gaed the knight's pistol, and Hutcheon, that held the ladder, and my gude
him, hears a loud skelloch.” A minute after, Sir johr;

and cries that the siljor ;

ffmd, and that they should come up and help him. And there was tle-leSIbaegr(;;‘

that had been miss;
mony a day. And Sir John, when he had riped® the turret weel, led mv"g‘ﬁj:f

. And now, Steenie,” said Sir John, “although this vision of yours tends, op
the whole, he should, even
Yet you are

concerning his soul’s health. So, | think, we had better lay the haill dirdym?
on that ill-deedie creature, Major Weir, and say naething about your dream
in the wood of Pitmurkie. You had taken ower muckle brandy to be very cer-
tain about ony thing; and, Steenie, this receipt,” (his hand shook while he
held it out,)—*“j¢’s but a queer kind of document, and we will do best, I think
to put it quietly in the fire.” ’

“Od, but for as queer as it is, it's a’ the voucher I have for my rent,” said
my gudesire, who was afraid, it may be, of losing the benefit of Sir Robert’s
discharge.

“I'will bear the contents to your credit in the rental-book, and give you a
discharge under my own hand,” said Sir John, “and that on the spot. And,
Steenie, if you can hold your tongue about this matter, you shall sit, from
this term downward, at an easjer rent.”

“Mony thanks to your honour,” said Steenie, who saw easily in what corner
the wind was; “doubtless | will be conformable to all your honour's commands;
only I would willingly speak wi’ some powerful minister on the subject, for I
do not like the sort of soumons of appointment whilk your honour’s father’—

“Do not call that phantom my father!” sajd Sir John, interrupting him.

“Weel, then, the thing that was so like him,"—said my gudesire; “he
spoke of my cor:ﬁng back to him this time twelvemonth, and it's a weight on
my conscience.

“Aweel, then,” said Sir John, “if you be much distressed in mind, you may
speak to our minister of the parish; he is a douce! man, regards the honour
of our family, and the mair that he may look for some patronage from me.”

Wi’ that my gudesire readily agreed that the receipt should be burnt, and
the Laird threw it into the chimney with his ain hand. Burn it would not for
them, though; but away it flew up the lum,? wi’ 4 lang train of sparks at its
tail, and a hissing noise like a squib.?

My gudesire gaed down to the manse,* and the minister, when he had
heard the story, said, it was his real opinion, that though my gudesire

7 Scrcech‘ 2. Chimney flue.
8. Searched. 3. Firecracker.
9. Blame. 4. Minister’s house.

L. Respectable.
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aen very far in tampering with such dangerous matters, yet, as he had
ed the devil’s arles’® (for such was the offer of meat and drink,) and
efused to do homage by piping at his bidding, he hoped, that if he held
umspect walk hereafter, Satan could take little advantage by what was
and gane. And, indeed, my gudesire, of his ain accord, lang forswore
the pipes and the brandy—it was not even till the year was out, and the
day passed, that he would so much as take the fiddle, or drink usque-
h or tippeny.®

John made up his story about the jackanape as he liked himsell; and
elieve till this day there was no more in the matter than the filching
of the brute. Indeed, ye'll no hinder some to threap,’ that it was nane
Auld Enemy that Dougal and my gudesire saw in the Laird’s room, but
nat wanchancy creature, the Major, capering on the coffin; and that as
wing on the Laird’s whistle that was heard after he was dead, the
brute could do that as weel as the Laird himsell, if no better. But
n kens the truth, whilk first came out by the minister’s wife, after Sir
and her ain gudeman® were baith in the moulds.’ And then, my gude-
ha was failed in his limbs, but not in his judgment or memory—at least
g to speak of—was obliged to tell the real narrative to his freends, for

edit of his good name. He might else have been charged for a warlock.

ades of evening were growing thicker around us as my conductor fin-
his long narrative with this moral—“Ye see, birkie,! it is nae chancy
to tak a stranger traveller for a guide, when ye are in an uncouth? land.”

1824

ney given to bind the bargain when a ser- 7. Contend.
 hired. 8. Husband.
h and weak beer that was sold for 9. Their graves.
e. Cf. Burns's “Tam O'Shanter,” lines 1. Clever young man.
08 Su'eenic's adventure in some respects 2. Strange.

‘s lams,

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE
1772-1834

Ahe Prelude Wordsworth, recording his gratitude to the mountains, lakes, and
Nds “that dwell among the hills where I was born,” commiserates with Coleridge
“thou, my Friend! wert reared / In the great City, 'mid far other scenes.” Sam-
:, aylor Coleridge had in fact been born in the small town of Ottery St. Mary, in
, nshire, but on the death of his father he had been sent to school at Christ’s
Pital in London. He was a dreamy, enthusiastic, and extraordinarily precocious
%0lboy. Charles Lamb, his schoolmate and lifelong friend, in an essay on Christ's
4l gave a vivid sketch of Coleridge’s loneliness, his learning, and his eloquence.
N in 1791 Coleridge entered Jesus College, Cambridge, he was an accomplished
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scholar; but he found little intellectual stimulation at the university, fell into idlen
dissoluteness, and debt, then in despair fled to London and enlisted in the Light l;ess’
goons under the alias of Silas Tomkyn Comberbache—one of the most inept cav; |ra-
men in the long history of the British army. Although rescued by his brothers andd K.
back to Cambridge, he left the university in 1794 without a deg-rec‘ %

In June 1794 Coleridge met Robert Southey, then a student at Oxford who lik
himself, had poetic aspirations, was a radical in religion and politics, and S\’mpall:‘li; :
with the republican experiment in France. Together the two young men'planned.e
establish an ideal democratic community in America for which Coleridge coined t}t‘o
name “Pantisocracy,” signifying an equal rule by all. A plausible American N.‘al-cs[a[e
agent persuaded them that the ideal location would be on the banks of the Sus;qUee.
hanna in Pennsylvania. Twelve men undertook to go; and because perpetuation of
the scheme required offspring, hence wives, Coleridge dutifully became engaged (g
Sara Fricker, conveniently at hand as the sister of Southey’s fiancée. The Pantisocracy
scheme collapsed, but at Southey’s insistence Coleridge went through with the mar-
riage, “resolved,” as he said, “but wretched.” Later Coleridge’s radicalism waned, and
he became a conservative in politics—a highly philosophical one—and a staunch
Anglican in religion.

