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and objects which the poet describes, as they are the sensations of other me
and the objects which interest them. The poet thinks and feels in the spi
of the passions of men. How, then, can his language differ in any mate;
degree from that of all other men who feel vividly and see clearly? It might
proved that it is impossible. But supposing that this were not the case, ¢
poet might then be allowed to use a peculiar language, when expressing |
feelings for his own gratification, or that of men like himself. But poets
not write for poets alone, but for men. Unless therefore we are advocates
that admiration which depends upon ignorance, and that pleasure w
arises from hearing what we do not understand, the poet must descend
this supposed height, and, in order to excite rational sympathy, he
express himself as other men express themselves. * * *

[“EMOTION RECOLLECTED IN TRANQUILLITY"]

1 have said that poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feeling
takes its origin from emotion recollected in tranquillity: the emotion is e
templated till by a species of reaction the tranquillity gradually disappes
and an emotion, kindred to that which was before the subject of contemp
tion, is gradually produced, and does itself actually exist in the mind
this mood successful composition generally begins, and in a mood sim:
to this it is carried on; but the emotion, of whatever kind and in whate
degree, from various causes is qualified by various pleasures, so thal
describing any passions whatsoever, which are voluntarily described,
mind will upon the whole be in a state of enjoyment. Now, if nature be
cautious in preserving in a state of enjoyment a being thus employed, !
poet ought to profit by the lesson thus held forth to him, and ought es
cially to take care, that whatever passions he communicates to his read
those passions, if his reader’s mind be sound and vigorous, should alwa
accompanied with an overbalance of pleasure. Now the music of har
ous metrical language, the sense of difficulty overcome, and the blind &
ciation of pleasure which has been previously received from works of rhyi
or metre of the same or similar construction, an indistinct perception p
petually renewed of language closely resembling that of real life, and yety
the circumstance of metre, differing from it so widely, all these impe
bly make up a complex feeling of delight, which is of the most impo
use in tempering the painful feeling which will always be found interm
gled with powerful descriptions of the deeper passions. This effect is alw
produced in pathetic and impassioned poetry; while, in lighter compe
tions, the ease and gracefulness with which the poet manages his numb
are themselves confessedly a principal source of the gratification of ¢
reader. I might perhaps include all which it is necessary to say upon H
subject by affirming, what few persons will deny, that, of two descriptic
either of passions, manners, or characters, each of them equally well e
cuted, the one in prose and the other in verse, the verse will be read a
dred times where the prose is read once. * * *

I know that nothing would have so effectually contributed to further the er
which I have in view, as to have shewn of what kind the pleasure is, and
the pleasure is produced, which is confessedly produced by metrical comp
sition essentially different from that which I have here endeavoured to
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ommend: for the reader will say that he has been pleased by such composition;
and what can I do more for him? The power of any art is limited; and he will
suspect, that, if I propose to furnish him with new friends, it is only upon
condition of his abandoning his old friends. Besides, as I have said, the reader
is himself conscious of the pleasure which he has received from such com-
position, composition to which he has peculiarly attached the endearing
name of poetry; and all men feel an habitual gratitude, and something of an
honorable bigotry for the objects which have long continued to please them:
we not only wish to be pleased, but to be pleased in that particular way in
which we have been accustomed to be pleased. There is a host of arguments
in these feelings; and I should be the less able to combat them successfully,
as | am willing to allow, that, in order entirely to enjoy the poetry which Tam
recommending, it would be necessary to give up much of what is ordinarily
enjoyed. But, would my limits have permitted me to point out how this plea-
sure is produced, I might have removed many obstacles, and assisted my
reader in perceiving that the powers of language are not so limited as he may
suppose; and that it is possible that poetry may give other enjoyments, of
a purer, more lasting, and more exquisite nature. This part of my subject |
have not altogether neglected; but it has been less my present aim to prove,
that the interest excited by some other kinds of poetry is less vivid, and less
worthy of the nobler powers of the mind, than to offer reasons for presum-
ing, that, if the object which I have proposed to myself were adequately
attained, a species of poetry would be produced, which is genuine poetry;
in its nature well adapted to interest mankind permanently, and likewise
important in the multiplicity and quality of its moral relations.

From what has been said, and from a perusal of the poems, the reader will
be able clearly to perceive the object which I have proposed to myself: he will
determine how far I have attained this object; and, what is a much more
important question, whether it be worth attaining; and upon the decision of
these two questions will rest my claim to the approbation of the public.

1800, 1802

Strange fits of passion have I known'

Strange fits of passion have I known:
And I will dare to tell,

But in the Lover's ear alone,

What once to me befel.

w

When she I loved looked every day
Fresh as a rose in June,

I to her cottage bent my way,
Beneath an evening moon.

1. This and the four following pieces are often
Brouped by editors as the “Lucy poems,” even
though “A’slumber did my spirit seal” does not
‘dentify the “she” who is the subject of that
Poem. All but the last were written in 1799,

while Wordsworth and his sister were in Ger-
many and homesick. There has been diligent
speculation about the identity of Lucy, but it
remains speculation.



L POINtNE moon 1 nxed my eye,
10 All over the wide lea;

With quickening pace my horse drew nigh
Those paths so dear to me.

