friendly visit, calling upon Wordsworth, met
Coleridge in the hall. Now came the hour for settling
old accounts. I was present, and can report the case.
Both looked grave, and coloured o little. But ten years
work wonders : nnn@_xgppgofthutdnmhnnhea]smanya
wound ; and Samuel Taylor Coleridge, requesting his
enemy's compauy in the garden, entered upon a long meta-
physical dissertation, bordering upon what you might call
philosophical 1igmarole, and rather puzzling to answer. Tt
seomed to be an expansion, by Thomas Aquinas, of that
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prrody upon o well-known passage in Skenstorie, where the
wTiter says— )
“He kick'd mo down-stairs with such a sweet grace,
That T thought he was banding me up."

And in the upshot, this conclusion eventuated (to speak
Yankeeishly), that, purely on principles of good neighbour-
hood and universal philanthropy, could Coleridge have
meditated or executed the insult offered in the *Morning
Post” The Liverpool merchant rubbed his forehead, and
scemed a little perplexed ; but he was a most good-natured
man ; and he was eminently & gentleman. At length, con-
sidering, perhaps, kow very like Duns Scotus, or Albertus
AMagnus, Coleridge had shown himself in this lnminous ex-
planation, he might begin to reflect, that, had any one of
those distinguished men offered a similar affront, it wonld
have been impossible to resent it ; for who could think of
Licking the ¢ Doctor Seraphicus " or would it tell to any
man’s advantage in history that he had caned Thomas
Aquinas On these principles, therefore, without saying
one word, Liverpoliensis held out his hand, and a lasting
reconciliation followed.

Not very long, I believe, after this affair of Hatfield,
Coleridge went to Malta. His inducement to such & step
must have been merely a desire to see the most interest
ing regions of the Dediterranean, under the shelter and
advantageous introduction of an official station. Tt was,
however, an unfortunate chapter of his life : for, being
necessarily thrown a good deal upon his own resources in
the narrow society of a garrison, he there confirmed and
_cherished, if he did not there form, his habit of taking
opinm in large quantities. I am the last person in the
world to press ions harshly or idly agninst
Coleridge ; but I believe it to be wotorious, that he first
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began the usa of opinm, not as a relief from any bodily
poins or nervous irritations (since his constitution wag’
strong and excellent), but as a source of luxurious sensa-,
tions. It is a great misfortune, at least it is a great peril,
to have tasted the enchanted cup of youthful rapture in-
cident to the poetic temperament. That fountain of high-
wrought sensibility once unlocked experimentally, it is rare
to sce o submission afterwards to the insipidities of daily
life.  Coleridge, to speak in the words of Cervantes,
wanted better bread than was made of wheat ; and when
youthful blood no longer sustained the riot of his animal
spirits, he endeavoured to excite them by artificial stimu-
lnnts.

At Malta he became acquainted with Commodore
Decatur and other Americans of distinction ; and this
brought him afterwards into connexion with Allston, the
American  artist.  Of Sir Alexander Ball, one of Lord
Nelson’s captains in the battle of the Nile, and Governor
of Malta, he spoke and wrote uniformly in o lavish style
of panegyrie, for whicn plainer men found it difficult to
see the slightest ground. Tt was, indeed, Coleridge’s in-
firmity to project his own mind, and his own very peculiar
idens, nay, even his own expressions and illustrative meta-
phors, upon other men, and to contcmplate these reflex
images from himsclf, as so many characters having an
absolute ground in some separate object. *Ball and
Bell *—¢ Bell and Ball,”# were two of these pet subjects ;

* ¢ Ball and Bell "—* Bell and Ball :"—viz., Sir Alexander Ball,
Governor of Malta, and Dr. Andnw De]] ﬂm nnpm'tnr into Engll.nd
from Madras of that machi popular od
which was aftorwards fmndnlunﬂy nmopmted by Joseph Lancaster.
The Bishop of Durham (Shute Barrington) gave to Dr. Bell, in re-
vrard of his Madras sorvices the princely Mastership of Shnrbomn
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he Lal & ¢ craze” about each of them; and to cach he
asyibed thoughts and words, to which, had they been put
upon the mck, they never would have confessed.

From Malta, on his return homewards, he went to Rome
and Nuples. One of the cardinals, he tells us, warned
him, by the Pope's wish, of some plot, set on foot by
Bonaparte, for scizing him as an anti-Gallican writer. This
statement was ridiculed by the anonymous sssailant m
# Blackwood” ns tho very consummation of moonstruck
vanity ; and it is there compared to John Dennig's frenzy
in retreating from the sea-coast, under the belief that Louis
XIV. had commissioned emissarics to land on the English
thore, aud moke a dash at his person. But, after all, the
thing is not so entirely improbable. For it is cerfain that
rome orator of the Opposition (Charles Fox, as Coleridge
nsserts) had pointed ont all the principal writers m f.he
“ Morning Post™ to Napoleon’s by d

Hoepital. Tho doctor saved in this post £125,000, and with this
money founded Trinity College, Glonalmord, in Perthshire. Most
men have thcir enemics and columniators: Dr. Bell had Lis, who
Eappened mther indecorously to be his wife—from whore Le was le-
gally e2parated, or (as in Scotch law it is called) divoreed; not, of
courss, disorced & vinculo matrimonii (which only amounts to o di
vorze in the English rense—ench a divorce as enables the partics to
contract another marriage), but simply divorced 2 mensé et thoro,
This Jezal eeparation, however, did not provent the lady from perse-
cuting the onhappy doctor with everlasting letters, indorsed outside
with reconls of lier enmity and spite. Sometimes she addressed her
epistles thus:—* To that supreme of rogues, who looks tho hang.dog
that lic js, Doztor (such a doctor!) Andrew Bell.” Or again :—" To
the apa of apes, and tho knave of knaves, who is recorded to have
once pid a debt—but a small one, you may be sure, it was that he
srlected for this wonderful experiment—in fact, it was 43d. Had it
been an the other side of 6d., ho must have died before he could have
achicved s dreadful & sacrifice.”” Many others, most ingeniously
vaied in the style of abuse, I bave heard rehearsed by Culeridgo,
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tho war as a war ¢ of that journal's creation.” And, as to
the insinuation that Napoleon was above throwing his
regards upon a simple writer of political cssays, that is not
only abundantly confuted by many scores of established
cases, but also is specially-put down by a case circum
stantially recorded in the second tour to Paris, by the cele-
brated John Scott of Aberdeen. It there appears, that, on
no other ground whatever than that of his connexion with
the London newspaper press, some friend of Mr. Scott's
had been courted most assiduously by Napoleon during the
Hundred Days. Assuredly Coleridge deserved, beyond all
other men that ever were connected with the daily press,
to be regarded with distinction. Worlds of fine thinking
lie buried in that vast abyss, never to be disentombed or
restored to human admiration. Like the sca, it has swal-
lowed treasures without end, that no diving-bell will bring
up again. But nowhere, throughout its shorcless maga-

Southoy, Llayd, &c.; and one, in particular, addressed to the doctor,
when spending a summer at tho cottage of Robert Newton, an old
soldier, in Grasmere, presented on the back two separate adjurations,
one specially addressed to Robert himsolf, pathetically urging him to
look sharply after the rent of his Jodgings; and the other more geno-
rally addressed to the unfortunate person as yet undisclosel to the
British public (and in this case turning out to be mysclf), who might
be incautious enough to pay the postage at Ambleside. “Don’tgrant
him an hour's credit,” sho urged upon the person unknown, “if T had
any regard to miy family.”  * Cash down!™ she wroto twico over.
Why the doctor submitted to thesc annayances, nobody knew. Somo
said it was mere indolence; but others held it to be a cunning com-
promiso with her inoxorable malice. Tho letters wero certainty open
to the “ public"" eyo; but meantime the © public” was a very narrow
ono; the clerks in tho post-office had Jittle time for digesting such
amenitics of conjugal affection; and the chanco bearer of the letters
to tho doctor woull naturally solve the mystery by sapposing an
eztra portion of madness in the writer, rathor than an cztra portion
of knavery in the reverend receiver.
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zines of wealth, does thero lic such a bed of pearls con-
fornzdud with the rubbish and * purgnmenta” of ages, ae
m {Le political papers of Coleridge. No more appreciable
wonoment could be raised to the memory of Coleridge,
than a republication of his essays in the ¢ Morning Post,”
and afterwards in the « Couricr.” And here, by the way,
it may be mentioned, that the sagacity of Coleridge, ns
applied to the signs of the times, is illustrated by this fact,
that distinctly and solemnly he foretold the restoration of
the Bourbons, at s period when most people viewed such
an event as the most romantic of visions, and not less
¢kimerical than that «march upon Paris” of Lord Hawkes-
‘burs’s, which for so many years supplied a theme of laughter
to the Whigs.

Why Coleridge left Malta, is as difficalt to explain upon
any principles of ordinary business, as why he had ever
gone thither. The post of secretary, if it imposed any
official attendance of a regular kind, or any official corro-
spondence, must have been but poorly filled by Aim ; and
Sir Alesander Ball, if I have collected his character justly
was not likely to accept the gorgeous philosophy of Cole-
ridge as an indemnification for irregular performance of his
public duties. Perliaps, therefore, thongh on the best terms
of mutual regard, mutually they might be pleased to part.
Part they did, at any rate, and poor Coleridge was sea-sick
the whole of his homeward (as he had been through the
whole of his cutward) voyage. /

It was not long after this event that my own introdue-
tion to Coleridge occurred. At that time some negotia-
tion was pending between him and the Royal Institution,
which ended in their engaging him to deliver a course of
lectures on Poetry and the Fine Arts during the ensuing
winter. For this series (twelve or sixteen, I think) he

=1
i
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reccived a sum of one hundred guinens. And, considering
tho: slightness of the pains which he hestowed upon them,
he was well remunerated. I fear that they did not increase
his reputation ; for never did any man treat his andicnee
with less respect, or his task with less careful attention.
T was in London for part of the time, and can report the
circumstances, having made a point of attending duly at
the appointed hours. Coleridge was at that time living
uncomfortably enough at the ¢ Courier” office, in the
Strand.  In such a situation, annoyed by the sound of fect
passing his chambor-d inually to the
of this great estnblishment, and with no gentle ministra-
tions of female hands to sustain his cheerfulness, naturally
cnough his spirits flagged ; and he took more than ordinary
doses of opium. I ealled upon him daily, and pitied his for-
lorn condition. There was no bell in the room, which for
wmany months answered the double purpose of hedroom and
sitting-room.  Consequently, I often saw him, picturesquely
Joped in nighteaps, d by handkerehicfs in-
dorsed upon handkerchiefs, shouting from the attics of the
« Courier” office, down three or four flights of stairs, to a
cortain “ Mrs. Brainbridge,” his sole attendant, whose dwell-
ing was in the subterranean regions of the house. There
did I often sce the philosopher, with the most lugubrious
of faces, invoking with all his might this uncouth name
of «Drainbridge,” each syllable of which he intonated with
long-drawn emphasis, in order to overpower the hostile
lubbub coming d ds from the king press, and
the roar from the Strand, which entered at all the front
windows. ¢ Mistress Brainbridge ! I say, Mistress Brain-
bridge I” was the perpetual cry, until I expected to hear
the Strand, and distant Fleet Street, take up the echo of*
# Brainbridge |” Thus unhappily situated, he sank morc”
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than ever under the dominion of opium ; so that, at two
o'clock, when he should have been in atteudauce at the
Royal Institution, he was too often unable to rise from
bed. Then came dismissals of audience after audience,
with pleas of illness.; and on many of his lecture days I
have seen all Albemarle Street closed by a « lc\c'/” of car-
riages, filled with women of distinction, until the servants
of the Institution or their own footmen advanced to the
enrringe-doors with the intelligence that Mr. Coleridge had
been suddenly taken ill. This plea, which at first had
been received with expressions of concern, repeated too
often, began to rouse disgust. DMany in anger, and some in
real uncertainty, whether it would not be trouble thrown
away, ceased to attend. Aud we that were more constant,
too often found reason to be disappointed with the quality
of his lecture. His appearanco was gencrally that of a
person stmfglingl with pain and overmastering illness.
His lips were baked with feverish heat, and often black in
colour ; and, in spite of the water which he continued
drinking through the whole course of his lecture, he often
scemed to labour under an almost paralytic inability to
raise the upper jaw from the lower. In such a state, it is
clear that nothing could save the lecture itself from reflect-
ing his own fecblencss and exhaustion, except the advan-
tage of having been pre-composed in some happier mood.
But that never happened : most unfortunately he relied
upon his extempore ability to carry him through. Now,
had he been in spirits, or had he gathered animation, and
kindled by his own motion, no written lecture could have
been more effectual than one of his unpremeditated col-
loquial harangues.  But cither he was dcpressczi originally
below the point from which any re-ascent was possible, or
olse this re-action was inteveepted by continnal disgust,
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. from looking back upén-his,own ilt success ; for, assuredly,
e mever onco recovered - ﬂmt-fme‘ and eloquent movement
of tlidught hich Jhe.” crmld command ab any time in a
private . The passages he read, , in illus-
trating his docl:rines, were gencrally unhappily chosen, be-
cause chosen at haphazard, from the difficulty of finding
ata s those which his purpose
required. Nor do I remember any that produced much
effect, except two or three, which I mysclf put ready
marked into his hands, among the Motrical Romances

edxtedl.vyBltson.
11 ing, tho selcotions were ns injudici
and as inappropmus, as they were ill delivered ; for,

lish , good reading was
not one ; he had ncither voioe (8o, at least, I’ tlmught) nor
management of voice, This defect is unfortunate in a
public lecturer ; for it is inconceivable how much weight
and effectunl pathos can be commuuicated by sonorous
depth and melodious cadences of the human voice to
sentiments the most trivial ; nor, on the other hand, how
the grandest are emasculated by a style of reading, which
fails in distributing the lights and shadows of a musical
intonation. However, this defect chiefly concerned the
immediate impression ; the most afflicting to a friend of
Coleridge’s was the entire alscnce of his own peculiar and
majestic intellect ; no heart, no soul, was in anything he
said ; no strength of feeling in recalling universal truths;
10 power of originality or compass of moral relations in
his novelties—all was a poor faint reflection from jewels
oneemm:edmthehigbwnyhyhmnlf,mtheprod:-
gality of his early opul on
thanlmudmppedfrom!lh_mmrﬂmngtmmoi
‘happier times.




af the following year. Daring I
rozried on the original publication DS w2y and
for much the greater part of ﬁmtmm I saw him daily.

He lived a< a visitor in the honse occupied by Mr. Words-
wosth.  This honse (Allan Dank by name) was in Gros-
mere ; and in another part of the same vale, at a distancs
of borely one mile, I myzelf had a cottnge, and a consider-
shle library. Many of my books being German, Coleridge
brrowed them in great numbers. Having a general
{imnze from me to use them as he would, he was in the
falit of ascumulating them so largely at Allan Bank (the’
name of Mr. Wordsworth's house), that somerimes as many
s five hundnd were absent at once : which I mention, in
order to motice a practice of Coleridge's, indicating his
very scrupulous honour in what regarded the rights of
ownesship,  Literary people are not always so strict in
respecting property of this description ; and I know more
than onc celcbrated man, who professes as & maxim, that
he holls it no duty of honour to restore 2 borrowed book ;
et t gpeak of many less celebrated persons, who, withont
opexly professing such a principle, de however, in fact,
exhilit a lax morality in such cases. The more honour-
able it was to poor Coleridge, who bad means so triffing
of buying books for himself—that, to prevent my flocks
from mixing, and being confounded with the flocks al.
ready folded at "Allan Bank (his own and Wordsworth's),
or rather that they might mix withont danger, he duly in-
scribed my name in the blank leaves of every volume; a
fact which beeame rather painfully made known to me;
for, as he had chosen to dub me Esquire, many years after
this, it cost myzelf and a female friend some wecks of
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labour to hunt out these multitudinous memorials, and to
erase this heraldic addition ; which clse had the appear-
ance to a stranger of having been conferred by myself.
“The Friend,” in its original publleo.hon, was, a8 8
the least judicious, both for its
nbjects aml 1ts means, I have ever lmown. It was printéd
at Penrith, a town in Cumberland, on the outer verge of
the Lake district, and precisely twenty-cight miles removed
from Coleridge's abode. This distance, enough of itself,
in all conscience, was at least trebled in effect by tho
interposition of Kirkstone, o mountain which is scaled by
& carringo ascent of three miles long, and so steep in parts,
that, withont four horses, no solitary traveller can per-
suade the neighbouring innkeepers to carry him.  Amother
road, by way of Keswick, is subject to its own separate
difficulties. And thus, in any practical sense, for ense, for
certainty, and for despatch, Liverpool, ninety-five miles
distant, was virtually nearer. Dublin cven, or Cork, was
more eligible. Yet, in this town, so situated, as I have
siated, by way of purchasing such intolerable difficultics
at the highest price, Coleridge was advised, and actually
persuaded, to set up o printer, to buy, to lay in o stock of
paper, types, &e., instead of resorting to some printer
already established in Kendsl, a large and opulent town
not more than eighteen miles distant, and conneoted by a
dnily post, whercas, between himself and Penrith thero
was 10 post at all. Building his mechanical arrangements
upon this utter ¢“upside-down” inversion of all common
sense, it is not surprising (as *madness ruled !;he hour”)
that in all other circumstances of plan or execution the
work moved by principles of downright crazy disregard
to all that a judicious counsel wounld have suggested. The'
subjects were chosen obstinately in defiance of the popular
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tuste ; they were treated in a style studiously disfigured
13 Germon modes of thinking, and by & German fermi-
wolegy ; no attempt was made to win or conciliate public
taste ; and the plans adopted for obtaining payment were
of & nature to insure a speedy bankruptcy to the concern.
Coleridge had a list—nobody could ever say upon whose
euthority gathered together—of subscribers. He tells us
himself that many of these remounced the work from uu
early period ; and some (as Lord Corke) rebuked him for
bis presumption in sending it unordered, but (as Coleridge
aseerts) neither returned the copies, nor remitted the price.
And even those who were conscientious enough to do this,
could not remit four or five shillings for as many nwabers,
withoat putting Coleridge to an expense of treble pustage
&t the least. This he complains of bitterly in his ¢ Bio-
graphia Literaria,” forgetting evidently that the evil was
due exclusively to his own defective arrangements.  Peaple
ily sent their subscriptions through such channels
as were open to them, or such as were pointed ont by
Coleridge himself. It is also utterly unworthy of Cole-
ridge to have taxed, as he does, many of his subscribers
(or really, for anything that appears, the whole body) with
neglecting to pay at all  Probably not ome neglected.
And some ladies, to my knowledge, scrupulously anxious
about transmitting their subscriptions, paid three times
over. MManaged as the reader will collect from these indi-
cations, the work was going down-hill from the first. It
never gained any accessions of new subscribers ; from what .
source, then, was the continual dropping off of names to
be supplied? The printer became a bankrupt : Coleridge
was as much in arrear with his articles as with his lectures
at the Royal Institution. Zhat he was from the very
Bret; but now he was disgusted and desponding ; and
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with No. 28 or 29 the work came to a final stop. Some
years after, it was re-cast and re-published. But, in fact,
this re-cast was altogether and absolutely a new work.
The sole contributors to the original work had been, first
of all, Wordsworth, who gave a very valuable paper on the
“principles concerned in the composition of Epitaphs ; and,
secondly, Professor Wilson, who, in conjunction with BMr.
(now Dr.) Blair, an early friend, then visiting 3Ir. W. on
‘Windermere, wrote the lotter signed ¢ Mathetes,” the reply
to which came from Wordsworth. |

At the Lakes, and summoned abroad by scenery so ex-
quisite—living, too, in the bosom of a family endeared to
him by long friendship and by sympathy the closest with
all his propensities and tastes—Coleridge (it may be
thought) could not sequester himself so profoundly as at
the ¢« Courier” Office within his own shell, or ehut himself
out so completely from that large dominion of eye and ear
amongst the hills, the fields, and the woods, which once
he had exercised so delightfully to himself, and with & par-
ticipation so immortal, through his exquisite pocms, to all
generations,. He was not now reduced to depeml upon
« Mrs, Brainbridge™ [IMif Brain—Brain—B:
I say. Ohhenvml 18 there, can there, was there, un(l
there ever at any future period be, an undeniable use in
saying and in pressing upon the attention of the Stramdl
and Fleet Street at their earliest nonwmmnce the painful
subject of Mistress Brain—Brain—Brainbridge, I say
Do you hear, Mrs. Brain—Brain—Brainbrid ? Brair
or Bain, it matters little—Bran or Biiin, it's all one, I con-
ceive] ; here, on the contrary, he looked out from his study
windows upon the sublime’ hills of Seat Sandal and Arthur’s
Chair, and upon pastoral cottages at their feet ; and all
around him, he heard howrly the murmurings of happy
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fife, the round of female voices, and the innocent laughter
of children. Dut apparently he was not happy; opium,
vaz i, or what was it, that poisoncd all natural pleasure
wt its sources? He bnmwred eontmun]ly deeper into scho-
lastic subtleties and ions ; and, like
that clnss deseribed by Seneca, in the luxurious Reme of
Iz days, he lived chiefly by candlelight. At two or four
o'clnck in the afternoon he would muke his first appear-
ence. Through the silenco of the night, when all other
lights Lad disappeared in the quiet cottages of Grasmere,
Iis Jamp might be reen invarinbly by the belated traveller,
o< he descended the long steep from Dunmailraise ; and at
#even or eight o'clock in the morning, when man was
goiny forth to his lubour, this insulated son of reverie was
Tetiring to hed.

Society he did not much court, because much was not
o be had; but he did not sbrink from any which wore
the prumise of novelty. At that time the leading person
about the Lakes, as regarded rank and station, amongst
those who bad any connmexion with literature, was Dr.
Witwon, the wellknown Dishop of Llandafi. This digni-
Tary T knew anyrelf as much as I wished to know him H
he wes interesting ; yet also ot interesting ; and I will
spcnk of him clmmnt.'mml]y. ‘Those who have read his

tingraphy, or are oth inted with the out-
line of his carcer, «'ill Le aware that he was the son of
a W land )} Going to Cambridge, with

no great storo of classical ‘knowledge, but with the more
common accomplishment of Westmoreland men, and one
hetter suited to Cambridge, viz, s sufficient basis of ma-
thcmnhu, and & x-olmst though eommonplnee intellect, for
g his & dgy g to any direction'which
v-idm should ibe—h obtmned the P hi
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of Chemistry without one iota of chemical knowledge up
to the hour when he gained it; and then setting eagerly
to work, that he might not disgrace the choice which
had thus distinguished him, long before the time drrived
for commencing his prelections, he had made himself
capable of writing those beautiful essays on that science,
which, after a revolution, and a counter-revolution, so great
as ding times have wi d, still remain a car-
dinal book of introductory diseipline to such studies; an
opinion deliberately expressed to myself by .the late Sir
Humphry Davy, and in answer to an earnest question
which I took the liberty of proposing to him on that
point.  Sir Humphry said—that he could scarcely imagine
a time, or a condition of the science, in which the Bishop's
« Essays” would be superannuated. With this experi-
mental proof that & Chemical Chair might be won and
honoured without previons knowledge even of the chemicnl
alphabet, he resolved to play the same feat with the Royal
Chair of Divinity ; one far more important for local honour
and for wealth. Here, again, he sncceeded ; and this time
he extended his experiment ; for, whereas both Chairs had
been won without previous knowledge, he resolved that in
this case it shonld be maintained without after knowledge.
He applied himself simply to the improvement of its in-
come, which he raised from :£300 to at least £1000 per
annum. Al this he had accomplished before reaching the
age of thirty-five.

Riches are with us the parent of riches ; and success, in
the hands of an active man, is the pledge of further suc-
cess. On the basis of this Cambridge preferment, Dr.
Watson built upwards, until he had raised himself, in one
way or other, to a seat in the House of Lords, and to a
commensurate income. For the latter half of his life, he
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iginally a village sch able to
associate with the magnates of the )nnd upon equal terms,
And that faet, of itsclf, without another word, implies, in
this country, a degree of rank and fortune which one wounld
think a sufficient reward even for merit as unquestionablo
as was that of Dr. Watson, considering that in qualify it
was merit of o vulgar & class. Yet he was always a dis-
contented man, o railer at the government and the age
which could permit merit such s his to pine away iu-
gloriously in one of the humblest amongst the bishoprics.
with no other addition to its emoluments than the richest
professorship in Earope, and such other accidents in life
as gave him in all, perhaps, not above five thousand per
sunum! Poor man!—only five thousand per anmum !
What o trinl to o man's patience —and how much he
stood in need ofphilmpby,ormot‘nhgwn. to face so
dismal & condition.

This bishop was himself, in a sccondary way, no unin-
teresting study. What I mean is, that, though originally
the furthest removed from an interesting persom, being o
man remarkable indeed for robust faculties, but otherwise
commonplace in his character, worldiy-minded, and coarse,
even to obtusemess, in his sensibilities, he yet became
htcm.shng from tbo lmmgth of degree with which these

‘were ifested. He
was one of that numerous order in whom even the love of
Jmowledge is subordinate to schemes of ad 5 and

!owhomcrm his own success, and his own honour con-
sequent upon that success, had no higher value than
necording to their use as instruments for winning further
promotion. Henee it was, that, when by such aids he had
mounted to a certain eminence, beyond which he saw little
promise of further ascent, throngh any assistance of theirs
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his character of a church diguitary, as any © big wig” 1
have happened to know. He was somewhat pompous. un-
doubtedly ; but that, in an old academic bero, was rather
agreenble, and had o charactéristic effect. He listened
patiently to all your objections; amnd, though stecped to
thahpsmpmudxce,hewusreallycandxd. Imennto
say, that although, Y §p the
pr pation of his und: ding shut up all avenues to
new convictions, he yet did his best to open his mind to
any views that might be presented at the moment. And,~
with regard to his querulous egotism, though it may appear
lmglmbleenonghtoallwhoeonmhmrenlpmbmmm
with their public appreciation, as expressed in his acquired
opulence and rank ; and who contrast, also, /s case with
that of other men in his own profession—rith that of
Paley, for esample—yet it cannot be denied that fortune
had crossed his path, latterly, with foul winds, no less
strikingly than his early life had been scconded by her
favouring gales. In particular, Lord Holland® mentioned
to a friend of my own the following anecdote :— What
you say of the bishop may be very true” (they were riding
past his grounds at the time, which had turned the conver-
sation upon his character and public claims) : * but to ys”
(Lord Holland meant to the Whig party) ¢ he was truly
honourable and faithful ; insomuch, that my uncle” (mean-
ing, of course, Charles Fox) ¢ had agreed with Lord Gren-
ville to make him Archbishop of York, sede vacante ;—all
was settled ; and had we staid in power a little longer, he
would, beyond a doubt, have had thet dignity.’ .