In 1795 Coleridge met Wordsworth and at once judged him to be “the best poet of
the age.” When in 1797 Wordsworth brought his sister, Dorothy, to settle at Alfoxden
only three miles from the Coleridges at Nether Stowey, the period of intimate C()m:
munication and poetic collaboration began that was the golden time of Coleridge’s life,
An annual allowance of £150, granted to Coleridge by Thomas and Josiah Wedg-
wood, sons of the founder of the famous pottery firm, came just in time to deflect him
from.assuming a post as a Unitarian minister. After their joint publication of Lyrical
Ballads in 1798, Coleridge and the Wordsworths spent a winter in Germany, where
Coleridge attended the University of Géttingen and began the lifelong study of Ger-
man philosophers and critics—Kant, Schiller, Schelling, and Fichte—that helped
alter profoundly his thinking about philosophy, religion, and aesthetics.

Back in England, Coleridge in 1800 followed the Wordsworths to the Lake Dis-
trict, settling at Greta Hall, Keswick. He had become gradually disaffected from his
wife, and now he fell helplessly and hopelessly in love with Sara Hutchinson, whose
sister, Mary, Wordsworth married in 1802. In accord with the medical prescription
of that time, Coleridge had been taking laudanum (opium dissolved in alcohol) to ease
the painful physical ailments from which he had suffered from an early age. In 1800
1801 heavy dosages during attacks of rheumatism made opium a necessity to him,
and Coleridge soon recognized that the drug was a greater evil than the diseases it
did not cure. “Dejection: An Ode,” published in 1802, was Coleridge’s despairing
farewell to health, happiness, and poetic creativity. A two-year sojourn on the Medi-
terranean island of Malta, intended to restore his health, instead completed his
decline. When he returned to England in the late summer of 1806, he was a broken
man, a drug addict, estranged from his wife, suffering from agonies of remorse, and
subject to terrifying nightmares of guilt and despair from which his own shrieks
awakened him. By 1810, when he and Wordsworth quarreled bitterly, it must have
seemed that he could not fall any lower. '

Under these conditions Coleridge’s literary efforts, however sporadic and fragmen-
tary, were little short of heroic. In 1808 he debuted as a speaker at one of the new
lecturing institutions that sprang up in British cities in the early nineteenth century.
His lectures on poetry, like his later series on Shakespeare, became part of the social
calendar for fashionable Londoners—women, excluded still from universities, particu-
larly. He wrote for newspapers and single-handedly undertook to write, publish, and
distribute a periodical, The Friend, which lasted for some ten months beginning in

June 1809. A tragedy, Remorse, had in 1813 a successful run of twenty performances
at the Drury Lane theater. In 1816 he took up residence at Highgate, a northern sub-
urb of London, under the supervision of the excellent and endlessly forbearing physi-
cian James Gillman, who managed to control, although not to eliminate, Coleridge’s
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sumption of opium. The next three years were Coleridge’s most sustained period of
ary activity. While continuing to lecture and to write for the newspapers on a vari-
of subjects, he published Biographia Literaria, Zapolya (a drama), a book consisting
essays in The Friend (revised and greatly enlarged), two collections of poems,
7 al important treatises on philosophical and religious subjects. In these trea-
. and those that followed over the next fifteen years, he emerged as the heir to the
orvatism of Edmund Burke, an opponent to secularism and a defender of the
lican Church, and an unapologetic intellectual elitist with an ambitious account
e role elites might play in modern states, outlined in his discussions of national
are and of the “clerisy” who would take responsibility for preserving it.
je remaining years of his life, which he spent with Dr. and Mrs. Gillman, were
er and happier than any he had known since the turn of the century. He came
peaceful understanding with his wife and was reconciled with Wordsworth,
vhom he toured the Rhineland in 1828. His rooms at Highgate became a cen-
or friends, for the London literati, and for a steady stream of pilgrims from
and and America. They came to hear one of the wonders of the age, the Sage of
hgate’s conversation—or monologue—for even in his decline, Coleridge’s talk
Jost the almost hypnotic power that Hazlitt has immortalized in “My First
tance with Poets.” Mary Shelley appears to have been haunted by the mem-
of the evening when, a small child, she hid behind a sofa to listen to Coleridge,
of her father’s visitors, recite The Rime of the Ancient Mariner, and a stanza
a that poem of dark mystery found its way into Frankenstein, just as her recollec-
of that visitor’s voice contributed to her depictions of the irresistible hold her
el’s storytellers have over their auditors. When he died, Coleridge left his friends
h the sense that an incomparable intellect had vanished from the world.
Joleridge’s friends, however, abetted by his own merciless self-judgments, set cur-
the opinion, still common, that he was great in promise but not in performance.
a2 in his buoyant youth he described his own character as “indolence capable of
sies™ and it is true that while his mind was incessantly active and fertile, he
application and staying power. He also manifested early in life a profound sense
wilt and a need for public expiation. After drug addiction sapped his strength and
I, he often adapted (or simply adopted) passages from other writers, with little or no
nowledgment, and sometimes in a context that seems designed to reveal that he
8s on sources that he does not credit. Whatever the tangled motives for his proce-
re, Coleridge has repeatedly been charged with gross plagiarism, from his day to
After The Ancient Mariner, most of the poems he completed were written, like
e first version of “Dejection: An Ode,” in a spasm of intense effort. Writings that
quired sustained planning and application were either left unfinished or, like Bio-
phia Literaria, made up of brilliant sections padded out with filler, sometimes lifted
sm other writers, in a desperate effort to meet a deadline. Many of his speculations
oleridge merely confided to his notebooks and the ears of his friends, incorporated in
tters, and poured out in the margins of his own and other people’s books.
wen so, it is only when measured against his own potentialities that Coleridge’s
hievements appear limited. In an 1838 essay the philosopher John Stuart Mill hailed
recently deceased Coleridge as one of “the two great seminal minds of England™
cording to Mill, Coleridge’s conservatism had, along with the very different utilitar-
i philosophy of Jeremy Bentham (the other seminal mind identified in Mill’s essay),
lutionized the political thought of the day. Coleridge was also one of the impor-
it and influential literary theorists of the nineteenth century. One of his major
s is the notion that culture, the nation’s artistic and spiritual heritage, repre-
its a force with the power to combat the fragmentation of a modern, market-driven
iciety and to restore a common, collective life. This was an idea that he worked out
irgely in opposition to Bentham’s utilitarianism, the newly prestigious discipline of
blitical economy, and the impoverished, soulless account of human nature that these
ms of thought offered. And in Biographia Literaria and elsewhere, Coleridge
ised the stakes for literary criticism, making it into a kind of writing that could
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address the most difficult and abstract questions—questions about, for instance, the
relations between literary language and ordinary language, or between poetry and
philosophy, or between perception and imagination. Above all, Coleridge’s writings in
verse—whether we consider the poetry of Gothic demonism in Christabel or the med-
itative conversation poems like “Frost at Midnight” or “This Lime-Tree Bower My