And now we reached the orchard-plot;
And, as we climbed the hill,

15 The sinking moon to Lucy’s cot
Came near, and nearer still.

In one of those sweet dreams | slept,
Kind Nature’s gentlest boon!
And all the while my eyes | kept

20 On the descending moon.

My horse moved on; hoof after hoof
He raised, and never stopped:

When down behind the cottage roof,
At once; the bright moon dropped.

25 What fond and wayward thoughts will slide

Into a Lover’s head!

“O mercy!” to myself I cried,
“If Lucy should be dead!™

1799

She dwelt among the untrodden ways'

She dwelt among the untrodden ways
Beside the springs of Dove,?

A Maid whom there were none to praise
And very few to love:

5 Aviolet by a mossy stone
Half hidden from the eye!
—Fair as a star, when only one
Is shining in the sky.

She lived unknown, and few could know
10 When Lucy ceased to be;
But she is in her grave, and, oh,
The difference to me!

1799

2. An additional stanza in an earlier manuscript
version demonstrates how a poem can be improved
by omission of a passage that is, in itself, excellent
poetry: “I told her this: her laughter light /s ring-

ing in my ears; / And when I think upon that night /
My eyes are dim with tears.”

1. For the author's revisions while com:
this poem, see “Poems in Process,” in the N.
Archive.

2. There are several rivers by this na
England, including one in the Lake District.
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L Le. Lucy was three years old when Nature made this promise; line 37 makes clear that Lucy ha

Three years she grew

: she grew in sun and shower,
¥:Zﬁe&l:?zie saig, “A lovelier flower
On earth was never sown;
This Child I to myself will take;
She shall be mine, and I will make
A Lady of my own.!

“Myself will to my darling be-

Both law and impulse: and with me

The Girl, in rock and plain, .

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower,
Shall feel an overseeing power

To kindle or restrain.

“She shall be sportive as the fawn
That wild with glee across the lawn
Or up the mountain springs;

And hers shall be the breathing balm,
And hers the silence and the calm

Of mute insensate things.

“The floating clouds their state shall lend
To her; for her the willow bend;

Nor shall she fail to see

Even in the motions of the Storm :
Grace that shall mould the Maiden’s form
By silent sympathy.

“The stars of midnight shall be dear

To her; and she shall lean her ear

In many a secret place

Where rivulets dance their wayward round,
And beauty born of murmuring sound
Shall pass into her face.

“And vital feelings of delight .
Shall rear her form to stately height,
Her virgin bosom swell; Hng
Such thoughts to Lucy I will give
While she and I together live

Here in this happy dell.”

Thus Nature spake—the work was done—
How soon my Lucy’s race was run!
She died, and left to me

feached the maturity foretold in the sixth stanza when she died.
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This heath, this calm, and quiet scene;
The memory of what has been,
And never more will be.

A slumber did my spirit seal

A slumber did my spirit seal;
I had no human fears:

She seemed a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force;
She neither hears nor sees;

Rolled round in earth’s diurnal® course,
With rocks, and stones, and trees.

I travelled among unknown men

I travelled among unknown men,
In lands beyond the sea;

Nor, England! did I know till then
What love I bore to thee.

"Tis past, that melancholy dream!
Nor will I quit thy shore

A second time; for still I seem
To love thee more and more.

Among thy mountains did I feel
The joy of my desire;

And she I cherished turned her wheel
Beside an English fire.

Thy mornings showed, thy nights concealed
The bowers where Lucy played;

And thine too is the last green field
That Lucy’s eyes surveyed.
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Lw,
‘t‘ord_monh said in 1843 that these lines,
n"“ in Germany in 1798, were “intended as
%' a poem on my own life [The Prelude], but

<k out a5 not being wanted there.” He pub-

Stry,
'ld:d them in the second edition of Lyrical Bal- rocks.
» 1800, 5. Tree stumps. (“Stocks and stones” is a con-

" "'%0ked stick used to shake tree branches and ventional expression for “inanimate things.")

Nutting'

— ]t seems a day

(1 speak of one from many singled out)

One of those heavenly days that cannot die;
When, in the eagerness of boyish hope,

[ left our cottage-threshold, sallying forth

With a huge wallet® o'er my shoulder slung,

A nutting-crook? in hand; and turned my steps
Tow'rd some far-distant wood, a Figure quaint,
Tricked out in proud disguise of cast-off weeds®
Which for that service had been husbanded,

By exhortation of my frugal Dame*—

Motley accoutrement, of power to smile

At thorns, and brakes,® and brambles,—and, in truth,
More ragged than need was! O'er pathless rocks,
Through beds of matted fern, and tangled thickets,
Forcing my way, | came to one dear nook
Unvisited, where not a broken bough

Drooped with its withered leaves, ungracious sign
Of devastation; but the hazels rose

Tall and erect, with tempting clusters hung,

A virgin scene!—A little while I stood,

Breathing with such suppression of the heart

As joy delights in; and, with wise restraint
Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed

The banquet;—or beneath the trees I sate
Among the flowers, and with the flowers I played;
A temper known to those, who, after long

And weary expectation, have been blest

With sudden happiness beyond all hope.

Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves

The violets of five seasons re-appear

And fade, unseen by any human eye;

Where fairy water-breaks* do murmur on

For ever; and I saw the sparkling foam,
And—with my cheek on one of those green stones
That, fleeced with moss, under the shady trees,
Lay round me, scattered like a flock of sheep—

I heard the murmur and the murmuring sound,
In that sweet mood when pleasure loves to pay
Tribute to ease; and, of its joy secure,

The heart luxuriates with indifferent things,
Wasting its kindliness on stocks® and stones,
And on the vacant air. Then up I rose,

bag, knapsack

clothes

thickets of ferns

And dragged to earth both branch and bough, with crash

make nuts fall.

3. Ann Tyson, with whom Wordsworth lodged
while at Hawkshead grammar school.
4. Places where the flow of a stream is broken by



45 And merciless ravage: and the shady nook
Of hazels, and the green and mossy bower,
Deformed and sullied, patiently gave up
Their quiet being: and, unless I now
Confound my present feelings with the past,

5o Ere from the mutilated bower I turned
Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of kings,

I felt a sense of pain when I beheld
The silent trees, and saw the intruding sky.—
Then, dearest Maiden,® move along these shades

55 In gentleness of heart; with gentle hand

Touch—for there is a spirit in the woods.

1798

The Ruined Cottage'

First Part

"Twas summer and the sun was mounted high.
Along the south the uplands feebly glared
Through a pale steam, and all the northern downs
In clearer air ascending shewed far off
5 Their surfaces with shadows dappled o'er
Of deep embattled clouds: far as the sight
Could reach those many shadows lay in spots
Determined and unmoved, with steady beams
Of clear and pleasant sunshine interposed;
10 Pleasant to him who on the soft cool moss
Extends his careless limbs beside the root
Of some huge oak whose aged branches make
A twilight of their own, a dewy shade
Where the wren warbles while the dreaming man,
15 Half-conscious of that soothing melody,
With side-long eye looks out upon the scene,
By those impending branches made more soft,
More soft and distant. Other lot was mine.
Across a bare wide Common I had toiled
20 With languid feet which by the slipp'ry ground
Were baffled still, and when I stretched myself
On the brown earth my limbs from very heat
Could find no rest nor my weak arm disperse

6. In a manuscript p ge originally intended to

lead up to “Nutting,” the maiden is called Lucy.

1. Wordsworth wrote The Ruined Cottage in
1797-98, then revised it several times before he
finally published an expanded version of the
story as book 1 of The Excursion, in 1814. The
Ruined Cottage was not published as an indepen-
dent poem until 1949, when it appeared in the
fifth volume of The Poetical Works of William
Wordsworth, edited by Ernest de Selincourt and
Helen Darbishire, who printed a version known
as “MS. B.” The text reprinted here is from
“MS. D,"” dated 1799, as transcribed by James

Butler in the Cornell Wordsworth volume,
Ruined Cottage” and “The Pedlar” (1979).
Concerning the principal narrator, introd
in line 33, Wordsworth said in 1843, “had 1
born in a class which would have deprived me
what is called a liberal education, it is
unlikely that being strong in body; I should
taken to a way of life such as that in which
Pedlar passed the greater part of his days.
[T]he cﬁaracterl have represented in his pers
is chiefly an idea of what I fancied my own ¢
acter might have become in his circumstanc

The insect host which gathered round my fa'ce

s And joined their murmurs to the tedious noise
Of seeds of bursting gorse that crackled round.
I rose and turned towards a group of trees
Which midway in that level stood alone,
And thither come at length, beneath a shade

w0 Of clustering elms that sprang from the same root
I found a ruined house, four naked walls
That stared upon each other. I looked round
And near the door I saw an aged Man,
Alone, and stretched upon the cottage bench;

s An iron-pointed staff lay at his side.
With instantaneous joy I recognized
That pride of nature and of lowly life,
The venerable Armytage, a friend
As dear to me as is the setting sun.

40 Two days before
We had been fellow-travellers. I knew
That he was in this neighbourhood and now
Delighted found him here in the cool shade.
He lay, his pack of rustic merchandize

+s  Pillowing his head—I guess he had no thought
Of his way-wandering life. His eyes were shut;
The shadows of the breezy elms above .
Dappled his face. With thirsty heat oppress d
At length I hailed him, glad to see his hat

5o Bedewed with water-drops, as if the brim
Had newly scoop’d a running stream. Ht'? rose
And pointing to a sun-flower bade me climb
The [ ]2 wall where that same gaudy flower
Looked out upon the road. It was a plot

s Of garden-ground, now wild, its matted weeds ’
Marked with the steps of those whom as they pass d,
The goose-berry trees that shot in long lank slips,
Or currants hanging from their leafless stems
In scanty strings, had tempted to o'erleap

s The broken wall. Within that cheerless spot,
Where two tall hedgerows of thick willow boughs
Joined in a damp cold-nook, I found a well
Half-choked [with willow flowers and weeds.]?
I slaked my thirst and to the shady bench

es Returned, and while I stood unbonneted
To catch the motion of the cooler air
The old Man said, “I see around me here
Things which you cannot see: we die, my Friend,
Nor we alone, but that which each man loved

70 And prized in his peculiar nook of earth
Dies with him or is changed, and very soon
Even of the good is no memorial left.
The Poets in their elegies and songs

2. The brackets here and in later lines mark blank spaces Icfl' unfilled in lhc.manuscrip(.
- Wordsworth penciled the bracketed phrase into a gap left in the manuscript.



so Upon the muddy water, which he conned,®
As if he had been reading in a book:
And now a stranger’s privilege I took;
And, drawing to his side, to him did say,
“This morning gives us promise of a glorious day.”