Now, if the reader happens to recollect how soon the

# It was Lady Holland. T know not how T came to muke such
mistake. And the friend was Wordiworth.
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death of Dr. Markliam followed the rudden dissolution of
that short-lived administration in 1807, he will see how
narrowly Dr. Watson missed this elevation ; and one must
allow for a little occasional spleen under such civcum-
stances.  Jlow grand a thing, how princely, to be an
English archbishop ! Yet, what an archbishop ! e talked
openly, at his own table, as a Socinian ; ridiculed the
miracles of the New Testament, which he professed to ex-
plain as so many chemical tricks, or cases of leg
and certainly had as little of devotional fecling as any man
that ever lived. It is, by comparison, a matter of little
consequence, that, o slightly regarding the church of which
he called himself & member in her spiritual interest, he
should, in her temporal interests, have been ready to lny
her open to any assaults from almest any quarter. He
could naturally have little reverence for the rights of the
shepherds, having so very little for the pastoral office itself,
or for the manifold duties it imposes.  All his publie, all

his p i duties, he wlected.  He
was a Jord in Parliament, and for many a year he never
attended in his place : he was a bishop, and he searcely
Jmew any part of his diocese by sight, living three hun-
dred miles away from it: he was a professor of divinity,
holding the richest professorship in Eurupe—the weightiest,
for its functions, in England—drawing, by his own admis-
sion, one thousand per anmum from its endowments (de-
ducting some stipend to his 'I_qgtf_yzz tenens at Cambridge),
and for thirty years he never read n lecture, or performed a
public exercise.  Spheres how vast of usefulness to a man
3 able as himself l—subjects of what bitter anguish on his
deathbed to one who had been tenderly conscientions ! In
his political purism, and the unconscious partisanship of hie
constitutional scruples, he was a true Whig, and thoroughty
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diverting.  That Lord Lonsdale or that the Duke of
Northumberland should interfore with elections, this he
thought scandalous and awful; but that a lord of the
louse of Cavendish or Howard, a Duke of Devonshire or
Norfolk, or an Earl of Curlisle, should traffic in boroughs,
‘or ,exert the most despotic influence as landlords, mutate.
aomine, he viewed as the mere natural right of property :
and so far was he from loving the pure-hearted and un-
factious champions of liberty, that, in one of his printed
works, he dared to tax DMilton with having knowingly,
wilfully, deliberately told a falsehood.*

Could Coleridge—vas it possible that he could reverence
2 man like this? Ordinary men might, because they were
told that he had defended Christianity against the vile
Dlasphemers and impotent theomachists of the day. But
Coleridge had too pure an ideal of a Christian philosopher,
derived from the age of the English Titans in theology, to
share in that estimate. It is singular enough, and interest-
ing to a man who has ever heard Coleridge talk, bub
especially to vne who has assisted (to speak in French
phrase) at o talking party between Coleridge and the
bishop, to look back upon an article in the ¢ Quarterly
Review,” where, in connexion with the Bishop’s Auto-.
biography, some sneers are dropped with regard to the
i 1 of the neighbourhood in which he
had settled. I have been told, on pretty good authority,
that this article was written by the late Dr. Whittaker of
Craven, the topographical antiquarian; a pretty sort of
person, doubtless, to assume such a tone, in speaking of a

# This supposed falsehood respected the sect called Brownists, and
acenrs in the “ Dofensio pro Pop. Anglicano” The whole charge is
& Ulunder, and rests upon the bishop's own fmpepfect Latinity.
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ncighbourhood so dazzling in its intellectual pretensiona
as that region at that time. Listen, reader, and judge !
The bishop had fixed his abode on the banks of Win-
dermere. In a small, but by the necessity of its situation
a beautifyl park, he had himself raised a plain, but hand-
some and substantial mansion ; Calgarth, or Calgarth Park,
was its name. Now, at Keswick (I am looking back to
the snecr of the “ Quarterly Review”) lived Southey ;
twenty miles distant, it is true, but still, for a bishop with
a bishop's equipage, not beyond a morning's drive. At
#irasmere, about eight miles from Calgarth, were to be
found Wordsworth and Coleridge. ~ At Brathay, about
four miles from Calgarth, lived Charles Lloyd ; and he, far
as he might be below the others I have mentioned, could
not in candour be considered a common man. Common ! he
was o man never to be forgotten ! He was somewhat too
Rousseauish ; but he had, in conversation, the most extra-
ordinary powers for analysis of a certain kind, applied to
the philosophy of manners, aud the most delicate natances_
of social life ; and his translation of « Alfieri,” together
with his own poems, show him to have been an accom-
plished scholar. Then, not much above a mile from Cal-
garth, at his beautiful creation of Elleray, lived Professor-
_Wilson ; of whom I need not speak. He, in fact, and Mr.
Lloyd were on the most intimate terms with the Bishop's
family. The meanest of these persons was able to have
“taken the conceit” out of Dr. Whittaker and all his
tribe.© But even in the town of Kendal, about nine miles
from Calgarth, there were many men of information, at
least as extensive as Dr. Watson’s, and amply qualified to
bave met him upon equal tefms in conversation. DMathe-
matics, it is well known, are extensively cultivated in the
north of England.  Sedburgh, for many years, was a gort
2
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of nurcery or rural chapel-of-case to Cambridge. Dawson
of Sedburgh was a laminary better Jnown than ever Dr.
Walson was, by mathematicians hoth forcign and domestic.
Gnugh, the blind mathematician and hotanist of Kendal,
is known to this day ; but many others in that town had
arcomplihments equal o his; and, indeed, g0 widely
has mathematical knowledge extended itself throughout
Northern England, {hat, even st the poor La
weavers, mechanic labonvers for their daily bread, the
cnltivation of pure geometry, in the most refined shape,
has long prevailed ; of which some accounts have been
recently published.  Loeal pique, therefore, must have been
at the bottom of Dr. Whittaker's sncer. At all events, it
was Iudicrously contrasted with the true state of the ease,
as hrought out hy the meeting between Coleridge and the
hishop.

Coleridge was armed, at all points, with the scholnstie
erudition which bore upon all questions that could arise
in polemic divinity. The philosophy of ancient Greece,
through all its schools, the philosophy of the schoolmen,
techmically so ealled, church history, &e., Coleridge hal
within his call. Having been personally acquainted, or
connected as a pupil, with Eichhorn and Michaclis, he
knew tho whole cycle of schisms and audacious speeu-
lations through which Biblieal eriticism or Christian philo-
sophy has revolved in Modern Germany. All this was
ground upon which the Bishop of Llandafl trod with the
infirm footing of a child. e listened to what Coleridge
reported with the same sort of pleasurable surprise, al-
ternating with starls of doubt or incredulity, as would
naturally nitend o detailed roport from Laputa—which
agrial region of speeulation does but too often recur to a
sober-minded person, in reading of the endless freaks in
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philosophy of Modern Germany, where the sceptre of Muta-
bility, that potentate celebrated by Spenser, gathers more
trophies in. a year, than elsewhere in a century; ¢ the
anarchy of dreams” presides in her philosophy ; and the
restless elements of opinion, throughout every region of de-
Date, mould themselves, eternally, like the billowy sands
of \the desert, as beheld by Bruce, into towering columns,
soar upwards to a giddy altitude, then stallk about for a
minute, all a-glow with fiery colour, and finally unmould
and « dislimn,” with a collapse as sudden as the motions
of that;fdying breeze under which their vapoury architec-
ture bad arisen. Hartley and Locke, both of whom the
bishop made into idols, were discussed ; especially the
former, against whom Coler*lge alleged some of those argu-
ments which he has e¢ m fis « Biographia Literaria.”
The bishop made but a feeble defence ; and, upon some
points, none at all. He seemed, I remember, much struck
with one remark of Coleridge’s, to this effect :—¢ That,
whereas Hartley fancied that our very reasoning was an
aggregation, collected together under the law of associa-
tion, on the contrary, we reason by counteracting that law :
just,” said he, “as, in leaping, the law of gravitation
concurs to that act in its latter part; but no leap could
take place, were it not by a counteraction of the law.”
One remark of the bishop’s let me into the secret of his
«very limited reading. Coleridge had used the word “ ap:
perception,” apparently without intention ; for, on hearing
some objection to the word, as being “ surely not a word
that* Addison would have used,” he substituted ¢ranscen-
dental consciousness. ‘Some months afterwards, going with
Charles Lloyd to call at Calgarth, during the time when
«The Friend” was appearing, the bishop again noticed
+his obnoxious word, and in the very same terms :— Now,
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this word apperception, which Mr. Coleridge uses su the
last number of ¢ The Friend,” surely, surcly it would not
have been approved by Addison ; mo, Mr. Lloyd, nor by
Swift ; nor even, I think, by Arbuthnot.” Somebody sug-.
gested that the word was a new word of German mintage,
and most probably due to Kant—of whom the bishop
seemed never to have heard.  Dleantime the fact was, and
to me an amusing one, that the word had been commonly
used by Leibnitz, a classical author on such subjects, 120
years before.

In the antumn of 1810, Coleridze left the Lakes; and,
so far as I am aware, for ever. I once, indeed, heard a
rumour of his having passed through with some party of
tourists—some reason struck me-at the time for believing
it untrue—but, at all events, he never returned to them
as a resident. What might be his reason for this eternal
self-banishment from scenes which he so well understood in
all their shifting forms of beauty, I can only guess. Per-
haps it was the very opposite reason to that which is
most obvious : not, possibly, because he had become in-
different to their attractions, but because his undecaying
sensibility to their commanding power had hecome asso-
ciated with too afflicting remembrances, and flashes of per-
sonal recollections, suddenly restored and illuminated——
recollections which will

“ Sometimes Jeap
From hiding-places ten years deep,”
and bring into collision the present with some long-
forgotten past, in a form too trying and too painful for
endurance. I have a brilliant Scotch friend, who can-
not walk on the washore—within sight of its avppifpov
A the multitudi laughter of its waves, or within

i

heun.ng of its monndmg uproar, because they bring up,
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by links of old association, too insupimrtably to his mind
the agitations of his glittering, but too fervid youth.
There ‘is a feeling—morbid, it may be, but for which no
anodyne is found in all the schools from Plato -to Kant— &
to which the human mind is liable at times: it is best '
described in a little piece by Henry More, the ¢ Platonist.”
He there represents himself as a martyr to his own
too passionate sense of beauty, and his consequent too
pathetic semse of its decay. Everywhere-—above, be-
low, around him, in the earth, in the clonds, in the
fields, and in their * garniture of flowers”—he beholds
a beauty carried to excess; and this beauty becomes a
source of endless affliction to him, because everywhere he
sces it liable to the touch of decay and mortal change.
During one paroxysm of this sad passion, an angel ap-
pears to comfort him ; and, by the sudden revelation of
her immortal beauty, does, in fact, suspend his grief. But
it is only a suspension ; for the sudden recollection that
“her privileged condition, and her exemption from the
general fate of beauty, is only by way of exception to a
universal rule, restores his grief : « And thou thyself,” he
says to the angel—

“ And thou thyself, that com’st to comfort me,

Wouldst strong occasion of decp sorrow bring,

If thou wert subject to mortality!”
Every man, who has ever dwelt with passionate love upon
the fair face of some.female companion through life, must
have had the same feeling ; and must often, in the exqui-
site language of Shakspere’s sonnets, have commanded and
adjured all-conquering-Time, there, at least, and upon that
ane tablet of his adoration,

# o write no wrinkle with his antique hand.”
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‘that festered in the remembrance ; and a rupture between
the parties followed, which no reconciliation has ever healed.
Bieantime, on reviewing this story, as generally adopted
by the learned in literary scandal, oné demur rises up. Dr.
Parr, a lisping Whig pedant, without personal dignity or
conspicuous power of mind, was a frequent and privileged
inmate at Mr. Montagu’s. Him now-—this Parr—there was
* no conccivable motive for enduring ; that point is satisfac-
torily settled by the pompous inanities of his works. Yet,
on the other hand, his habits were in their own nature far
less endurable than Samuel Taylor Coleridge's; for the
monster smoked ;—and how ¢ How did the ¢ Biriningham
Doctor” ® smoke? Not as you, or I, or other civilized
people smoke, with a gentle cigar—but with the very coarsest
tobacco. And those who know how that abomination lodges
and nestles in the droperies of window-curtains, will guess
the horror and detestation in which the old Whig’s memory
is held by all enlightened women. Surcly, in a house
where the Doctor had any toleration ot all, Samuel Taylor
Coleridge might have enjoyed an unlimited toleration.

# “ Dirmingham Doctor."—This was a sobriquet imposed on Dr.
Parr by “The Pursuifs of Literature,” that most popular of satires
at the end of the cightcenth and opening of the nineteenth centuries.
The name had a mixed reforonce tq the Dootor's personal connexion
with Warwickshiro, but chiefly to the Doctor's spurious and windy
imitation of Dr. Johnson. Ha was viewed as the Birmingham (or
maock) Dr. Johnson. Why the word Birmingkam has come for the last
sixty or seventy yoars to indicate in every class of articles the spurions

, in opposition to the genuine, I suppose to have arisen from the Bir-
mingham habit of reproducing all sorts of London or Paris trinkets,
bijouterie, &c., in cheaper materials and with inferior workmanship.
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Ix 1807 it was, at the beginning of winter, that I first
s1w William Wordsworth. I have already mentioned that
I had introduced myself to his notice by letter as early
2, the spring of 1803. To this hour it has continued, I
believe, a mystery to Wordsworth, why it was that I
sufiered an interval of four and 2'half years to slip away
Uefore availmg mysclf of the standing invitation with
which I had been honoured to the poet’s house. Very
poobably he accounted for this delay by supposing that
tbe new-born liberty of an Oxford life, with its multiplied
enjoyments, acting upon s boy just’ emancipated from the
restraints of a school, and, in ong hour, elevated into what
we Oxonians so proudly and so exclusively demominate
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2 man,"* might have tempted me into pursuits alien
from the pure intellectual passions which had so powerfully
mastered my youthful heart some years before. Extin-
guished such a passion could not be ; nor could he think,
if remembering the fervour with which I had expressed it,
the sort of nymp@k.psy which had seized upon me,
and which, in Some imperfect way, I had avowed with
reference to the very lnkes and mountains amongst which
the scenery of this most original poetry had chiefly grown
up and moved. The very names of the ancient hills—
Fairfield, Seat Sandal, Helvellyn, Blencathara, Glaramara ;
the names of the sequestered glens—such as Borrowdale,
Martindale, Mardale, Wasdale, and Ennerdale ; but, above
-all, the shy pastoral recessés, not garishly in the world’s
.eye, like Windermere or Derwentwater, but lurking half
unknown to the traveller of that day—Grasmere, for
instance, the lovely abode of the poet himself, solitary, and
yet sowed, as it were, with a thin diffusion of humble
Awellings—here a scattering, and there o clustering, as
‘m the starry heavens—sufficient to afford, at every tum
and nngle, human remembrances arid®memorials of time-
ffections, or of passions (us the « Churchyard
amongst the Mounmma” will amply dmnonshnte) not
‘wanting even in scenic and. tragical interest—thess were
5o many local spells upon me, equelly poetic and elevat-
ing with the Diltonic nomes of Valdarno and Vallom-
‘brosa. ’
Deep are the voices which seem to call, deep is the

* At the Universities of Oxford and Onmbrldge, where the 'mrn I8
viewed as a mere
civie Oxford. for instance, existing for lh! nh of the lendemie Oxford,
and not vice vcred—it has naturally happened that the students honour
with the nawe of “« man” him only who wears a eap and gown,
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lesson which would be taught even to the most thoughtless
of men—

“ Could 6214, or grove, or any spot of earth,

Show to his eye an image of the pangs

‘Which it bath witness'd; render back an echo

orm-dmpby.wm&mmm"a
Menntime, my delay was due to anything rather than to
waning interest. On the contrary, the real cause of my
delay was the too great profundity, and the increasing
profundity, of my interest in this regeneration of our
national poetry ; and the increasing awe, in due propor-
tion to the decaying thoughtlessness of boyhood, which
possessed me for the character of its author. So far from
neglecting Wordsworth, it is a fact that twice I had under-
taken o long journey expressly for the purpose of paying
my respects to Wordsworth ; twice I came so far as the
little rustic inn (then the solo inn of the neighbourhood)
at Church Coniston ; and on neither occasion could I sum-
mon confidence enough to present myself before him. It
was not that I had any want of proper boldness for facing
the most numerous company of a mixed or ordinary cha-
racter : reserved, indeed, I wns, perhaps even shy—from
the character of my mind, so profoundly meditative. and
the charactor of my life, so profoundly sequestered—but
still, from -counteracting canses, I was not deficient in &
reasonable self-confidence towards the world generally. But
the very image of Wordsworth, as I prefigured it to my
own planet-struck eye, crashed my faculties as hefore Elijah
or St Paul. Twice, as I have said, did I advance as
far as tho Lake of Coniston ; which is about eight miles

* See the divine passage (in the Sixth Book of “ The Excarsion”)
beginning— .
“ Ab, what a lesson to a thoughtless man,” &e.
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from thé church of G: and once I at went
forwards from Coniston to the very gorge’of Hammerscar,
from which the whole Vale of Grasmero suddenly breaks
upon the view in a style of almost theatrical surprise, with
its lovely valley stretching before the eye in the distance,
the lake lying immediately below, with its solemn ark-like
island of four and a half acres in size seemingly floating on
its surface, and its exquisite outline on the opposite shore,
revenling all its little bays® and wild sylvan margin,
feathered to the edge with wild flowers and ferns. In
one quarter, a little wood, stretching for about half a mile
towards the outlet of the lake ; more directly in opposition
to the spectator, a few green fields; and beyond them,
just two bowshots from the water, a little white cottage
gleaming from the midst of trees, with a vast and. seemingly
never-ending series of ascents, rising above it to the height
of more than three thonsand feet. That little cottnge was
Wordsworth’s from the time of his marriage, and earlier ;
in fact, from the beginning of the eentury to the year 1808.
Afterwards, for many a year, it was mine.  Catching one
hasty glimpse of this loveliest of land I

liko a guilty thing, for foar T might be surprised by Words-
worth, and then returned faintheartedly to Coniston, and
0 to Oxford, 7e infectd.

This was in 1806. And thus far, from mere excess of
nervous distrust in my own powers.for sustaining a con-
versation with Wordsworth, I had for nearly, five years
shrunk from a meeting for which, beyond all things under
beaven, I longed In early youth I laboured under a

# All which inimitable graces of mature have, by the hands of
- mechanic art, by solid masonry, by whitewashing, &o., been exter-
minated as a growth of weeds and nuisances for thirty years.—
August 117, 1853,
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peculior embarrassment and penury of words, when I
sought to convey my thoughts adequately upon interest-
ing subjects : meither was it words only that I wanted ; but
T could not unravel, I could not cven make perfectly con-
scious to myself, the subsidiary thoughts into which one
Jeading thought often radintes; or, at least, I conld not
do this with-anything like the rapidity requisite for con-
versation. I laboured like a sibyl instinct with the burden
of prophetic woe, as often as I found myself dealing with
any topic in which the understanding combined with decp
feclings to suggest mixed and tangled thoughts: and thus
partly—partly also from my invincille habit of reveric—
ut that era of my life, I had a most distinguished talent
«pour lc_silence” Wordsworth, from something of the
rame causes, suffered (by his,own report to myself) at the
same age from pretty much the same infirmity. . And yet,
in more advanced years—probably about twenty-cight or
thirty—both of us acguired a remarkalic fluency in the
art of lding our thoughis coll lly. Fowever, at
that period my deficiencies were what I have deseribed.
And after all, though I had no absolute canse for antici-
pating contempt, I was so far right in my fears, that sinco
that time I have had occasion to perceive a worldly tone of
sentiment in Wordsworth, not less than in Mrs Hznmoh
ore and other literary people, by which they were led to
set a higher value upon o limited respect from a person -
high in the world's esteem, than upon the most lavish
spirit of devotion from an obscure quarter. Now, in that
point, my feelings arc far otherwise.

Meantime, the world went on; events kept moving;
and, amongst them, in the course of 1807, occurred tho
event of Coleridge’s return to England from his official
dation in the Governor's family at Malta. At Bridge-
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_water, as I have awready recorded, in the summer of 1807,
I was introduced to him. Several weeks after he came
with his family to the Bristol Hot-Wells, at which, by acci-
dent, I was then visiting. On calling upon him, I found
that he had been engaged by the Royal Imstitution to
lecture at their theatre in Albemarle Street, during the
coming winter of 1807-8; and, consequently, was embar-
rassed about the mode of conveying his family to Keswick.
Uponﬂzia,]{oﬂ'zredmygptvioestoemrttheminapnst—
chaise. This offer was cheerfully accepted ; and at the
latter end of October we set forwards—AIrs, Coleridge,
viz, with her two sons—FHartley, aged nine, Derwent,
about seven—her beautiful little daughter,* about five;
and, finolly, myself. Going by the direct route through
Gloucester, Bridgenorth, &c., on the third day we reached
Liverpool, whemItooknpmqurben ab o hotel, whilst
Mrs. Coleridge paid a visit of a few days to a very interest-
ing family, who had become friends of Southey during his
visit to Portugal. These were the DMisses Koster, dough-
ters of an English geld merchant of celebrity, who had
recently quitted Lisbon on the approach of the Fremch
army under Junot. 1Ir. Koster did me the honour to call
at my quarters, and invite me to his house ; an invitation
which I very readily accepted, and had thus an oppor-
tunity of becoming acquainted with a family the most

# That most accomplished, and to Coleridge most pious daughter,
whose recent denth afflicted so very many who knew her only by
her writings, She had married her cousin, Mr. Serjeant Coleridge,
and in that way retained her illustrions maiden name as a wife. At
seventeen, when last I saw her, she was the most perfect of all pen-
sive, nun-like, intellectual beauties that I have seen in real breathing
life. The upper parts of her face were verily divine. See, for av
artict's opinion, the Life of that admirable man Collins, by his son.
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accomplished I had ever known. At dinner thero appeared
only the family party—several daughters, and one son, a
fine young man of twenty, but who was consciously dying
of asthma.  Mr. Koster, the head of the family, was distin-
guished for his good sense and practical information ; but,
in Liverpool, even more o by his eccentric and obstinate
denial of certain notorions events ; in particulgr, some two
years later, he denied that any such battle as Talavera had
ever been fought, and had a large wager depending upon
the decision. His houso was the resort of distinguished
foreigners ; and, on the first evening of my dining there,
as well as afterwards, I there met thot marvel of women,
Madame Cataloni. I had heard her repeatedly ; but never
‘before been near enongh to sce her smile and converse—
even to be honoured with o smile myself. She and Lady
Hamilton were the most effectively brilliant women I ever
saw. However, on this occasion, the Misses Koster out-
shone even Ia Catalani; to her they talked in the most
fluent Italion ; to some foreign men, in Portuguese ; to one
in French; and to most of the party in English; and each,
by tumns, scemed to be their native tongue. Nor did
they shrink, even in the presence of the mighty enchan-
tress, from eshibiting their musical skill

Leaving Liverpool, after about a week’s delay, we pur-
sued our journey northwards. ‘We had ‘slept on the first
dny at Lancaster. Consequently, at the rate of motion
which then prevailed thronghout England—which, how-
ever, wos rarely equalled on that western road, where all
things were in arrear by comparison with the eastern and
southern roads of the kingdom—we found ourselves, about
three o'clock in the afternoon, at Ambleside, fourteen miles
to the north-west of Kendal, and thirty-six from Lancaster.
There, for the last time, we stopped to change horses ; and
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about four o'clock we found ourselves on the summit of
the White 3oss, a hill which rises between the second and
third milestones on the stage from Ambleside to Keswick,
ond which then retarded the traveller's advance by a full
fifteen minutes, but is now evaded hy a lower line of road.
In ascending this hill, from weariness of moving so slowly,
1, with the two Coleridges, had alighted ; and, as wo all
chose to refresh ourselves by running down the hill into
Grasmere, we had left the chaise behind us, and had even
lost the sound of the wheels at times, when all at onco we
came, at an abrapt turn of the road, in sight of a white
cottage, with two yew-irees bresking the glare of its white
walls. A spdden shock seized me on recognising this
cottage, of which, in the previous year, I had gained a
momentary glimpse from Hammerscar, on the opposite
side of the lake. I paused, and felt my old panic return-
ing upon me ; but just then, as if to take away all doubt
upon the subject, I saw Hartley Coleridge, who had gained
upon me considerably, suddenly turn in at a garden gate;
this motion to the right at once confirmed me in my
helief that here at last we had reached our port ; that this
little cottnge was tenanted by that man whom, of all the
men from the beginning of time, I most fervently desired
to see ; that in less than a minute, I should meet Words-
worth face to face. Coleridge was.of opinion that, if a
man were really and consciously to see an apparition, in
such ciroumstances death would be the inevitable result;
'and, if go, the wish which we hear so commonly expressed
for such experience is as thoughtless as that of Sgmele in
the Grecian Mythology, so natural in & female, that her -
lover should visit her en grande costume—presumptuous
ambition, that unespectedly wrought its own ruinous chas-
sisement! Jndged by Coleridge's test, my situation could
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not have been so terrific e /Zis who anticipates a ghost ;
for, certainly, I survived this meeting ; but at that instant
it seemed pretty much the snme to my own feelings.
Never before or since can I repronch myself with having
trembled at the approaching presence of any creature that
is born of woman, excepting only, for onco or twice in my
life, woman herself. Now, however, I did tremble ; and
I forgot, what in no other circumstances I could have for.
gotten, to stop for the coming up of the chaise, that I might
be ready to hand Mrs. Coleridge out. Had Charlemsgme
and all his peerage been behind me, or Cesar and his
equipage, or Death on his pale horse, I should have for
gotten them at that moment of intense expectation, and of
cyes fascinated to what lay before me, or what might in
o moment appear. Through the little gate I pressed for-
ward ; ten steps beyond it lay the principal door of the
Louse. To this, no longer clearly conscious of my own
feelings, I passed on rapidly ; I heard a step, a voice, and
like a flash of lightning, I sew the figure emerge of o
tallish man, who held out his hand, and saluted me with
most cordinl expressions of welcome. The chaise, how-
ever, drawing up to the gate at that moment, he (and
there nceded no Roman nomenclator to tell me that this
e was Wordeworth) felt himsclf d to advanee and
reeeive Mrs. Coleridge. I, therefore, stunned almost with
the actual accomplishment of a catastrophe so long anti-
cipated and o long postponed, mechanically went forward
into the house. A little semi-vestibule between two doorz
prefaced the entrance into what might be considered the
principal room of the cottage. It was an oblong square,
not above eight and a half feet high, sixteen feet long, and
twelre broail ; very prettily wainscoted from the floor to
the eciling with dark polished onk, slightly embellished
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Yet strange it is- to tell that, in these eyes of vesper gentle-
ness, there was a considerable obliquity of vision ; and
much beyond that slight obliquity which is often sup--
posed to be an attractive foible in the countenance : this
ought to have been displeasing or repulsive ; yet, in fact, it
was not.  Indeed all faults, had they been ten times more
and greater, would have been neutralized by that supreme
expression of her features, to the unity of which every
lineament in the fixed parts, and every undulation in the
movmgpnmof her countenance, concurred, viz., a sunny

i radiant graci such as in this world
I never saw mrpnued.

Immediately behind' her moved a lady, shorter, slighter,
and perhaps, in all other respects, as different from her
in persomal characteristics, as could have been wished for
the most effective contrast. ¢ Her face was of Egyptian
brown ;” rarely, in a woman of English birth, had I sen
a more determinate gipsy tan. Her eyes were not soft, as®
Mrs. Wordsworth’s, nor “Wwere they fierce or bold ; butl
they were wild and startling, and hurried in their motion._
Her monner was warm and even ardent; her sensibility
seemed constitutionally deep ; and some subtle fire of im-
passioned intellect apparently burned within her, whmh,
being alternately pushed forward into a conspicuous ex-
pression by the i ible insti of her temp
and then immedintely checked, in obedience to the de-
corum of her sex and age, and her maidenly condition,
gave to her whole d and to her ion, an
air of embarrassment, and even of self-conflict, that was
almost distressing to witness. Even her very utterance
and enuncintion often suffered in point of clearness and

di from the sgitation of her ive organic
sensibility. At times, the self-counteraction and ~sell-
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Datling of her feclings caused her even to stamwer, and
o determinately to stammer, that o stranger who should
bave seen her and quitted her in that state of feeling,
would have certainly set her down for one plagued with
that infirmity of specch, as distressingly as Charles Lamb
himself. This was Miss Wordsworth, the only sister of
the poet—his “ Dorothy ;” who naturally owed so .much
to the lifelong intercourse with her great brother, in his
most solitary and sequestered years ; but, on the other
nand, to whom he has ackmowledged obligations of the
profoundest nature ; and, in particular, this mighty one,
through which we also, the admirers and the worshippers
of this great poet, are become cqually her debtors—that,
wheréas the intellect of Wordsworth was, by its original
tendency, too stern, too austere, too much enamoured
of an ascetic harsh sublimity, she it was—the lady who
paced by his side continually through sylvan and moun-
tain tracks, in Highland glens, and in the dim recesses
of German charcoal-hurners—that first coucked his eye
to the sense of beauty, humanized him by the gentler
charities, and engrafted, with her delicate female touch, *
those graces upon the ruder growths of his nature, which
lave since clothed the forest of his genius with a folinge
corresponding in loveliness and beauty to the strength
of its boughs and the massiness of its trunks. The
greatest deductions from Miss Wordsworth's attractions,
and from the exceeding interest which surrounded her in
Tight of her character, of her history, and of the relation
which she fulfilled towards her brother, was the glancing
quickness of her motions, and other circumstances in her
deportment (such as her stooping attitnde when walking),
which gave an ungraceful, and even, an unsesual character
to her appearance when out-of-doore. She did mot enl
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tivate the graces which preside over the person and its
carringe. But, on the other hand, she was a person of
very remarkable endowments intellectually ; and, in ad-
dition to the other great services which she rendered te
her brother, this I may mention, as greater than all the
rest, and it was one which equally operated to the benefit
of every casual panion in a walk—viz., the dis
sympathy, always ready and always profound, by which
she made all that one could tell her, all that one could
describe, all that one could quote from a foreign author,
reverberate, as it were, & plusicurs reprises, to one’s own
feclings, by the manifest impression it made upon hers.
The pulses of light are not more quick or more inevitable -
mthm:ﬂuwnndunduhhnn,thnnwmthamwmmd
echoing of her sy b Her
knowledge of literature was irregu]n,andthoronghlyun-
systematic.  She .was content to be ignorant of many
things ; but what she knew and bad really mastered lay
wherelteonldnotbed:m:bed—mthptempleofherown
most fervid heart.