Nor pause, nor perch, hovering on untamed wing!
O the one life within us and abroad,

Which meets all motion and becomefs its: soul,

A light in sound, a sound-like power in light,

Prison"—are the achievements of a remarkably innovative poet.

The Eolian Harp'

Composed at Clevedon, Somersetshire

My pensive Sara! thy soft cheek reclined
Thus on mine arm, most soothing sweet it is
To sit beside our cot, our cot o'ergrown
With white flowered jasmin, and the broad-leaved myrtle,
5 (Meet emblems they of Innocence and Love!)
And watch the clouds, that late were rich with light,
Slow saddening round, and mark the star of eve .
Serenely brilliant (such should wisdom be)
Shine opposite! How exquisite the scents
10 Snatched from yon bean-field! and the world so hushed!
The stilly murmur of the distant sea

Tells us of silence.

And that simplest lute,
Placed length-ways in the clasping casement, hark!
How by the desultory breeze caressed,
15 Like some coy maid half yielding to her lover,

It pours such sweet upbraiding,® as must needs

scolding

Tempt to repeat the wrong! And now, its strings

Boldlier swept, the long sequacious® notes
Over delicious surges sink and rise,

regularly following

20 Such a soft floating witchery of sound
As twilight Elfins make, when they at eve
Voyage on gentle gales from Fairy-Land,
Where Melodies round honey-dropping flowers,
Footless and wild, like birds of Paradise,?

1. Named for Aeolus, god of the winds, the harp
has strings stretched over a rectangular sounding
box. When placed in an opened window, the harp
(also called “Eolian lute,” “Eolian lyre,” “wind
harp”) responds to the altering wind by sequences
of musical chords. This instrument, which seems
to voice nature’s own music, was a favorite
household furnishing in the period and was
repeatedly alluded to in Romantic poetry. It served
also as one of the recurrent Romantic images for
the mind—either the mind in poetic inspiration,
as in the last stanza of Shelley’s “Ode to the West
Wind” (p. 806), or else the mind in perception,
responding to an intellectual breeze by trembling
into consciousness, as in this poem, lines 44—-48.
Coleridge wrote this poem to Sara Fricker,
whom he married on October 4, 1795, and took
to a cottage (the “cot” of lines 3 and 64) at Cleve-
don, overlooking the Bristol Channel. He later

several times expanded and altered the original
version; the famous lines 26-29, for example.
were not added until 1817, Originally it was
titled “Effusion XXXV" and was one of thirty-six
such effusions that Coleridge included in a 1796
volume of verse; revised and retitled, it became
what he called a “conversation poem”—the des-
ignation used since his day for a sustained
blank-verse lyric of description and meditation,
in the mode of conversation addressed to a
silent auditor. This was the form that Coleridge
perfected in “Frost at Midnight” and that Words-
worth adopted in “Tintern Abbey.”

2. Brilliantly colored birds found in New Guinea
and adjacent islandis‘.c The native K:aciice lo(:
removing the legs when preparing the skin le
Eumpea?u to b:ricve that the Nrdtwere footless
and spent their lives hovering in the air and feed-
ing on nectar.

Rhythm in all thought, and joyance® every where—
Methinks, it should have been impossible

Not to love all things in a world so filled; :
Where the breeze warbles, and the mute still air

Is Music slumbering on her instrument.

And thus, my love! as on the midway slope
Of yonder hill I stretch my limbs at noon,
Whilst through my half-closed eye-lids I behold il
The sunbeams dance, like diamonds, on the main,
And tranquil muse upon tranquillity; .
Full many a thought uncalled and undetained,
And many idle flitting phantasies,
Traverse my indolent and passive brain,
As wild and various as the random gales
That swell and flutter on this subject lute!