And mighty Poets in their misery dead.
—Perplexed, and longing to be comforted,

My question eagerly did I renew, :
“How is it that you live, and what is it you do?

18

He with a smile did then his words repeat; .
And said, that, gathering leeches, far and wide
He travelled; stirring thus about his feet

The waters of the pools where they abide.

“Once I could meet with them on every side;

s But they have dwindled long by slow decay; y
" Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may.

13
85 A gentle answer did the old Man make,
In courteous speech which forth he slowly drew:
And him with further words I thus bespake,
“What occupation do you there pursue?
This is a lonesome place for one like you.”
90 Ere he replied, a flash of mild surprise
Broke from the sable orbs of his yet-vivid eyes.

120

19

While he was talking thus, the lonely place,
The old Man's shape, and speech—all troubled me:
In my mind’s eye I seemed to see him pace
150 About the weary moors continually,
Wandering about alone and silently.
While I these thoughts within myself pursued,
He, having made a pause, the same discourse renewed.

14
His words came feebly, from a feeble chest,
But each in solemn order followed each,
With something of a lofty utterance drest—
95 Choice word and measured phrase, above the reach
Of ordinary men; a stately speech;
Such as grave Livers® do in Scotland use,
Religious men, who give to God and man their dues.

20
15
He told, that to these waters he had come
100 To gather leeches,® being old and poor:
Employment hazardous and wearisome!
And he had many hardships to endure:
From pond to pond he roamed, from moor to moor:
Housing, with God's good help, by choice or chance;
105 And in this way he gained an honest maintenance.

And soon with this he other matter blended,
i35 Cheerfully uttered, with demeanour kind,

But stately in the main; and when he ended,

I could have laughed myself to scorn to find

In that decrepit Man so firm a mind.

“God,” said I, “be my help and stay’ secure; .
o I'll think of the Leech-gatherer on the lonely moor!

May 3—July 4, 1802 1807
16

The old Man still stood talking by my side;
But now his voice to me was like a stream
Scarce heard; nor word from word could I divide;
And the whole body of the Man did seem
1o Like one whom I had met with in a dream;
Or like a man from some far region sent,
To give me human strength, by apt admonishment.

I wandered lonely as a cloud'

1 wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden daffodils;
s Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
17 Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.
My former thoughts returned: the fear that kills;
And hope that is unwilling to be fed;

us  Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills;

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
10 Along the margin of a bay:

5. Those who live gravely (as opposed to “loose gatherer, bare legged in shallow water, sti
livers,” those who live for a life of pleasure). water to attract them and, when they 3 )
6. Used by medical attendants to draw their themselves to his legs, picked them off. ’“ Support (a noun). see Dorothy Wordsworth’s Grasmere Journals,

patients’ blood for curative purposes. A leech L. For the original experience, two years earlier, April 15, 1802 (p. 414).




Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

15 A poet could not but be gay,
In such a jocund company:
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

20 In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

1804 18

My heart leaps up

My heart leaps up when I behold
A rainbow in the sky:
So was it when my life began;
So is it now I am a man;
s So be it when I shall grow old,
Or let me die!
The Child is father of the Man;
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.'

Mar. 26, 1802 1

Ode: Intimations of Immortality In 1843 Wordsworth said about
ode to Isabella Fenwick:

This was composed during my residence at Town End, Grasmere; two y

least passed between the writing of the four first stanzas and the remaining
To the attentive and competent reader the whole sufficiently explains itself;
there may be no harm in adverting here to particular feelings or experiences
own mind on which the structure of the poem partly rests. Nothing was more
ficult for me in childhood than to admit the notion of death as a state applica
my own being. I have said elsewhere [in the opening stanza of “We Are Seven

A simple Child,

That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
What should it know of death!

1. Pefhaps as distinguished from piety based on the Bible, in which the rainbow is the token of
promise to Noah and his descendants never again to send a flood to destroy the earth.

But it was not so much from [feelings] of animal vivacity that my difficulty
came as from a sense of the indomitableness of the spirit within me. I used to
brood over the stories of Enoch and Elijah [Genesis 5.22-24; 2 Kings 2.11),
and almost to persuade myself that, whatever might become of others, 1 should
be translated, in something of the same way, to heaven. With a feeling conge-
nial to this, I was often unable to think of external things as having external
existence, and 1 communed with all that I saw as something not apart from,
but inherent in, my own immaterial nature. Many times while going to school
have I grasped at a wall or tree to recall myself from this abyss of idealism to
the reality. At that time I was afraid of such processes. In later periods of life 1
have deplored, as we have all reason to do, a subjugation of an opposite charac-
ter, and have rejoiced over the remembrances, as is expressed in the lines—

Obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings; etc.