Such were the two ladies, who, with himself and two
children, and at that time one servant, composed the poet’s
household. They were both, I believe, about twenty-eight
years old ; and, if the reader inquires about the single

point which I have left hed in their
m,thestyleoftbairmannm—lmaynym{:ltwu,m
some points, lly of a plain household simplicity, but

mmyplmng,mnﬂechd,md(umspemlﬁtwm
worth) even dignified. Few persons had seen so little as
this lady of the world. She had seen nothing of high life,
for she had seen little of any. Oonuequently she was un-

inted with the jonal modes of behaviour, pre-
" seribed in pavticular situstions by high breeding. But, 69
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“these modes are little more than the product of dispassion-
ate good sense, applied to the circumstances of the case,
it is surprising how few deficiencies are perceptible, even to
the most vigilant eye—or, at least, essential deficiencies—
in the general demeanour of any unaffected young woman,
acting habitually under a sense of sexual dignity and
natural courtesy. MMiss Wordsworth had seen more of life,
and even of good company ; for she had lived, when quite
a girl, under the protection of Dr. Cookson, a near relative,
canon of Windsor, and a personal favourite of the Royal
Family, especinlly of George nx.  Consequently, she onght
to have been the more polished of the two ; and yet, from
greater natural aptitudes for refinement of manner in her
sister-in-law, and partly, perhaps, from her more quiet and
subdued manner, Mrs. Wordsworth would have been pro-
nounced very much the more lady-like person.

From the interest which attaches to anybody so nearly
connected as these two ladies with a great poet, I have
allowed mysclf a larger latitude than else might have
been justifinble in describing them. I now go on with my
nurrative :— .

T was ushered up a littlo flight of stairs, fourteen in all,
to u little drawing-room, or whatever the reader chooses to
call it. Wordsworth himself has described the fireplacr
of this room as his

" Halfkitchen and half:parlour fire.”

It was not fully seven feet six inches high, and, in other
respects, pretty nearly of the same dimensions as the rustie
ball below. There was, however, in a small recess, &
library of perhaps three bundred volumes, which seemed
to conscerate the room as the poet's study and composing

room ; aud such occasionally it was. But far oftener ho
F2
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both studied, as T found, ana composed on the high road.
T had mot been two minutes at the fireside, when in came.
Wordsworth, returning from his friendly attentions to the -
travellers below, who, it seemed, had been ovel-persuaded
by hospitable solicitations to stay for this night in Gras-
mere, and tp make out the remaining thirteen miles of their
road to Keswick on the following day. '~ Wordsworth en-
tered.  And « what-like”—to use & Westmoreland as well .
as & Scottish expression— what-like” was Wordsworth %
A reviewer in «Tait's Magazine,”* noticing some recent
collection of literary portraits, gives it as his opinion that
Charles Lamb's head was the finest among them. This re-
wark may have been justified by the engraved portraits ;
but, certainly, the critic would have cancelled it, had he
secn the original heads—at least, had he seen them in youth
ormmatnnty,forchnrleshmbbmagemthlmdu-
dvantage to the intell of his app

than Wordsworth, in whom a sanguine complexion had, of
late years, usurped upon the original bronze-tint ; and this
change of hue, and change in the quality of skin, had been
made fourfold mere conspicuous, and more unfavourable
in its general effect, by the harsh contrast of grizzled hair
which had displaced the original brown. No change in
pemanalappeanmeaverunhavebeenmunfurhmaﬁe,

for, I h other dissdvantages old
~"8°mybnngdmgmth1t,meeﬁeet,nblmst,mmnle
ibjects, has a y that™ it

any tone of wgourtoohmb,mdmhgatestho expression
of power too unsubdued. But, in Wordsworth, the effect
of the change has been to substitute an air of animal vigour,
or, at least, hardiness, as if derived from constant exposure

@ Vol. iv. page 793 (Dec. 1237).
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Lo the wind and weather, for the fine sombre complexion
which he once wore, resembling that of a Venetian senator
or a Spapish monk.

Here, however, in describing the personal appearance o
Wordsworth, I go back, of course, to the point of time at
which I am speaking. He was, upon the whole, not a
well-made man.  His legs were pointedly condemned by all
fomale connoisseurs in legs ; not that they were bad in any
way which wovld foree itself upon your notice—there was
no ahsolute deformity about them ; and undoubtedly they
had been serviceable legs beyond the averago standard of
human requisition ; for I calenlate, upon good data, that
with these identienl legs Wordsworth must have traversed
a disteuee of 175,000 to 180,000 English miles—a mode
of exertion which, to him, stoud in the stead of alcohol
and all other stimulants whatsoever to the animal spirits ;
to which, indeed, he was indebted for a life of unclouded
happiness, and we for much of what is most cxcellent in
his writing=. But, uscful as they have proved themselves,
the Wordsworthian legs were certainly not ornamental ; and
it was really o pity, as I agreed with o lady in thinking,
that he had not another pair for evening dress partics
—when no Loots lend their friendly aid to mask onr
imperfections from the eyes of female rigorists—those
g gan‘es furmarum spectatrices. A seulptor wonld certainly
have disapproved of their contour. But the worst part of
Wordsworth's person was the bust ; there was a nurrowness
and a droop abont the shonlders which became striking,
and had an cffect of meanness, when brought into close
juxtapositivn with a figure of a more statuesque build.
Once on @ summer evening, walking in the Vale of Lang-
dale with Wordsworth, his sister, and Mr. J- , & native
\{ land el I that Miss Words
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worth was positively mortified hy the peouliar illustration
which settled upon this defective conformation. 3Mr. J—,
o fine towering figure, six feet high, massy and columnar
in his proportions, happened to bo walking, a little in
advance, with Wordsworth ; Miss Wordsworth and myself
being in the rear ; and from the nature of the conversation
which then prevailed in our front rank, something or other
about moncy, devises, buying and selling, we of the rear-
guard thought it requisite to preserve this arrangement
for a space of three miles or more; during which time,
at intervals, Miss Wordsworth would exclaim, in a tone of
vexation, ¢ Is it possible,—con that bo Willinm? How
very mean he looks!” And she did mot conceal a morti-
fication that scemed really painful, until I, for my part,
could not forbear laughing outright at the serious interest
which she carried into this trifle. She was, however, right,
as regarded the mere visual judgment. Wordsworth’s figure,
with all its defects, was brought into powerful relief by one
which had been cast in a more square and massy monld ;
and i m such a case it impressed a spectator with a sense of
b more ially when viewed from
behind, and not d by his ; and yet
Wordsworth was of o good height (five fect ten), and not
a slender man ; on the contrary, by the side of Southey,
his limbs looked thick, almost in a disproportionate degree.
But the total effect of Wordsworth's person was always
worst in o state of motion. Dleantime, his face—that was
one which would have made amends for greater defects of
fignre. Many such, and finer, I have seen amongst the
portraits of Titian, and, in a later period, amongst those of
Vandyko, from the great era of Chatles L., as also from the
court of Elizabeth and of Charles m., but none which has
more impressed me in my own time, .
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Eﬂyﬂan,inbugteaﬁpmtmof"chmt‘lEntryin&!
" has d Wordsworth in the ck of
a disciple attending his Divine Master, and Voltaire in the
character of a sneering Jewish elder. This -fact is well
kuown ; and, as the picture itself is tolerably well known
to the public eye, there are multitudes now living who will

have scen a very i ive likeness of Word h
consciously ; some not suspecting it. There will, however,
always be many who have nof seen any portrait at all of
Wordsworth ; and therefore I will describe its general out-
linc and effect. It was a face of the long order, often
falsely classed as oval ; but & greater mistake is made by
many people in supposing the long face which prevailed so
remarkably in the Elizabethan and Carolinian periods, to
have become extinct in our own. Mss Ferrier, in one of
her novels ( Marriage,” I think), makes o Highland girl
protest that #no Englishman with kis round face” shall ever
wean her heart from her own country ; but England is
not the land of round faces ; and those have observed little,
indeed, who think so: France it is that grows the round
face, and in so large a majority of her provinces, that it
lumbeeamenneufﬂmmhonnlohnmetenm And the
pression which an i receives from

the eternal recurrence of the orbicular countenance, proves
of itself, without any conscious testimony, how the fact
stands ; in the blind sense of a monotony, not felt else-
where, lies involved an argument that cannot be gainsnid.
Desides, even upon an & priori argument, how is it possible
that the long face so prevalent in England, by all confes-
sion, in certain splendid eras of our history, should have
had time, in son.c five or six generations, to grow extinct ?
Aguin, the character of face varies cssontinlly in different
provinces. 'Wales has no connexion in this respect with
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Devonshire, nor Kent with Yorkshire, nor either with
Westmoreland.  Englond, it is true, tends, beyond all
known examples, to a general amalgamation of differcnces,
by means of its unrivalled freedom of i Yet,
even in England, law and necessity have opposed as yet
such and so many obstacles to the free diffusion of labour,
that every gencration occupics, Ly at least fivesixths of
its numbers, the ground of its ancestors.

The moveable part of & population is chiefly the higher
part ; and it is the lower classes that, in every xiation, com-
pose the fundus, in which lies latent the national face, as
well 2 thé national character. Tach exists hero in racy
purity and integrity, not disturbed in ‘the ome by alien
intermarriages, nor in the other by novelties of opinion, or
other casual effects, derived from education and reading.
Novw, look into this fundus, and you will find, in many
districts, no such prevalence of the round orbicular face,
as some people erroneously suppose; and in Westmore-
lnud, especially, the ancient long face of the Elizabethan
period, p full bling in all its li the
ancient Roman ﬂwe, and often (though not so uniformly)
the face of northern Italy in modern times. The face of Sir
Walter Scott, as Irving, the pulpit orator, once remarked
to me, was {he indigenons face of the Border : the montk,
which was bad, and the entire lower part of the face,
are seen repeated in thousands of working-men ; or, as
Irving chose to illustrate his position, in thousands of
Border horsc;jockeys.” In like manner, Wordsworth’s face
was, if not absolutely the indigonous face of the Lake
district, at any rate a varioty of that face, a modification
of that original type. The hend was well filled out ; and
there, to begin with, was o great advantage over the head
of Charles Lamb, which was absolutely truncated in the
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. posterior region—sawn off, a3 1t were, by no timid sawyer.
The forehead was not remarknbly lofry—and, by the way,
gome artists, in their ardour for realizing their phreno-
Iogical preconceptions, not suffering nature fo surrender
quietly and by slow degrees her real alphabet of signs and
hicroglyphic characters, but forcing her language prema-
turely into conformity with their own crude speculations,
have given to Sir Walter Scott a pile of forehead which is
unpleasing and cataphysieal, in fact, a caricature of any-
thing that is ever seen in nature, and would (if real) be
csteemed a deformity; in one instance—that which was
introduccd in some aunual or other—the forehead makes
about two-thirds of the entire face. Wordsworth's fore-
Liead is also liable to caricature misrepresentations in theso
days of phrenology : but, whatever it may appear to be in
any man's fanciful portrait, the real living forehead, as I
have been in the habit of seeing it for more than five-and-
twenty years, is not remarkable for its height ; but it i,
perhaps, remarkable for its breadth and expansive develop-
ment.  Neither are the eyes of Wordsworth «large,” as is
erroncously stated somewhere in ¢ Peter's Letters ;" on the
eonirary, they are (I think) rather small ; but; that does not
interfure with their effect, which at times is fine, and suit-
able to his intellectual choracter. At times, I ey, for the
depth cnd subtlety of eyes, even their colouring (as to con-
densation or dilution), varies exceedingly with the state of
the rtomach ; and if young Indies were aware of the ma-
gical transformations which can bo wrought in the depth
and sweetness of the eye by a few weeks® walking’ exercice,
I fancy we should sce their habits in this point altered
greatly for the better. I have scer Wordswortl's eyes
oftentines affected powerfully in this respeet ; bis eyes are
got, under any cireumstances, bright, lustrous, or piercing ;
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bus, after a long day’s toil in walking, I have seen them
assumo an appearance the most solemn aud spiritual that
it is possible for the human eye to wear. The light which
resides in'them is at no time a superficial light ; but, under
favourable accidents, it is a light which seems to come
from unfathomed depths : in fact, it is more truly entitled
to be held “the light that never was on land or sez,” a
light radiating from some far spiritual world, than any the
most idealizing that ever yot a painter's hand created. The
nose, a little arched, and large; which, by the way (accord-
ing to & natural phrenology, existing centuries ngo amongst
some of the lowest amongst ﬂm human species), has always

been d an ion of animal appe-
tites orgnnically smmg And ﬂmt expressed the simple
truth: d jons were fervent and

strong: lmtthaymied upunnbmsof preternatural animal
sensibility diffased through all the animal passions (or ap-
vetites) ; and something of that will be found to hold of all
poets who have been great by original force and power,
not (as Virgil) by means of fine management and exqui-
site artifico of composition applied to their conceptions.
The mouth, and the whole circumjacencies of the mouth,
composed the strongest feature in Wordsworth’s face; there
was nothing specially to be noticed that I know of, in tho
mere outline of the lips; but the swell and protrusion of
the parts above and around the mouth, are both noticeable
in themselves, and also because .they remind me of a very
fact which I di d about three years after

this my first visit to Wordsworth. ~
Being a great collector of everything relating to Milton,
I had naturally possessed myself, whilst yet very young,
of Richardson the painter's thick octavo volume of notes
on the *Paradise Lost.” It happened, however, that my
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eup_v,innunseqncﬂeeof that mania_for porrait collecting
which has stripped g0 many English classics of their en-
graved portraits, wanted the portrait of Milton. Subse
quently I ascertained ‘that it ought to have had a very
good likeness of the great poet ; and I never rested until
I procared 2 copy of the book which had not suffered in
this respect by the fatal admiration of the amateur. The
particular copy offered to me was one which had been
priced tmusnally high, on account of the mnusually fine
epecimen which it contained of the engraved portrait.
This, for a particular reason, I was exceedingly anxions
to see; and the reason was—that, according to an aneo-
dote reported by Richardson himself, this portrait, of all
that were shown to her, was the only one acknowledged
by Milton's last surviving daughter to be a strong like-
mess of her father. And her involuntary gestures con-
curred with her deliberate words :—for, on seeing all the
rest, she was silent and inanimate ; but the very instant
she beheld that crayon drawing, from which is derived the
engraved head in Richardson’s book, she burst out into a
rapture of passionate recognition ; exclaiming— That is
my father ! that is my dear father I” Naturally, there-
fore, afier such a testimony, so much stronger than any
other person in the world could offer to the authentic
value of this portrait, I was eager to see it.

Judge of my astonishment, when, in this portrait of
Milton, I saw o likeness nearly perfect of Wordsworth,
better by much than any which I have’since seen of
thoso expressly painted for himself. The likeness is tole-
mhlypmerredinthnbby&mthas,mwbxebonedihe
little Rydal alls, &e., a backy ; yet
.huumunhmfmar,uammportmtof\vadxwmh,h
the Richardson head of Milton ; and this, I believe, is the

@—IL.
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Inst which represents Wordsworth in the vigour of hiz
power. The rest, which I have not seen, may be better
os works of art (for anything I know to the contrary),
‘ut they must Iabour under the great disadvantage of pre-
senting the features when ¢ defeafured™ in the degree and
the way I have described, by the peculiar ravages of old
age, as it affects this family; for it is noticed of the Words-
worths, by those who are familiar with their peculiarities,
that, in their very blood and constitutional differences,
lie hidden causes that are able, in some mysterious way,
“Those shocks of pssion to prepare
That kill the bloom before its time,
And blanch, withont the owner's crime,
The most resplendent hair."”

Some people, it is notorious, live faster by much than
others ; tho oil is burned out sooner in one constitution
than another : and the cause of this may be various ; but,
in the Wordsworths, one part of the cause is, no doubt,
the secret fire of a temperament too fervid ; the self-con-
suming encrgies of the brain, that gnaw at the heart and
life-strings for ever. In that account which ¢ The Excur-
sion™ presents to us of an imaginary Scotsman, who, to
still the tumult of his heart, when visiting the cataracts of
a mountainous region, obliges himself to study the laws
of light and colour, as they affect the rainbow of the stormy
waters ; vainly attempting to mitigate the fever which
consumed him, by entangling his mind in profound specu-
lations ; raising a crossfire of artillery from the subtilizing
intellect, under the vain conceit that in this way he could
silence the mighty battery of his impassjoned heart—there
we read a picture of Wordsworth and his own youth. In
Miss Wardsworth, every thoughtful observer might read
the same self- style of thought, And the effect
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upon each was so powerful for the promotion of & prema-
ture old age, and of a premature expression of old age,
that strangers invariably supposed them fifteen to twenty
years older then they were. And I remember Wordsworth
once laughing], ing to me, on ing from a
short journey in 1809, a little personal anecdote, which
sufficiently showed what was the -spontaneous impression
upon that subject of casual strangers, whose feelings were
not confused by previous knowledge of the truth. He was
travelling by a stage-coach, and seated outside, amongst
a gond balf-dozen of fellow-passengers. One of these, an
elderly man, who confessed to having passed the grand
climacterical ear (9 multiplied into 7) of 63, though he
did Tot say precisely by how many years, said to Wordst
worth, upon some anticipations which they had been
mutually discussing of changes likely to result from enclo{
sures, &, then going on or projecting— Ay, ay, another
dozen of years will show us strange sights; but you and
T can hardly expect to see them.”— How so0 1" said
Wordsworth. ¢ How so, my friend? How old do you
take me to be”"—« Oh, I beg pardon,” snid the other;
* 1 meant no offence—but what I looking at Wordsworth
more attentively—* youll never see threescore, I'm of
opinion ;” meaning to say that Wordsworth Aad seen it
already. And, to show that he was not singular in so
thinking, he appealed to all the other passengers ; and the
motion passed (mem. con.), that Wordsworth was rather
over than under sixty. Upon this he told them the literal
truth—that he had not yet accomplished his thirty-ninth
year. ¢ God bless me!” said the climacterical man ; * so
then, after all, you'll have a chance to sce your childer get
up like, and get settled! Only to think of that!” And
0 closed the . leaving to Wordsworth an une
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demnblereeordofhmown pmnuturelyuprmed old age
in this unaffe gst & whole party of
]-lmnmen,thathecanldredlybe!anghagenmﬁmof
the forward-looking, who live by hope ; and might reason-
ably expect to see a child of seven years old matured into
o man, And yet as Wordsworth lived into his 82d year,!
it is plain that the premature expression of decay does not;
nrgneanymaldemy
ing to the question of its, I would observe
that this Richardson engraving of Milton hes the advantage
of presenting, not only by far the best likeness of Words-
worth, but of Wordsworth in the prime of his powers—a
point essential in the case of ome so lisble to premature
decay. It may be supposed that I took an early oppor-
tunity of carrying the book down to Grasmere, and calling
for the opinions of Wordsworth's family upon this most
remarkable coincidence. Not one member of that family
‘but was as much impressed as myself with the accuracy of
the likeness. All the peculiarities even were retained—a
drooping appearance of the eyelids, that remarkable. swell
which I have noticed about the mouth, the way in which
the hair lay upon the forehead. In two points only there
was a devistion from the rigorous truth of Wordsworth's
features—the face was a little too short and too broad, and
the eyes were too large. There was.also a wréath of laurel
about the head, which (as Word; ked) disturbed
the natural expression of the whole picture ; elna,mdmﬂl
these few allowances, he also admitted that the resemblance
was, jfor that period of his life, perfect, or as nearly so as
art could accomplish,
I have gone into so large and circumstantial a review
of my recollections on this point, as would have been
trifling and tedious in excess,'had these recollections ro-
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lated to a less important man ; but I have a certain knot-
ledze that the least of them will possess a lasting and a
growing interest in connexion with Willinm Wordsworth.
How peculiar, how different from the interest which we
grant to the idess of a great philosopher, a great mathe-
matician, or a great reformer, is that burning interest
which settles on the great poets who have made them-
eelves necessary to the human heart; who have first
brought into consciousness, and have clothed in words,
those grand catholic feelings that belong to the grand
catholic situations of life through all its stages ; who have
clothed them in such words that human wit despairs of
‘bettering them ! Mighty were the powers, solemn and serene
is the memory, of Archimedes ; and Apollonius shines like
« the starry Galileo” in the firmament of human genius ;
yet how frosty is the feeling associated with these names
by comparison with that which, upon every sunny lawn,
by the side of cvery sncient forest, even in the farthest
dAcpths of Cannde, many a young innocent girl, perhaps at
this very moment—looking now with fear to the dark

. recesses of the infinite forest, and now with love to the

pages of the infinite poet, until the fear is absorbed and
forgotten in the love—cherishes in her heart for the name
and pereon of Shakspere !
. The English language is travelling fast towards the
fulfilment of its desting. Through the influence of the
dreadful Republic,* that within the thirty last years hus

+ Not many months ngo, !hhﬁndhmﬂmy n('ﬂulmhnn'pqm

disputo the
same destioy for the German  But, in the meantime, the ulmﬂng
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mn.ﬂmnghallthesbnguofinfamyinmtheﬁmme
of maturity, and thmughtheEngluheolnmeu—Aﬁ'Aun,
Cavadian, Indian, A linn—the English I (and,
therefore,theEnghshhtmtnm)mrunnmgforwatdto—
wards its ultimate mission of eating up, like Aaron’s rod, _
all other languages. Even the German and the Spanish
will inevitably sink before it ; perhaps within 100 or 150
years, In the recesses of California, in the vast solitudes
of Australia, The Churchyard gst the Mountains, from
‘Wordsworth's « Excursion,” and many a scene of his shorter
poems, will be read, even as now Shakspere is read amongst
the forests of Canada. All which relates to the writer of
these poems will then bear a value of the same kind as
that which attaches to our p 1| ials (unhappily
80 slender) of Shakspere.

Let me now attempt to trace, in a brief outline, the chief
incidents in the life of William Wordsworth, which are
interesting, not only in virtue of their illustrious subject,
butdnouexh‘hhngnmnctmmuhble (elmost a pro-

of ci all tending to
one retnlb—that of insulating from worldly cares, and
earrying onward from childhood to the grave,- ih a state of
serene happiness, one who was unfitted for daily toil, and,
at all events, who could not, under such demands upon his

career of the law-courts, of commerce, and of the national senate,
that cannot suspend themselves for an hour, reduce the case to this
dilemma: If the Irish and the Germans in the United States adapt
their general schemes of education to the service of their public am-
bition, they must begin by traiving themselves to the uso of the lan-
guage now prevailing on all the available stages of ambition. On the
othrhnd,b]nﬁsingtodnﬂ:in,tbyloninthwoumtm
point of advantage. In other words, adopting the English, they
;;nmno. the contest—ot adopting it, they disqualify fhemselves for
e contest.
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time and anxmm, bave prosecuted those genfal labows in
which all maukind have an interest.

William W th was born at Cock th, 2 small
town of Cumberland, Iying about a dozen miles to the
north-west of Keswick, on the high road from that town
to Whitehaven. His father was a solicitor, and acted as
an agent for that Lord Lonsdale, the immediate predecessor
of the present,* who is not unfrequently described by those
who still remember him, as “the bad Lord Lonsdale.” In
what was he'bad ¢  Chiefiy, I believe, in this—that, being
2 man of great local power, founded on his rank, on his
official station of Lord-Lieutenant over two counties, and
on a very large estate, he used his power at times in a most
oppressive way. I have heard it said that he was mad;
and, at any rate, he was inordinately capricious—eapricious
even to eccentricity. But, perhaps, his madness was no-
thing more than the intemperance of a haughty and a head-
strong will, encouraged by the consciousness of power, and
tempted to abuses of it by the abject servility which
poverty and dependence presented in one direction, embit-
tering the contrast of that defiance which inevitably faced
him in another, throughout a land of freedom and amongst
epirits as haughty as his own. He was a true feuaal chiel
tain ; and, in the very approaches to his mansion, in the
style of his equipage, or whatever else was likely to meet
the public eye, he delighted to express his disdain of modern
refinements, and the haughty carelessness of his magnifi-
cence. The coach in which he used to visit Penrith, the
uearest town to his principal house of Lowther, ‘was old
and neglected ; his horses fine, but untrimmed ; and such

* ¢ The present :"—Thig was written about 1835, when the pre.
cent Earl of Lonsdale mennt the late Earl,
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was the impression diffused about him by his gloomy
temper and his habits of oppression, that the strests- were
silent as he traversed them, and an awe sat upon many
faces (so, ab least, I have heard a' Penrith contemporary
of the old despot declare), pretty much like that which .
may be supposed to attend the entry into a guilty town of
some royal commission for trying state criminals. In his
park, you saw some of the most magnificent timber in the
kingdom——irees that were coeval with the feuds of York
and Lancaster, yews that possibly had furnished

Clsur de Lion, and oaks that might have buﬂt%
All was savage grandeur about these native forests :
sweeping lawns and glades had been unapproached,
centuries it might be, by the hand of art; and

them roamed—not the timidfn]]nwdew—buﬁthmd i
droves of wild horses.

