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CHAPTER I.
TINTH AXD ELUCATION —CAMBRIDGT.

T caxxor, # thaps, more ity bein thas short Liogmaphy
than with sume wonds 1n which 1ts subject hae exprnend
Lis own ferlings as to the spunt 1n which such a task
should b appranched  “Silonce,” eaye Wonlawortl, “1sa
prvidere of the grave, a nght of the departed Nt lim,
therefore, who infanges that nght by speakieg publiely
of, for, or aranst, thow who cannot speak fur thems lves,
take Jird that he opens not his mouth without a sufficient
sanction,  Only to plulsophy enlithtennd by theaffections
doea 1t Welong justly to setimate the clauns of the decrasnd
on the ene hand, and of the present age and future genera
tiony on the other, and to stnike a talanee teiwren them,
Such philssophy rune a nek of becomng extinet amengy
uy, §f the cuarse intrunons into the recesses, the grony
Lrvaches upon the ganctitirs, of domestic hife, 10 which we
have lately been more andd more accestomed, ate to b oo
mnlel as inhiations of & viprors state of putlic fechra,
The wise atnl prest respuct, a9 one of the notlst clane
teristicn of Engliohimen, that jealousy of Gamiliar sppnach
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which, while it contributes to the maintenance of private
dignity, is one of the most efficacious guardians of rational
public freedom.”

In accordance with these views the poet entrusted to
his nephew, the late Bishop of Lincoln, the task of com-
posing memoirs of his life, in the just confidence that
nothing would by such hands be given to the world which
was inconsisient with the dignity either of the living or
of the dead. Yrom those memoirs the facts contained in
the present work have been for the most part drawn. It
has, however, been my fortune, through hereditary friend-
ships, to have access to many manuscript letters and much
oral tradition bearing upon the poet’s private life;? and
some defails and some passages of letters hitherto unpub-
lished, will appear in these pages. It would seem, how-
ever, that there is but little of public interest in Words-
worth’s life which has not already been given te the world,
and I have shrunk from narrating such wminor personat
incidents as he would himself have thought it needless to
dwell upon. I have endeavoured, in short, to write as
though the Subject of this biography were himself its
Auditor, listening, indeed, from some region whers all of
truth is discerned and nothing but truth desired, but

.chocking by his venerable presence any such revelation as
public advantage; does not call for, and private delicacy
would condemn.

As regards the critical remarks which these pages con-

tain, I have only to say that I have carcfully consulted
such notices of the poet as his personal friends have left

} T take this opportunity of thanking Mr. Willinm Wordsworth,
the son (now deceasert), and Mr, William Wonlsworth, the grandson,
of the poet, for lielp most valuable in enabling me to give a true im-
pression of the poet's personality,
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ta, and alm, I lelitae, nearly every entidiom of impert.
aner which lav appewrsd on bis wurks, 1 finl with
plezsure that & eomsidenible agreerzent of opinion existe,—
though lexs among profeaasd pocts or eritics, than ameng
men of eminence in other dejatmenta of thought or
artinn whose attentson bas been direetad to Wordsworth's
goeme. And althoogh I have folt 3t right to express in
each caw ¢y own Views with exactness, I bave been alle
10 feel that [ am not obtrading on the reader any merely
faneiful ertimate 1n which better aceredited judges woull
refuse to conrur

Without further preface I now bemin my etory of
Werdsworth'a life, 1n wonls which he humeelf dictatsl to
hiz intemlal liograpler. “1 wos born,” he xud, “at
Cockermoutl, in Cumlerlind, en April Tth, 1770, the
sccon] som of John Wardaworth, atterney at-lawens
bwyers of thin clus were then aalind—and lawagent to
Kir James Lowther, afterwanis Earl of Lonadale. My
mother was Anne, only dauzhter of Willium Cookson,
mereer, of Pennth, and of Dorothy, born Crackantlorp,
of the ancient famiy of that name, who from tha times of
Elwand the Third had lived tn Newbigpen Hall, West-
moreland. My grindfather was the fimt of the name of
Wonlsworth who came into Westmoreland, where he
jurchased the small estate of Sackbriige  He war de
rendal from a family wha had Ieen sttled at Peniston, in
Yorkahire, near the aources of the Don, prolably brfore
the Norman Conquest.  Their numes appear on diffrrent
oceaviona in all the transactisns, permmal anl pubhe, con
neeted with that parish , and 1 pscas, throuzh the kind
neny of Calanel Ilewumont, sn almery, made 1n 1533, at
the expense of &« William Woenlowonth, as fe expreand tn
a latn inscriptomn ewrvel upen it which cvmes the
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pedigree of the family back four generations from himself.
The time of my infancy and early boyhood was passed
partly at Cockermouth, and partly with my mothers
parents at Pentith, where my mother, in the year 1778,
died of a decline, brought on by a cold, in consequence of
being put, at a friend’s house in London, in what used to
be called ‘a best bedroom.” My father never recovered
his usual cheerfulness of mind after this loss, and died
when I was in my fourteenth year, & schoolboy, just
returned from Hawkshead, whither I had been sent with
my elder brother Richard, in my ninth year.