To that dreamlike vividness and splendor which invest objects of sight in child-
hood, everyone, I believe, if he would look back, could bear testimony, and |
need not dwell upon it here: but having in the Poem regarded it as presumptive
evidence of a prior state of existence, I think it right to protest against a con-
clusion, which has given pain to some good and pious persons, that I meant to
inculcate such a belief. It is far too shadowy a notion to be recommended to
faith, as more than an element in our instincts of immortality. * * * [W]hen I
was impelled to write this Poem on the ‘Immortality of the Soul, I took hold of
the notion of pre-existence as having sufficient foundation in humanity for
authorizing me to make for my purpose the best use of it I could as a Poet.

When he dictated this long note to Isabella Fenwick, at the age of seventy-two or
seventy-three, Wordsworth was troubled by objections that his apparent claim for
the preexistence of the soul violated the Christian belief that the soul, although it
survives after death, does not exist before the birth of an individual. His claim in the
note is that he refers to the preexistence of the soul not in order to set out a religious
doctrine but only so as to deal “as a Poet” with a common human experience: that the
passing of youth involves the loss of a freshness and radiance investing everything
one sees. Coleridge’s “Dejection: An Ode,” which he wrote (in its earliest version)
after he had heard the first four stanzas of Wordsworth’s poem, employs a similar
figurative technique for a comparable, though more devastating, experience of loss.

The original published text of this poem (in 1807) had as its title only “Ode,” and
then as epigraph “Paulo maiora canamus” (Latin for “Let us sing of somewhat higher
things”) from Virgil's Eclogue 4.

Ode

Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood

The Child is Father of the Man;
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.'

L. The concluding lines of Wordsworth’s “My heart leaps up” (p. 346).
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2. A small drum often used to beat time for danc-

3. Perhaps “My heart leaps up,” perhaps “Resolu-
tion and Independence,” perE

4. Of the many suggested interpretations, the

There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
The earth, and every common sight,
To me did seem
Apparelled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream.
It is not now as it hath been of yore;—
Turn wheresoe’er I may,
By night or day,
The things which I have seen I now can see no more.

2

The Rainbow comes and goes,
And lovely is the Rose,
The Moon doth with delight
Look round her when the heavens are bare,
Waters on a starry night
Are beautiful and fair;
The sunshine is a glorious birth;
But yet I know, where'er I go,
That there hath past away a glory from the earth.

3

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,
And while the young lambs bound
As to the tabor's? sound,
To me alone there came a thought of grief:
A timely utterance® gave that thought relief,
And I again am strong;
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep;
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong;
I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng,
The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep,*
And all the earth is gay;
Land and sea
Give themselves up to jollity,
And with the heart of May
Doth every Beast keep holiday;—
Thou Child of Joy,
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy
Shepherd-boy!

4

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call

Ye to each other make; I see

simplest is “from the fields where they were
ing.” Wordsworth often associated a rising
with the revival of spirit and of poetic inspi
aps not a poem at (see, e.g., the opening passage of The Prel
362).
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5. Circlet of wildflowers, with which the shep-
herd boys trimmed their hats in May.

The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;
My heart is at your festival,
My head hath its coronal,’
The fulness of your bliss, I feel—I feel it all.
Oh evil day! if I were sullen
While Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May-morning,
And the Children are culling
On every side,
In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother’s arm:—
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear!
—But there’s a Tree, of many, one,
A single Field which I have looked upon,
Both of them speak of something that is gone:
The Pansy at my feet
Doth the same tale repeat:
Whither is fled the visionary gleam?
Where is it now, the glory and the dream?

5

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,*
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar: -
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who is our home:
Heaven lies about us in our infancy!
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
Upon the growing Boy,
But He beholds the light, and whence it flows,
He sees it in his joy;
The Youth, who daily farther from the east
Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended;
At length the Man perceives it die away,
And fade into the light of common day.

6

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,
And, even with something of a Mother’s mind,
And no unworthy aim,
The homely” Nurse doth all she can

6. The sun, as metaphor for the soul.
7. In the old sense: simple and friendly.
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To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.

7

Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,
A six years’ Darling of a pigmy size!
See, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies,
Fretted® by sallies of his mother’s kisses,
With light upon him from his father’s eyes!
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
Some fragment from his dream of human life,
Shaped by himself with newly-learned art;

A wedding or a festival,

A mourning or a funeral;

And this hath now his heart,
And unto this he frames his song:
Then will he fit his tongue

To dialogues of business, love, or strife;

But it will not be long

Ere this be thrown aside,

And with new joy and pride
The little Actor cons® another part;
Filling from time to time his “humorous stage™
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age,
That Life brings with her in her equipage;

As if his whole vocation

Were endless imitation.