“Lord Londsdale went to London less frequently than
else he might have dune, because at home he was allowed
to forget that in this world there was any greater man
than himself Even in London, however, his haughty in-
justice found occasions for making itself known. On a
court day (I revive an anecdate once familiarly kmown),
St. James's Street was lined by cavalry, and the orders were
peremptory that no carriages should be allowed to pass,
except those which were carrying parties to court. Whether
it were by accident or by way of wilfully provoking such
a collision, Lord Lonsdale’s carriage advanced ; and the
conchman, in obedience to orders shouted out from the
window, was turning down the forbidden ronte, when a
trooper rode up to thy horses’ heads, and stopped them ;
the thundering menaces of Lord Lonsdale perplexed the
soldier, who did not know but he might be bringing him-
self into a scrape by persisting in his opposition ; but the
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officer on duty, observing the sceme, rode up, and, in &
determined tone, enforced the order, cansing two of his
men to turn the horses' heads round into Piceadilly.
Lord Lonsdale threw his card to the officer, and a duel
followed ; in which, however, the outrageous injustice of
his lordship met with a pointed rebuke; for the first
person whom he summoned to his aid, in the quality of
second, though a friend, and, I believe, & relative of his
own, declined to sanction by any interference so scanda-
lous a quarrel with an officer for simply executing an
officil duty. In this dilemma (for probably he was aware
that few military men would fail to take the same dis-
approving view of the affair) he applied to the present*
Earl of Lonsdale, then Sir William Lowther. Either there
wust have been some needless discourtesy in the officer’s
mode of fulfilling his duty, or else Sir William thought the
necessity of the case, however wantonly provoked, a suffi-
cient justification for a relative giving his assistance, even
under circumstances of such egregious injustice. At any
rate, it is due to Sir William, in mere nndm,tunypm
that he did nothing in this instance but what his conscience
approved ; seeing, that in all others his conduct has been
such as to win him the universal respect of the two
counties in which he is best known. He it was that
" acted 2s second; and by o will which is said to have
been dated the same day, he became eventually possessed
of a large vamty,whmbdxd n0t necessarily accompany
the title. \/

Another anecdote is told of the same Lord Lonsdale.
which expresses, in a more eccentric way, and a way thss
to many people will be affecting—to some shocking—the

* Vho must now (1854) be classed as the late Earl.
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moody energy of his passions. He loved, with passionate
fervour, o fine young woman, of humble parentage, in s
Cumberland farmhouse. “Her he had persuaded to leave
her father, and put herself under his protection. Whilst
yet young and beautiful, she died : Lord Lonsdale's sor-
row was profound ; he could not bear the thought of a
final parting from that face which had become so familiar
to his heart : he caused her to be embalmed ; a glass was
placed over her features; and at intervals, when his
thoughts reverted to her memory, he-found a consolation
(or perhaps a luxurious irritation) of his sorrow, in visit-
ing this sad memorial of his former happiness. This
story, which I have often heard repeated by the country-
people of Cumberland, strengthened the general feeling
of this eccentric nobleman’s self-willed character, though
in this instance complicated with a trait of character
that argued nobler capacities. By what rules he guided
himself in dealing with the various lawyers, agents, or
stewards whom his extensive estates brought into a de-
pendency upon his justice or his moderation—whether, in
fact, he had no rule, but left all to accident or caprice—
I have never learned. Generally, I have heard it.said,
that in some years of his life he resisted the payment o1
all bills indiscriminately, which he had any colourable
plea for supposing to contain h ; some fared ill,
because they were neighbours, and his lordship could
say, that “he knew them to be kmaves;” others fared
worse, becauss they were so remote, that «how could his
lordship know what they were$” Of this number, and
possibly for this reason left unpaid, was Wordsworth's
fother. He died whilst his four sons and one daughter
were yet helpless children, leaving to them respectabls
fortunes ; but which, as yet, were unrealized and tolerably
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hypothetic, as they happened to depend upon so shadowy
2 basis as the justice of Lord Lonsdale. The cxecutors
of the will, and trustecs of the children's interests, in one
point acted wisely : foresecing the result of a legal con-
test with so potent & defendant as this leviathan of two
counties, and that, under any nominal award, the whole
estate of the orphans might be swallowed up in the costs
of any suit that should be carried into Chancery, they
prudently withdrew from all active measures of opposition,
mﬁdmgmmwhﬂlmpdﬂnsmmmgmnaf
T Iy for that nobleman’s ion, and
also, as was thought, for the children’s prosperity, before
this somewhat rusty quality of justice could have time to
operate, his lordship died.
Huwem,[oronuthnwoﬂdmmongmmmnh

cious s the to Lord Lonsdale’s titles
udebshndshhswumndo.mofthom
case, n all its ci ; and he very b bly gave

directions for full restitution being made. This was done ;
and in one respect the result was more fortunate for the
children than if they had been trained from youth to rely
upon their expectations : for, by the time this repayment
was made, three out of the five children were already settled
in life, with the very amplest prospects opening before them
~—so ample as to make thcir private patrimonial fortunes
of inconsiderable importance in their eyes; and very pro-
bably the withholding of their inheritance it was, however
unjust, and kowever little contemplated as an occasion of
any such effect, that urged these three persons to the ex-
ertions requisite for their present success. Two only of
the children remnined to whom the restoration of their
patrimony was a matter of grave impoitance ; but’it was
precisely those two whom no circumstances could have
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worth's most temperate and even philosophic habits of Life
So peculiarly, indeed, was Captain Wordsworth’s tempera-
ment, and the whole system of his life, coloured by a grave
and meditative turn of thought, that amongst his brother
officers in the Company’s service, he bore the surname of
¢ The Philosopher.” And William Wordsworth, the poet, not
only always spoke of him with a sort of respect, that argued
him to have been no ordinary man, but he has frequently
assured me of one fact, which, as implying some want of
sincerity in himself, gave me pain to hear—viz., that. in
the fine lines entitled «The Happy Warrior,” reciting the
main elements which enter into the composition of a hero,
he had in view chicfly his brother John's character. That
was true, I daresay, but it was inconsistent in some mea-
sure with the mote attached to the lines, by which the
reader learns, that it was out of reverence for Lord Nelson,
as one who transcended the estimate here made, that the
poem had not been openly connected with his name, as
the real suggester of the thoughts. Now, privately, though
still professing a lively admiration for the mighty Admiral,
as one of the few men who carried into his professional
Inbours & real and vivid genius (and thus far Wordsworth
often testified a deep admiration for Lord Nelson), yet, in
reference to these particular lines, he uniformily declared
that Lord Nelson was much below the ideal there -contem-
plated, and that, in fact, it had been suggested by the re-
collection of his brother. But, if so, why should it have
been dissembled ? And surely, in some of the first pas-
sages, this cannot be 8o ; for example, when he makes it
one trait of the haavenbomhero that he, if callsd upon
to face some mighty day of trial—
“To which Heaven has join'd
Great issues, good or bad, for human kind—
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‘Is bappy av a lover, and attired
With a supernal brightaess, like o man inspired "—

then, at least, he must have had Lord Nelson's idea pre-
dominating in his thoughts ; for Captain Wordsworth was
scarcely tried in such a situation. There can be no doubt,
however, that he merited the praises of his brother ; and
it was indeed an idle tale, that he should first of all deviate
from this philosophic temperance upon an occasion where
his utmost energies and the fullest self-possession were all
likely to prove little enough. In reality it was the pilot,
the incompetent pilot, who caused the fatal catastrophe :—
«Q pilot, you have ruined me !” were amongst the last
words that Captain Wordsworth was heard to utter—
pathetic words, and fit for him, * a meek man, and a brave,”
lommaddumgalmtn}mnchtomwlm,mtw

g will of Provids but through
miserable meub and lmpnnmpled levity, had brought
total ruin upon so0 many gallant countrymen. Captain
Wordsworth might have saved his own life ; but the per-
fect loyalty of his nature to the claims upon him, that
snblime fidelity to duty which is so often found amongst men
nfhis profession, kept him.to the last upon the wreck ; and
efter that, it is probable that the almost total wreck of his
own fortunes (which, but for this overthrow, would have
emounted tomntythm:sandpvmdl,npon the successful
tcrmmaumofthuonewynge), but still more, the total
ruin of the new and splendid Indiaman confided to his
care, had so much dejected his spirits, that he was notina
wondition for making such efforts as, under a2 more hopeful
prospect, he might have been able to make. Six weeks his
body lay unrecovered; at the end of that time, it was
found, and carried to the Jsle of Wight, and buried in close
acighhourhond to the quiet fields which he had =o recently
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described in letters to his ainurrat(}mmere, as o Paradise

of English peace, to which his mind would be likely often-

times to revert, amidst the agitations of the sea.

Such were the modes of life pursued by three of the
orphan children : such the termination of life to the
youngest. Meantime, the one daughter of the house was
reared liberally, in the family of o relative at Windsor;
and she might have pursued a quiet and decorous career,
of a character, perhaps, somewhat tame, under the same
dignified auspices ; buf, at an early age, her good angel
threw open to her a vista of nobler prospects, in the oppor-

tunity which then arose, and which she did not hesitate to

seize, of becoming the companion, through a life of de-
lightful wanderings—of what, to her more elevated friends,
seemed little short of vagrancy—the companion and the
confidentinl friend, and, with a view to the enlargement of
her own intellect, the pupil of a brother, the most original
and most meditative man of his_own age. William had
passed his infancy on the very margin of the Lake dis-
trict, just six miles, in fact, beyond the rocky screen of
Whinlatter, and within one hour's ride of Bassenthwaite
Water. To those who live in the tame scenery of Cocker-
mouth, the blue mountains in the distance, the sublime
peaks of Borrowdale and of Buttermere, raise aloft a signal,
as it were, of a new country, a country of romance and mys-
tery, to which the thoughts are habitually turning. Chil-
dren are fascinated and haunted with vague temptations,
wlien standing on the frontiers of such & foreign lond ; and
* 80 was Wordsworth fascinated, so haunted. Fortunate for
Wordsworth that, at au early age, he was transferred to
o quiet nook of this lovely district. At the little town of
Hawkshead, seated on the north-west angle of Esthwaite
Water, o-grammar-school (which, in English usage, means a
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school for classical literaturc) was founded, in Queen Elizs-
beth’s reign, by Archbishop Sandys, who belonged to the
very sueient family of that name, still seated in the neigh-
bourhood.  Hither were sent all the fonr brothers; and
here it was that Wordsworth passed his life, from the age
of nine until the time arrived for his removal to college.
Taking into consideration the peculiar tastes of the person,
and the peculiar advantages of the place, I conceive that no
pupil of a public school can ever have passed a more lnxu-
rious boyhood than Wordsworth. The school discipline
was not by many evidences very strict ; the mode of living
out of echool very much resembled that of Eton for Oppi-
_dans ; less elegant, no doubt, and less costly in its provi-
sions for dation, but not less ble ; and in
that part of the arrangements which was chiefly Etonian,
even more §0; for in both places the boys, instead of
being gathered into one fold, and at night into one or two
huge dormitories, were distributed amongst motherly old
« dames,” technically so called at Eton, but not at Hawks-
head. In the latter place, agreeably to the inferior scale of
the whole establishment, the houses were smaller, and more
cottage-like, consequently more like private honseholds : and
the old lady of the ménage.was more constantly amongst
them, providing, with maternal tenderness and with a pro-
fessional pride, for the comfort of her young flock, and pro-
tecting the weak from oppression. The humble cares to
which these poor matrons dedicated themselves, may be
collected from several allusions scattered through the poems
of Wordsworth ; that entitled “Nutting,” for instance, in
which his own eaily Spifiosistio feeling is introduced, of a
mystenous presencediffused through the solitudes of woods,
o presence that wos disturbed by the intrusion’of careless
and noisy outrage, and which is brought into a strong
a2
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relief by the previous homely picture of the old housewife
equipping her young charge with beggar’s weeds, in order
to prepare him for a struggle with thorns and brambles.
Indeed, not only the moderate rank of the boys, and the
peculiar kind of relation assumed by these matrons, equally
suggested this humble class of motherly attentions, but
the whole spirit of the place and neighbourhood was favour-
able to an old English homeliness of d ic and personal

y kshead, most f ly for its own man-
ners and the primitive style of its habits, even to this day,
stands about six miles out of the fashionable line for the
« ra”

Esthwaite, though a lovely scene in its summer garni-
ture.of woods, has no features of permanent gmnda?” to
rely upon. A wet or gloomy day, even in summer, re-
duces it to little more than a wildish pond, surrounded by
miniature hills : and the sole circumstances which restore
the sense of a romantic region and an Alpine character,
are the towering groups of Langdale and Grasmere folls,
which look over the little pastoral barriers of Esthwaite,
from distances of eight, ten, and fourteen miles. Esth-
waite, thorefore, being no object for itself, and the sublime
head of Coniston being accessible by a road which evades
Hawkshead, few tourists ever trouble the repose of this
little village town. And in the days of which I am speak-
ing (1778-1787), tourists were as yet few and infrequent
to any parts of the country. Mrs. Radcliffe had not begun
to cultivate the sense of the picturesque in her popular
romances ; guide-books, with the sole exception of « Gray's
Posthumous Letters,” had not arisen to direct public atten-
tion to this domestic Calsbrin; ronds were rude, and, in
many instances, not wide emough to admit post-chaises ;
but, above all, the whole system of travelling accommo-
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dativus was barbarous and antediluvian for Ly reguisitions
of the pampered south. As yet the land had rest; the
annual fever did not shake the very hills ; and (which was
the happiest immunity of the whole) falst taste, the pseudo-
romantic rage, had not violated the most awful solitudes
amongst the ancient hills by operahouss decorations.
Wordsworth, therefore, enjoyed this labyrinth of valleys
in a perfection that no one can have experienced since
the opening of the present century. The whole was one
paradise of virgin beauty ; the rare works of man, all over
the: land, were hoar with the grey tints of an antique
picturesque ; nothing was new, nothing was 7aw and
uncicatrized. Hawlshead, in porticular, though tamely
seated in itself and its immedinto purlieus, has a most for-
tunate and central locality, as regards the best (at least
the most interesting) scenes for a pedestrian rambler. The
gorgeous scenery of Borrowdale, the austere sublimities
of Wastdalehead, of Langdalehead, or Mardale—these are
too oppressive, in their colossal proportions and their
utter eolitudes, for encouraging a perfectly human interest,
Now, taking Hawkshead as s cenire, with a radius of
about eight miles, one might describe a little circular
tract which embosoms a perfect network of lLittle valleys
—scparate wards or cells, a3 it were, of one larger valley,
walled in by the great leading mountains of the region,
Grasmere, Easedale, Great and Little Langdale, Tilberth-
waite, Yewdale, Elter Water, Longhrigg Tarn, Skelwith, and
many other little quite nooks, lie within a single division of
this labyrinthine district. All these are within one summer
afternoon’s ramble. And amongst these, for the years of
bis boyhood, lay the daily excursions of Wordsworth.
I do not conceive that Wordsworth could have been an *

emiable boy ; he was austere and nmsocial, I have reason
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to thiuk, in his habits ; not generous; and not sulfdeny.
ing. I am pretty certain that no consideration would
ever have induced Wordsworth to burden himself with a
Indy's roticule, parasol, shawl, or anything exacting trouble
ond attention. Mighty must be the danger which would
induce him to lead her horse by the bridle, Nor would
he, without some demur, stop to offer her his ‘hand over a
stile. Freedom—unlimited, careless, insolent freedom—-
urloccupied possession of his own arms—absolute control
over his own legs and motions—these have always been
80 essentinl to his comfort, that, in any case where they
were likely to become questionable, he would have de-
clined to make one of the party. Meantime, we are not

to suppose that W h the boy exp sought
for solitary scenes of nature amongst woods and moun-
N ith a direct scipation of imaginati

pleasure, and loving them with a pure, disinterested love,
on their own separate account. These are feclings beyond
boyish nature, or, at all events, beyond boyish nature
trained amidst the selfishness of social intercourse, Words-
worth, like his companions, haunted the hills and the vales
for the sake of angling, snaring birds, swimming, and some-
times of hunting, according to the Westmoreland fashion (or
the Irish fashion in Galway), on foot; for riding to the
chase is quite impossible, from the precipitous nature of
. %he ground. It was in the course of these pursuits, by an
indirect effect growing gradually upon him, thet Words-
worth became a passionate lover of nature, at the time
when the growth of his intellectual faculties made it pos-
sible that he should combine those thoughtful passions with
the experience of the eye and the ear.

One of the most interesting among the winter amuse-
ments of the Hawkshead boys was that of skating.on the
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adjocent lnke. Esthwaite Water is not one of the decp
lakes, as its neighboms of Windermere, Coniston, and
Grasmere are ; consequently, a very slight duration of frost
is sufficient to freeze it into a bearing strength. In
this respect Wordsworth found the same advantages in
his boyhood as afterwards at the university; for the
county of Cambridge is generally linble to shallow waters ;
and that university breeds more good skaters than all the
rest of England. About the year 1810, by way of espress-
ing on interest in « The Friend,” which was just at that
time appearing in weekly numbers, Wordsworth allowed
Coleridge to print an extract from the poem on his own
life, descriptive of the games celobrated upon the ice of
Esthwaite by all who were sble to skate: the mimic
chases of hare and hounds, pursued long after the last -
orange gleam of light had died away from the western
horizon—oftentimes far into the night; a circumstance
which does not speak much for the discipline of the
schools, or rather, perhaps, does speak much for the ad-
vantages of a situntion so pure, and free from the usual
pcrﬂ:nfnwwn,nmuldd]wofndimphmmhx.
We th, in this fine descriptive passage—which I wish
ﬂmlhnd.atthummethemmofuhng,mm
to amplify my account of Lis earliest tyrocinfum—speaks
of himself as frequently wheeling aside from bis Joyous
companions to cut across the image of a star; and thus,
:nlmadym the midst of lpurhvmus, and by a movement
of sp ess, half i tp himself ing the
growing necessity of Tetirement to his habits of thought.
At another period of the year, when the golden summer
sllowed the students & long season of ‘early play before
the studies of the day began, he describes himself as
roaming, hond-in-hand. with ome companion, along the
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banks of Esthwaite Water, chanting, with one voice, the
verses of Gloldsmith and of Gray—verses which, at the
time of recording the fact, he had come to look upon
as cither in parts false in the principles of their com-
position, or, at any rate, as far below the tome of high
poctic passion ; but which, at that time of life, when the
profounder feclings were as yet only germinating, filled
them with an enthusinsm ~ *

“ More bright than madness and the dreams of wine.”

Meanwhile, how prospered the classical studies which
formed the main business of Wordsworth at Hawkshead ?
Not, in all probability, very well ; for, though Wordsworth
finally became a very sufficient master of the latin lan-

. guage, and read certain favourite authors, especially Horace,
with a critical nicety, and with a feeling for the felicities
of his composition, I have reason to think that little of
this skill had been obtained at Hawkshead. As to Greek,
that is o language which Wordsworth mever had energy
enough to cultivate with effect.

From Hawkshead, and, I believe, after he had entered
his eighteenth year (a time which is tolerably early on the
English plan), probably at the latter end of the year 1787,
Wordsworth entered at St. John's College, Cambridge.
St. John's ranks as the second college in Cambridge—the
second as to numbers, and influence, and general considera-
tion ; in the estimation of the Johnians as the first, or at
least as co-equal in all things with Trinity ; from which, at
any rate, the general reader will collect, that no such abso-
Ilute supremacy is accorded to any society in Cambridge,
as in Oxford is accorded nevessarily to Christ Church. The
advantages of a large college are considerable, both to
the idle man, who wishes to lurk unnoticed in the crotrd,
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#nd to the brilliant man, whose vanity could not be grati-
fied by pre-eminence amongst a few. Wordsworth, though
not idle a8 regarded his owil pursuits, was so as regarded
the pursuits of the place. With respect to them he felt—
to use his own words—that his hour was not come ; and
that his doom for the present was a happy obscurity, which
left him, unvexed by the torments of competition, to the
geninl enjoyment of life in its most genial hours.

It will excite some astonishment when I mention that,
on coming to Cambridge, Wordsworth actually assumed the
beau, or, in modern slang, the “dandy.” He dressed in
, silkk stockings, had his heir powdered, and in all things
plumed himself on his gentlemanly habits. To those who
remember the slovenly dress of his middle and philosophic
life, this will farnish matter for a smile.

Stranger still it is to tell, that, for the first time in his
life, Wordsworth became inchrinted at Cambridge. It is
but fair to add, that the first time was also the last, time.
But perhaps the strangest part of the story is the occasion
of this drunkenness ; which was in celebration of his first
visit to the very rooms at Christ College once occupied by
lilton—intoxication by way of homage to the most tem-
perate of men ; and this homage offered by one who has
turned out himself to the full as temperate! Every man,
meantime, who is not a churl, must grant & privilege and
charter of large enthusiasm to such an occasion. And an
older man than Wordsworth (at that era not fully nineteen),
and a man even without a poet’s blood in his veins, might
bave leave to forget his sobriety in such circumstances,
Besides which, after all, I have heard from Wordsworth's
own lips, that he was not too far gore to attend chapel
decorously during the very acmé of his elevation.

‘The rooms which Wordsworth occupied at St. John's were
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ingularly ci d ; mémento s of what is highest and
what is lowest in hmmm thmgp solicited the eye and the
ear all day long. If the occupant approached the out:
doors prospect, in one direction, there was visible, through
the great windows in the adjacent chapel of Trinity, the
statue of Newton * with his silent face and prism,” me-
morials of the abstracting intellect, serene and absolute,
emancipated from fleshly bonds. On the other hand, im-
mediately below, stood the college kitchen ; and, in that
region, “from noon to dewy eve,” resounded the shrill
voice of scolding from the female ministers of the head
cook, never suffering the mind to forget one of the meanest
amongst human necessities. Wordsworth, however, as one
who passed much of his time in social gaiety, was less in
the way of this annoyance than a profounder student would
have been. Probably he studied little beyond French and
Italian during his Cambridge life ; not, 1 , ot any
time forgetting (as I had so much reason to complain,
when speaking of my Oxonian contemporaries) the litera-
ture of his own country. It is true, that he took the re-
gular degree of A.B., and in the regular course; but this
was won in those days by a mere nominal examination,
unless where the mathematical attainments of the student
prompted his ambition to contest the splendid distinction
of Senior Wrangler. This, in common with all other
honours of the university, is won in our days with far
severer effort than in that age of relaxed discipline; but
at no period could it have been won, let the malicious say
what they will, without an amount of mathematical skill
very much beyondwbnthnsevetbem mcwlnfm
alumni-by any other Europ ‘Word

was & profound admirer of the sublimer mnﬂ:amutm ot
lenst of the higher geometry. The sccret of this admira-




WILLIAM WORDSWORTR. 169

tion for geometry lay in the antagoniem between this world
of hodiless abstraction and the world of passion. And here
I may mention appropriately, and I hope without any breach
of confidence, that, in a great philosophic poem of Words-
worth's, which is still in MS., and will remain in S, until
after his death, there is, at the opening of one of the books,
a dream, which reaches the very ne plus ultra of sublimity,
in my opinion, espressly framed to illustrate the eternity
and the independence of all social modes or fashions of
existence, conceded to these two hemispheres, as it were,
that compose the total world of human power—mathema-
tics on the one hand, poetry on the other.

T gearcely know whether I am entitled to quote—as my
memory (though not refreshed by a sight of the poem for
more than twenty years) would well enable me to do—any
long extract; but thus much I may allowably say, as it
cannot in any way affect Mr. Wordsworth's interests, that
the form of the dream is as follows ; and, by the way, oven
this form is not arbitrary ; but, with exquisite skill in the
art of composition, is made to arise out of the situation in
which the poet had previously found himself, and is faintly
prefigured iu the clements of that situation. He had been
reading * Don Quixote” by the sea-side ; and, oppressed by
the heat of the sun, he had fallen asleep, whilst gazing on
the larren sands before him,  Even in these circumstances
of the case—as, first, the adventurous and halflunatic
Imight riding about the world, on missions of universal
philanthropy ; and, secondly, tho barren sands of the sea-
rhore—one may read the germinal principles of the dream.
He dreams that, walking in some sandy wilderness of Africa,
some endless Zaharn, he sces at a distance

“ An Arab of the desert, lance in rest,
Mounted upon o dromedary.”
u—ik
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The Arab rides forward to meet him; and_the dreamer
verceives, in the countenance of the rider, the agitation of
fear, and that he often looks behind him in a troubled way,
whilst in his hand he holds two books—one of which is
Eudlid’s ¢ Elements ;” the other (which is a book and yet
not a book) seeming, in fact, & shell as well a8 & book—
seeming neither, and yet both at once. The Arab directs
him to apply the shell to his ear ; upon which,
“ In an unknown fongue, which yet I anderstood,”
the dreamer says that he heard
“ A wild prophetio blast of harmony,
An ode, as if in passion utter'd, that foretold
Destruction to the people of this earth
By deluge near at hand.”
The Arab, with grave countenance, assures him that it is
even 50 ; that all was true which had been said ; and that
lie himself was riding upon a divine mission, having it in
charge
“ To bury those two books;
The one that held acquaintance with the stars,
undisturb’d by Space or Time;
The other, that was a god, yes, many gods,
Had voices more than all the winds, and was
A joy, a consolation, and a hope!”
That is, in effect, his mission is to seoure the two great
interests of poetry and mathematics from sharing in t'he
watery ruin. As he talks, suddenlv the dreamer p
that the Arab’s
“ Countenance grew more disturbd,”

and that his eye was often reverted ; upon which the
dreaming poet also'looks along the desert in the same
direction ; and in the far horizon he descries

“ A glittering light."
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het is it-be asks of tho Amb rider. It is,” sud the
Amb, “the waters of the earth,” that even then were tra-
veliing on their awful errand.  Upon which, the poet sees
this apostle of the desert riding
“Hurrying o'or the Mimitablo wm'.

With the flect watera of a drowning worl

Tn chaso of him: whereat I [mmnngthepoet] waked in terror,

And eaw the sea before me, and the book

TIn which I hnd been reading ot my side.”

The sketch I havo hore given of this sublime dream suf-
ficiently attests the interest which Wordsworth took in the
mathematic studies of the place, and the exalted privilege
which he aseribed to them of co-eternity with ¢ the vision
and the faculty divine” of the poet—the destiny common
to_Loth, of an endless triumph over the ruins of nature
and of time. Meantime, he himself travelled no farther in
these studies than through the six elementary books,
usually selected from the fifteen of Euclid. Whatever
might be the interests of his speculative understanding,
whatever his admiration, practically he devoted himself to
the more agitating interests of man, social and political,
just then commencing that vast career of revolution which
has ncver since been still or stationary ; interests which in
his mind alternated, nevertheless, with another and dif-
furent intercst, in the grander forms of external nature, as
found amongst mountains and forests. In dbedience to this
latter passion it wns—for a passion it had become—that
during one of his long Cambridge vacations, stretching from
June to November, he went over to Switzerland and Savoy,
for a pedestrian excursion amongst the Alps; taking with
him for his travelling companion a certain AMr. J—, of
whom (excepting that ho is ones apostrophized in & sonnet,
written at Calais in the year 1802) I never happened to
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hear him speak : whence I presume to infer, that Mr. J.——
owed this flattering distinction, not so much to any intel-
lmﬂgmeesofhmmmmu,pethps,toMpowmnf
4 punisk " (in the I ge of the
« fancy ) to restive and mutinons landlords ; for such were
abroad in those days ; people who presented huge reckon-
ings with one hand, and with the other a huge cudgel, by
way of opening the traveller's eyes to the propriety of
settling them without demur, and without discount. I do
not positively know this to have been the case ; but I have.
heard Wordsworth speak of the ruffian landlords who
played upon his youth in the Grisons; and, however well
qualified to fight his own battles, he might find, amongst
such savage i b better than
one.