“ [ remember my mother only in some few situations,
one of which was her pinuning a nosegay to my breast,
when I was going to say the catechism in the church, as
was customary before Easter. An intimate friend of hers
told me that she once said to her, that the only one of her
five children about whose fature life she was anxious was
William ; and he, she said, would bs remarkable, either
 for good or for evil. The cause of this was, that I was of
a stiff, moody, and violent temper; so much so that I
remember going once into the attics of my grandfather's
house at Penrith, upon some indignity having been put
upon me, with an intention of destroying myself with one
of the foils, which I knew was kept there, I took the foil
in hand, but my heart failed. Upon another oceasion,
while I was at my grandfather’s house at Penrith, along
with my eldest brother, Richard, we were whipping tops
together in the Jarge drawing-room, on which the carpet
was only laid down upon particular oceasions.  The walls
were hung round with family pictures, and I said to my
brother, ¢ Dare you strike your whip through that old
lady's petticoat1’ He replied, *No, I won't” ‘Then,
said 1, ‘bere goes!’ and I struck my lash through her
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hooped petticoat ; for which, no doubt, though I have
forgotten 1t, I was properly punished. But, possibly
from some want of judgment in punishments inflicted, I
hal become per d obstinate in defying chasti: t,
aud rather proud of it than otherwise.

«0f my earlieat days at school I have litle to say, but
that they were very happy ones, chiefly because I was
left at liberty then, and in the vacations, to read whatever
books I liked. For example, I read all Fielding's works,
Don Quirote, Gil Blas, and any part of Swift that I liked—
Gullivers Travels, and the Tale of the Tub, being both
much to my taste. It may be, perhaps, a3 well to mention,
that the first verses which I wrote were a task imposed by',
my master ; the subject, The Summer Vacation, and of,
my own arcord I added others upon Refurn to Schooly
There was nothing remarkable in either poem; but I wad
called upon, among other scholars, to wnte verses npon‘
the completion of the second centenary from the fo\mdar{
ton of the school 1n 1585 by Archbichop Sandys. These!
verzes were much adimred— far more than they deserved,
for they were but a tume 1mitation of Pope's versification,§
and o little 1n his style”” 1

But it was not from exercises of this kind that Words-
wortls schooldays drew theur inspiration.  No years).
of his bfe, perhaps, were meher 1n strong impressions ;|
Lt they were impressions denved neither from books nor|
{rom companions, Lut from the mayesty and loveliness of «
the scenes around him ,—from Nature, hus Iife-long mustress,
Inved with the first heats of youth. To her influence we
shall agmn recur, 1t will be most conventent first to trace
Wordaworth's progress through the curriculum of ordinary
education.

It wos due to the hiberality of Wordsworth's two

y
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hooped petticoat ; for whieh, no «l.uuM, thongh T have
forgotten it, T was properly punished,  Iint, l:“*-‘““)’
fromt some want of judgment fu ponistmonts infticted, 1
1nd becomo perverso atid cbstimte fn ofying thastiement,
and rathier proud of it than otherwise,

«Of my enrliest days at school 1 hnvs Jittlo 10 may, bt
that they wers very happy ones, chiefly Do T win
left ot liberty then, and in the vacationy, to o] whatever
books 1 Jiked,  For example, Uread all Flolding's works,
Don Quizote, Gil Blas, ansd noy part of Switt thut [ likod o=
Gulliver's Travels, aud ho Zile of the Tub, holog toth
moch to my tasta, 16 may Lo, porhnps, ns well to mention,
that tha first verses which T wrate wore o tash upoked hy!
my master; the subjeet, The Swmmer Voeation, f
my own accord I adiled vihers upon fetarn fo Sehod,
There was nothing remarkablo in cithor poetn; bub | wa
called upon, among otlier scholurn, to wiile vesnin u)nm\
the complotion of the second centonnry d1om the foundn
vion of the aclicol 1n 1585 by Archbishup Snudys, Thes
verses were much adinired— far oo than they deweryed,
for they wero but o Lume imitation of Fopu's vemilientiong
and a little in hia stylo” l

But it was not from excereimen of Din Jond Lt Worbs
worth's schooldays draw their fmguration,  No yonr,,
of his Yife, perhinp, wero nicher in atrong dnprerstons ;‘
Lut they wers impressiom derived o ither fiom bookn nory
from compantons, but from the maj sty and Yove b of)
{he scenes sround hin;—from Natnre, bin bife fony oy,
laved with the first heats of youth,  To her wfluewrs wa
shall again reenr 5 3t will bo st convenient firad t tren

Wordwworth's progress throwgh uye
edacation.

curriculu of uydiry

It was due o the hberality of Wordkwoetls 1w
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uncles, Richard Wordsworth and Chrisiopher Crackan-
thorp (under whose care he and his brothers were placed
at their father’s death, in 1783), that his education was
prolonged beyond his school-days. For Sir James Low-
ther,afterwards Lord Lonsdale,—whoseagent Wordsworth's
father, Mr. John Wordsworth, was—becomning aware that
his agent had about 5000Z at the bank, and wishing,
partly on political grounds, to make his power over him
absolute, had forcibly borrowed this sum of him, and then
refused to repay it.  After Mr, John Wordswortl’s death
much of the remaining fortune which he left behind him
was wasted in efforts to compel Lord Lonsdale to refund
this sum j but it was never recovered till his death in
1801, when his successor repaid 8500/ to the Words-
worths, being a full acquittal, with interest, of the original
debt. The fortunes of the Wordsworth-family were, there-
fore, at a low ebb in 1787, and much credit is due to the
uncles who discerned the talents of William and Chris-
topher, and bestowed o Cambridge education on the future
Poet Laureate, and the future Master of Trinity.