8

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie
Thy Soul’s immensity;

Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep

Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind,

That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep,

Haunted for ever by the eternal mind,—
Mighty Prophet! Seer blest!
On whom those truths do rest,

Which we are toiling all our lives to find,

In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave;

Thou, over whom thy Immortality

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

A Presence which is not to be put by;

Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might

Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height,

Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke

The years to bring the inevitable yoke,

Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife?

st
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Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight,
And custom lie upon thee with a weight,
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life!

9

O joy! that in our embers

Is something that doth live,

That nature yet remembers

What was so fugitive!®
The thought of our past years in me doth breed
Perpetual benediction: not indeed
For that which is most worthy to be blest;
Delight and liberty, the simple creed
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest,

With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast:—

Not for these I raise
The song of thanks and praise;

But for those obstinate questionings

Of sense and outward things,

Fallings from us, vanishings;

Blank misgivings of a Creature
Moving about in worlds not realised,’
High instincts before which our mortal Nature
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised:

But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,

Which, be they what they may,

Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet a master light of all our seeing;

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make

Our noisy years seem moments in the being
Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake,
To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy!
Hence in a season of calm weather
~ Though inland far we be,
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither,
And see the Children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

10

Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song!
And let the young Lambs bound
As to the tabor’s sound!

We in thought will join your throng,

fleeting

8. Irritated; or possibly in the old sense: check- cious” and also referred to the various chara

ered over. and temperaments (“humors”) represented
9. From a sonnet by the Elizabethan poet Samuel drama.
Daniel. In Daniel’s era humorous meant “capri-

1. Not seeming real (see Wordsworth’s comment about “this abyss of idealism” in the headnote on
P. 347).
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Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to-day
Feel the gladness of the May!
What though the radiance which was once so bright
Be now for ever taken from my sight,
Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;
We will grieve not, rather find
Strength in what remains behind;
In the primal sympathy
Which having been must ever be;
In the soothing thoughts that spring
Out of human suffering;
In the faith that looks through death,
In years that bring the philosophic mind.

And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,
Forebode® not any severing of our loves! predict,
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;
I only have relinquished one delight
To live beneath your more habitual sway.
I love the Brooks which down their channels fret,
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they;
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day

Is lovely yet;
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun
Do take a sober colouring from an eye
That hath kept watch o'er man’s mortality;
Another race hath been, and other palms are won.?

20

25

30

Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt
More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.?

Will no one tell me what she sings?*

Perhaps the plaintive numbers® flow verses
For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,

Familiar matter of to-day?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,

That has been, and may be again?

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;

I saw her singing at her work,

And o'er the sickle bending;—

I listened, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill,

h ici heart I bore,
200 Thanks to the human heart by which we live, Iosg":;-:: ::l Vl:;); hiard b T et
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,
To me the meanest® flower that blows® can give  lowliest / Nov. 5, 1805 1807
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.
1802-04
Elegiac Stanzas
Suggested by a Picture of Peele Castle, in a Storm,
The Solitary Reaper' ' Painted by Sir George Beaumont'
Behold her, single in the field I was thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile!® building

Four summer weeks I dwelt in sight of thee:
I saw thee every day; and all the while
Thy Form was sleeping on a glassy sea.

Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;

w

So pure the sky, so quiet was the air!

So like, so very like, was day to day!
Whene'er I looked, thy Image still was there;
It trembled, but it never passed away.

2. In Greece foot races were often run for the
rrizc of a branch or wreath of palm. Wordsworth'’s reaping alone: she sung in Erse [the Gaelic
ine echoes Paul, 1 Corinthians 9.24, who uses guage of Scotland] as sﬁe bended over her
such races as a metaphor for life: “Know ye not the sweetest human voice I ever heard: her
that they which run in a race run all, but one were tenderly melancholy, and felt delicious,
receiveth the prize?” after they were heard no more.” In 1803
1. One of the rare poems not based on Words- and Mary Wordsworth, Dorothy Wordsworth,
worth’s own experience. In a note published with Coleridge toured Scotland, making a pil;
the poem in 1807, Wordsworth says that it was to Robert Burns's grave and visiting places
suggested by a passage in Thomas Wilkinson's tioned in Walter Scott’s historical notes
Tours to the British Mountains (1824), which he Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border.

had seen in manuscript: “Passed a female

2. Islands off the west coast of Scotland. worth’s patron and close friem!.)l’eele Castle is

'he poet does not understand Erse, the lan- on an isl pposit pside, Lan'caslllre.
Buage in which she sings. where Wordsworth had spent a month in 1794,
- A wealthy landscape painter who was Words- twelve years before he saw Beaumont’s painting.
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How perfect was the calm! it seemed no sleep;
No mood, which season takes away, or brings:
I could have fancied that the mighty Deep
Was even the gentlest of all gentle Things.

50

Ah! THEN, if mine had been the Painter’s hand,
To express what then I saw; and add the gleam,
The light that never was, on sea or land,
The consecration, and the Poet’s dream;

I would have planted thee, thou hoary Pile
Amid a world how different from this!
Beside a sea that could not cease to smile;
On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss.

60

Thou shouldst have seemed a treasure-house divine
Of peaceful years; a chronicle of heaven;

—Of all the sunbeams that did ever shine

The very sweetest had to thee been given.