And what if all of animated nature
Be but organic harps diversely framed,
That tremble into thought, as o'er them sweeps
Plastic and vast, one intellectual breeze,
At once the Soul of each, and God of All?

But thy more serious eye a mild reproof
Darts, O beloved woman! nor such thoughts
Dim and unhallowed dost thou not reject,
And biddest me walk humbly with my God.
Meek daughter in the family of Christ!
Well hast thou said and holily dispraised
These shapings of the unregenerate’ mind;
Bubbles that glitter as they rise and break
On vain Philosophy's aye-babbling® spring.
For never guiltless may I speak of hi!n,
The Incomprehensible! save when with awe
I praise him, and with Faith that inly feels;
Who with his saving mercies healed me,
A sinful and most miserable man,
Wildered and dark, and gave me to possess .
Peace, and this cot, and thee, heart-honored Maid!

ocean

ever babbling

1796

archaic term for enjoyment, coined in the 16th century by Spenser and reintroduced by Coleridge.
ritually unredeemed; not born again.
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This Lime-Tree Bower My Prison

In the June of 1797, some long-expected Friends paid a visit to the
author’s cottage; and on the morning of their arrival, he met with
an accident, which disabled him from walking during the whole
time of their stay. One evening, when they had left him for a few
hours, he composed the following lines in the garden-bower.!

Well, they are gone, and here must I remain,
This lime-tree bower my prison! I have lost
Beauties and feelings, such as would have been
Most sweet to my remembrance even when age
s Had dimmed mine eyes to blindness! They, meanwhile,
Friends, whom I never more may meet again,
On springy” heath, along the hill-top edge,
Wander in gladness, and wind down, perchance,
To that still roaring dell, of which I told;
10 The roaring dell, o’erwooded, narrow, deep,
And only speckled by the mid-day sun;
Where its slim trunk the ash from rock to rock
Flings arching like a bridge;—that branchless ash,
Unsunned and damp, whose few poor yellow leaves
15 Ne'er tremble in the gale, yet tremble still,
Fanned by the water-fall! and there my friends
Behold the dark green file of long lank weeds,
That all at once (a most fantastic sight!)

Still nod and drip beneath the dripping edge
Of the blue clay-stone.?

20 Now, my friends emerge

Beneath the wide wide Heaven—and view again
The many-steepled tract magnificent
Of hilly fields and meadows, and the sea,
With some fair bark,® perhaps, whose sails light up
25 The slip of smooth clear blue betwixt two Isles
Of purple shadow! Yes! they wander on
In gladness all; but thou, methinks, most glad,
My gentle-hearted Charles! for thou hast pined
And hungered after Nature, many a year,
30 In the great City pent,* winning thy way
With sad yet patient soul, through evil and pain
And strange calamity!® Ah! slowly sink
Behind the western ridge, thou glorious sun!

1. The time was in fact July 1797. The visiting

boat

friends were William and Dorothy Wordsworth
and Charles Lamb. The accident was the fault of
Mrs. Coleridge—"dear Sara,” Coleridge wrote,
“accidentally emptied a skillet of boiling milk on
my foot.” T“;c bower consisted of lime (i.e., lin-
den) trees in the garden of Thomas Poole, next
door to Coleridge's cottage at Nether Stowey.
Coleridge rclalnflhcte facts in a letter to Robert
Southey, July 17, 1797, in which he transcribed
the first version of this poem. In the earliest
printed text the title is followed by “Addressed to

Charles Lamb, of the India-House, London.”

2. Elastic, I mean [Coleridge's note).

3. CE. Dorothy Wordsworth's description of the
“low damp dell” in her Alfoxden Journal, Febru-
ary 10, 1798 (p. 410). :
4. Despite Coleridge's claim, Charles Lamb emi-
nently preferred London over what he cnlh-‘d
“dead Nature.” For Lamb’s love of city life, see his
letter to Wordsworth in the NAEL Archive.

5. Some ten months earlier Charles Lamb's sis-
ter, Mary, had stabbed their mother to death in a
fit of insanity.

35
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ine in the slant beams of the sinking orb,
3: l[:llfl':;;etl;leath-ﬂowers! richlier burn, ye|clouds!
Live in the yellow light, ye distant groves:
And kindle, thou blue ocean! So my Friend
Struck with deep joy may stand, as | l:\ave stood,
Gilent with swimming sense; yea, gazing round
On the wide landscape, gaze till all doth seem
Less gross than bodily; and of such hues
As veil the Almighty Spirit, when yet he makes
Spirits perceive his presence.

A delight
Comes sudden on my heart, and I am glad
As I myself were there! Nor in this bower,
This little lime-tree bower, have I not marked
Much that has soothed me. Pale beneath the blaze
Hung the transparent foliage; and watched
Some broad and sunny leaf, and loved to see
The shadow of the leaf and stem above
Dappling its sunshine! And that v»:alnut-tree
Was richly tinged, and a deep radiance lay
Full on the ancient ivy, which usurps
Those fronting elms, and now, with blackest mass
Makes their dark branches gleam a lighter hue
Through the late twilight: and though now the bat
Wheels silent by, and not a swallow twitters,
Yet still the solitary humble bee
Sings in the bean-flower! Henceforth I shall know
That Nature ne'er deserts the wise and pure;
No plot so narrow, be but Nature there,
No waste so vacant, but may well employ
Each faculty of sense, and keep the he_art
Awake to Love and Beauty! and sometimes
"Tis well to be bereft of promised good,
That we may lift the Soul, and contemplate
With lively joy the joys we cannot share.
My gentle-hearted Charles! when the la.st rook
Beat its straight path along the dusky air
Homewards, | blessed it! deeming its black wing
(Now a dim speck, now vanishing in light)
Had crossed the mighty orb’s dilated glory, :
While thou stood’st gazing; or when all was still,
Flew creeking o'er thy head, and had a charm
For thee, my gentle-hearted Charles, to whom
No sound is dissonant which tells of Life.