In October, 1787, then, Wordsworth went up as an
undergraduate to St. John's College, Cambridge. The
first court of this College, in the south-western corner of
which were Wordsworth's rooms, is divided only by a
narrow lane from the Chapel of Trinity College, and his
first memories are of the Trinity clock, telling the hours
* twico over, with a male and female voice,” of the pealing
organ, and of the praspeet when

From my pillow looking forth, by light
Of moon or favonring stars I counld behold
The antechapel, where the statue stond
Of Newton with his prism and ilent face,
The marble index of a mind for ever
Voyaging throngh strange seas of Thought, alone,



1] CAVSIIDGT K

For the rmost past the reeTlackizos which Wondswoeth
brought away fum Camtedloe ave soeh 2s bad alneady
found expression mere tham coee in Ex; Eiematvre s
for it has been the forinne of that andlent Uriversity to

form the peculiar plory of our English sjeach  Spenser,
Pen Jonson, and Matlowe ; Drrden, Cowler, 2nd \Waller;
Milton, George Herbert, and Gray—to mention only the
most familiar names—had owed allegiance to that mother
who received Wordsworth norw, and Coleridge and Byron
immediately after him, % Not obvious, not obtrusive,
she;” but jet her sober dignity has often seemed no
unworthy setting for minds, like Wordsworth's, meditative
without languor, and energies advarcing without ehock or
storm, Never, perhaps, has the spirit of Cambridze bee:
more trely eaught than in Milton’s Penseroso ; for this
poem obyiously_reflects the seat of Jearning wiuch thef
Y trar v ey 5 ERET T

o

;\Tﬁ in lis Installation Ode, introduces Milton” amox;g
the bardy and sages who lean from heaven,

To bless the place where, on thetr opeaing soul,
Furst the gennane ardour stole

“"Twas Milton struck the deep-toned shell,” and mvoked
with the old affection the ecenes which witnessed hus best
and eatly years:

Ye brown der.arching groves,
That, contemplation loves,

Where mllowy Camns lingers with delight !
Oft at the blash of dawn
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ean take delight in that broad and tranquil greenness, and
in the augnat procession of the day.

Axif awakened, d, ronsed, ined,

1 Yooked for npiversal thinzs; perased

‘TLe common countensnee of earth and sky—
Earth, nowbere upembellished by some trace

Of that first Paradise whenen man was dnven;

And sky, whose beanty and bounty are expresced
By the proad nate she bears—the name of Heaven.

Nor is it only in these opep air scenes that Werdsworth
has alded to the long tradition a memory of his own,
The “storied windows nehly dight,” which have passed
into a proverb in Milton's song, cast in King's College
Chapel the same “soft chequenngs ™ upon thewr frame.
work of stone while Wordsworth watched through the
pauses of the anthem the winter afterncon’s departing
glow:

Martyr, or King, or ainted Eremite,

Whoe'er ye be that thus, yourselves snseen,

Imbue your prison-tars with solemn sheen,

Shive on, until y fads with coming Night.

From those ehadowy seats whence Milton had beard “the
pealing organ blow to the full-voiced choir below,”
Wordsworth too gazed upon—
That branching roof

Self-poised, and scooped 10to ten thourand cells

Where light aud shade repose, where mune dwells

Lingeniog, and wandenng on as lath to die—

Like thooghts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof

That they were born for immortality

Thus wmuch, and more, there was of ennobling and ur
changeable in the very aspect and structure of that ancier
Univensity, by which Wordsworth's mind was bent toward
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a kindred greatness. But of active moral and intellectual
life there was at that time little to be found within her
walls. The floodtide of her new life had not yet set in:
she was still slumbering, as she had slumbered long, con-
tent to add to her majesty by the mere lapse of gene-
rations, and increment of her ancestral calm, ILven had
the intellectual life of the place been more stirring, it is
doubtful how far Wordsworth would have heen welcomed,
or deserved to be welcomed, by authorilies or students.
He began residence at seventeen, and his northern nature
was late to flower. There seems, in fact, to have been
even Joss of visible promise about him than we should
have expected; but rather something untamed and in-
subordinate, something heady nnd self-confident; an in-
dependence that seemed only rusticity, and an indolent
jgnorance which assumed too readily the tones of scorn.
He was as yet a creature of the lakes and mountains,
and love for Nature was only slowly Ieading him fo Jove

“and reverence for man. Nay, such attraction as he had
"hitherto felt for the human mace had been inferwoven

with her influonce in & way so strange that to many
min s it will seem a childish fancy not worth recounting.
The objects of his boyish idealization had been Cumbrian
shepherds—a race whose personality seems to melt into
Nature’s—who are united as intimately with moor and
mountain as the petrel with the sea.

A rombling schoolboy, thus
I felt hig presence in his own domain
As of a lord and master —or a power,
Or genius, under Nature, under God,
Presiding ; and severest solitude
Had more commarnding looks when he was there,
When up the lonely brooks an rainy days
Angling I went, or trod the trackless hills
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By mists bewildered, suddenly mine eyes

Have glanced opon him distant x few steps,

In siz¢ & gant, stalking through thick fog,

Tix sheep like Greenland bears ; or, as be stepped
Beyond the boundary line of some hill-shadow,
His form hath fashed npon me, glorifed

By the deep radiance of the setting sun;

Or huw kave I descried in distaat eky,

A solitary object and sublime,

Abore all herght ! like an s3nal cross
Btationed alone wpon a spiry vock

Of the Chartreuse, for worship. Thus was tan
Ennobled catwardly before my sight ;