A Picture had it been of lasting ease,
Elysian? quiet, without toil or strife;

No motion but the moving tide, a breeze,
Or merely silent Nature's breathing life.

Such, in the fond illusion of my heart,

Such Picture would I at that time have made:
And seen the soul of truth in every part,

A stedfast peace that might not be betrayed.

So once it would have been,—'tis so no more;
[ have submitted to a new control:

A power is gone, which nothing can restore;
A deep distress hath humanised my Soul.?

Not for a moment could I now behold
A smiling sea, and be what I have been:
The feeling of my loss will neer be old; 1802
This, which I know, I speak with mind serene.

Then, Beaumont, Friend! who would have been the Friend,
If he had lived, of Him whom I deplore,°

This work of thine I blame not, but commend;

This sea in anger, and that dismal shore.

O ’tis a passionate Work!—yet wise and well,
Well chosen is the spirit that is here;
That Hulk® which labours in the deadly swell,

Summer 1806

And this huge Castle, standing here sublime,

I love to see the look with which it braves,

Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time,

The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves.

Farewell, farewell the heart that lives alone,
Housed in a dream, at distance from the Kind!®
Such happiness, wherever it be known,

Is to be pitied; for 'tis surely blind.

humankind

But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer,

And frequent sights of what is to be borne!
Such sights, or worse, as are before me here.—
Not without hope we suffer and we mourn.

“1807

SONNETS

Prefatory Sonnet [Nuns fret not|'

Nuns fret not at their Convent’s narrow room;
And Hermits are contented with their Cells;
And Students with their pensive Citadels:
Maids at the Wheel ? the Weaver at his Loom,
Sit blithe and happy; Bees that soar for bloom,
High as the highest Peak of Furness Fells,
Will murmur by the hour in Foxglove bells:

In truth, the prison, unto which we doom

Ourselves, no prison is: and hence to me,

10 In sundry moods, 'twas pastime to be bound
Within the Sonnet’s scanty plot of ground:
Pleas'd if some Souls (for such there needs must be)
Who have felt the weight of too much liberty,
Should find short solace there, as I have found.

spinning wheel

w

1815

Composed upon Westminster Bridge,
September 3, 1802!

Earth has not any thing to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by

This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear!

2. Referring to Elysium, in classical mythology
the peaceful place where those favored by the
gods dwelled after death.

3. Captain John Wordsworth, William's bi
had been drowned in a shipwreck on Feb:
1805. He is referred to in lines 41-42.

L. In Poems in Two Volumes (1807), this cele-
ration of the restrictions of the sonnet form
caded up the book’s selection of sonnets. In old

age Wordsworth remembered that his interest in

the form was first revived when Dorothy read
ohn Milton's sonnets aloud to him in 1802.

2. Hills forming the southwestern part of the
-ake District.

* The date of this experience was not September

3, but July 31, 1802. Its occasion was a trip to
France, made possible by a brief truce in the war
(see Dorothy Wordsworth’s Grasmere Journals,
July 1802, p. 417). Wordsworth’s conflicted feel-
ings about this return to France, where he had
once supported the Revolution and loved Annette
Vallon, inform a number of personal and political
sonnets that he wrote in 1802, among them the
four that follow.



A sight so touching in its majesty:
This City now doth, like a garment, wear
5 The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.
Never did sun more beautifully steep

10 In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!
The river glideth at his own sweet will:
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;
And all that mighty heart is lying still!

1802

It is a beauteous evening

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free,
The holy time is quiet as a Nun
Breathless with adoration; the broad sun
Is sinking down in its tranquillity;
5 The gentleness of heaven broods o'er the Sea:
Listen! the mighty Being is awake,
And doth with his eternal motion make
A sound like thunder—everlastingly.
Dear Child! dear Girl! that walkest with me here,’
10 If thou appear untouched by solemn thought,
Thy nature is not therefore less divine:
Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom? all the year;
And worshipp'st at the Temple'’s inner shrine,
God being with thee when we know it not.

Aug. 1802

To Toussaint 'Ouverture!

Toussaint, the most unhappy Man of Men!

Whether the rural Milk-maid by her Cow

Sing in thy hearing, or thou liest now

Alone in some deep dungeon’s earless den,
5 O miserable Chieftain! where and when

1. The girl walking with Wordsworth is Caro-
line, his daughter by Annette Vallon. For the
event described see Dorothy Wordsworth's Gras-
mere Journals, July 1802 (p. 417).

2. Where the souls destined for heaven rest
after death. Luke 16.22: “And it came to pass,
that the beggar died, and was carried by the
angels into Abraham’s bosom.”

1. First published in the Morning Post, Feb. 2,

1803. Frangois Dominique Toussaint, later
L'Ouverture (ca. 1743-1803), was a self-
slave who became leader of the slave re
Haiti and governor of Santo Domingo. For
ing Napoleon's edict reestablishing
(abolished in France and its colonial

in the early stages of the Revolution), Tt
was arrested and taken to Paris in June 1
died in prison in April 1803.

Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not; do thou
Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful brow:
h fallen Thyself, never to rise again,
Ii}:/(::%nd take cor?t,lfort. Thou hast left behind .
w0 Powers that will work for thee; air, earth,.and skies;
There's not a breathing of the common \?'md
That will forget thee; thou hast great allies;
Thy friends are exultations, agonies,
And love, and Man's unconquerable mind.