1800
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That always finds, and never seeks,
Makes such a vision to the sight
As fills a father’s eyes with light;
And pleasures flow in so thick and fast
Upon his heart, that he at last
Must needs express his love’s excess
With words of unmeant bitterness.
Perhaps 'tis pretty to force together
Thoughts so all unlike each other;
To mutter and mock a broken charm,
To dally with wrong that does no harm.
Perhaps 'tis tender too and pretty
At each wild word to feel within
A sweet recoil of love and pity.
And what, if in a world of sin
(O sorrow and shame should this be true!)
Such giddiness of heart and brain
Comes seldom save from rage and pain,
So talks as it's most used to do.

1798-1800

l. The scene is Coleridge’s cottage at Nether
Stowey; the infant in line 7 is his son Hartley,
then aged seventeen months.

2. In all parts of the kingdom these films are
called strangers and supposed to portend the
arrival of some absent friend [Coleridge’s note).

The “flm” is n'picce of soot fluttering on the bar

of the grate. Ci
which the poet describes how, dreaming before

Frost at Midnight!

The frost performs its secret ministry,

Unhelped by any wind. The owlet’s cry
Came loud—and hark, again! loud as before.
The inmates of my cottage, all at rest,

Have left me to that solitude, which suits
Abstruser musings: save that at my side

My cradled infant slumbers peacefully.

"Tis calm indeed! so calm, that it disturbs
And vexes meditation with its strange

And extreme silentness. Sea, hill, and wood,
This populous village! Sea, and hill, and wood,
With all the numberless goings on of life,
Inaudible as dreams! the thin blue flame

Lies on my low burnt fire, and quivers not;
Only that film,? which fluttered on the grate,
Still flutters there, the sole unquiet thing,
Methinks, its motion in this hush of nature
Gives it dim sympathies with me who live,
Making it a companionable form,

were advertised on the verso of the
Cowper's The Task 4.292-95, in

Coleridge’s text in the 1798 volume
“Frost at Midnight” was first published.

1816

the parlor fire, he watches “The sooty films that
play upon the bars, / Pendulous and foreboding,
in the view / Of superstition prophesying still,

Though still deceived, some stranger's near
approach.” Several editions of Cowper'’s poems
st page of
in which

Al

Y
1

2 -

was born at Ottery St. Mary, Dev-
but went to school in' London, begin-
he age of nine.

FROST AT MIDNIGHT

idling Spirit
e puny flaps and freaks the id
\B}‘;I:(t’: ofvn l)ll'lOOdS interprets, every where
Echo or mirror seeking of itself,
And makes a toy of Thought.

But O! how oft,
How oft, at school, with most believing mind,
Presageful, have I gazed upon thle bars, :
To watch that fluttering stranger! and as oft
With unclosed lids, already had I dreamt "
~ Of my sweet birth-place,® and the old f:hurc -tower,
- Whose bells, the poor man’s only music, rang

» From morn to evening, all the hot Fair-day,

So sweetly, that they stirred and haunted me

~ With a wild pleasure, falling on mine ear

st like articulate sounds of things to come!
4 ISv:)ogazed I, till the soothing things I dreamtd i
Lulled me to sleep, and sleep prolonged my dreams!
And so I brooded all the foll?wmg morn,
~ Awed by the stern preceptor’s* fa.ce, mine eyek.
Fixed with mock study on my swimming book:
Save if the door half opened, and I snatched
A hasty glance, and still my heart lcfaped up,
For still I hoped to see the stranger’s face,
Townsman, or aunt, or sister more beloved,

My play-mate when we both were clothed alike!®

ide
Dear Babe, that sleepest cradlf:d by' my side,
Whose gentle breathings, heard in this deep calm,
Fill up the interspersed vacancies

~ And momentary pauses of the thought!

babe so beautiful! it thrills my heart
\’Xl’{th tender gladness, thus to look at thee,
And think that thou shalt learn far other lore
And in far other scenes! For I was rea.rcd _
In the great city, pent ‘'mid cloisters dim,
And saw nought lovely but the sky‘and stars.
But thou, my babe! shalt wander like a breeze

55 By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags

i i louds
Of ancient mountain, and beneath the ¢ ;
Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores
And mountain crags: so shalt thou see and hear
The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible

f 60  Of that eternal language, which thy God

Utters, who from eternity doth teach
Himself in all, and all things in himself.
Great universal Teacher! he shall mould
Thy spirit, and by giving make it ask.

school, Christ’s Hospital.

erend James Boyer at Coleridge's old enough to be breeched.
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. Le., when both Coleridge and his sister Ann
sslill :vor‘: infant clothes, before he was deemed
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Feb.

20

1. This

lines, ca Y
wrote on the night of April 4, 1802, after hearing

the open

tality,” which Wordsworth had just composed. The
“Letter” was addressed to Sara Hutchinson (whom act and dignifie
Coleridge sometimes called “Asra”), the sister of E
Wordsworth’s fiancée, Mary. It picked up the
theme of a loss in the quality of perceptual experi-
hat Wordsworth had

inning of his “Ode.” In his original poem
“oleridge | is

Co

I SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE

65 Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee,
ether the summer clothe the general earth

With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing
Betwixt the tufts of snow on the bare branch
Of mossy apple-tree, while the nigh thatch

70 Smokes in the sun-thaw; whether the eave-drops fal]
Heard only in the trances of the blast,

Or if the secret ministry of frost

Shall hang them up in silent icicles,

Quietly shining to the quiet Moon.