And thos my heart was early introduced

‘To 2n anconseious love and reverence

Of human nature; Lence the homan form

To me became an index of delight,

Of grace and honour, power sud warthiness

“This sanctity of Nature given to man,"—this inter-
fusion of human interest with the sublinmuty of moor and
hill,—formed a typical introduction to the manner inwhich
Wordsworth regarded mankind to the end,—depicting him
a2 eet, 83 it were, amid 1mpersonal influences, which make
his passion and struggle but a little thing; as when
painters give but a strip of their canvas to the fields and
cities of men, and overhang the namrowed landseape with
the space and serenity of heaven,

To this distant perception of man—of man ¢ punfied,
removed, and to a distance that was fit "—was added, m
his first summer vacation, s somewhat closer interest in the
small joys and sorrows of the villagers of Hawkshead,—a
new sympathy for the old Dame in whose louse the poct
atill lodged, for * the quiet woodman 1n the womls,” and
even for the “ frank-hearted maids of rocky Cumberland,”
with whom lie now delighted to spend an occasignal
evening in dancing and country mirth. And T
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events in this poet’s life are for the most part inward and
unseen, and depend upon some shock and eoincidence
between the operations of his spirit and the cosmorama
of the external world, he has recorded with especial em-
phasis a certain sunrise which met him as he walked
homewards from one of these scenes of rustic gajety,—a
sunrise which may be said to have begun that poetic
carcer which a sunset was to close:

Ah! need I say, dear Friend! that to the brim
My heart was full ; I made no vows, but vows
Were then made for me ; bond unkpown to me
Was given, that I should be, else sinniug greatly,
A dedicated Spirit.

His second long vacation brought him a further gain in
human affections.  is sister, of whom he had seen little
for some years, was with him once more at Penrith, and
with her another maiden,

By her exulting outside look of youth
And placid under.countenance, first endeared ;

whose presence now laid the foundation of a love which
was to be renewed and perfected when his need for it was
full, and was to be his support and solace to his life’s end.
His third long vacation he spent in a walking tour in
Switzerland.  Of this, now the commonest relaxation of
studions youth, he speaks as of an * unprecedented course,”
indicating “a hardy slight of college studirs and their
set rewards.” And it seems, indeed, probable that
Wordsworth and bis friend Jones were actually the
first undergraduntes who ever spent their summer in
this way. The pages of the Prelude which narrate this
excursion, and especinlly the description of the crossing
of the Simnplon,—
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The immensurable height

Of wooda decaysng, pever to be decayed,—
form one of the most irpressive parts of that singular
autobiographical poem, which, at first sight so tedious
and insipid, seems to gather force and meaning with each
fresh perusal. ‘These pages, which earry up to the verge
of manhood the story of Wordswortl's carcer, contain,
perhaps, o2 strong and simple o picture as we shall any-
whcre find of hardy Epglsh youth,~its proud self-suf-

and careless 1adepend of all human things,
Excitement, and thought, and joy, scem to come at once
at its bidding ; and the chequered and struggling existence
of adult men seems something which 1t need never enter,
and hanlly deigns to comprehend.

Wordsworth and his friend encountered on this tour
many a stirring symbol of the expectancy that was ran-
ning through the nations of Lurope. They landed at
Calais “on the very eve of that great federal day” when
the Trees of Laberty were planted all over France, They
wet on their return

‘The Beabant armies on the fret
Tor nttlo in {he cause of hiberty.
Tut the exvlting pulse that ran through the poet’s
veing could hardly yet pause to sympatinze decply even

with what in the workls life appealed most diectly to
ardent youth,

Was touched, but with no intimats concern,
1 scemed to mose along them as & bird
Moves through the aic—or s o fish pursnes
1t8 sport, or feeds in s proper element,
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By her exalting outside look of youth
Aud placid under.countenance, first endonred ;

whose presence now laid the foundation of a love which
was o hoe renewed and perfected when his need for it was
full, and was 1o he his support and solnce to his life’s end,
His third long vacation he spent in n walking tourin
Switzerland,  Of this, now the commonest relaxation of
studions youth, he speaks as of an “unprecedented course,”
indicating *“a hardy slight of collego studies and their
gob vewands”  And it seems, indeed, probable that
Wordsworth awd his friend Jones were actually the
first undergraduates who ever spent their summer in
this way, The pages of the Prelude which narmte this
excursion, and especially the deseription of the crossing
of the Simplon, —
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I wanted not that joy, 1 did not need

Sach help.  The ever-living universe,

Turn where I might, was opening ont its gloties ;
And the independent spirit of pure yonth

Called forth at every ecason new delights,

Spread round my steps like suushine o’er yreen ficlds,



CHAPTER TII.
RESIDENCE 1N LONDON AND IY FRANCF.

Wornswontn took lis B A, degree in January, 1791, and
quitlrd Cambrulge with no fixed intentions as to his
fuature career.  “He did not feel lnmself,” he saud long
afterwards, ““good cnough for the Church, he felt that
Liis mind was not properly disciplined for that holy office,
and thit the struggle between lus conscience and lus
imptlses would have made hfe o torture. Ho also shirank
from the Jaw, IIo liad studied military history with great
iterest, anud the strategy of war, and he always fancied
that lie had talents for command, and he at ono time
thought of a military ife, Lut then he was without con.
nexinng, and he felt 1f ho were ordered to the West
Indics his talents would not save lum from the yellow
fever, and lie gave that up.” Mo therefore repaired to
London, and lived there for a time on a small allowance
aud with no defimte aim  1lis relations with the great
city wera of a very shight and external kind  He had few
acquaintances, and spent his time mainly i rambling
about tho streete,  His descriptions of this phase of his
Iife hwe hutle interest  ‘There 13 some flatuess in an
enumeration of the nationalities observable 1 a London
crond, concluding thus :—
Malays, Lascars, the Tartar, the Chinese,
And Negro Ladica o white muslin gowna
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But Wordsworth'’s limitations were inseparably connected
with his strength. And just as the flat scenery of Cam-
bridgeshire had only served to intensify his love for such
clements of beauty and grandeur as still were present in
sky and fen, even so the bewilderment of London taught
him to reengnize with an intenser joy such fragments of
things rustic, such aspects of things eternal, as were to be
found amidst that rush and roar. Lo the frailer spirit of
Hartley Coleridge the weight of London might scem a
Joad impossible to shake off. “And what bath Nature,"
he plaintively asked, —

And what hath Nature but the blank void sky
And the thronged river toiling to the main ?