‘Wordsworth’s route, on this occasion, lay at first throngh
Austrian Flanders, then (1788, I think) on the fret for an
insurrectionary war against the capricious innovations of
the imperial coxcomb, Joseph 1. He passed through the
camps then forming, and thence ascended the Rhine to
Switzerland ; crossed the Great St. Bernard, visited the
Lake of Como, and other interesting in the north of
Ttaly, where, by the way, the tourists were benighted in & _
forest—having, in some way or other, been misled by the
Ttalian clocks, and their peculiar fashion of striking round
to twenty-four o'clock. On his return, Wordsworth pub-
lished o quarto pamphlet of verses, describing, with very con-,
siderable effect and brilliancy, the grand scenery amongst
which he had been moving. This poem, as well as another
in the same quarto .form, ‘describing the English lake
soanery of Wi Jand and Cumberland, addressed by
way of letter “to & young lady” (vis, Miss Wordsworth),
ere remarkable, in the first place, as the earliest effort of
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Wordsworth in verse, at least as his earliest publication ;
‘but, in the second place, and still more so, from their style
of composition. “Pure description,” even where it cannot
be said, sneeringly, “to hold the place of sense,” is 5o little
attractive as the direct exclusive object of 2 poem, and
in reality it exacts so powerful an effort on the part of the
reader to reslize visually, or make into an apprehensible
unity, the scattered elements and circumstances of external
landscapes painted only by words, that, inevitably, and rea-
sonably, it can never hope to be a popular form of compo-
sition ; else it is highly probable that these "D(smpﬁra
Sketches” of Wordsworth, though

nsmoumthmpmcrpluufwmpoliﬁonbyhilm
maturer taste, would really have gained him a high mo-
mentary notoriety with the public, had they been fairly
‘brought under its notice ; whilst, on the other hand, his re-
volutionary principles of composition, and his purer taste,
ended in obtaining for him nothing but scorn and ruffian
insolence. This seems marvellous ; but, in fact, it is not
80 ; it seems, I mean, primd facie, marvellous that the in-
ferior models should be fitted to gain a far higher reputa-
tion ; but the secret lies here—that these were in & stylo
of composition which, if sometimes false, had been long
reconciled to the public feelings, and which, besides, have
a specific charm for certain minds, even apart from all
fashions of the day ; whereas, his later poems had to struggle
against sympathies long trained in an opposite direction,
to which the recovery of a healthier tome (even whero
noture had made it possible) presupposed a difficnlt’ process
of wening, and an effort of discipline for re-organizing the
whole internal economy of the sensibilities, that is both
painful and mortifying : for—and that is worthy of deep
sttention—the misgivings of any vicious or unhenlthy state ;
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the impulses and suspicious gleams of the truth struggling
with cherished error ; the instinets of light conflicting witk
darkness—these are the real causes of that hatred and in-
tolerant scorn which is ever awakened by the first d

of new and important systems of truth. Therefore it is,
that Christinnity wos so much more hated than any mere
variety of error. Thercfore are the first feeble struggles
of nature towards a sounder state of health always harsh
and painful ; for tho false system which this change for the
better disturbs had, at least, this soothing advimtage—that
it wns sclf-consistent. Thercfore, also, was the Words-

of el 'y power, and of a higher
or transcendent truth of nature (or, as some peoplo vaguely
d the case, of simplicity), received at first with such

malignant disgust. For there was a galvanic awakening
in the shock of power, as it jarred against the ancient sys-
tem of prejudices, which inevitably revealed so much of
truth as made the mind-jealous ; enlightened it cnough to”
desery its own wanderings, but not cnough to recover the

right rond. The more ic, the more di
potent are the throes of nature bo\mrds her own re-estab-
lishment in the eases of suspended ani by drowni

strangling, &e.—the more keen is the :mgmuh of revwnl.
And, universally, o transition state is a state of suffering
and Jdisquiet. Meantime, the early poems of Wordsworth,
that might have suited the public taste so much better than
his more serious efforts, if the fashion of the hour,.or the
sanction of o lending review, or the prestige of a name, had
happened to bring them under the public eye, did, in fact,
drop unnoticed into the' market. Nowhere have I seen
them quoted—no, not even since the author's victorious
establishment in the public admiration. The reason may
be, however, that not many copies were printed at first ; no



WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 175

suhscquent edition was ever called for; and yot, from
growing interest in tho author, every copy of the small im-
pression had been studiously bought up. Indeed, I myself
went to the publisher's (Johnsons) as early as 1805 or
1806, and bought up all the remaining copies (which
were but six or seven of the Foreign Sketches, and two or
three of the English), as presents, and as future curinsities
in literature to literary friends, whose interest in Words-
worth might assure one of 2 due value being put upon the
poem. Were it not for this extreme scarcity, I am disposed
to think that many lines or pessages would long ers this have
Teen made familiar to the public ear. Some are delicatoly,
some forcibly picturesque; and the selection of ciroum-
stances is occasionally very original and felicitous, In par-
ticular, I remember this one, which presents an aceident in
raral life that must by thousands of repetitivns have bocome
intimately known to every dweller in the country, and yct
had never before been consciously taken up for o poet's
use. After having described the domestic cock as * sweetly
ferocious”—a prettiness of phraseology which he borrows
from an Italian author—he notices those competitions or
defiances which are so” often carried on interchangeably
between barn-door cocks from great distances :—

“ Echoed by faintly anewering farms remote.”

This is the beautiful line in which he has caught and
preserved so ordinary an occurrence—one, in fact, of the
which lend avimation and a moral interest

to rural life.

After his return from this Swiss excursion, Wordsworth
took up his parting residence at Cambridge, and prepared
fer n final adieu to academio pursuits and academic society,

It was about this period that the French Revolution
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broke out; and the reader who would understand its
appalling effects—its convulsing, revolutionary effects upon
‘Wordsworth's heart and soul—should consult the history
of ‘the Solitary, as given by himself in ¢ The Excursion ;"
for that picture is undoubtedly a leaf from the personal

experience of Wordsworth :—

“ From that dejection I was roused ~but how #"
Mighty was the ion which it 1ght in the
whole my of his thonghts; miraculous almost was

the expansion which it gave to his human sympathies ;
chiefly in this it showed its effects—in throwing the
thoughts inwards into grand meditations upon man, his
final destiny, his wltimate capacities of elevation; and,
secondly, in giving to the whole system of the thoughts
and feelings a firmer tone, and a sense of the awful realities
which surround the mind ; by comparison with which the
previous literary tastes seemed (even where they were
fine and elegant, as in Collins or Gray, unless where they
had the selfsufficing reality of religion, as in Cowper)
fanciful and trivial. In all lands this result was accom-
plished, and at the same time : Germany, above all, found
her new literature the mere creation and rebound of this
great moral tempest; and, in Germany or England alike,
the poetry was so entirely regenerated, thrown into moulds
of thought and of feeling so new, that the poets every-
where felt themselves to be putting away childish things,
and now first, among those of their own century, entering
upon the dignity and the sincere thinking of mature man-
hood. :

‘Wordsworth, it is well known to all who know anything
of his history, felt himself so fascinated by the gorgeous
festival era of the Revolution—that era when the slesping
snskes which afterwards stung the national felicity were'
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yet covered with flowers—that he went over to Paris, aud
spent about one entire year between that city, Orleaus,
and Blois. There, in fact, he continued to reside almost
too long. He had been sufficiently connected with public
men,mhnvednﬂnponhmldfmnmﬁm&m
who aft the Committee of Public Safety.
And, as an Englishman, when that partiality began to
droop, which at an earlier period had protected the English
name, he became an object of gloomy suspicion with those
even who would have grieved that he should fall & victim
to undistinguishing popular violence. Already for England,
and in her behalf, he was thought to be that spy which
(a8 Coleridge tells us in his  Biographin Literaria”)
afterwards he was accounted by Mr. Pitt's emissaries, in
the worst of services against her. I doubt, however (let
me say it without impeachment of Coleridge's veracity—
for he was easily duped), this whole story about Mr.
Pitt's Somersetshire spies; and it hes often struck me
with astonishment, that Coleridge should have suffered his
personal pride to take so false a direction as to court the
humble distinetion of having been suspected as a conspi-
ator, in those very years when poor empty tympanies
of men, such as Thelwall, Holoroft, &o., were actually
recognised as enemics of the state, and worthy of a state
surveillance, by ministers so blind and grossly misinformed
" a8, on this point, wero Pitt end Dundas. Had I been
Coleridge, instead of saving Mr. Pitt's reputation with
posterity, by ascribing to him a jealousy which he or his
agents had not the discernment to cherish, I would have
boldly planted myself upon the fact, the killing fact, that
he bad utterly ignored both myself (Coleridge, to wit),
and Wordsworth—even with Dogberry, J would have
insisted wpon that—¢ Set down, slso, that T am an
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asa |” clamorous should hove been my exultation in this
fact.*

In France, however, Wordsworth had a chance, in good
earnest, of passing for the traitor, that, in England, no
rationel person ever thought him. He had chosen his
friends carelessly ; nor could any man, the most sagacious,
have chosen them safely, in a time when the internal
schisms of the very smme general party brought with
them worse hostilities and more personal perils than even,
upon the broader divisions of party, could have attended
the most ul/tra professions of anti-national politics, and
when the rapid changes of position shifted the peril from

# The reader, who may happen not to have seen Coleridge's
“ Biographia Literario,” is informed that Coleridge tells 2 long story
about & man who followed and dogged lnmu-lf nnd Wonixvmrﬂn fn
all their raral fons, under a
from Mr. Pitt) for detecting some overt acts of treason, or trensonable

; or, in defanlt of either, somo words of trensonable
conversation. Unfortunately for his own interests ns un active ser-
vant, even in a wholo month that spy had collected nothing at all as
the basis of [y upurt excepting only something which they (Coleridge
and W to wit) were inually saying to each other, now
in blame, now in praise, of one Spy Nosy; and this, praise and blame
alike, the honest spy very naturally took to himsolf, seeing that the
world accused him of having a nose of unreasonable diwensions, and
his own conscience accused him of being a spy.  Now,” says Onk-
ridge, * the very fact was, that W th and I were a
talking about Spindsa.” This story makes a very good Jos Miller;
but, for other purposes, is somewhat damaged. However, there isone
excellont story in the case. Some country gentleman from the neigh-
bourhood of Nether Stoway, upon & party happening to discuss the
probabilities that Wordsworth and Coleridge might be traitors, and in
nce with the French Direotory, answered thus:—*“ Ob, aste

that Coleridge, he's o nlﬂeh-in,thntwﬂlmmminamekthnh
will stand to in & twe But W th—that's the traitors
‘why, bless you, he's 50 close, that yow'll never hear Lim open bis lips
on the sabject from year's end to year's end 1"
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month to month. One individual is especially recorded
by Wordsworth, in the poam on his own life, as & man of
the highest merit, and personsl qualities the most brilliant,
who ranked first upon the list of Wordsworth’s friends ;
and this man was 8o far a safe friend, at one moment, as
he was a republican general—finelly, indeed, a commander-
in-chief. - This was Beaupuis ; and the description of his
character and position is singularly interesting. There is,
in fact, & special value and a use about the case ; it opens
one’s eyes feelingly to the fact, that, even in this thought-
less people, so full of vanity and levity, nevertheless, the.
. awful temper of thé times, and the dread burden of human
interests with which it was charged, had called to & con-
scionzness of new duties, bad summoned to an sudit, as
if at some great final fribunal, even the gay, radiant cren-
tures that, under less solemn auspices, under the reign of
2 Francis 1. or a Louis x1v., would have been the merest
painted butterflies of the comrt sunshine. This Beaupuis
was & man of superb person—beautiful in a degree which
made him a painter’s model, both a8 to face and figure;
and, accordingly, in a land whera conquests of that nature
were 8o ensy, and the subjects of go trifling an effcrt, he
had been distinguished, to his own as well as the public
eyes, by & rapid succession of ommes fortunes amongst
women. Such, and so glorified by triumphs the most

and bad the earthquake of the
Revolution found hini. From that moment he had no
leisure, not a thought, to bestow upon his former sclfish
and frivolous pursuits. Ho was hurried, as one inspired
by some high apostolic passion, into the service of the
unhappy and desolate serfs amongst his own countrymen—
such os are described, at an earlier date, by Madame de
Sevigmé, as the victims of fendal institutions ; and one day,
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a8 he was walking with Wordsworth in the neighbour-
hood of Orleans, and they had turned into®a little quiet
lane, leading off from a heath, suddenly they came upon
the following spectacle :—A. girl, seventeen or eighteen
years old, hunger-bitten, and wasted to a meagre shadow,
was Imitting, in o dejected, drooping way ; whilst to her
arm was attached, by a rope, the horse, equally fomished,
that earned the miserable support of her family. Beaupuis
comprehended the scene in a moment ; and seizing Words-
worth by the arm, he said,—* Dear English friend —
brother from & nation of freemen l—#hat it is which is
the curse of our people, in their widest section; and to
cure this it is, as well as to maintain our work against
the kings of ‘the earth, that blood must be shed and tears
must flow for many years to come!” At that time the
Revolution had not fulfilled its tendencies; as yet, the
king was on the throme; the fatal 10th of August 1792,
had not dawned; and thus far there was safety for a
subject of kings* The irresistible stream was hwrying

* How little has any adequate power as yot approached this great
theme! Not the Grecian stage, not * the dark sorrows of the. line
of Thebes,” in any of its scenes, unfold such tragical grouping of
cirpnmstances and situations as may be gathered from the memoirs
of the time, The galleries and vast staircases of Versailles, at early
dawn, on some of the greatest days—filled with dreadful faces—the
figure of the Duke of Orleans nbmmly deteoted amongst them—
the ‘growing fury—the growing blind tumult—and the
dimness of the evont,—all make up a scene worthy to blend with our
images of Babylon or of Nineveh with the enemy in all her gates,
Memphis or Jerusalem in their agonies. But, amongst all the ex-
ponents of the grvwing'ngihﬁm that besieged the public mind, none
is so profoundly i lmpreulve 28 the scene (every Sunday renewed) at
the Chapel Royal. Even in thpmonponmnh.l uftlie hmin, in
the presence when most i of God his
the autiphonies are chanted, one party singing, with fury and gnasa-
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forwards. The king fell ; and (to pause for a moment)
how divinely is the fact recorded by Wordsworth, in the
MS, poem on his own life, placing the awful scenes past
and passing in Paris, under a pathetic relief from the
description of the golden, autumnal day, sleeping in sun-
shine—
“When I

Towards the fieroe metropolis bent my steps

The homeward road to England. From his throne

The king had fallen,” &o.
What o picture does he give of the fury which there
possessed the public mind ; of the frenzy which shone in
every eye, and through every gesture; of the stormy
groups assembled at the Palais Royal, or the Tnileries,
with “ Lissing factionists” for ever in their centre, * hiss-
ing” from the self-baffling of their own madness, and
incapable from wrath of spenking clearly ; of fear alrendy
creeping over the manners of multitudes ; of stealthy move-
wents through back streets ; plotting and counter-plotting
in every family ; feuds to extermination, dividing children
of the same house for ever ; scenes such as those of the
Chapel Royal (now silenced on that public stage), repeat-
ing themselves daily amongst private friends ; and, to show
the universality of this jacal that it was
no narrow storm diecharging its fury by local concentra-

ing of teeth, Salvum fac regem, and another, with equal hatred and
fervour, answering Et Reginam [the poor queen at this time en-
gmlmg the popular hatred]—tho organ roared into thunder—the

chorus swelled into shoutis into defiance—again
the crashing semi-choir sang with shouts their Saloum fac regem—
again the vengoful antiphony hurled back its E¢ Reginam—and one
pereon, an eye-witness of theso scenes, which mounted in violence on
ench successive Sunday, declares, that oftentimes the semi-choral
rodics were at tho point of fighting with each otber in the presence
of tho king.
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tion upon a single city, but that it overspread the whole
realm of France—a picture is given, wearing the sams
fentures, of what passed daily at Orleans, Blois, and other
towns. The citizens are deseribed in the attitudes they
assumed at the daily coming in of the post from Paris;
the fierce sympathy is portroyed with which they echoed
back the feelings of their compatriots in the capital : men
of all parties had been -there up to this time—aristocrats
as well as democrats ; and one, in particular, of the former
class is put forward as a representative of his class. This
man, duly as the hour arrived which brought the Parisian”
newspapers, read restlessly of the tumults and insults
amongst which the Royal Family now passed their days;
of the decrees by which his own order were threatened or
assailed ; of the self-expatrintion, now continually swelling
in amount, as & measure of despair on the part of myriads,
as well priests as gentry—all this and worse he read in
public ; and still, as he read,
“ His hand
Haunted his sword, like an unonsy spot
In his own body.”

In short, as there never has been so strong a national con-
vulsion diffused so widely, with equal truth it may be
asserted, that no deseriber, so powerful, or idealizing so
magnificently what he deals with, has ever been a real
living spectator of parallel scenes. The French, indeed, it
may be said, aro far enough from being a people profound
in fecling. True; but, of all people, they most exhibit
their feeling on the surface ; are the most demonstrative (to
use o modern term), and most ofnll (exoept Iedians) mark
their feelings by outward l s not
loinsutupontheobnmmh—thﬂcvenapmpled
vhallow feeling may be deeply moved by tempests which
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uproor the forest of a thousand years’ growth ; by changes
iu the very organization of society, such as throw all things,
for a time, into one vast anarchy ; and by murderous pas-
sions, alternately the effect and the cause of that same
"chaotic anarchy. Norw, it was in this automn of 1792, as
I Bave alrendy snid, that Wordsworth parted finally from
his fllustrious friend—for, all things considered, he may be
Jjustly go entitled—the gallant Beanpuis. This great season
of public trial had searched men’s natures ; revealed their
real hearts ; brought into light and action qualities often-
times not suspected by their possessors; and had thrown
men, as in elementary states of society, cach upon his own
mative resources, unaided by the old conventional forces of
rapk and birth. Beaupuis had shone to unusual advantage
under this general trial ; he had discovered, even to the
philosophic eye of Wordsworth, a depth of benignity very
unusual in & Frenchman ; and not of local, contracted
‘benignity, but of large, illimitable, apostolic devotion to the
eervice of the poor and the oppressed—a fact the more re-
markable, as he had all the pretensions in his own person
of high birth and high rank ; and, so far as he had any per-
soral interest embarked in the struggle, should have allied
himself with tho avistoeracy. But of selfishness in any
shape he had no vestiges ; or, if he had, it showed itself in
o elight tinge of vanity ; yet, no—it was not vanity, but
a radiant qm:knasa of sympathy with the eye which ex-
pressed admiri le relic of the chi devotion
once dedicated to the service of lndies. Now, ngain, he put
on the garb of chivalry ; it was a chivalry the noblest in
the world, which opened his ear to the Parish and the op-
pressed all over his misorganized country. A more apostolic
fervour of holy zealotry in this great cause had not been
eren rince the days of Bartholomew lns Casas, who showed
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the same excess of fecling in another direction. This
sublime dedication of his being to a cause which, in his
of it, extinguished all petty considerations for
himself, and made him thenceforwards a creature of the
national will—¢a son of France,” in a more eminent and
loftier sense than according to the heraldry of Europe—bad
extinguished cven his sensibility to the voice of worldly
honour : ¢ Injuries,” says Wordsworth—
“Injuries
Alade him more gracious.”
And so utterly had ho submitted his own will or separate
interests to the transcendent voice of his country, which,
in the main, he believed to be now speaking authentically
for the first time since the foundations of Christendom,
that, even against the motions of his own heart, he adopted
the hatreds of the young republic, growing cruel in his -
purposes towards the ancient oppressor, out of very excess
of love for the oppressed ; and, against the voice of his
own order, as well as in stern oblivion of many early
friendships, he became the champion of democracy in the
struggle everywhere commencing with prejudice or feudal
privilege. Nay, he went so far upon the line of this new
crusade against the evils of the world, that he even ac-
cepted, with a conscientious defiance of his own quiet
homage to the erring spirit of loyalty embarked upon that
cause, a ission in the Republicon armies prepari
to move against La Vendée ; and, finally, in that cause, as
ccmmander-in-chief, he laid down his life. ¢ He perished.”
8158 'Wordsworth—
“Perish'd fighting in supreme command,
Upon the banks of the unhappy Loire.”
_ Homewards fled all the English from a land which now
g fist making ready the shambles for its noblest citizeva
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Thither also came Wordsworth; and there he spent his
time for a year and more chiefly in London, overwhelmed
with shame and despondency for the disgrace and scandal
brought upon Liberty by the atrocities committed in that
holy name. Upon this subject he dwells with deep emo-
tion in the poem on his own life ; and he records the awful
triumph for lished, which p d him
when crossing the sands of the great Bay of Alorecamb
from Lancaster to Ulverstone ; and hearing from a horse.
man who passed him, in reply to the question—IVas there
any news 7— Yes, that Robespierre had perished.” Im-
mediately o passion seized him, o transport of almost epi-
leptic fervour, prompting him, as he staod alone upon this :
perilous ® waste of sands, to shout alond anthems of thanks-
giving for this great vindication of eternal justice. Still,
though justice was done upon ome great traitor to the
cause, the cause itself was overcast with clonds too heavily
to find support and employment for the hopes of a poet
who had believed in a golden era ready to open upon

* That tract of the lake-country which stretches southwards from
Hawkshead and the lakes of Esthwaite, Windormere, and Coniston,
to the little town of Ulverstone (which may be regarded as tho me-
tropalis of the little romantic English Calabria, called Furness), is
divided from tho main part of Lnncashire by the estuary of More-
camb. The sen retires with tho ebb tide to o vast distance, leaving
the sands passablo throagh n fow hours for horses and carriages.
“Bat, partly from the daily variation in these hours, partly from the
intricacy of the pathless track which must be pursued, and partly
from tho galloping pace at which the returning tide comes in, many
fatal accidents are continually occarring—sometimes to the too ven-
turous traveller who has slighted tho aid of guides—sometimes to
tho guides themselves, when baffied and perplexed by mists. Gray
the poct mentions ono of the latter class as having then recently
occurred, under affecting circumstances. Local tradition records »
long list of such cases. .

n2
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the prospects of human nature. It gratified and solaced
his heart, that the indignation of mankind should have
wreaked itself upon the chief monsters that had outraged
their nature and their hopes ; but for the present he found
it necessary to comfort his disappointinent, by turning
away from politics to studies less capable of deceiving his
expectations.

From this period, therefore—that is, from the year
'1794-95—we may date the commencement of Words-
worth’s entire self-dedication to poetry as the study and
main business of his life. Somewhere about this period
also (though, ding to my by of what Miss

mﬂswotthonmtoldms,lﬂ:mkonayeuorsolnﬁer),
his sister joined him ; and they began* to kecp house
together : onoeatRmDown,ianehhh'e once at
Clevedon, on the coast of S shire ; then
the Quantock Hills, in the same county, or in that nelgh-
bourhood ; particularly at Alfoxton, a beautiful country-
house, with a grove and shrubbery attached, belonging to
Mr. St. Aubyn, a minor, and let (I believe) on the terms
of keeping the house in repair. Whilst resident at this

‘ast place it was, as I have generally understood, and in
the year 1797 or 1798, that Wordsworth first became ac-
quainted with Coleridge ; though; possibly, in the year I am
wrong ; for it occurs to me that, in a poem of Coleridge’s
dated in 1796, there is an allusion to a young writer, of
the name of Wordsworth, as one who had something ‘aus-
tere in ‘his style, but otherwise was more original than
any other poet of the age; and it is probable that this

# Y do not, on consideration, know when they might begin to keep
house together: but, by a passage in “The Prelude,” they must
bave madr a tour together as early as 1787,
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kn~wiedge of the poetry would be subsequent to a personal
Lnnwledge of the author, considering the little cirenlation
which any poetry of a Wordsworthian stamp would be
likely to attain at that time.

It was at Alfoxton that Miss Mary Hutchinson visited her
cousins the ; and there, or previ in tho
north of England, at Stockton-upon-Tees and Darlington,
that the attnchment began between Miss Mary Hutchinson
and Wordsworth, which terminated in their marringe about
the bezinming of the present century. The marriage took
place in the north ; somewhere, I belicve, in Yorkshire ;
and, intely after the Word h brought
his bride to Grasmere ; in which most lovely of English
valleys he had previously obtained, upon a lesse of seven
or eight years, the cottage in which I found him living at
my first visit to him in November 1807. I have heanl
that there was a parngraph inserted on this occasion in
the « Morning Post” or ¢ Courier”—and I have an
indistinet remembrance of having once seen it myself—
which deseribed this event of the poet's marringe in the
most Indicrous terms of silly pastoral sentimentality ; the
cotznge being described as ¢ the abode of content and all
the virtues,” the vale itself in the same puerile slang, and
the whole event in the style of allegorieal trifling about
the Muses, &c. The masculine and severe taste of Words-
worth made him peculiarly open to annoyance from such
ubsurd trifling ; and, unless his sense of the ludicrous over-
powered his graver feclings, he must have been much dis-
pleased with the paragraph. But, after all, I have under-
stood that the wholo affair was an unseasonable- jest of
Coleridge’s or Lamb's. .

To us who, in after years, were Wordsworth's friends,
or, at lenst, intimate acqusintances—viz, to Professor
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Wilson and myself—the most interesting circumstance in
this marriage, the one which perplexed us exceedingly,
was the very possibility that it should ever have been
brought to bear. For we could not conceive of Words-
worth as submitting his faculties fo the humilities and
devotion of courtship. That self-surrender—that prostra-
tion of mind by which & man is too happy and proud to
express the profundity of his service to the woman of his
heart—it seemed a mere impossibility that ever Words-
worth should be brought to feel for a single instant; and
what he did not sincerely feel, assuredly he was not the
person to profess. Wordsworth, I take it upon myself
to say, had not the feelings within him which make this
total devotion to a woman possible. There never lived a
‘woman whom he would not have lectured and admonished
under circnmstances that should have seemed to require it ;
nor would he have conversed with her in any mood what-
ever, without wearing an air of mild condescension to
her understanding. To lie at her feet, to make her his
idol, to worship her very caprices, and to adore the most
unressonable of her frowns—these things were impossible
to Wordsworth ; mdbungso,neveﬂ'wnldhe,mnny
emphatic sense, have been a lover.

A lover, I repeat, in any passionate semse of theword,
Wordsworth could not have been. And, moreover, it is
remarkable, that a woman who could dispense with that
sort of homage in her suitor, is not of a nawure” to inspire
such a passion. That same meekness which reconciles
her to the tone of superiority and freedom in the manner
of her snitor, and which may afterwards in a wife become
a sweet domestic grace, strips her of that too charming
irritation, captivating at once and tormenting, which lnrks
in feminine pride, If there be'an enchantress's spell yet
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earviving in this age of ours, it is the haughty grace of
maidenly pride—the womanly sense of diguity, even when
most in excess, and expressed in the language of scorn—
which tortures 2 man and lacerates.his heart, at the same
time that it pierces him with admiration :—
“ Oh, what a world of scorn looks beautiful
1In the contempt and anger of her lip1”

And she, who spares a man the agitations of this thraldom,
robs him no less of its divinest transports. Wordsworth,
however, who never conld have lsid aside his own nature
sufiiciently to have played %is part in such an impassioned
courtship, by suiting himself to this high sexmal pride
with the humility of a lover, quitv as little could have
enjoyed the spectacle of such a pride, or have viewed it in
any degree as an attraction : it would to him have been a
pure vexation. Looking down even upon the lady of his
heart, 2s upon the rest of the world, from the eminence of
his own intellectunl superiority—rviewing her, in fact, as
& chili—he would bo much more disposed to regard any
airs of feminine disdnin she might assume, as the imper-
tinence of girlish levity, than as the caprico of womanly
pride ; and much I fear that, in any case of dispute, he
would have called even his mistress, Child ! child I and,
perhaps, even (but this I do not say with the same cer-
tainty) might have bid her hold her tongue.

If, however, no lover, in & proper senso; though, from
many exquisite passages, onc might conceive that at some
time of his life he was, as especially from the inimitable
stanzas beginning—

“ When she I loved was strong and gay,
And like a rose in June ;"
or perhaps (but less powerfully so, because hero the pas-
rion, though profound, is less the peculiar passion of love)
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from the impassioned Iamentation for « the pretty Barbarn,”
begmmng_
“1Ts said that some have died for love:

And here and there, amidst unhallow’d ground
In the cold north,” &e.;

yet, if no lover, or (which some of us have sometimes
thought) o lover disappointed at some earlier period, by
the death of her he loved, or by some other fatal event
(for he always preserved a mysterious silence on the subject
of that ¢ Lucy,” repeatedly alluded to or apostrophized in
his poems) ; at all events he made, what for him turned
out, & happy marriage. Few people have lived on such
terms of entire harmony and affection, as he lived with
the woman of his final choice. Indeed, the swestness,
almost unexampled, of temper, which shed so sunny a’
radiance over Mrs. Wordsworth’s manners, ‘sustained by
the happy life she led, the purity of her conscience, and
the uniformity of her good health, made it impossible for
anybody to have quarrelled with Aer; and whatever fits
of illtemper Wordsworth might have—for, with all his
philosophy, he had such fits—met with no fuel to support
them, except in the more irritable temperament of his sister.
She was all fire, and an ardour which, like that of the first
Lord Shaftesbury,

* Q'er-informed its tenement of clay;”

and, as this ardour looked out in every gleam of her wild
eyes (those “wild eyes” so finely noticed in the  Tintern
Abbey”), as it spoke in every word of her -self-baffled
utterance, 0s it gave a trembling movement o her very
person and demeanour—easily enough it might happen,
that any apprehension of an unkind word should with her
kindle a dispute. It might have happened ; and yet, to



WILLIAM WORDSWORTEH. 191

too great homour of both, having such impassioned tem-
peraments, rarely it did happen ; and this was the more
remarkable, as I have been assured that botl were, in child-
hood, firitable or even ill-tempered ; and they were con-
stantly together ; for Miss Wordsworth was always ready
to walk out—wet or dry, storm or sunshine, night or day ;
whilst rs. Wordsworth was dedicated to her
maternal duties, and rarely left the honse, unless when the
weather was tolerable, or, at least, only for short rambles.
I shonld not have noticed this trait in Wordsworth's
oceasional manners, had it been gathered from domestic
or confidential opportunities. But, on the contrary, the
first two occasions on which, after months' domestic inter-
course with Wordsworth, I became aware of his possible
ill-humour and peevishness, wers so public, that others, and
those strangers, must have been equally made parties to the
gcene : this scene occurred in Kendal.