1798

Dejection: An Ode!

Late, late yestreen [ saw the new Moon,
With the old Moon in her arms;

And I fear, I fear, my Master dear!

We shall have a deadly storm,

Ballad of Sir Patrick Spence

1

Well! If the Bard was weather-wise, who made
The grand old ballad of Sir Patrick Spence,
is night, so tranquil now, will not g0 hence
Unroused by winds, that ply a busier trade
Than those which mould yon cloud in lazy flakes,
Or the dull sobbing draft, that moans and rakes
Upon the strings of this Eolian lute,?
Which better far were mute.
For lo! the New-moon winter-bright!
And overspread with phantom light,
(Wit swimming phantom light o'erspread
mmed and circled by a silver thread)
I see the old Moon in her lap, foretelling
The coming on of rain and squally blast.
And oh! that even now the gust were swelling,
And the slant night-shower driving loud and fast!
Those sounds which oft have raised me, whilst they awed,
And sent my soul abroad,
Might now perhaps their wonted® impulse give,
Might startle this dyl] pain, and make it move and live!

noem originated in a verse letter of 340

riage and the h
led “A Letter to— that Coleridge

ing stanzas of “Ode: Intimations of Immor-

on October 4, 1802, Wordswort

presented at the
2. A strin,
wind (see

TP ey
at length h appy mar-

customar)

lessness of his love for Sara
Hutchinson. In the next six months Coleridge
leted more than half the original lines, revised
and reordered the remaining passages, and so
transformed a long verse confession into the com-
“Dejection: An Ode.” He pub-
shed the “Ode,” in substantially its present form,
"ul's wedding day—
and also the seventh anniversary of Coleridge's
own disastrous marriage to Sara Flicker.

instrument played upon by the

Eolian Harp,” p. 444, n. 1.).

DEJECTION: AN ODE

2

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

A stifled, drowsy, unimpassioned grie.f,f
Which finds no natural outlet, no relief,
In word, or sigh, or tear—

0 Lady!? in this wan and heartless mood,

r thoughts by yonder throstle woo'd,
'.rvoltlht;is longg eve, so balmy and serene,
'lllnve I been gazing on the western sky,
~ And its peculiar tint of yellow green: :
'And still I gaze—and with hox.v blank an f]y:
"And those thin clouds above, in flakes and bars,
“That give away their motion to the stars;
‘Those stars, that glide behind them or between,.
" Now sparkling, now bedimmeq, l.)ut always seen:
gm crescent Moon as fixed as if it grew :
In its own cloudless, starless le.ake of blue;
I see them all so excellen?ly fair, :
I see, not feel, how beautiful they are!

3

My genial® spirits fail; ;
~ And what can these avai
To liftI:he smothering weight from off my breast?
: It were a vain endeavo;lr,
Though I should gaze for ever .
On that grgeen light that lingers in the west:
- I may not hope from outward forms to win i
" The passion and the life, whose fountains are within.

4

O Lady! we receive but what we give,
And in our life alone does nattur:;rlslvl::(:e duyutedy
; i wedding-garment, o !
O‘K:ésxled we augg§t° behold, of higher worth,
Than that inanimate cold wo'rld allowed
To the poor loveless ever-anxious crowd, .
Ah! from the soul itself must issue forth,
A light, a glory,’® a fair luminous cloud
Enveloping the Earth—
And from the soul itself must tl'1ere be sg.enth
A sweet and potent voice, of its own b|'rt :
Of all sweet sounds the life and element!

the original version “Sara"—i.c., Sara ours to give to her.

NSO i ing versions, in which
w':s nt;;:es';t:dnf'ier:t lg “William” (Words-
and then to “Edmund,” Coleridge intro-
d the noncommittal “Lady” in 1817.
oy AL,

nle A4 amashad o o iy saa
!ll P rov it TN wg h ol g dd o o3 AN
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creative

anything

. Coleridge often uses the term to iden-
lsl'fy}t:I;-ruz:;-rgthe phenomenon that occurs in
the mountains when h. w:lkir 'tehe“ 'I"I'ill' :rel:lelz ::e:

t un in »
figure projected by the sun in the



486

60

65

80

85

9

95

6. The sense becomes clearer if line 68 is

b s cles punctu-
ated in the way that Coleridge punctuated it when “a new Earth and a new
quoting the passage in one of hi essays: “Which,
wedding Nature to us, gives in dower.” Le., Joy

| SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE

5

O pure of heart! thou need’st not ask of me
What this strong music in the soul may be!
%at, and wherein it doth exist,
This light, this glory, this fair luminous mist
This beautiful and beauty-making power. :

Joy, virtuous Lady! Joy that neer was given
S'fxve to the pure, and in their purest hour, ’
Life, and Life’s effluence, cloud at once and shower
Joy, Lady! is the spirit and the power, .
Which wedding Nature to us gives in dower.

A new Earth and new Heaven,® '
Un(!reamt of by the sensual and the proud—
Joy is the sweet voice, Joy the luminous cloud—

We in ourselves rejoice!

And thence flows all that charms or ear or sight

All melodies the echoes of that voice ,
All colours a suffusion from that light. ’

6

Therc.* was a time when, though my path was rough
This joy within me dallied with distress :
And all misfortunes were but as the stuff
Whence Fancy made me dreams of happiness:
For hope grew round me, like the twining vine
And fruits, and foliage, not my own, seemed m}ne
But now afflictions bow me down to earth: .
Nor care I that they rob me of my mirth
But oh! each visitation® ’
Suspends what nature gave me at my birth,
My shaping spirit of Imagination.
For not to think of what I needs must feel,
But to be still and patient, all | can;
And haply by abstruse research to steal
From my own nature all the natural man—
.This was my sole resource, my only plan:
Till that which suits a part infects the whole,
And now is almost grown the habit of my soul.