But Wordsworth saw more than this. He hecame, as
one may say, the poet not of London considered as
London, but of London considered as a p.artuofv,the
country. Like his own Furmer of Tilsbury Vale—

In the throng of the Town like n Stranger is he,
Liko one whose own Country’s {ar over the sea
Al Nature, while through the great city he hies,
Full ten times n day takes his beart by surprize.

Among the poems describing these sudden shocks of
vision and memory none is mere exquisite than the
Reverie of Poor Susan:

At the corner of Wood Street, when daylight appears,
Hangs a Thrash that sings lowd, it has sung for threo goars
Poor Susun has passed by the spot, aud has heard

In tho silence of morning the song of the Bird.

"Tis a note of enchantment ; what ails her? She sces
A mountain sscending, o vision of trees;

Bright voluraes of vapour thruugh Lothbury glide,
And a river flows on through the vale of Chenpside
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' The pictnre is one of those which come home to many
{8 country heart with one of thoss sudden * revulsiona
i into the natuml® which philosophers assert to be the
essenco of human joy. DBut noblest and best known o”
all theso poems i3 tho Somnct on (Pestiginater Bridge
; * Earth hatl not snything to show more far »" in whicl
+ naturo has reasserted her dominion over the worka of al
the multitude of men; and in the carly clearness the poe
boholds the great City—as Sterling imagined it on N
* dying-bed—* not us full of noise and dust and confusion
but as something silent, grand and everlasting”  An
even in later life, when Wordsworth was often iy, Londor
jand was welcomo in any soctety, he never lost this ex
lternal manner of regarding 1. He was always of tl
‘same mind o3 the group of listeners in hus Power
! Musie,
Now, Conches and Chariota! roar on like & stream !
Hero are twenty Souls bappy aa souls in n dream :
They are deaf to your murmurs, they earo not for you,
Nor what ¥o are fying, nor what yo parsuo !

1le never made the attempt,—vulganzed by so many
“fhionable novelst,” snd in which no poet has sy
weded yet,—to disentangle from that turmonl ats clement
of romance and of greatness; to enter that realm o
emotion where Nature's aspeets become the searcely note
aceessory of vicissitudes that transcend her own, to trac
the passion or the anguish which whrl along some luric
vista towand a sun that sets in storm, or grze across silen
#juares by symmer moonlight amid a emell of dust anc
Bowers.

Pat although Wordsworth passed thus through Londor
umalified and indifferent, the corrent of things wa:
txeeping him on to mingle iz a flercer tumult,—to be

[}
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canght in the tides of & more violent and feverish life.
In November 1791 he landed in France, meaning to pass
the winter at Orleans and learn French. TUp to this date
the French Revolution had impressed him in a rather
unusual manner,—namely, as being a matter of course.
The explanation of this view is a somewhat singular one.
Wordsworth’s was an old family, and his connexions
were some of them wealthy and well placed in the world ;

but the chances of his education had been such that he
could scarcely realize to himself any other than a demo-
cratic type of society. Scarcely once, he tells us, in his
school days had he seen boy or man who claimed respect
on the score of wealth and blood ; and the manly atmo-
sphere of Cambridge preserved even in her lowest days a
saciety

Where all stood thus far
Tpon equal ground ; that we were brothers all

In honour, as in one community,
Scholars and gentiemen;

while the teachings of nature and the dignity of Cumbrinn
peasant life had confirmed his high opinion of the essen
tial worth of man. The upheaval of the French people,
therefore, and the downfall of privilege, seemed to him no
portent for good or evil, but rather the tardy return of a
.society to its stable equilibrium He passed throvugh
“revolutionized Paris with satisfaction and sympath.y,
but with little active emotion, and procecded first
to Orleans, and then to Blois, between which places he
spent mearly & year. At Orleans he became intimately
nequainted with the nobly-born but repubhcau general
Beanpuis, an inspiring example of all in the Revolution
that was self-devoted and chivalrous and had compassion
on the wretched poor.  In conversation with him Words-
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worth learnt with what new force the iell-worn
adages of the moralist fall from the lips of one whe
is called upon to put them at once in action, and to
fsmke Iife itself on the verity of his maxims of honour
The poet’s heart burned within him es he lstened.
Hbo could not indeed help mourning sometimea st the
sight of a dismantled chapel, or peopling in imagination
he forest-glades m which they eat with the chivalry of &
bygone day. DBut he became increasingly absorbed in his
!riend’s ardour, and the Revolution——mulier formomn
superne—scemed to him big with sll the hopes of man,
Ho returned to Pans 1 October 1792,~a month after
the massacres of September ; and he has described hix
‘agitation and dismay at the sight of such world-wide
destinies awayed by the hands of such men, In a
passsge which curiously dlustrates that reasoned self-
confidence and deliberate boldness which for the most
part ho showed only in the peaceful incidents of a Jiterary
carcer, he has told us how he was on the point of putting
himself forward na a Jeader of the Gurondist party, in the
that his singlel dncss of aim would make
him, in epite of foreign buth and imperfect speech, a
point round which the confused instincts of the multituds
might not impossibly rally
Buch a course of action,—~which, whatever its other
roslts, swould undoubtedly have conducted him to the
guillotine with his political friends m May 1793,—was
rendered impossible by & somewhat undignified hindrance
Vonlsworth, while in his own eyes “a patriot of the
world,” was in the eyes of others a young man of twenty-
tswo, travelling on a amall allowance, and running his head
into nnneccssary dangers. s funds were stopped, and
{ he reluctantly returned to England at the close of 1792
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And now to Wordsworth, as to many other English
patriots, there came, on a great scale, that form of sorrow
which in private life is one of the most agonizing of all—
when two beloved beings, each of them erring greatly,
become involved in bitter hate, The new-born Republic
flung down to Turope as her battle-gage the head of a
king. England, in an bour of horror that was almost panie,
accepted the defiance, and war was declared between the
two countries early in 1793. “ No shock,” says Words-
worth, o