Having brought down the history of Wordsworth to the
time of his marringe, I am reminded by that event to men-
tion the singular good fortune, in all points of worldly
prosperity, which has accompanied him through life. His
nmmn"e—the capital event of life—was fortunate, and

d a long ion of other it He
has himself described, in his * Leech-Gatherer,” the fears
that at one time, or at lenst in some occasional moments
of his life, haunted him, lest at some period or other he
might be resarved for poverty. “Cold, pain, and hunger,
snd all fleshly ills,” occurred to his boding apprehension—

“ And mighty poets in their misery dead.”

“ He thought of Chatterton, the marvellous boy,
The l.nplcu soul that perish’d in its pride ;
Of him: who walk'd ia glory and in joy,
Beside his plongh upon the mmmmﬁde."
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And, at starting on his career of life, certainly no man had
plainer reasons for anticipating the worst evils that have
ever persecuted poets, excepting only two reasons which
might warrant him in hoping better ; and these two were
~—his great prudence, and the temperance of his daily life.
e could not be b yed into foolish ; he
could not be betrayed into expensive habits. Profuxion
and extravagance had no hold over him, by any one pas-
sion or taste. He was not luxurious in anything ; was not
vain or even careful of external appearances (not, at least,
since he had left Cambridge, and visited a mighty nation
in civil convulsions); was not even in the article of books
expensive.  Very few books sufficed him ; he was carelese
habitually of all the current literature, or indeed of any
literature that could not be considered as enshrining the
very ideal, capital, and elementary grandeur of the human
intellect. In this extreme limitation of his literary sensi-
bilities, he was as much assisted by that accident of his own
intellectual condition—viz., extreme, intense, _unparalleled
onesidedness (einseitigheit)—as by any pecliar sanity of feel-
ng. Thousands of books, that have given rapturous de-
light to millions of ingenuous minds, for Wordsworth were
absolutely a dead letter—closed and sealed up from his
sensibilities and his powers of appreciation, not less than
colowrs from a blind man’s eye. Even the few books
which his peculiar mind had made indispensable to him,
were not in such o sense indispensable, as they would have
been to a man of more sedentary hebits. He lived in the
open air ; and the enormity of pleasure which both he and
his sister drew from the common appearances of nature and.
their everlasting variety—variety so infinite, that if no one
leaf of a tree or shrub ever exactly resembled another iu
all its filaments, and their arrangement, still less did any
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e day ever repeat another in all its pleasurable elements,
Tais pleasare was to him in the etead of many libraries .—

“Ore impulse, from o vernal wood,

Conl] teach him mare of Man,

OF maral evil and of good,
Than all the sages can.”
4And he, we may be sure, who could draw,
“Evcn from the meanest flower that blows,
‘Thonzhts that do often lio too deep for tears;"

to whom the mere daisy, the pansy, the primrose, could
furnish pleasures—not the puerile ones which his most
puerile and worldly insulters imngined, but pleasures
drawn from depths of reverie and meditative tenderness
far beyond all power of their hearts to conceive; that
msn would hardly need any large variely of books. In
fact, there were only two provinces of literature in which
Wordsworth could be looked upon as decently well read—
Poctry and Ancient History. Nor do I believe that he
would much have lamented, on his own account, if all
buoks had perished, excepting the entire body of English

poiry, and, yerhaps, “ Plutarch’s Lives.” *

With these simple or rather austere tastes, Wordsworth
(it might scem) had little reason to fear poverty, supposing
hiw in p ion of any mod; income ; but i
be had none. About the time when he Jeft college, I have
good grounds for believing that his whole regular income
was precisely = 0. Some fragments must have survived
from the fands devoted to his education ; and with these,

+ T do not mean {o insinuate that Wordsworth was at all in tho
dark slont the inaceuracy and want of anthentic weight attaching to
Plutarch as o historian; but his business with Platarch was not for
purposes of rescarch ¢ be was satisfied with his fine moral effects.

=T
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no doubt, he supported the expenses of his Continental
tours, and his year's residence in France. But, at length,
¢ cold, pain, and hunger, and all fleshly ills,” must have
stared him in the faco pretty earnestly. And hope of
longer cvading an unpleasant destiny of daily toil, in some
form or other, there seemed absolutely none. ¢ For,” as
he himself expostulates with himself—
“ For how can /e expect that others should

Sow for him, build for Zim, and, at his call,

Love him, who for himself will take no thonght at all 2™

‘In this dilemma, he had all but resolved, as Afiss Words-
worth once told me, to take pupils; and perhaps that,
though odious enough, was the sole resource he had ; for
Wordsworth never acquired any popular talent of writing
for the current press; and, at that period of his life, he
was gloomily unfitted for bending to such & yoke. In this
crisis of his fate it was that Wordsworth, for once, and once
only, became a martyr to some nervous affection. Z%at
raised pity ; but I could not forbear smiling at the remedy,
or palliation, which his few friends adopted. Every night
they played at cards with him, a8 the best mode of beguil-
ing his sense of distress, whatever that might be; cards,
which, in any part of the thirty-and-one years since 7 have
known Wordsworth, could have had as little power to in-
terest him, or to cheat him of sorrow, as marbles or a top.
Howerver, so it was; for my information could not be
questioned : it came from Miss Wordsworth.

The crisis, as I have said, had arrived for determining
the future colour of his lifs. Memorable it is, that exactly
in those critical moments when some decisive step had first
‘become necessary, there happened the' first instance of
Wordsworth’s good luck ; and equally memorable that, at
meagured intervals throughout the long sequel of his lifs



WILLLAM WORDSWORTIL, 12

sinee then, a regular succession of similar but superier
windfalls have fallen in, to sustain his expenditure, in exacy
concurrence with the growing claims upon his purse. A
more fortunate man, I believe, does not exist than Words-
worth. The aid which now dropped from heaven, as it
were, to enable him to range at will in paths of his own
chioosing, and
“ Finally array
His temples with the Muses' diadem,” .

came in the shape of a bequest from Raisley Calvert, a
young man of good family in Cumberland, who died abous
this time of pulmonary i A very kabl
young man b must havo been, this Ruaisley Calvert, to
have discerned, at this early period, that future superiority
in Wordsworth which so fow people suspected. He was
the brother of a Cumberland gentleman, whom slightly I
know ; a generous man, doubtless ; for he made no sort
of objections (though legally, I have heard, he might) to
his brother's farewell memorial of regard ; a good man to
all his dependants, as I have generally understood, in the
neighbourhood of Windy Brow, his mansion, near Keswick ;
and, as Southey always said (who must know better than I
could do), a man of strong natural endowments ; else, as
his talk was of oxen, I might have made the mistake of
supposing him to be, in heart and soul, what he was in pro-
fession—a mere farming country gentleman, whose ambition
was chicfly directed to the twrning up mighty turnips.
The sum left by Raisley Calvert was £900 ; aud it was
1aid out in an annuity. This was the basis of Wordsworth's
prosperity in life; and upon this he has Luilt up, by a
renes of accessions, in which cach step, taken separately for
itsclf, seems perfectly natural, whilst the total result has un-
doubtedly something wonderful about it, the present geodly
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clifico of his fortunes. Next in the series came the pre-
sent Lord Lonsdale’s repayment of his pred ’s debt.
Upon that, probably, it was that Wordsworth felt himself
entitled to marry. Then, I believe, came some fortune with
Miss Hutchinson ; then—that is, fourthly—some worthy
uncle of the same lady was pleased to betake himself to a
better world, leaving to various nieces, and especially to
Mrs. Wordsworth, something or other—I forget what, but
it was espressed by thousands of pounds. At this mo-
ment, Wordsworth’s family had begun to increase; and
the worthy old uncle, like everybody else in Wordsworth’s
case, finding his property very clearly « wanted,” and, as
people would tell him, * bespoke,” felt how very indelicate
it would look for him to stay any longer in this world ;
and so off he moved. But Wordsworth's family, and the
wants of that family, still continued to increase ; and the
nest person—viz., the fifth—who stood in the way, and
must, therefore, have considered himsclf rapidly growing
into a nui was the stamp-distrib for the county
of Westmoreland. About March 1814, I think it was,
that his very comfortable sitnation was wanted. Probably
it took a month for the news to rench him ; because in
April, and not beforo, feeling that he had received a proper
notice to quit, he, good man (this stamp-distributor), like
all tho rest, distributed himself and his office into two dif
ferent places—the lntter falling, of course, into the hands
of Wordsworth. .

This office, which it was Wordsworth’s pleasure to speak
of as “a little one,” yielded, I believe, somewhere about
£500 & year. Grodually, even #haf, with all former
sources of income, became insufficient ; which ought not
to surprise anybody ; for a son at Oxford, as o gentleman
commoner, would spend, ut the least, :£300 per annum ;
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and there were other children. Still, it is wrong to say,
that it kad become insufficient ; as usual, it had not come
to that ; but, on the first symptoms arising that it soon
would come to that, somebody, of course, had notice to
consider himself a sort of nuisance-elect ;—in this case, it
was the distributor of stamps for the county of Cumber-
land. His district was absurdly large ; and what so rea-
sonable as that he should submit to a Polish partition of
his profits—no, not Polish ; for, on reflection, such a parti-
tion neither was nor could be attempted with regard to an
actual incumbent. But then, since people had such con-
sideration for him as not to remodel the office so long as
he lived, on the other hand, the least he could do for
« people,” in return—so as to show his sense of this consi-
deration—vas not to trespass on so much goodness longer
than necessary.  Accordingly, here, as in all cases before,
the Deus_ex_machind~who invariably interfered when any
nodus arose in Wordsworth’s affairs, such as could be con-
Fidered vindice dignus, caused the distributor to begone.
into a region where no stamps are wanted, about the very
month, or so, when an additional £400 per anoum became
desirable. This, or perhaps more, was understood to have
been added, by the new arrangement, to the Westmore-
land distributorship ; the small towns of Keswick and
Cockermouth, together with the important one of White-
haven, being severed, under this remodelling, from their
old d d on Cumberland (to which hicall

they belonged), and transferred to the small territory of
rocky Westmoreland, the sum total of whose inhabitants
was at that time not much above 50,000 ; of which num-
ber, one-third, or nearly so, was collected into the only
important town of Kendal ; but, of the other two-thirds, a
larger proportion was a simple agricultural or pastoral
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nopulation, than anywhere else in Englind. In West
moreland, {hcrefore, it may bo supposed that the stamy
demand conld not have been so great, mot perhaps by
{hree-quarters, as in Cumberland ; which, besides having a
population at°least three times as large, had more and
Iarger towns. The result of this new distribution was

hing that approached to an equalization of the dis-
tricts—giving to each, as was said, in round terms, a thou-
sand a year.

Thus I have traced Wordsworth's ascent through its
several steps and slages, to what, for his moderate desires
and habits so philosophic, may be fairly considered opu-
Ience. And it must rejoice every man, who joins in the
public homage now rendered to his powers (and what man
is to be found that, more or less, does not 1) to hear, with
raspect to one sn lavishly endowed by nature, that he has
1ot beer neglected hy fortune ; that he has never had the
finer elge of his sensibilities dulled Ly the sad anxicties,
the degrading fears, the miserable dependencies of debt;
that he has been blessed with competency even when
poorest ; has had hope and cheerful prospects in reversion,
through cvery stage of his lifo; that at all times he has
heen liberated from rcasonable anxicties about the final
interests of his children ; that at all times he has been
Dlessed with leisure, the very amplest that ever man en-
joyed, for intellectual pursuits the most delightful ; ycs,
that, even as regards thoso delicate and coy pursnits, ho
has possessed, in combination, all the conditions for their
most perfect culture—the leisure, the ease, the solitude,
the society, tho domestic peace, tho local scenery—Para-
dise for his eye, in Miltonic beauty, lying outside his win-
dows ; Paradiso for his heart, in the perpetual happiness
of his own fireside ; and, finally, when increasing years
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1aight be supposed to demand something more of modern
Tuxuries, and & ding D with society
more of refined elegancies, that his means, still keeping
pace in almost arithmetical ratio with his wants, had shed
the graces of art upon the failing powers of nature, bad
stripped infirmity of discomfort, and (so far as the neces-
sities of things will allow) had placed the final stages of
life, by means of many compensations, by universal praise,
Dby plaudits reverk d from senates, dictions where-
‘Gver his poems have penetrated, honour, troops of friends—
in short, by all that miraculous prosperity can do to evade
the primal decrees of nature—had placed the final stages
upon a level with the first.

But now, reverting to the subject of Wordsworth’s pros-
perity, I have numbered up six separate stages of good
luck—six instances of pecuniary showers emptying them-
selves into his very bosom, at the very moments when
they began to be needed, on the first symptoms that they
might be ted of fortune stationed upon his
roud like repeating frigates, connecting, to all appearance,
some preconcerted line of operations ; and, amidst the
twnults of charce, wearing as much the air of purpose and
design, as if they supported a human plan. I have come
down to the sixth case. Whether there were any seventh,
I do not know : but confident I feel that, had a seventh
been required by circumstances, a seventh would have
bappened.  So true it is, that still, as Wordsworth needed
a place or a fortune, the holder of that place or fortune
was immediately served with a summons to surrender it :
50 certainly was this impressed upon my belief, as one ot
the blind necessities, making up the prosperity and fixed
destiny of Wordsworth, that, for myself, had I happened to
know of any peculiar adaptation in an estate or office of
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mine to an existing need of Wordsworth’s, forthwith, and
with the speed of a man running for his life, I would have
laid it down at his feet. “ Toke it,” I should have said ;
« take if, or in three weeks I shall be a dead man.”
Well, let me pause: I think the reader is likely by this
time to have a slight notion of my n of Wordsworth’s
inevitable prosperity, and the sort of Zi t he had upon
thumwmesofothermmwhohnppme'ﬂ’ﬁomdmhsway
The same 3p ded the other branches of the
fnmﬂy,thhtheshgleexcephnnofJohn,thebrotherwbo
perished in the Abergavenny : and even he was prosper-
ous up to the moment of his fatal accident. As to Miss
‘Wordsworth, who will, by some people, be classed amongst
the n )e , I rank her b the most fort
of women ; or, at least, if regard be had to that period of
life which is most capable of happiness. Her fortune, after
its repayment by Lord Lonsdsle, was, much of it, confided,
with a sisterly affection, to the use of her brother John ;
ond part of it, I have heard, perished in his ship. How
much, I never felt myself entitled to ask ; but certainly a
part was on that oocasion understood to have been lost
irretrievably. Either it was that only a partial insurance
had been effected ; or else the nature ofthe accident, being
in home waters (off the coast of Dorsetshire), might, by the
nature of the contract, have taken the case out of the benefit
of the policy. This loss, however, had it even been total,
for a single sister amongst a family of flourishing brothers,
could not be of any lasting importance. A much larger
number of voices would proclaim her to have been unfor-
tunate in life, becouss she made no marriage connexion ;
ond certainly, the insipid as well as unfecling ridiculs
which descends so plentifully upon those women who, per-
baps from strength of character, have refused to make
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such u conmexion where it promised little of elevated
bLappiness, does make the estato of singleness somewhat of
a trial to the patience of many ; and to many the vexation
of this trial has proved a snare for beguiling them of their
honourable resolutions. Meantime, as the opportunities
are rre in which all the conditions concur for happy
marringe connexions, how important it is that the dignity
of high-minded women should be upheld by society in
the honourable election they make of a self-dependent
virgin seclusion, by preference to a heartless marringe |
Such women, as Mrs. Trollope justly remarks, fill a place
in society which in their default would not be filled, and
ore available for duties requiring a tenderness and a
punctuality that could not be looked for from women pre-
occupied with houschold or maternal claims. If there
were 1o regular fand (so to speak) of women free from
conjugal and maternal duties, upon what body could we
draw for our «sisters of mercy,” &c.? In another point,
rs. Trollope is probably right : few women live unmarried
from necessity. 2Miss Wordsworth had several offers ;
amongst them, to my knowledge, one from Hazlitt ; all
of them she rejected decisively. And she did right. A
happier life, by far, was hers in youth, coming as mear
s difference of scemery and difference of relations wonld
permit, to that which was promised to Ruth—the Ruth of
her brother's creation*—by the youth who came from

® * The Ruth of her brother' ion :"~8o T it; becauso
#o mnch in the development of the story and situations necessarily
‘belongs to the poct. Else, for the mere outline of the story, it was
founded upon fact: Wordsworth himself told me, in general terms,
that tho case which sugsested the poem was that of an American
Tndy, whoso husband forsook her at the very place of embarkation
from England, under circumstances and under expectations, npon
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Grorgia's shoro ; for, though nut upon American savanman,
ur Canadizn Jakes,
“ With all their fairy erowds
Of islands, that tagether lio
As quietly £s spots of eky
Amungst the evening clowls,”

yet, amongst the lovcliest reenes of sylvan Lngland, and
(at intervals) of sylvan Germany—amongst Inkes, too, far
better fitted to givo tho senss of their own character than
the vast inland eczs of Americ, and amongst mountains
more romantic than many of the chief ranges in that
country—her time flected away like some golden age, or
like the life of primeval man ; and she, like Ruth, was for
years allowed
“To run, though nof a bride,
A sylvan huntrers, by the side™

of him to whom she, like Ruth, bad dedicated her days;
and to whose children, afterwards, she dedicated a love like
that of mothers. Dear Miss Wordswortli ! IIow noble a
creature did she scem when I first knew her !—and when,
on the very first night which I passed in her brother's com-
pany, he read to me, in illustration of something e was
snying, a passage from Fairfax’s * Tasso,” cnding pretty
nearly with these words,

“ Amidst tho broad fields and the endless wood,
The lofty lady kept hor maidenhood,”

I thought that, possibly, he had his sister in his thoughts.
Yet #lofty” was hardly the right word. Miss Wordsworth

Ter part, very much the same as those of Ruth. I am afraid, Low-
over, that the husband was un attorney; which is intolerable ; nisi
priva cannot be barmonized with tho drenm-like fairyland of Georgin.
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essential to dignity ; and dignity was the last thing one
thought of in the presence of one so natural, so fervent
in her feclings, and s0 embarrassed in their utterance—
sometimes, also, in the attempt to check them. It must
not, however, be supposed that there was any ailliness or
weakness of enthusinsm sbout her. She was under the
continual restraint of severe good semse, thongh liberated
from that false shame which, in so many persons, accom-
panies all expressions of natural emotion ; and she had too
long enjoyed the ennobling conversation of her brother,
aud his admirable comments on the poets, which they read
in commen, to fail in any essentinl point of logic or pro-
pricty of thought. Accordingly, her letters, though the
most careless and unelaborate—nay, the most hurried that
can be imagined—are models of good sense and just feel-
ing. In short, beyond any person I have known in this
world, Miss Wordsworth was the creature of impulse;
but, a3 o woman most thoroughly virtuous and well-
principled, as one who could not fuil to be kept right by
Ler own excellent heart, and as an intellectual creature
from her cradle, with much of her illnstrious brother's,
peculiarity of mind—finally, 08 one who had been, in
effect, educated and trained by that very brother—she
won the sympathy and tho respectful regard of every man
worthy to appronch her. Properly, and in a spirit of
prophecy, was she named Dorothy ; in its Greek meaning,*

¥ Of course, therefore, it is escentially thosame namo s Z%eodora,
the =ame clements being only differently arranged.  Yet how opposite
is tho impreesion upon tho mind! avd chiofly; I suppose, from the
ton prominent emlilazonment of this name in the person of Justinian's
reandalons wife; though, for my own part, T am far from believing
_all the infamous storics which we read about her.
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gift of .God, well did this name prefigure the relation in
which she stood to Wordsworth, the mission with which she
was charged—to wait upon him as the tenderest and most
faithfal of domestics ; to love him as a sister ; to sympa-
thize with him as a confidante; to counsel him ; to cheer
him and sustain hin by the natural expression of her
feelings—so quick, so ardent, so unaffected—upon the

bable effect of wh thonghts or images he might
conceive ; finally, and above all other ministrations, to
ingraft, by her sexunl sense of heauty, upon his masculine
austerity that delicacy and those graces, which else (accord-
ing to the grateful acknowled, of his own
retrospeet) it never could have had :—

“The blessing of my later years
Was with me when I was a boy:
She gave me hopes, she gave me finrs,
A heart the fountain of sweet tears.
- - - *
And love. and thought, and joy."

And cleewhere he describes her, in a philosophic poem,
still in MS., as one who plauted flowers and blossoms with
her feminine hand upon what might clse have been an
_arid rock—massy, indeed, and grand, but repulsive from
tho severity of its features. I may sum up in one brief )
abstract the amount of Miss Wordsworth's character, as
2 companion, by saying, that she was the very wildest (in }*
the sense of the most natural) person I have ever kmown ;
and also the truest, most inevitable, and at the samo time
tho quickest and readiest in her sympathy with cither joy
or sorrow, with laughter or with tears, with the realities
of life or the larger realitics of the poets |

Meantime, amidst all this fascinating furniture of her
mind, won from nature, from solitude, from enlightened
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panionskip, Miss Wordsworth was as th hly do-
ficient (some would say peinfully deficient—I say charm-
ingly deficient) in ordinary female accomplishments, as
« Cousin dary,” in dear Miss Mitford’s delightful sketch.
Of French, she might have barely enough to read a plain
modern page of narrative; Italian, I question whether any;
German, just enough to insult the German literati, by
showing how little she had found them or their writings
necessary to her heart. The “ Luise” of Voss, the  Her-
mann und Dorothea” of Gosthe she had begun to trans-
Izte, a3 young ladies do «Télémaque;” but, like them,
hnd chiefly cultivated the first two pages ;* with the third,
she had a slender acquaintance, and with the fourth, she
meditated an intimacy at some future day. Music, in her
eolitary and out-of-doors life, she could have little reason
for cultivating ; nor is it possible that any woman -can-
draw the enormous energy requisite for this atteinment,
upon a modern scale of perfection, out of any other prin-
ciple than that of vanity (at least of great value for social
applauss) or else of deep musical sensibility ; meither of
which belonged to Miss Wordsworth's constitution of mind.
But. as everybody agrees in our days to think this accom-
plishment of no value whatever, and, in fact, unproduceable,
unless existing in an exquisite state of culture, no com-
plaiut could be made on that score, .nor any surprise felt.

* Viz, “Calypeo ne savoit se consoler du départ,” &o. For how
Inng a period (siz., near) turies) has Calypso boen i
in the morning studies of young Indies! As Fénélon's most dreary
romance always opcned at one or other of theso three earliest and
dieary pages, naturally to my eympathetio fancy the poor unbappy
go'ldess eecmed to be eternally aground on this Goodwin Sand of ine
consohbility. Tt is amongst the standing hypocrisies of the world,
that most people axfect a roverence for this book, which nobody reads.
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Tuat the ease in which the irregularity of Miss Wordswortly's
edueation di astonish one, was in fhat part which re-
snected her literary knowledge. In whatever she read, or
neglected 1o read, she had obeyed the single impulse of
her own heart ; where that led her, there she followed :
where that was mmte or indifferent, not a thonght had she
to hestow upon a writer's high reputation, or the call for
snme acquaintance with his works, to meet the demands
of rociety. And thus the strange anomaly arese, of a
woman deeply acquainted with some great authors, whose
works lie pretty much out of the fashionable beat ; able,
moreover, in her own person, to produce brilliant effects ;
able on some subjects to write delightfully, and with the
impress of originality upon all she uttered ; and yet igno-
rant of great classical works in her own mother tougue,
and careless of literary history in a degree which at once
exiled her from the rank and privileges of duestockingism.
The reader may, perhaps, have ohjected silently to the
iliustration drawn from Miss Mitford, that « Cousin Mary ™
does not effect her fascinations out of pure negations.
Such negations, from the mere starlling effect of their
oddity in this present age, might full fu with the general
current of her attractions ; but Cousin Mary’s nndoubtedly
lay in the positive witcheries of & mamner and a character
transcending, by foree of irresistible nature (s in a similar
case recorded by Wordsworth in “The Excursion”), all
{he pomp of nature and art united, s seen in ordinary
creatures. Now, in Miss Wordsworth, there were cor-
tainly no «Cousin Mary” fascinations of mauncr and de-
portment, that suntch a grace boyond the reach of art :
there she was, indeed, painfully deficient ; for hurry mars
and defeats even the most ordinary expression of the
fuminis viz., its gentl + al and
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Utigpidation leave often a joint impression of what scems for
2n instant both rudeness and ungracefulness : and the least
painful impression was that of wnsexual awkwardness. But
1he point in which Miss Wordsworth made the most ample
amends for all that she wanted of more customary accom-
plishments, was this very originality and native freshness of
intellect, which settled with so bewitching an efiect upon
some of her writings, and upon many a sudden remark or
cjaculation, extorted by something or other that struck her
eye, in the clouds, or in colouring, or in accidents of light
and shade, of form or combination of form. To talk of her
“ writings,” is too pompous an expression, or at least far
beyond any. pretensions that she ever made for herself.  Of
poctry she has written little indeed ; and that little not, in
my opinion, of much merit. The verses published by her
brother, and hegiuning, “Which way does the wind come 1"
meant only as nursery lines, are certainly wild and pretty ;
but the other specimen is likely to strike most readers as
feeble and trivial in the sentiment. Meantime, the book
which is in very deed a monument to lier power of catching
and expressing all the hidden beauties of natural scenery,
with a felicity of diction, & truth, and strength, that far
transcend Gilpin, or professional writers on those subjects,
is her record of a jirst tour in Scotland, made about the
year 1802,  This JIS. book [unless my recollection of it,
from a period now gone by for thirly years, has deceived
me greatly] is absolutely unique in its class ; and, though
it never could be very popular, from the minuteness of its
details, intclligible only to the cye, and the luxuriation of
its descriptions, yet I Delieve no person has ever been
favoured with a sight of it, that has not yearned for its

icati Its own extraordinary merit, apart from the
interest which now invests the name of Wordsworth, conld
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not fail to procure purchasers for one cdition on its first
appearance.