7
Hence, viper thoughts, th: i i
Rca“tyg A drgeam!thdt coil around my mind,
I turn from you, and listen to the wind,
Which long has raved unnoticed. What a scream
Of agony by torture lengthened out
That lute sent forth! Thou Wind, that ravest without,

ing Revelation 21.1.

i.e., of affliction

pr. 4, 1802

Christmas as, in a perverted form, it is cele-
marries us to Nature and gives us, for our dowry,

Heaven,” a phrase echo- r the pathos of his tragic passages. The poet
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Bare crag, or mountain-tairn,” or blasted tree,
Or pine-grove whither woodman never clomb,’
Or lonely house, long held the witches' home,

Methinks were fitter instruments for thee,
Mad Lutanist! who in this month of showers,

Of dark brown gardens, and of peeping flowers,
Mak’st Devils' yule,® with worse than wintry song,
The blossoms, buds, and timorous leaves among.
Thou Actor, perfect in all tragic sounds!
Thou mighty Poet, e'en to frenzy bold!
What tell’st thou now about?
"Tis of the rushing of a host in rout,

With groans of trampled men, with smarting wounds—
At once they groan with pain, and shudder with the cold!
But hush! there is a pause of deepest silence!

And all that noise, as of a rushing crowd,

With groans, and tremulous shudderings—all is over—

It tells another tale, with sounds less deep and loud!

A tale of less affright,
And tempered with delight,
As Otway's’ self had framed the tender lay,
"Tis of a little child
Upon a lonesome wild,
Not far from home, but she hath lost her way:
And now moans low in bitter grief and fear,
And now screams loud, and hopes to make her mother hear.

climbed

8

"Tis midnight, but small thoughts have I of sleep:
Full seldom may my friend such vigils keep!
Visit her, gentle Sleep! with wings of healing,
And may this storm be but a mountain-birth,'
May all the stars hang bright above her dwelling,
Silent as though they watched the sleeping Earth!
With light heart may she rise,
Gay fancy, cheerful eyes,
Joy lift her spirit, joy attune her voice;

155 To her may all things live, from pole to pole,

Their life the eddying of her living soul!
O simple spirit, guided from above,
Dear Lady! friend devoutest of my choice,
Thus mayest thou ever, evermore rejoice.
1802

was probably to Wordsworth's “Lucy Gray.”

1. Probably, “May this be a typical mountain

d by devils. storm, short though violenl."unllhuugh C}(;Ieridg'e
{ ay (1652-1685), a dramatist noted might have intended an allusion to Horace's

b tway | phrase “the mountain labored and brought forth

named was “William,” and the allusion a mouse.”

, or mountain pool.
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The Pains of Sleep!

Ere on my bed my limbs 1 lay,
It hath not been my use® to pray
With moving lips or bended knees;
But silently, by slow degrees,
s My spirit I to Love compose,
In humble trust mine eye-lids close
With reverential resignation, ’
No wish conceived, no thought exprest
Only a sense of supplication; ’
10 A sense o'er all my soul imprest
T_hat I am weak, yet not unblest,
Since in me, round me, every where
Eternal strength and wisdom are.

custom

But yester-night | prayed aloud
15 In anguish and in agony,
Up-starting from the fiendish crowd
Of shapes and thoughts that tortured me:
A lurid light, a trampling throng,
Sense of intolerable wrong,

20 Anfi whom [ scorned, those only strong!
Thirst of revenge, the powerless will
Still baffled, and yet burning still!
Desire with loathing strangely mixed
On wild or hateful objects fixed.

s Fantastic passions! maddening brawl!
And shame and terror over all!

Deeds to be hid which were not hid
Which all confused I could not know
Whether | suffered, or I did: :

30 For all seemed guilt, remorse or woe,
My own or others still the same
Life-stifling fear, soul-stifling shame.

So two nights passed: the night's di
Saddened and stunned the c%)ming fit:yz.’y
3 Sl'eep, the wide blessing, seemed to me
Distemper’s worst calamity.
The third night, when my own loud scream
H?d waked me from the fiendish dream
O’ercome with sufferings strange and w;ld
%0 I wept as I had been a child; ‘
And having thus by tears subdued

1. Coleri i : 2
letter izrsgze:cslzﬂ:g: irnft of this poem ina in fits...." The last sentence indicates what
which b wroté: ths Y, September 11, 1803, in Coleridge did not know—that his guilty night-
owing entirely to the Hm)’ !P"’l}s are dreadful, mares were probably withdrawal s\'mplor'ns from
iy evad s ) A orrors ol every night—1 opium. The dreams he describes are very similar
substantial Mi "P’f tis no shadow with me, but to those that De Quincey represents as "Tl‘u'
hepiys sk n:ry oot-thick, that makes me sit Pains of Opium” in his Co.,h?om of an English
d y ie oba morning, & cry—. I have aban- Opium-Eater. an Engli

loned all opiates except Ether be one; & that only
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My anguish to a milder mood,

Such punishments, I said, were due

To natures deepliest stained with sin,—
45 For aye entempesting anew

The unfathomable hell within,

The horror of their deeds to view,

To know and loathe, yet wish and do!

Such griefs with such men well agree,
so  But wherefore, wherefore fall on me?

To be beloved is all I need,

And whom I love, I love indeed.

1816
To William Wordsworth
Composed on the Night after His Recitation of a Poem on the
Growth of an Individual Mind'
Friend of the wise! and teacher of the good!
song

Into my heart have I received that lay®
More than historic, that prophetic lay
Wherein (high theme by thee first sung aright)
s Of the foundations and the building up
Of a Human Spirit thou hast dared to tell
What may be told, to the understanding mind
Revealable; and what within the mind
By vital breathings secret as the soul
10 Of vernal® growth, oft quickens in the heart springtime
Thoughts all too deep for words!*—

Theme hard as high!