Given to my moral nature had I known
Down to that very moment ; neither lapse

Nor turn of sentiment that might be named
A revolution, save at this one time;

and the sound of the evening gun-fire at Portsmouth
scemed at once the embodiment and the premonition of
‘England’s guilt and woe.
Yet his distracted spirit could find no comfort in the
thought of France. For in France the worst came to the
" worst; and everything vanished of liberty except the
crimes committed in her name,

Most melancholy at that time, O Friend!

Were my dny-thoughts, my nights were miserable,
Through months, through years, long after the Jast beat
Of those atrocities, the hony of sleep

To me came mrely charged with naturl gifis—

Such ghastly visions had I of despair,
And tyranuy, aud implements of death ; -
And lovity in dangeons, where the dost
Wag laid with tears.  Then suddenly the seeno
Changed, and the anbroken dream entangled me
In long orations, which I strove to plead

Beforo nnjust tribunals,—swith n voice
Labouring, a brain confuunded, and a fense,
Deathitike, of treacherous desertion, felt

Tn the laat place of sefuge—my pwn sonl.
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These years of perplexity and dizappointment, follow.
ing on & sawn of overstrained and violent hopes, were
} the gharpest trial through which Werdsworth ever passal.

The course of afhiirs in France, indeed, was ruch as

tremed by an imny of fate to drive the noblest and

firmest hearis into the worst aberrations,  For first of all
in that Revolation, Reason had appeared as it were in
visible shape, and hand in band with Pity and Virtce;
then, as the welfare of the oppressed peasintry began to
be lost right of amid the brawls of the factions of Parie,
all that was sttractive and enthusiastic tn the great move.
ment eeemed to dizappear, but yct Reacon mighs #till Le
thotizht to find a closer realiztion here than among

#cenes more serene and far; and, lastly, Reason sct in

btlool and tymnny and there was no mere hope from

France. Dot theer who, like Wordsworth, kad been

tagght by that great convalston to disdain the fetters of

sentiment and tradition and to Inok on Reson as rupreme
were not willing to rchinqmsh theie b hief becauce vio-

Jence had conquered ler in one more battle. Eather

they clung with the greater tenacity,—**adhered,” in

Wordsworth’s worda,

Muare Ermly 16 old tenets, and to prove
Ttetr temper, strained them more ,

1 a

cast off more Iy than ever the of tradi
tion, and 1n their Utopian v1s0ns even wished to ree the
perfected race severed in its perfection fror the memones
of humamty, and from kinstup with the struggling
Jast.

Throagh s mood of this kind Wordsworth had to travel
now. And his nature, formed for perrading attachments
and steady memones, suffured grnevously from the pniva.
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Aud now to Wordsworth, as to many other English
patriots, there came, on & great scale, that form of sorrow
which in private Jife is one of the most agonizing of all—
when two beloved beings, each of them erring greatly,
become involved in bitter hate.  The new-born Republic
fung down to Europe as her battle-gage the head of a
king., England, in an hour of horror that was almost panie,
accepted the defiance, and war was declared between the
twa countries early in 1793. ¢ No shock,” says Words-
wotth,

Given to my mornl nature had I known
Down to that very moment ; neither Japse

Ner turn of sentiment that might ba nawed
A rovolution, save at this one time

and the sound of the cvening gun-fire at Portsmounth
_secmned at once the embodiment and the premonition of
"Fagland’s guilt and woe.

Yet his distmacted spirit could find no comfort in the
thought of France. For in France the worst came to the
worst ; and everything vanished of liberty except tho
crimes committed in her name.

Most melancholy at that time, O Friend !

Were my day-thoughts, my nights were miserable,
Through menths, through years, long nfter the Inst beat
Of those atroeities, the hour of sleep

T me eame mrely charged with natum] gifts—
Such ghastly visions had I of despair,

Aud tyranuy, aud implementa of death; . . .