1

September 1st, 1802!

We had a fellow-Passenger who came
From Calais with us, gaudy in array,
A Negro Woman like a Lady gay,
Yet silent as a woman fearing blame;

s Dejected, meek, yea pitiably tame,
She sat, from notice turning not away,
But on our proffered kindness still did lay
A weight of languid speech, or at the same
Wias silent, motionless in eyes and face.

10 She was a Negro Woman driv'n from France,
Rejected like all others of that race,
Not one of whom may now find footing there;
This the poor Out-cast did to us declare,
Nor murmured at the unfeeling Ordinance.

1802 1803

London, 1802!

Milton! thou should’st be living at this hour:

England hath need of thee: she is a fen

Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen,

Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
s Have forfeited their ancient English dower®

Of inward happiness. We are selfish men;

Oh! raise us up, return to us again;

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.

Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart:

endowment, gift

1. First published, with the title “The Banished
Negroes,” in the Morning Post, Feb. 11, 1803. In
1827 Wordsworth added an explanatory headnote

neath the title: “Among the capricious acts of
Yranny that disgraced those times, was the chas-
g of all Negroes from France by decree of the

but be struck, as here described, with the vanity
and parade of our own country . . . as co.nlrasled
with the quiet, and I may say the desolauqn. that
the revolution had produced in France. This must
be borne in mind, or else the reader may think
that in this and the succeeding sonnets | have

3 Fell hy exaggerated the mischief engendered ”and fos-
‘g"m‘:;flhe ex:ee":‘:"i' i P ler:igeamong us by undisturbed wealth” [Words-
L. One of a series “written immediately after my worth’s note, 1843].

"eturn from France to London, when I could not



10 Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea:

Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,
So didst thou travel on life’s common way,
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart
The lowliest duties on herself did lay.

Sept. 1802

The world is too much with us

The world is too much with us; late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:

Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!!
5 This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;

10

Mutability'

From low to high doth lc|issso|;1tion climlb.

Si high to low, along a scale .
g?(:a\:lf':llif:::s %vhosc concord shall not fail; awe-inspiring
A musical but melancholy chime, , \

Which they can hear who meddle not with crime,
Nor avarice, nor over-anxious care.

Truth fails not; but her outward form.s that bear
The longest date do melt like frosty rime, '

That in the morning whitened hill and p!aln

And is no more; drop like the tower sublime

Of yesterday, which royally did wear .
His crown of weeds, but could not even sustain

Some casual shout that broke the silent air,

Or the unimaginable touch of Time.

1822
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune; 1521
It moves us not.—Great God! I'd rather be
10 A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, Steamboats, Viaducts, and Railways'
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have Sight ofwl?role)us SR from the sea; Motions and Means, on land and sea at war
Or hear old Triton? blow his wreathed horn. With old poetic feeling, not for this,
1802-04 Shall ye, by Poets even, be judge’d a.mlss!
Nor shall your presence, howsoe'er it mar
s The loveliness of Nature, prove a bar
To the Mind’s gaining that prophetic sense
Surprised b)’ joy' Of future change, that point of vision, whence
May be discovered what in soul ye are.
Surprised by joy—impatient as the Wind In spite of all that beauty may disown
I turned to share the transport—Oh! with whom o In vour harsh features, Nature doth en}l‘)'racc
But Thee, deep buried in the silent tomb, Her lawful offspring in Man'’s art; and Time,
That spot which no vicissitude can find? Pleased with your triumphs o'er his brother Space,
s Love, faithful love, recalled thee to my mind— Accepts from your bold hands the proffered.crown
But how could I forget thee? Through what power, Of hope, and smiles on you with cheer sublime.
Even for the least division of an hour, - 1835
Have I been so beguiled as to be blind 1833
To my most grievous loss!—That thought's return
10 Was the worst pang that sorrow ever bore,
Save one, one only, when I stood forlorn,
Knowing my heart’s best treasure was no more;
That neither present time, nor years unborn
Could to my sight that heavenly face restore.
181314
L Gif[. It is the act of giving the heart away that Edmund. Spenser’s Colin Clouts Come .
:sxrg;:‘deil)'. usually represented as blowing on ,l‘gaW"'I‘:s l::-‘aess ?:4f;:l5.suggesled by my da , 1. This late sonnet was included in WTORKErwite e i p:\l.dlcw:]\l\:l:zesspi:{faﬁi ‘l‘:)lﬁi':cs‘:xbj:c(
a conch shell. Proteus was an old man of the sea Catherine, long after her death [Words father uninspired sequence, hcc""“‘"c“lis“m' """S‘ lhalhl‘ ¢ P,oc. jal revolution” produced by
who (in the Odyssey) could assume a variety of note]. Catherine Wordsworth died June 4, | ets, dealing with the history and ceremonies of m..nue.r' WA
shapes. The description of Proteus echoes Para- at the age of four. the Church of England. e
dise Lost 3.603-04, and that of Triton echoes

L. In late middle age Wordsworth demonstrates,