Coleridge was of the party at first ; but afterwards, under
some attack of rheumatism, found or thought it necesssry
to leave them. Melancholy it would be at this time, thirty-
six years and more from the era of that tour, to read it
under the afflicting remembrances of all which has been
suffered in the interval by two at least out of the three who
composed the travelling party ; for I fear that Miss Words-
worth has suffered not much less than Coleridge ; and, in
any general expression of |t., from the same cause, viz,, an
excess of pl bl t and luxurious sensibility,
sustained in youth by a constitutional glow from animal
causes, but drooping as soon as that was withdrawn. It is
painful to point a moral from any story connected with
those whom one loves or has loved ; painful to look for one
moment towards any ¢ improvement” of such a case, espe-
cmlly whem there is no reason to tax the parties with any

i to their own sufferings, except through
that relaxation of the will and its potential energies, through
which most of us, at some time or other—I myself too

deeply and fully—stand ble to our own con-
sciences. Not, therefore, with any intention of speaking in
a itorial or inl o doIhmnohcendefect
in Miss Word: h's self-education of thing that might

have mitigated the sort of suffering which, more or less,
ever since the period of her too genial, too radiant youth, I
suppose her to have struggled with. I have mentioned the
narrow basis on which her literary interests had been made
to rest—the exclusive character of her reading, and the
utter want of pretension, and of all that looks like blue-
elockingism, in the style of her habitual conversation and
mode of dealing with literature. Now, to me it appears,
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upon reflection, that it would have been far better had Miss
Wordsworth condescended a little to the ordinary mode of
pursuing literature ; better for her own bappiness if she
had been a bluestocking ; or, at least, if she had been, in
good earnest, a writer for the press, with the pleasant cares
and solicitudes of one who has some little ventures, as it
were, on that vast ocean.

e all know with how womanly ynd sereng, a/Emper
literature has been pursued by Joanna ‘Faillie, by Miss
Mitford, and other women of admirable genius—with how
«absolutely no sacrifice or loss of feminine dignity they have

ivated the p ion of authorship ; and, if we could
hear their report, I have no doubt that the little cares of
correcting proofs, and the forward-looking solicitudes con-
nected with the mere business arrangements of new publi-
cations, would be numbered amongst the minor pleasures of
life ; whilst the more clevated cares, connected with the
intellectual business of such projects, must inevitably have
done much to solace the troubles which, as human beings,
they cannot but have experienced ; and even to scatter
flowers upon their path. Mrs. Johnstone of Edinburgh has
pursued the profession of literature—the noblest of profes-
sions, and the only one open to both sexes alike—with even
more assiduity, and as a daily occupation; and, I have
every reason to belicve, with as much benefit to her own
happiness, as to the instruction and amusement of her
readers ; for the petty cares of authorship are agreeable,
and its serious cares are ennobling. More especially is such
an occupation useful to a woman without children, and
without any. prospective resources—resources in objects that
involve hopes growing and unfulfilled. It is too much to
expect of any woman (or man cither) that her mind should
support iztsnlf in a pleasurable activity, under the drooping

I
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energies of life, by resting on the past or on the presént ;
come interest in reversion, some suhject of hopo from day
to day, must be called in to reinforco the animal fountains
of good spirits, Had that been opened for 3liss Words-
worth, I am satisfied that she wounld have passed a moro
cheerful middle-age, and would not, at any period, have
yielded to that nervous depression (or is it, perhaps, mer-
vous irritation ?) which, I grieve to hear, has clouded her
Iatter days.” Nephews and nicces, whilst young and inno-
cent, are as good almost as sons and daughters to a fervid
and loving heart that has carried them in her arms from
the hour they were born. But, after a nephew has grown
into a huge hulk of a man, six fect high, and as stout as a
bullock ; after he has come to have children of his own,
lives at a distance; and finds oceasion to talk much of oxen
and turnips—no offence to him !—he ceases to be an object
of any very profound sentiment. There is nothing in such
a subject to rouse the flagging pulses of the heart, and to
sustain a fervid spirit, to whom, at the very best, human
life offers little of an adequate or sufficing mterest, unless
when idealized hy the magic of the mighty poets. Fare-
well, Miss Wordsworth | farewell, impassioned Dorothy ! I
have not seen you for many & .day—shall, too probably,
never see you again; but shall attend your steps with
tender interest so long as I hear of you living : so will Pro-
fessor Wilson ; and, from two hearts at least, that knew
and admired you in your fervid prime, it may sometimes
cheer the gloom of your depression to be assured of never-
feiling remembrance, full of love and respectful pity.
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I'nar night—the first of personal intercourse with Words-
worth—the first in which I saw him face to face—wan
(it is little, indecd, to say) memorable: it was marked
by o change even in the physical condition of my nervous
system.  Long disappointment—hope for ever baffled (and
why should it be less painful because self-baffled ¥)—
vexation and sclf-blame, almost self-contempt at my own
want of courage to face the man whom of all men I
yearned to behnltl—-thm feelings had mpmed npon my
nervous il [ of i

eternal self-dissatisfaction, which were d th
into a distinct, well-defined type, that would, but for youth
—almighty youth—have shaped itself into some nervous
complaint, wearing «vmptoms sui generis. -To this result
things tended ; but in one hour all passed away. Tt was .
gone, never to return. The spiritual being whom I had
anticipated—for, liko Flois,
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My fancy framed him of th' angelic kind—
Some emanation of th’ all-beauteons mind"—
this idenl creature had at length been scen—seen with
fleshly eyes ; and now, if he did not cease for years to wear
something of a glory about his lead, yet it was no longér
as a being to be feared—it was as Raphael, the *affable”
angel, who conversed on the terms of man with man.
About four o'clock, it might be, when we arrived. At
that hour, in N ber, the daylight soon declined ; and,
in an hour and & half, we were all collected about the
tea-table.  This, with the Wordsworths, under the simple
rustic system of habits which they cherished then, and for
twenty years after, was the most delightful meal in the
day ; just as dinner is in great cities, and for the same
reason—because it was prolonged into a meal of leisure
and conversation. That night I found mysclf, about
.cleven at night, in a pretty bedroom, about fourteen feet
by twelve. Dluch I feared that this might turn out the
sbest room in the house; and it illustrates the hospitality
of my new friends, to mention that it was. Early in
the morning I was awakened by a little voice, issuing
fom a little cottage bed in an opposite corner, solilo-
i in a low tone. I soon rocogmised the words,
« Sjiffered under Bontius Pilata; was crucified, dead, and
Ak ;" and the voice I easily conjectured to be that of
ths” eldest amongst Wordsworth's children, a son, and at
Ahat time about three years old. He was o remarkably-
Ifjpe boy in strength and size, promising (Which has in fact
realized) o more powerful person, physically, than
thot of his father. Miss Wordsworth I found making
breakfnst in the little sittingroom. No mm _was thero;
uo glittering breakfast service; a kettle boiled upon tho
fire, and everything wne in harmony with these unpre-
teoding arvangements. . /L rarely hadsgeen so humble o
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ménage : and contrasting the dignity of the man with thia
hommnblupwmy and this courageous avowal of it, his
utter absence of all effort to disguise the simple truth of
Lheuso,lfa]tm‘ndmﬂminmed. This, thought
Itnmyulﬁm,!ndud,inhilmwords,

“ Plain living, and high thinking."
This,i:,indeed,fowrethehnuﬁhtymdthpnﬂmmiu
of life for its bodily enjoyments, and to apply its lavishness
and its lusury to its enjoyments of the intellect. So might
Milton have lived; so Marvel. Thronghout the day—
which was rainy—the same style of modest hospitality
provailed.  Wordsworth and his sister—myself being of
the party—walked out in spite of the rain, and made the
circuit of the two lakes, Grasmere and its dependency
Rydal—a walk of sbout six miles. On the third day,
Mre. Coleridge having now pursued her journey northward
to Keswick, and having, at her departure, invited me, in
her own name as well as Southey’s, to come and see them,
‘Wordsworth proposed that wo should go thither in com-
pany, but not by the direct route—a distance of only
thirteen miles : that route wo were to take in our rond
‘homeward ; our outward-bound journey was to be by way
of Uk circuit of forty-three miles.

On the third moming after my arrival in Grasmere, I
found the whole family, except the two children, prepared
for the expedition across the mountains. I had heard of
1o horses, and took it for granted that we were to walk ;
howerer, at the moment of starting, & cart—the common
farmer's cart of the conntry—made its appearance ; and
the driver was a ponnie_yonng women of the vale. Ac-
cordingly, we were all carted along to the lkittle town or
large village, of Ambleside—three and a balf miles dis-
tant. Our style of travelling occasioned no astonishment ;
cn the contrary, we met a smiling salutation wherever we
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uppeared—>Iiss Wordsworth being, as I observed, the
person most familiarly known of our party, and the one
who tonk upon herself the whole expenses of the flying
eolloquirs exchanged with stragglers on the road.  TWhat
struck me with most astonishment, however, was the liheral
manuer of our fair driver, who made no seruple of taking
a leap, with the reins in her hand, and seating herself
dexterously upon the shafts of the cart. From Ambleside
—aud without one fuot of intervening flat ground—Dbegins
to rise the famouns ascent of Kirkstone ; after which, for
three long miles, all riding in a cart drawn hy one horse
lieeomes impossible.  The ascent is computed at three miles,
but is probably a little more. In some parts it is almost
frightfully steep; for the road being only the original

track of shepherd: dually widened and im-
proved from age to age (especially since the era of tourists,
hegan), is earried over ground which no engincer, even in
Alpine countries, would have viewed as practicable In
ascending, this is felt chiefly as an obstruction, and not as
a peril, unless where there is a risk of the horses backing ;
Yut, in the reverse order, rome of these precipitous descents
e terrific: and yet, once, in uiter darkmess, after mid-
night, and the darkness irradiated only by continual
streamns of lightning, T was driven down this whole descent,
at n full gallop, by a young woman—ithe carringe being o
light one, the horses frightened, and the descents, ab somo
critieal parts of the road, so literally like the sides of a
house, that it was difficult to keep the fore-wheels from
pressing upon the hindlegs of the horses. The inn-
keepers of Ambleside, or Lowwood, will not mount this
formidable hill without four horses. The leaders you are
not required to take beyond the first three miles; but, of
course, they aro glad if you will take them on through tho
whole stago to Patlerdale; and in that ease, there i# 2
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rec] Inxury at hand for those who enjuy velocity of motion.
The descent into Patterdale is above two miles ; but such
is the propensity for flying down hills in Westmoreland,
that I have found the descent accomplished in ahout six
minutes, which is at the rate of eighteen miles an hour ;
the various turnings of the road making the speed much
more ecnsible to the traveller. The pass, at the summit
of this ascent, is nothing to be compared in sublimity with
the pass under Great Gavel from Wastdalchead ; but it
is solemn, and profoundly impressive. At a height so
awful as this, it may be easily supposed that all human
dwellings have been long lefs behind : no sound of human
life, no bells of churches or chapels, ever ascend so far,
And, as is noticed in Wordsworth's fine verses upon thir
memorable pass, the only sound that, even at noonday,
distarbs the sleep of the weary pedestrian, is that of the
bee ing amongst the in fl sound as
ancient

“ As man’s imperial front, and woman's reseate bloom."

This way, and (which, v the sentiment of the case, is an
important point) this way of mecessity, and not simply in
obcdience to a motive of convenience, passed the Roman
legions ; for it is a mathematic impossibility that any other
ronte could be found for an army nearer to the eastward
of this pass than by way of Kendal and Shap ; nearer to
the westwanl, than by way of Legberthwaite and 8t. John's
Vale (and so by Threlkeld to Penrith). Now, these two
roads are twenty-five miles apart ; and, since a Roman
* sohort was stationed at Ambleside (dmboglana), it is pretty
evident that this cohort would not correspond with the
more northerly stations by either of these remote routes—
avine immediately before it this direct though diffienit
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pass of Kirkstone. On' the solitary area of table-land
which you find at the summit, there are only two objecta
to remind you of man and his workmanship. One isa
guide-post—always o pi and § ing object,
because it expresses a wild country and a labyrinth of
roads, and often made much more interesting (as in this
cage) by the lichens which cover it, and which record the
generations of men to whom it has done its office ; as also
by the crucifix form, which inevitably recalls, in all moun-
tainous regions, the crosses of Catholic lands, raised to the
memory of wayfaring men who have perished by the hand
of the assassin.

The other memorial of man is even more interesting :—
Amongst the fragments of rock which lie in the confusion
of a ruin on each side of the road, one there is which ex-
cecds the rest in height, and which, in shape, presonis a
very close resemblance to a miniature church. This lies
to tho left of the road as you are going from Ambleside ;
and from its name, Churchstone (Kirkstone), is derived the
name of the pass, and from the pass the name of the moun-
tain, This church, which is but a playful mimiery from
the hand of nature of man's handiwork, might, however,
really be mistaken for such, were it not that the rude and
almost i ible state of the adj ground procla
the truth. As to size, that is remarkably difficult to esti-
mate upon wild heaths or mountain solitudes, where there
are no lendings through gradations of distance, mor any
artificial standards, from which height or breadth can be
properly produced. This mimic church, however, has a
peculiarly fine effect in this wild situation, which leaves so
far below the tumults of this world : the phantom church,
by suggesting the phantom and evanescent image of a con-
gregation, where never congregation met ; of the pealing
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orgaa, where never sound was heard except of wild natural
notes, or elso of the wind rushing through these mighry
gates of everlasting rock—in this way, the fanciful image
of popalous Iife that accompanies the traveller on his road,
for half a mile or more, serves to bring out tho antagonist
feeling of intense and awful solitude, which is the nataral

.and presiding sentiment—the religio loci—that broods for
ever over the romantic pass.

Having walked up Kirkstone, we ascended our cart
ngain ; then rapidly descended to Brothers’ Water—a lnke
which lies immediately below ; and, about three miles fur-
ther, throngh endless woods and under the shade of mighty
fells, @ diate d dencies and p of the still
more mighty Helvellyn, we approached the Vale of Patter-
dale, where, by moonlight, we reached tho inn. Here we
fonnd horses—by whom furnished, I never asked nor heard
perhaps I owe somebody for a horse to this day. ALlI
remember is, that through those most romantic woods and
tocks of Styharrow—through those silent glens of Glencoin
and Glenridding—through that most romantic of parks,
then belonging to the Duke of Norfolk—rviz, Gobarrow
Park—we raw alternately, for four miles, the most gro-
tesqe and the most awful spectacles—

“ Abey windows,
With Moorish temples of the Hindoos"—
all fautastic, all a3 unreal and shadowy as the moonlight
which created them ; whilst, at every angle of the road,
broad gleams came upwards of Ulleswater, stretching for
nine miles northward, but, fortunately for its effect, broken
into three watory chambers of almost equal length, and
never all visible at once. At the foot of the lake, in a
lhouse called Ewsmere, we passed the night, having aceom-
plished about twenty-two miles only in our day’s walking
E—T.
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and riding. The next day, Wordsworth and I, leaving at
Ewsmere the rest of our party, spent the morning fn roam-
ing through the woods of Lowther ; and, towards evening,
we dined together at Emont Bridge, one mile short of
Penrith. Afterwards we walked into Penrith. On this
day, which must have been the Sunday next after the 5th
of November in 1807, I may record it, as an incident most
memorable to myself, that Wordsworth read to me the
“ White Doe of Rylstone.” In Penrith, Wordsworth left
me. Whither he himself adjourned I know not, nor on
what business ; b y it pied him throughout the
next day ; and that day, therefore, I employed in i
along the road, about seventeen miles, to Keswick. There -
I had been directed to ask for Greta Hall, which, with
some little difficulty, I found; for it sfands out of the
town a few hundred yards, upon a little eminence over-
hanging the river Greta. It was about seven o'clock when
1 reached Southey’s door; for I had stopped to dine at a
hittle public-house in Threlkeld, and had walked slowly
for the last two hours in the dark. The amival of a

ioned a little ion in the house ; and by
the time the front door could be opened, I saw Mrs. Cole-
ridge, and a gentleman of very striking appearance, whom
I could not doubt to be Southey, standing to greet my
entrance.

On the next day arrived Wordsworth. I could read at
once, in the manner of the two poets, that they were not
on particularly friendly, or rather, I should say, not on
confidential terms, It seemed to me as if both had
silently said—we are too much men of sense fo quarrel,
becauso we do not happen particularly to like each other’s
writings: we are neighbours, or what passes for such
in the country. Let us show each other the courtesies
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which cre becoming to men of letters ; and, for auy closer
connesion, our distance of thirteen miles may be always
cufficient to keep us from that. In after life, it is true—
fiftcen years, perhaps, from this time—many circumstances
combined to bring Southey and Wordsworth into more
intimate terms of fricndship : agreement in politics, sor-
rows which had happened to both alike in their domestic
reiations, and the sord of tolerance for different opinions
in literature, or, indeed, in anything else which advancing
years are sure to bring with them. At present, howerer,
Suvuthcy and Wordsworth entertained & mutual esteem,
wat did not cordinlly like each other. Indeed, it would
have been odd if they had. Wordsworth lived in the
open air: Southey in his library, which Coleridge used to
c:ll his wife. Southey had particularly elegant habits
(Wordsworth called them finical) in tho uso of books.
Wordsworth, on the other hand, was so negligent, and so
self-indalgent in the same case, that, as Southey laughingly
expressed it to mo some years afterwards, * to introduce
Wordsworth into one’s library, is like letting a bear into
2 tulip-garden.”

Rcturning to Southey and Greta Hall, both the house
aud the master may deserve a few words more of deserip-
tion. For the master, his hoir was black, and yet his
complexion was fair : his ¢yes I believe to be hazel and
large ; has I will not vouch for that fact : his nose aquiline ;
and he has a remarkable habit of looking up into the air,
¢s if Jooking at abstractions. The expression of his face
was that of a very aspiring man. So far, it was even
noble, as it conveyed a feeling of a serene and gentlo pride,
habitually familiar with elevating subjects of contemplation.
And yet it was impossible that this pride could have been
offeacive to anybody, chastened as it wos by the moot
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unaffected modesty, and this madesty made evident aud
promi by the of for the
really great men of the age, nnd for all the great patriarchs
of our literature. The point in which Southey's monner
failed the most in conciliating regard, was, perhaps, in what
related to the external expressions of friendliness. No
man could be more sincerely hospitable—no man more
essentially disposed to give up even his time (tho posses-
sion which he most valued) to the service of his frionds.
But there was an air of reserve and distance about him
~—the reserve of a lofty, self-respecting mind, but, perhaps,
a little too freezing—in his treatment of all persons who
were not amongst the corps of his ancient fireside friends.
Still, even towards the veriest strangers, it is but justice
to notice his extreme courtesy in sacrificing his literary
employments for the day, whatever they might be, to the
duty (for such he made it) of doing the honours of the lake
and the adjacent mountains.
Southey was at that time (1807), and has continued ever.
" since, the most industrious of all literary men on record.
A certain task he prescribed to himself every morning
before breakfast. This could not be a very long one, for
he breakfosted at nine, or soon after, and never rose before
cight, though he went to bed duly at half-past ten ; but,
as I have many times heard him say, less than nine hours’
sleep ho found insufficient. From breakfast to a Iatish
dinner, was his main period of literary toil. After dinner,
according to the accident of having or not having visitors
in the house, he sat over his wine, or he retired to his
library again, from which, about eight, he was summoned
to tea. But, generally speaking, he closed his literary toils
at dinner ; the whole of the hours after that meal being
dedicated to his pond This, it may be supposed,
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s ;nmmnlly large, to occupy so much of bhis time, sincs
1= Lusters rarely extended to any length. At that poriod,
tie prst, by way of Penrith, reached Keswick about six
or geven in the evening. And so pointedly regular was
Southey in all his habits, that, short as the time was, all
Ietters were answered on the same evening which brought
them. At tea, he read the London papers. It was perfectly
astonishing to find how much he got through of claborate
basiness by his ing system of in the
dirtribution of his time. We often hear it said, in accounts
of pattcrn ladies and gentlemen, that they found time for
cversthing ; that business never interrupted plensure ; thot
rhours of duty or charity never stood in the way of
courtesy or personal enjoyment. This is easy to say—
easy to put down as one feature of an imaginary portrait :
hut I must say,th;t,in actunl life, I have scen few such
exces, Southey, Mowever,.did find time for everything.
It moved the sneers of some people, that even his poetry
was ding to a pred ined rule ; that so
many lincs should be produced, by contract, s it were,
hefore hreakfast ; so many at such another definite interval,
AMeantime, the prose of Sonthey was that by which he
livedl. The # Quarterly Review” it was by which, as he
expres=cd it laughingly to mysclf in 1810, he  made the
72 Inil.”  Ono single paper, for instanco—viz., a review
of Lord Nelson's life, which subsequently was espanded
into hi= own very popular little work on that subject—
broncht him the splendid Zonorarium of £150.
Ahout the samo time, possibly as carly as 1808 (for I
think that I remember in that journal an account of the
Battle of Vimicra), Southey was engaged by an Edinburgh
publisker to write the entire historieal part of - The Edin-
burgh Annual Register” at n palevr of £400 per annum.
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Afterwards, the publisher, who was intensely nationsl, and,
doubtless, never from the first had cordinlly relished the
notion of importing English aid into a city teeming with
briefless barristers and variety of talent, threw out a hint
that perhaps he might reduce the salary to £300. Just
about this time T happéned to visit Southey, who said,
laughingly, «If the man of Edinburgh docs this, I shall
gtrike for an advance of wages” I presume that he did
strike, and, like many other * operatives,” without cffect.
Somebody was found in Edinburgh, some youthful advocate,
who accepted £300 per annum, and thenceforward Southey
lost this part of his income. I once possessed the whole
work ; and in one part—viz., * The Domestic Chronicle”—
I know that it is executed with a most culpable careless-
ness : the beginnings of cases being given without the ends,
the ends without the beginnings ; o defect but too common
in public journals. The credit of the work, however, was
staked upon its treatment of the current public history of
Europe, and the tone of its politics in times so full of
agitation, and teeming with new births in every year, some
fated to prove abortive, but others bearing golden promises
for the human race. Now, whatever might be the talemt
with which Southey’s sumenwrperformed&hia duty, there
was 2 loss in one point for which no talent of mere execu-
tion could make amends. The very prejudices of Southey
* tended to upity.of fesling : they were in harmony with each
other, and grew out of a strong moral feeling, which is the
one sole secret for giving interest to a historical narration,
fusing the incoherent details into ome body, and carrying
the reader fluently along the else monotonous recurrences
and unmeaning details of military movements. A fine
moral feeling, and 2 profound thy with el y

justice, ia that which, in all Southey’s historioal writings,
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£ ronl under what elze may well be denominated,
oniexlly, “the ribs of death.”

Z$ow thie, and a mind already made up even to obsti-
nncy upen all public questions, were the peculinr qualifi-
eatiens which Southey brought to the task—qualifications
not to be bought in any market, not to be compensated by
any amount of mere intellectual talent, and almost impos-
sible as the quolifications of & much younger man. As a
pecuniary loss, though considerable, Southey was not un-
atle to support it ; for he had & pension from Government
Tefore this time, and under the following circumstances :—
Charles Wynne, the brother of Sir Watkin, the great ante-
crat of North Wales—that Charles Wynne who is almost
cqually well known for his knowledge of Parliamentary
unge, which pointed him out to the notice of the House
as oo cligible person to fill the office of Speaker, and for
his unfortunately shrill voice, which chiefly it was that
defeated his claim ;* this Charles Wynne had felt himself
decply indebted to Southey’s high-toned moral example,
aad to his wise counscls, during the time when both were
students at Oxford, for the fortunate direction given to his
own wavering impulses. This sense of obligation he endea-
voured to express, by settling a pension upon Southey from
hic own funds. At length, upon the death of Mr. Pitt, in
the beginning of 1806, an opening was made for the Fox
and Grenville parties to come into office. Charles Wynue,
as o person connected by marringe with the house of Gren-
ville, and nnited with them in political opinions, shared

* Sir Watkin, the elder brother, had a tongue too large for his
mouth; Mr. 0. Wynne, the younger, had a shrill voice, which at
times roso into a seréam, It becamo, thercfore, a natural and current
jest, to call the two brothers by tho name of a well-kuown disk—
iz, bulble and squeak.
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in the golden shower ; he also received a place ; and upon
the strength of his i i he married : upon
which it ocourred to Smthey,ﬂnt it wag no longer right
to tax the funds of one who was now called upon to sup-
port an establishment becoming his rank. Under that im- -
pression, he threw up his pension ; and upon Zheir part, as
an acknowledgment of what they considered a delicate and
honoursble sacrifice, the Grenvilles placed Southey upon
the national pension list.

What might be the exact colour of Southey’s political
creed in this year (1807), it is difficult to say. The great
revolution in his way of thinking upon such subjects, with
which he has been so often upbraided, as something equal
in delinquency to & deliberate tergiversation or moral apos-
tasy, could not have then taken place ; and of this I am
sure, from the following litile anecdote comnected with
this visit :—On the day after my own arival at Greta
Hall, came Wordsworth, fllowing upon my steps from
Ponrith. 'We dined and passed that evening with Southey.
The next ing, after breakfast, previously to leaving
Keswick, we were sitting in Southey’s library ; and he was
discussing with Wordsworth the aspect of public affairs :
for my part I was far too diffident to take any part in
such & conversation, for I had no opinions at all upon
politics, nor any interest in public affairs, further than that
I had a keen sympathy with the national honour, gloried
in the name of Englishman, and had been bred up in a
frenzied horror of Jacobinism. Not having been old
enough, at the first outbreak of the French Revolution, to

(as else, undout , T should have done) in
the golden hopes of its mly dawn, my first youthful in-
troduction to foreign politics had been in seasons and cir-
cumstances that taught me to approve of all 1 heard in




RODERT SOTTHEY. 225

& horrence of Freach excesses, and to worship the name of
Pizt; otherwise, my whole heart had been so steadily
Ezed on a different world from the world of our daily ex
1erience, that, for some years, I had never looked into a
newspaper ; nor, if I cared something for the movement
made by nations from year to year, did I care one iota for
their movement from week to week. Still, careless as 1
was on these subjects, it sounded as a novelty to me, and
one which I had not dreamed of as a possibility, to hear
men of education and liberal pursuits—men, besides, whom
T recarded as so elevated in mind, and one of them as o
porvon charmed and consecrated from error—giving utter-
ance to esatiments which scemed absolutely disloyal. Yet
now I did hear—and I heard with an emotion of sorrow,
but a sorrow that instantly gave way to a conviction that
it was myself who lay under a delusion, and simply be-
cause
“From Abelard it eame"—

opinions avowed most hostile to the reigning family ; not
pessonally to them, but gencrally to a monarchical form of
guvernment. And that I could not be mistaken in my
ircpression, that my memory cannot have played me false,
is cvident from one relic of the conversation which rested
apon my ear, and has survived to this day—thirty-and-two
years from the time.* It had been‘agreed, that no good
was to be hoped for, as respected England, until the royal
family should be expatrinted ; and Southey, jestingly, con-
sidering to what country they could be exiled, with mutual
benefit for that country and themselves, had supposed the
case—that, with o large allowance of money, such as

< Thirty-two years, observe, at the timo when these parts wors
written: bntlbntﬁmmnlemﬂlmnyunm
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might stimulate beneficinlly the industry of a rising colony,
they shonld be transported to New South Wales ; which
project amusing his fancy, he had, with the readiness and
facility that characterize his mind, thrown extempore into
verse ; speaking off, as an improvisatore, about eight or
ten lines, of which the three last I perfectly remember, and
‘hey were these :—
“ Thorefore, old George, our king, we pray
Of thee forthwith to extend thy sway
Orer the great Botanic Bay."”

About theso thres I cannot be wrong; for I remember
laughing with a sense of soniething peculiarly droll in the
substitution of the stilted phrase, * the great Botanic Bay,”
for our ordinary week-day name, Botany Bay, so @ olent
of thieves and pickpockets. N

Sonthey walked with us that morning for. aboat five
miles on our road towards Grasmere, which brought us
to the southern side of Shoulthwaite Moss, and into the
sweet little Vale of Legberthwaite. And, by the way, he
took leave of us at the gate of a house, one amongst the
very few (five or six in all) just serving to redeem that val-
Jey from absolute solitude, which some years afterwards
became, in a slight degree, remarknble to me from two
little incidents by which it connected itself with my per-
sonal experiences. One was, perhaps,-scarcely worth re-
cording, It was simply this, that Wordsworth and my-
self having, through a long day’s rambling, alternately
walked and ridden with a friend of his who happened to
have a travelling-carringe, and who was on his way to
Keswick, agreed to wait hereabouts until Wordsworth’s
friend, in his abundant kindness, should send back his
carringe to take us, on our retwrn to Grasmere, distant
about eight miles. It was a lovely summer evening ; but,
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as it had happened that we ate our breakfast early, and
had eaten nothing at all throughout a long summer’s day,
we agreed to “sorn” upon the goodman of the house,
whoever he might happen to be, Catholic or Protestant,
Jew, Gentile, or Mahometan, and to take any bone that he
would be pleased to toss to such hungry dogs as ourselves.
Accordingly we repaired to his gate; we knocked, and
forthwith it was opened to-us by a man-mountain, who
listened benignantly to our request, and ushered us into a
comfortable parlour. All sorts of refreshments he con-
tinued to shower upon us for a space of two hours: it
became evident that our introducer was the master of the
house : we adored him in our thoughts as an earthly pro-
vidence to hungry wayfarers ; and we longed to make his
acquaintance.  But for some inexplicable reasom, that
must continue to puzzle all fature commentators on Words-
worth and his history, our host never made his appearance
Could it be, we thought, that without the formality of
a sign, he, in so solitary a region, more than twenty-five
miles distant from Kendal (the only town worthy of
the name throughout the adjacent country), exercised
the functions of a landlord, and that we ought to pay
him for his most liberal hospitality? Never was such
a dilemma from the foundation of Legberthwaite. To
err, in either direction, was felonions: to go off without
paying, if he were an innkeeper, made us swindlers ;
to offer Iia.yment, if he were not, and supposing that
hé had been inundating us with his hospitable bounties,
simply in the character of a natural-born gentleman,
made us the most unfecling of mercenary ruffans. In
the latter case we might expect a duel; in the former,
of conrse, the tyepdmill We were deliberating on this
sad alternative, and I, for my part, was voting in favour
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of the trendmill, when the sound of wheels was heard,
rnd in one minute the carringe of Wordsworth's friend
drew up to the farmer's gate. The crisis had now arrived,
and we perspired considerably ; when in came the frank
Cumberland lass who had been ‘our attendant. To her
we propounded our difficulty—and lucky it was we did so ;
for she assured us that her master was an “@uful” man,
nnd would have “brained” us both if we had insulted him
with the offer of moncy. She, however, honoured us by
nceepting the price of some female ornament.