And levity in dungeons, where the dust

Wag Iaid with tears, Then suddenly the scene
Changed, and the unbroken dream entangled me
In long orationr, which I strove to plead

Before unjust tribunsle,—~with n voice

Lataaring, o brain confounded, aud n £oNSQ,
Death.dike, of treacherons desortion, folt

In the tast place of refuge~my awn gonl.
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Guving way
To & comparison of sceno with scene,
Beot overmuch en superficial things,
TPampering myecll with meagro novelties
Of colour and proportion ; to the moods
Of time ond senson, to the moral power,
The affections, and the #pirit of the place,
Insenmble,

Such cold fits are common to all religions : they haunt
the artist, the philanthrepist, the philosopher, the saint.
Often they are due to some strun of egoism or ambition
which has intermixed itself with the impersonal desire;
sometimes, a3 in Wordsworth's case, to the persistent
tension of & mind which has been bent too ardently
towards an 1deal scarce possible to man  And in this
case, when the objects of a8 man's habitual admiration are
true and noble, they will ever be found to suggest some
antidote to the fatigues of their pursyit  We ghall see as
we proceed howia deepening mnught wnto the hives of the
peasantry around him,—the happinesa and virtue of simple
Cumbnan homes,— restored to the poct a serener confidence
fn—hhman nature, amid all the shame and downfall of sucl
hopeq in France. }And that still profounder less of
delight i _Nature he

—that viewing of all things “in
disconn

well s, is_the truest definstion of Atheisny, g

on dull and spintless,” whih, as 1t lm bv;cn
much
IR o

¥ can
be apprehended in power as well a3 an glory Jand Words-

worth's mind, ““sinking inwan? upon itsel( from thonght to
thoug ound rest for the tune n that anatere religion, ~
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tion of much which even the coldest and calmest
temper eannot forego without detriment and pain. For
it is not with impunity that men commit themselves to
the sole guidance of cither of the two greal elements of
their being. The penalties of trusting to the emotions
alone are notorious ; and every day affords some instance
of a character that has degenerated into a bundle of im-
pulses, of a will that has become caprice. But the con-
sequences of making Reason our tyrant instead of our
king arc almost cqually disastrous. There is so little
which Reason, divested of all emotional or instinctive
supports, is able to prove to our satisfaction that a scep-
tical aridity is likely to take possession of the soul.- It
was thus with Wordsworth ; he was driven to a perpetual
questioning of all beliefs and analysis of all motives,—

Till, demanding formal proof,
And secekiog it in everything, I lost
All feeling of convietion ; and, in fine,
Sick, wearied out with contrarieties,
heldcd up mornl questions in despair,

In this mood all those great generalized conceptions
which are the food of our love, our reverence, our religion,
dissolve away; and Wordsworth tells us that at this
time

Even the visible universe
- Fell under the dominion of n taste
* Less spiritaal, with microscopic viow
Was ecanned, as 1 had seanned the moral sworld.

He looked on the operations of nature in disconnection
dull and spiritless ;" he could no longer apprehend her
unity nor feel her charm. e retained indeed his craving

for naturml beauty, but in an uneasy and fastidious
mood, ~—
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Guviog way
Te a comparison of sceno with scene,
Tient overmuch on superficial things,
Pampering mysclf with mengro novelties
Of colour nnd proportion § to the moods
©Of time and season, to the moral power,
The affections, and the spirit of tho place,
Inscpaible.

Such cold fits are common to all religions : they haunt
the artist, the phulanthropist, the philocopher, the saint,
Often they are due to somo strmn of egoium or ambition
which has intermixed itself with the impersonal desiro;
sometimes, a3 1 Wordaworth'a case, to the persistent
tension of a nand which has been bent too andently
towards an wdeal scarco possible to man,  And in this
case, when the objects of a man's habitual admiration are
true and noble, they will ever bo found to suggeat some
antidoto to the faliguea of their pussnit W sliall seo as
we proceed howsia deepening nsight into the hives of the
peasantry around him,—the happiness and virtue of mmple
Cumbrian homes,—restored to thoe pout a serener confidenco
in huran nature, amd all the shame and downfall of suc).
h!T"j‘ in France jAnd that stll profounder_loss_of
delight in Nature hereelf— that viewing of all things *in
disconnection dull and spintless,” which as it han been
well sail, iy tho truest definition of Athesm, masmuch
s a umty in the universe 19 the irst clement in_our con-
é‘tlvtion of (o, —this dark pathway ales was not withont
its outlet into_the day  I'or tho God i Natare 19 not
only a God of Beauty, but a God of Taw , lns unity can
be nppmlmndcd‘ﬁ_'n_[nwu & well an in glory ;'nlnl Wonls.
worth's mind, “anking inward upan iteelf from thought to
thought,” found rvst for the time tn that austere pedigion, —
l_l—dgﬁ L onee Al scientific, common o a Newton anda
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Job,—which is fostered by the prolonged contomphhon of
the mere Order of the sum of things.

Not in vain
1 had been taught to reverence n Power
Thnt is the visible quality and sbape
And image of right reason.

Not, indeed, in vain ! For he felf now that there is no
fide of truth, howover remote from Luman interests, no
aspeet of the universe, however awful and impersonal,
which may not have power at some season to guide and
support the spirit of man, When Gooduess is obscured,
when Beauty wearies, there are some souls which till
can cling and grapple to the conception of eternal Law,
Of such stern consolations the poel speaks as having
restored him in his hour of need. But he gratefully
+ acknowledges also another solace of a gentler kind, It wag
about this time (1795) that Wordsworth was blessed with
the permanent companionship of his sister, to whom he
“was tenderly attached, but whom, since childhood, he had
geen only ot long intervals.  Miss Wordsworth, after her
father’s death, had lived mainly with her maternal grand.-
father, Mr. Cookson, at Penrith, occasionally at alifax
with other relations. or at Forneett with her uncle Dr,
Covkson, Canon of Windsor.  She was now able o join
her favourite hrother; and in this gifted woman Words-:
worth found a gentler and sunnier likeness of himself: ,!,
.~ he fmmd a love which never wearied, and a sy mpathy |
frrvid mt)mnt blindness, whose suggestions lay so dxrectl)
in hic mind’s natural course that they scemed to spnng,
from tha same individuality, and to form at once aporfion }
of hiz inmast being. The opening of this new era of
domestie happiness demands a sepatate chapter.