- Of smiles spontaneous, and mysterious fears

(The first-born they of Reason and twin birth),
Of tides obedient to external force,
15 And currents self-determined, as might seem,
Or by some inner power; of moments awful,°
Now in thy inner life, and now abroad,
When power streamed from thee, and thy soul received
The light reflected, as a light bestowed—

awe-inspiring

20 Of fancies fair, and milder hours of youth,

Hyblean* murmurs of poetic thought
Industrious in its joy, in vales and glens
Native or outland, lakes and famous hills!
Or on the lonely high-road, when the stars

was the poem (later called The Prelude), 2. Wordsworth had described the effect on his
d to Coleridge, that Wordsworth had mind of the animating breeze (“vital breathings”)
p d in 1805, After Coleridge returned from in The Prelude 1.1-47. “Thoughts . .. words”
la, very low in health and spirits, Wordsworth echoes the last line of Wordsworth's “Intimations”

d the poem aloud to him during the evenings ode. Coleridge goes on to summarize the major

Imost two weeks. Coleridfe wrote most of the themes and events of The Prelude.
response immediately after the reading 3. Sweet. Hybla, in ancient Sicily, was famous

mpleted, on January 7, 1807. waiacin for its honey.
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35 Were rising; or by secret mountain-streams, And all which patient toil had reared, and all,
The guides and the companions of thy way! Commune with thee had opened out—but f]owers
Strewed on my corse, and borne upon my bier,
Of more than Fancy, of the Social Sense s In the same coffin, for the self-same grave!
Distending wide, and man beloved as man,
Where France in all her towns lay vibrating That way no more! and ill beseems it me,
30 Like some becalmed bark beneath the burst Who came a welcomer in herald’s guise,
Of Heaven’s immediate thunder, when no cloud Singing of glory, and futurity,
Is visible, or shadow on the main. To wander back on such unhealthful road,
For thou wert there, thine own brows garlanded, Plucking the poisons of self-harm! And ill
Amid the tremor of a realm aglow, Such intertwine beseems triumphal wreaths
35 Amid a mighty nation jubilant, Strewed before thy advancing!
When from the general heart of human kind
Hope sprang forth like a full-born Deity! Nor do thou,
Of that dear Hope afflicted and struck down, Sage Bard! impair the memory of that hour
So summoned homeward, thenceforth calm and sure Of thy communion with my nobler mind®
%0 From the dread watch-tower of man’s absolute self, By pity or grief, already felt too long!
With light unwaning on her eyes, to look Nor let my words import more blame than needs.
Far on—herself a glory to behold, " The tumult rose and ceased: for peace is nigh
The Angel of the vision!* Then (last strain) ~ Where wisdom's voice has found a listening heart.
Of Duty, chosen laws controlling choice, ~ Amid the howl of more than wintry storms,
#  Action and joy!—An Orphic song® indeed, 9 The halcyon’ hears the voice of vernal hours
A song divine of high and passionate thoughts Already on the wing.
To their own music chanted! .’
o Eve following eve,®
O great Bard! ~ Dear tranquil time, when the sweet sense of Home
Ere yet that last strain dying awed the air, s sweetest! moments for their own sake hailed
With steadfast eye I viewed thee in the choir ~ And more desired, more precious for thy song,
5o Of ever-enduring men. The truly great " 95 In silence listening, like a devout child,
Have all one age, and from one visible space e My soul lay passive, by thy various strain
Shed influence! They, both in power and act, Driven as in surges now beneath the stars,
Are permanent, and Time is not with them, With momentary stars of my own birth,
Save as it worketh for them, they in it. ; Fair constellated foam, still darting off
55 Nor less a sacred roll, than those of old, m Into the darkness; now a tranquil sea,
And to be placed, as they, with gradual fame Outspread and bright, yet swelling to the moon.
Among the archives of mankind, thy work
Makes audible a linked lay of Truth, And when—O Friend! my comforter and guide!
Of Truth profound a sweet continuous lay, Strong in thyself, and powerful to give strength!—
60 Not learnt, but native, her own natural notes! - Thy long sustained Song finally closed,
Ah! as I listened with a heart forlorn, 105 And thy deep voice had ceased—yet thou thyself
The pulses of my being beat anew: ~ Wert still before my eyes, and round us both
And even as life returns upon the drowned, That happy vision of beloved faces—
Life’s joy rekindling roused a throng of pains— Scarce conscious, and yet conscious of its close
o5 Keen pangs of Love, awakening as a babe : I sate, my being blended in one thought
Turbulent, with an outery in the heart; 10 (Thought was it? or aspiration? or resolve?)
And fears self-willed, that shunned the eye of hope; Absorbed, yet hanging still upon the sound—
And hope that scarce would know itself from fear; And when I rose, I found myself in prayer.
Sense of past youth, and manhood come in vain, 307 1817

70

And genius given, and knowledge won in vain;
And all which I had culled in wood-walks wild,

4. Probably alludes to “the great vision of the legendary Orpheus. There may also be Husi
guarded mount” in Milton's “Lycidas,” line 161. to the Orphic mysteries, invo) I.n;olpir?t’;:l :::l)l’:
5. As enchanting and oracular as the song of the and rebirth (see lines 61-66)

iati th ted in winter.
:Je‘:: l{l‘l;g;t;sc)lrly exsoclation hetTaSR S g."’l'hc evenings during which Wordsworth read

A fabled bird, able to calm the sea where it his poem aloud.