I made a memorandum at the time, to ascertnin the
peculiar taste of this worthy Cumberland farmer, in order
that I might, at some future opportunity, express my
thavnks to him for his courtesy; but, alas! for human
resolutions, I have not done so to this moment ; and is it
likely that he, perhaps sixty years old at that time (1813),
is alive at present, twenty-five years removed 9 Well, he
may bo, such n vhmg is posnblc, though I think that

idering the next dote re-
lating to thc same house :—T'wo, or it may be three, years
after this time, I was walking to Keswick from my own
cottnge in Grasmere. The distance was thirteen miles;
the timo just nine o'clock ; the night a cloudy moonlight, -
and intensely coll. I took the very greatest delight in
these nocturnal walks, through the silent valloys of Cum-
berland and Westmoreland ; and often at hours far later
than the present. What I liked in this solitary rambling
was, to trace the course of the evening through its house-
hold hieroglyphics, from the windows which I passed or
saw ; to sce the blazing fires shining through' the windows
of houses, lurking in nooks far apart from neighbours ;
sometimes in solitudes that scemed abandoned to the owl,
to cztch the sounds of houschold mirth ; then, some miles
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farther, to perceive the time of going to bed; then the
gradual sinking to silence of the house ; then the drowsy
reign of the ericket ; at intervals, to hear church clocks or
a little solitary chapel bell, under the brows of mighty
hills, proclaiming the hours of the night, and flinging out
their sullen knells over the graves where the rude fore-
futhers of the hamlet slept "—where the strength and the
loveliness of Elizabeth's time, or Cromwell's, and through
so many flecting generations that have succeeded, had long
ago sunk to rest. Such was the sort of pleasure which I
“reaped in my nightly walks ; of which, however, consider-
ing the suspicions of lunacy which it has sometimes awolke,
the less T say, perhaps, the better. Nine o'clock it was—
and deadly cold as ever March night was made by the
keenest of black frosts, and by the bitterest of north winds
—when I drew towards the gate of our huge, hospitable,
and woful friend. A little garden there was before the
house ;'zmd in the centre of this garden was placed an
arm-chair ; upon which arm-chair was sitting composedly
—but I rubbed my cyes, doubting the very evidence of
my own eyesight—a or the huge man in his shirt-sleeves ;
yes, positively not sunning, but mooning himself—apricat-
Jng himself in the occasional moonbeams ; and as if simple
star-gazing from a sedentary station were not sufficient on
such a night, al ly pursuing his ical studies,
I repeat, in his shirt-sleeves! Could this be ouwr hos-
pitable friend, the man-mountain ? Secondly, was it any
man at all? DMight it not be a scarecrow dressed up
to frighten the birds? But from what—to frighten them
from what, at that season of the year? Yet, again, it
might be an ancient scarecrow, a superannuated scare-
crow, far advanced in years. -But still, why should a
seavecrow, young or old, sit in an arm-chair? Suppose I




230 -THE LAKE POETS,

were to ask. Yet, whare was the use of asking a scare-
crow? And, if not a scarecrow, where was the safety of
speaking too inquisitively, on his own premises, to the man-
mountain? The old dilemma of the duel or the treadmill,
if I should intrude upon his grounds at night, ocourred to
me ; and I watched the anomalous object-in silence for some
minutes. At longth the monster (for such at any rate it was,
or not ) solemnly raised his hand to his
face, perhaps taking a pinch of enuff, and thereby settled
one question. But that having been settled, only irritated
my curiosity the more upon & second~—viz., what hallu-
cination of the brain was it that could induce a living
mon to adopt so very absurd a line of conduct? Omcs I
thought of addressing him thus :—Might I presume so far
upon your known courtesy to wayfaring strangers, as to
ask, Is it the Fiend who prompts you to sit in your shirt-
sleeves, as if meditating a camisade, or wooing al fresco
pleusuresonmohnmghﬁaathiai But, s Dr. Y., on com-
plaining that, whenever he looked out of the window, he
was sure to sce Mr. X. lounging about the quadrangle, was
effectually parried by Mr. X. retorting, that, wheicver he
lounged in the quadrangle, he was sure to see Dr. Y. look-
ing out of the window ; so did I anticipate a puzzling re-
joinder from the former, with regard to my own motives
for haunting the roads as & nocturnal tramper, without any
rotional object that I could make intelligible, I thought
also of the fate which attended the Cnlendars, and so many
othernoboms clnmwbem in the * Arabian Nights,” for
or curiosity too And,
nponthewhnk,l;udgeditndmb]ctopﬂrmmy
Jjourney in silence, considering the time of night, the
solitary place, and the fancy of our enormous friend for
¢ braifiing ” those whom he regarded as ygly customers,
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And thus it ceme about that this one house has- been
loaded in my memory with'a double mystery, that too
probably never can be explained ; and I bequeath both
mysteries to the twentieth century, as torments that have
Deen .prepared for the exercise of their carnal curiosity by
the nineteenth.*

Of Southey, meantime, I had learned, upon this brief
and hurried visit, so much in confirmation or in extension
of my tolerably just preconceptions, with regard to his
character and manners, as left me not a very great deal to
add, and nothing at all to alter, through the many years
which followed of occasional intercourse with his family,
and domestic knowledge of his habits, A man of more
serene and even temper could not be imagined ; nor more
uniformly cheerful in his tone of spirits ; nor more unaf-
fectedly polite and courteous in his demeanour to stran-
gers ; nor more hospitable in his own wrong—I mean by
the. painful sacrifices, which hospitality entailed upon him,
of time, 5o exceedingly precious. In the still « weightier
matters of the law,” in cases that involved appeals to con-
science and high moral principle, I believe Southey to be
as exemplary a man as can ever have lived. Were it to
his own instant ruin, I am satisfied that he would do jus-
tice and fulfil his duty under any possible difficulties, and
through the very strongest temptations to do otherwise.
Fox honour the most delicate, for integrity the firmest, and

for generosity within the limits of prudence, Southey can-
not “well have a superior; and, in the lesser moralitics,
those which govern the daily habits, and transpire through
the manners, he is certainly a better man—that is (with
reference to the minor principle concerned), a more amiable

€ “ Aux Saumaises futurs préparer des tortures.”—DBoileas.
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man—than Wordsworth. He is less capable, for instance,
of usurping an undue share of the conversation ; he is more
uniformly disposcd to be charitable in his ient collo-
quial judgments upon doubtful actions of his neighbours ;
moro gentle and winning in his condescensions to inferior
knowledge or powers of mind ; more willing to suppose it
possible that he himself moy have fallen into an error;
more tolerant of avowed indifference towards his own
writings ; and, finally, if the reader will pardon so violent
1n anti-climax, much more ready to volunteer his assistance
in carrying a lady’s reticule or parasol

As o more amiable man (tak'mg that word partly in the
French scnse, partly also in the deeper English sense), it
might be imagined that Southey would be a more eligible
companion than Wordsworth. But this is not so; and
chiefly for three reasons, which more than counterbalance
Southey’s great amiability : firsf, because the natural re-
serve of Southey, which I have mentioned before, makes
it peculiarly difficult to place yoursclf on terms of intimacy
with him ; secondly, because the range of his conversation
is more limited than that of Wordsworth-—dealing less with
life, and the i ts of life lusively with books ;
thirdly, because the style of his conversation is less flowing
and diffusive—less expansive—more apt to clothe itself
in a keen, sparkling, aphoristic.form ; consequently much
sooner and more frequently coming to'an abrupt close. A
sententious, cpigrammatio form of delivering opinions has
o certain effect of clencling a subject, which malkes it diffi-
cult to pursue it withont a corresponding smortness of ex-
pression, and something of the same antithetic point and
equilibration of clauses. Not that the reader is to suppose
in Southey a showy master of rhetoric and colloquial sword-
play, sceking to strike and to derzle 1y his brilliant hits or
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oimit evasions. The very opposito is the truth. Ho secks,
indecd, to be effective, not for the eake of display, but aa
the readiest means of retreating from display, and the ne-
ecasity for display ; feeling that his station in literature,
and his lourelled honours, meke him a mark for the curio-
sity and interest of the company—that a standing appeal
is constantly turning to him for his opinion—a Iatent call
always going on for his voice on the question of the mo-
ment—he is anxious to comply with this requisition at as
slight a cost as mny be of thought and time. His heart is
coutiaually reverting to his wife, viz., his library ; and that
he may waste as little effort as possible upon his conver-
sational exercises—that the little he wishes to say may
appear pregnant with much meaning—he finds it advan-
tagcous, and, moreover, the style of his mind naturally
prompts him to adopt o trenchant, pungent, aculeated form
of terse, glittering, stenographic sentences—sayings which
lhave the air of laying down the law without any locus peni-
_ tentice or privilege of appeal, but are not meant to do 50 ;
in short, aiming at brevity for the company s well as for
himeelf, by cutting off all opening for disoussion and desul-
tory talk, throngh the sudden winding up that belongs to o
sententions aphorism. The hearer feels that « the record is
losed ;" and he has a sense of this result as having been
acromplished by something like an oracular Iaying down of
the law ez cathedra: but this is an indirect collateral jm-
preasion Trom Southey’s manner, and far from the one he
meditates or wishes. An oracular manner he does certainly
effect in certain dilemmas of o languishing or loitering con-
versation ; not the peremptoriness, meantime, not the im-
periousness of the oracle, is what he seeks for, but its
brevity, its despatch, its conclusiveness.
Finally. as a fourth renson why Sonthey is less fitted
K2 -
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for a geninl companion than Wordsworth, his spirits have
been, of lnte years, in a lower key than those of the
latter. The tone of Southey’s animal spirits was never
at any time raised beyond the standard of an ordinary
sympathy ; there was in him no tumult, no agitation of
passion : his organic and constitutional sensibilities were
healthy, sound, perhaps strong—but not profound, not
excessive. Cheerful he was, and animated ab all times;
but he levied no tributes on the spirits or the feclings
beyond what all people could furnish. One reason why
his bodily temperament never, like that of Wordsworth,
throw him into a state of tumultuous excitement, which
required intense and elaborate conversation to work off
the excessive fervour, was, that, over and above his far less
fervid constitution of mind and body, Southey rarely took
nnyexcmse heledahfeassedunh:y except for the
ions in summer d from his sense
of kindness and hospitality), as tlmt of a city artisan.
And it was surprising to many people, who did not know
hy experienco the prodigious effect upon the mere bodily
health of regular and congenial mental labour, that Southey
should be able to maintain health so regular, and cheerful-
ness so uniformly serene, Cheerful, however, he was, in
those early years of my acquaintance with him ; but it was
manifest to a thoughtful observer, that his golden eqmmi
mity was bound up in a threefold chain—in a
clear of all offence, in the reeurring enjoyments from his
honourable industry, and in the gratification of his parental
affections. If in this trinity of chords any one should give
way, at that poiut (it scemed) would enter the ruin of his
tranquillity. He had a son at that time, Herbert* Southey,

& Why he was called Herbert, if my young readers inquire, 1 must
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r ckild in petticonts when I first knew him, very interest-
ing even then, but annually putting forth fresh blossoms
of unusual promise, that made cven indifferent people fear
for the safety of one so fincly organized, so delicate in his
ibilitics, and so g lished. As to his
father, it became evident that he lived almost in the light
of young Herbert’s smiles, and that the very pulses of his
hieart played in unison to the sound of his son’s laughter.
There was in his manner towards this child, and towands
this only, something that marked an excess of delirious
doating, perfectly unlike the ordinary chastened movements
of Souther’s ions ; and thing also which indicated
« vague fear about him; a premature unhappiness, as if
already the inandible tread of calamity could be divined, as
if olrendy he had lost him ; which feeling, for the latter
years of the boy’s life, scemed to poison, for his father, the
hlersing of his presence.*
Herbert beeame, with his growing years, a child of more
and more hope; but, therefore, the object of more and

replr that T do not exactly kmow; beeanse I know of reasons too
many by half why he might have been so called. Derwent Coleridge,
the szcond scn of 8. T. Coleridge, and first cousin of Herbert Southey,
war £ called from the Lake of Keswick, commonly styled Darwent-
water, which geve the title of Earl to the noble and the noble-minded
Lenily of the Ratcliffes, who gave zp, like heroes and martyrs, their
Tivee xd the £aest cstates in England for one who was incapable of
eppreciating tho service. One of the islands on this lake is dedicated
to St. Hezlont, ard this might have given a name to Southey’s first-
Lorn child. Bt it is more probable that he derived that name from
Dr. Herbert, choplain to the English factory at Lisbon, and anclo to
the laureate.

* Witheut meaning it, or perceiving it ot tho time of writing, T
bave here expressed the fino seatiment (psychologically so true) of
Skakepere in one of his eonnets—

* And weep to kave what 1 so fenr to leee.”
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more fearful misgiving. He read and read ; and he be-
came at last
“ A very learned youth”—

to borrow a word from his uncle’s beauntiful poem on ﬂm
wild boy, who fell into & heresy, whilst living under the
patronage of a Spanish grandee, and, finally, escaped from
a probable martyrdom, by sailing up a great American
river, wide as any sea, after which he was never heard of
again, The learned youth of the river Greta had an earlier
and more sorrowful close to his career. Possibly from want
of exercise, combined with inordinate exercise of the cerebral
organs, a disease gradually developed itself in the heart. It
was not a mere disorder in the functions, it was a disease
in the structure of the organ, and admitted of no permanent
relief ; consequently of no final hope. He died ; and with
him died for ever the golden hopes, the radiant felicity,
and the internal serenity of the unhappy father. It was
frora Southey himself, speaking without external signs of
agitation, calmly, dispassionately, almost coldly, but with
the coldness of a settled misery, that I heard, whilst accom-
panying him throngh Grasmere on his road homewards to
Keswick, from some visit he had been paying to Words-
worth at Rydal Mount, his final feelings months after the
event, as connected with that loss. For him, in this world,
he said, happiness there conld be none ; for that his tender-
est affections, the very deepest by many degrees which he
had ever known, were now buried in the grave with his
yonthful and too brilliant Herbert.

A circumstance which, as much as anything, expommded
to the very eye the characteristic distinctions between
Wordsworth and Southey, and would not suffer a stranger
to forget it for & moment, was the insignificant place



. TOBLRT 50UTIEI. 287

ond consideration allowed to the small book-collection of
the former, contrasted with the splendid library of the
latter. The two or three hundred volumes of Wordsworth
occupicd a little, homely painted bookease, fixed into one
of two shallow recesses formed on each side of the fire-
place by the projection of the chimney in the little sitting-
room up stairs. They were ill bound, or not bound at
all—in boards, sometimes in tatters; many were imper-
fect as to the number of volumes, mutilated as to the
number of pages ;: sometimes, where it seemed worth while,
the defeets being supplied by manuseript ; sometimes not :
in short, everything showed that the books were for use,
and not for show ; and their limited amount showed that
their possessor must have independent sources of enjoy-
ment to fill up the major part of his time. In reality,
when the weather was tolerable, I believe that Words
worth rarely resorted to his books (unless, perhaps, to
some little pocket edition of a poet which accompanied
him in his rambles), except in the evenings, or after
he lnd tired himeelf by walking. On the other hand,
Southey’s collection occupied o separate room, the Iargest,
and every way the most agreeable, in the house ; and this
room was styled, and not ostentatiously (for it really
merited that name), the Library. The honse itself—Greta
Hall—stood upon a little eminence (as I have before men-
tioned), overhanging the river Greta. There was nothing
remarkable in its internal arrangements: in all respects,
it was a very plan, unadorned family dwelling ; large
cnough, by a little contrivance, to nccommodate two, or,
in some gense, three fumilics, viz, Mr. Sonthey and Ais
fomily ; Coleridge ond Zis ; together with Mrs. Lovell, who,
wwhen her gon was with her, might be said to composs
a third. e Coleridge, M. Southey, and Mrs. Lovell
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were' sisters ; all having come originally from Bristol ;
and, as the different sets of children in this one house
had each two several aunts, each of the ladies, by turns,
assuming that relation twice over, it was one of Southey’s
many amusing jests, to call the hill on which Greta Hall
mplncad,thsan&hdl, Mrs. Lovell was the widow of
Mr Robert I.nvell, whohn.dpubhxhednvolnme of poems,
tion with South here sbout the yesr
1797 under the s:gnntumof&on and Moschus. Tuis
lady, having one only son, did not require any large suite
of rooms ; and the less so, as her son quitted her, at an
early age, to pursue a professional education. The house
had, therefore, been divided (not by abeolute partition
into two distinct apartments,* but by an amicable dis-
tribution of rooms) between the two families of Coleridge
and Southey ; Coleridge had a separate study, which was
distinguished by nothing except by an organ amongst its
farniture, and by a magnificent view from its window (or
windows), if that could be considered a distinction, in a
situation whose local necessities presented you with mag-
nificent objects in whatever direction you might happen to
turn your eyes.

In the morning, the two families might live apart ; but
they met at dinner, and in a common drawing-room ; and
Southey’s library, in both senses of the word, viz., as a
room, or as a collection of books—was placed at the

* ¢ Tuto two distinct "—The word i
in eéffect, umpnrtmemofn house, already includes, in its proper
sense, nmteofmm and it is a mere vulgar error, arising out of
the Ambxummga oﬂodgmghnuu keepers, to talk of one family or
one in the plural. The queen's
apartment at St. JlmeuantVenn”llu, not the queen’s apartments,
wﬂmoomctexpmmm
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weviee of all the ladies alike, However, they did mot .
intrude upon him, escept in cases where they wished for
o larger i , OF & more i ing place for
suggesting the topics of conversation. Interesting this

* room was, indeed, and in a degree not often rivalled. The

library—the collection of books, I mean, which formed
the most conspicuous part of its furniture within—was in
all senses a good ome. The books were chiefly English,
Spanish, and Portuguese ; well selected, being the great
mdhn!dnmuofthethreeﬂtmm fine copies; and

d with a ble clegance, so as
to make them in hormony with the other embellishments
of the room. This effect was aided by the horizontal
arrangement upon brackets of many rare manuscripts—
Spanish or Portuguese. 1Mnde thus gay within, the room
stood in little need of attractions from without. Yet,
cven upon the gloomiest day of winter, the landscape
lmmﬂ:eﬂiﬁambwindmwutnopermmentlym
manding in its deur, too i of the
lcnswns,hfnllinmdmﬁngthegauafthecoldm
and dullest spectator. The Iake of Derwentwater in
one direction, with its lovely islands—a lake about nine
miles in cirenit, and shaped pretty much like a boy’s kite ;
the Lake of Bassenthwaite in auother; the mountains of
Newlonds shaping themselves as pavilions ; the gorgeous
confusion of Borrowdale just revealing its sublime chaos
throngh the narrow vista of its gorge ; all these objects lay
in different angles to the front ; whilst the sullen rear, not
visible on this side of the house, was closed by the vast and
towering masses of Skiddaw and Blencathara—mountains
which are rather to be considered as frontier barriers, and
chains of hilly ground, cutting the county of Cumberland
into great chambers and different climates, than s insu-
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lnted eminences ; so vast is the area which they occupy.
This grand panoramz~of mountain scenery, so varied, so
extensive, and yet having the delightful feeling about it of
& deep seclusion and dell-like sequestration from the world
—a feeling which, in the midst of so expansive an area
spread out below his windows, could not have been
sustained by any barriers less elevated than Skiddaw or
Blencathara ; this congregation’ of hill and lake, so wide,
and yet so prison-like, in its separation from all beyond it,
lay for ever under the eyes of Southey. His position
locally (and in some respects intellectually) reminded one of
Gibbon's. The little town of Keswick and its adjacent
lake bore something of the same relation fo mighty London
that Lausanne and its loke may be thought to bear towards
tumultuous Paris. Southey, like Gibbon, was a miscella-
neous scholar ; he, like Gibbon, of vast historical research ;
he, like Gibbon, signally industrious, and patient, and ela-
borate in collecting the ials for his historical works.
Like Gibbon, he had dedicated a life to literature ; like
Gibbon, he had gathered to the shores of a beautiful lake,
remote from great capitals, o large, or at least sufficient
library (in each case, I beliove, the library ranged, as to
numerical amount, between seven and ten thousand) ; and,
like Gibbon, he was the most accomplished littérateur
amongst the erudite scholars of his time, and the most of
an erudite scholar the lished litté
After all these points of agreement known, it remains as a
pure advantage on the side of Southey—a mere lucro
ponatyr—thet he was a poet ; brillinnt in his descriptive
powers, and fascinating in his i It is rkabl
t the series of parallelisms which have been or might
be pursued between two men, that both had the honour
of retreating by deliberate choice from a parlinmentary
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life s* Gibbon, after some silent and inert experience of that
warfare ; Southey, with o pmdent foresight of the ruin to
his health and literary usefulness, won vicariously from the
experience of others.
T took leave of Southey in 1807, at the descent into the
Vn]aofl;egbuthvn.i‘m,ulhnvanlrmdym&ud. One
ds, I became a resident in his
mﬂghbourhood and although, on various accounts, my
intercourse with him was at no time very strict, partly from
my reluctance to levy any tax on time so precious and
go fully employed ; partly in consequenco of the distance
(thirteen miles) which divided us, I was yet on such terms
for the next ten or eleven years, thet I might, in a qualified
gonse, call myself his friend.

# It illustrated the national sense of Southey's comprehensive
talents, and of his political integrity, that Lenl Radnor (the same
who, under the courtesy title of Lord Folkestone, had distingnished
Thimself for very democratie politics in the Houso of Commons, and
Thad oven conrted tho techuical designation of radical) was the man
who effered to Lring in Southey for o borouyh dependent on Zis influ-
unce.  Siv Robert Peel, under the same eense of Sonthey’s merits,
h:1 offered him a baronetey. Doth honours were declined on the
ewme prodential considerations, and with (he same perfect dirregard
of 2ll temptatinns from porsanal vy,



NOTE REFERRED TO ON PAGE 43.

I have somewhero seen it remarked with respect to theso
chargesofpl-ngiaﬂsm,thnt,howevermnwmble,thqdid

not come with an; iety or grace myself as the
posed friend of Coleridge, and ting my sketch -I:'é;
nmmuosnﬁonﬁ:o immedinte n oﬂ(:é;ietit% Ay
answer is this : was irst person nlmv?
Wa rs)topmntoynbthap Pof i

al

yeas )
all others that circumstantial pla, of which it is
impossible o suppose him Ww,gm;“;ng Many

:lf confusion bt things floating in the men d ¢
nt ion between thi ing in the memory and thin, %
self-derived, which ha) at times to most of us that deal muel

with books on the one hand, and composition on the other. An
author can hardly have written much and rapidly, who does
not sometimes detect himself, and perhaps, some-

the though

images, or striking expressions of others. ;Z?lguannnghfnrlm
conscientions self-justification, that he is anxiously vigilant to
guard himself from such unacknowledged obligations, and for-
ward to acknowledge them as soon as ever they are pointed
out. Butno l}:‘xm of mnd}l_mr gm most indulgent wtgl Iowni
to suppose that o most profound speculation upon the original
relations infer s¢ of thepmbjecﬁve and the ob}):cﬁve, literally
translated from the German, and stretching over some pages,
could, after any interval of come to be mistaken
the translator for his own. This amounted to an entire essay.
But_suppose the compass of the case to lie within a single
word, yet if that word were so remarkable, 8o provocative to.
the curiosity, and promisingso much weight of meaning (which

ly any great d from ordinar diotionm»lr’o-
‘mise), as the word esemplastic,* we should oll hold it 1mpossible

g,
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for a man to a) !.eﬂ\i:wudinndrmnﬂy dmnfnn.
ntkundmmm

uuc an undue %%n ;.n,:ﬁ”g
(ns at thetmlup

ve!lmg, latet tlrese a) om of

o e e ,,ouu““““a. i ’m‘
the 5 88 an

of nll'mbeenmou:gd xm who, in m%mm
was professing an unshaken philosophic
power. It wnld not; ba tlwlo who ‘most fer-
vently admired On!md be-
cause he was ignorant ] obhgnt.wm tn m

‘\imamnnvrbolndm

Baut thirdly, Imnstmtotm rmdn Imnot,nm-em
hndbwn,t‘le “ﬁiend'utﬂolzﬁdgnmmyumew could
havea to i frankest opi: apon his merits.
I never had hved in such intercourse with Coleridge as to
give me an opportunity of ing his friend. To him I owed

especinlly on a subject so im-

cn 'bg{nte
With eettotheeompmﬁnl trivial case of
an author of great distinction in literature and in the
Church has professed himself unable to understand what room
t‘Ilfl“!«'lwm"Clolux-{;i s o &M’dm‘;
cribed to was nnwngn
English amdemicga tuition. Locally this may have been so ; but

For I rcmember to Scliclling, and
reprated 1 Mmhuunmnum H:cm-mlnu
lﬂd&nﬂn’ml« expeere. llu'nl uite sufficient

nothm-nt lmMo the nn& to tho body of his own readers,
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hardly, I conceive, in 5o large an extent as to make that solution -
m(blm furis. Yo, howover this mgoll? no help is given to
Colendne ;_since, according to 's atory, whe the
mtmnofthenddlemorm not generally di
claimed it for his own.

—for distance from the pross and other inconveniences
oflmusual pressure oblige me to wind “1p suddenly—the whole
spmt of my rec'ml at the time (twenty yi ms nﬁ and in par-
ticular the special allusion to the last Duke caster’s case,
as one which ran pm;ﬂlol htﬂo Golu!;t:ﬁeys, mml;nﬂ:stha ﬂlm %
pensity to appropriate what gent in the
of enormous and redundant wealth, survives as an indication of
thc animus with which I a pmdmd this mb,]ect, starting even

from the assumption I was er the
restraints of friendship—which, for the seeond time let me re-
peat, I was not, In reality, the notes contributed to tho Aldine
cdition of the  Biograp! themn » by Col 's admirable *
daughter, havo placed this whole subject in a now d&hﬁ ; and in
doing this, have unavoidably: some deg:ree ustification
uvon myself. Too much so, I understand to fecling in
some gz nrters. This Jamented lady is_ thunght to have shown
partizlities in her distributions of praise and blame upon this
snbject. I will not here enter into that discussion. But, as
re:pnc(s the justification of her father, I regard her mode of
argument ns unassailable. Filial pxety the most tender nover
was so finely reconciled with candour towards the ﬁurcut of his
antagonists. Wherever the plagiarism was undeninble, she
cllowed it 3 whilst pallinting its fanltiness b{:::mng the cir-
cmnstnnces under which it arose. But she also opened a
new view of other cironmstances under which an apparent pla-

giarism arose that was not real. I 1f, for instance, knew
caces whore Coleridge gave to ymm 8 eopy of verss,
headed thus—* Lines on ——, Holt;

Other yolmg Indies made mmwng: of ﬂuau lines ; and, uu-[z\g
nothm& for the German authorship, naturally fathered them
upon Coleridge, the translator. These lines were sul nnntly
cirenlnted as lmdge 's, and as if on Oolmdge’u own ol
Thus arose many cases of apparent gl lnginrism, . And, last]
his daughter most truly reports, if he took—he gave. 3
nually he fancied other men's thoughts his own ; but such were
the confusions of his memory, that continually, and with ‘even
greater liberality, he nseril "his own thoughts to others.
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