CHAPTER IIL

389 WORDSWORTII—LYRICAL BALLADS-—8ETTLEMENT AT
GRASMERE.

Frox among many letters of Miss Wordsworlh's to a
beloved friend, (Muiss Jane Polland, afterwards Mrs,
Marshall, of Hfallsteads), which have been kindly placed
at my diaposal, I may without impropriety quote a few
passages which illustrate the charmeter and the affection of
brother and stster eltke.  And first, in a letter (Forncett
February 1792), comparing her brothers Christopher and
William, she e13s. *“ Chinstophier is steady and sincere in
hus attachments.  William has both these virtuea 1n an
eminent degree, and a sort of violence of affeetion, if T
may so term it, which demonstrates atself every moment
of the day, when the objects of his affection are present
with him, in a thonsand almost imperceptible attentions.
10 their wishes, tn a sort of restless watchfulness which I
know not how to describe, 8 tenderness that never sleeps,'
and at the same tune such a delieacy of manner as I have ,
observed in few men”  And agam (Forneett, June 1793), |
she writes to the same friend [ have strolled into a
neighhourings mendow, where 1 am enjoying the melody
of birds, and the busy sounds of a fine summer's evening.
Bt oh t hiow imperfect 13 my pleasaro whilst I am alonel
Why are you not seated with me? and my dear Willan,
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why is he not here also? I could almost fancy that I sce
you both near me. I hear you point out a spot, where if
wo could erect a little cottage and call it our own we
should be thie happiest of human beings. 1 see my brother
fired with the idea of leading his sister to such a retreat.
Qur porlour is in & moment furnished, our garden is
adorned by magic ; the roses and honeysuckles spring at
our command ; the wood behind the house lifts its head,
and farnishes us with a winter's shelter and a summer’s
noonday shade. My dear friend, T trust that ere long
you will be, without the aid of imagination, the com-
panion of my walks, aud my dear William may be of our
party. . . . He is now going upon a tour in the west of
England, with a gentleman who was formerly a schoolfellow,
~a man of fortune, who is to bear all the expenses of the
journey, and only requests the favour of William’s com-
pany. He is perfectly at liberty to quit this companion
ns soon as anything more advantageous offers. But it is
enough to say that I am likely to bhave the happiness of
introducing you to my beloved brother. You must for-
give me for talking so much of him; my affection hurries
me on, and makes me forget that you cannot be so much
interested in the subject as I am.  You do not know bim;
you do not kuow how amiable he is.  Perhaps you teply,
‘But I know how blinded you are’ Well, my dearest,
I plead guilty at once ; T must be blind : he cannot be so
pleasing as my fondness makes him. I awm willing to
allow that half the virtwes with which I fancy him
endowed are the creation of my love; but surely T may
o exeused ! THe was never tired of comforting his sister;
he never left her in anger; he always met her with joy;
hie preferred her society to every other pleasure ;—or rather,
when we were g0 happy as {0 be within cach other's reach,
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Le Ead no pleasare when we were enmpelled to 1o
divided. Do rot thea expeet too much from this brother
of whom I have delighted ¢o to talk to you. Inthe i
plice, you must be with him more than once befors be
will be perfectly easy in comversation In the record
pleoe, Lis person is not in his favour—al lesst I shonlj
think not; but I soon ceated to dissover this—ray, I
alzost thonght that the opinion which I Lad formed was
erroneous,  He is, however, certainly rather plsin; thoogh

otherwise has an 1y thoughtfel ot
wken he speaks jt 13 often lx"blzd up by a smile whish [
think very pleasing. Bat enoggh, ke is my brotker; why
should I descrite him? I ¢hall be hizzehunz assin inta
pasegyric.”

The brother’s Lingzage to his sister 13 equally affeetionata,
“How much do I wizh,” he writes 1n 1793, “that each
ezation of pleasure or in that fsits your beart shoall
excite a timilar pleasare or 8 similar jamn within s, by
that sympathy which will almost dentufy s whes we
Lave slolen to our hitle enttage. . . I will write to my
tzele, and tell kare that I capnat think of goizg anywhere
tefore I have bren with you. Wlhatever answer he gives
me, I certainly will make a point of ence wmore mingling
my transports with yours. Als’ my dear mster, bow
#0n must this kappiness expire, yet there are momenis
worth ages”

And again: jn the same year ke writes, ~ Ok, ny dear,
dear sister * with what tranepors shall I amn mees you*
with what rptere shall T azua wear out the day 1z your
nght! . . T see you in a moment runmizg, or Father
Eying, to my arms.” .

Wordsworth was in all things furtamate, bat hinr
more fortgrate than in tlus, that so usiqze -t

P
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should have been ready to devote herself to him with an
affection wholly free from egotism or jealousy,~an affection
that yearned only to satisfy Lis subtlest needs, and to
transfuse all that was best in herselt’ into his Jurger being.
And indeed that fortunate admixture or influence, whence-
soever derived, which raised the race of Wordsworth to
poctic fame, was almost more dominant and conspicuous
in Dorothy Wordsworth than in the poet himself. “The
chaoting lights of her wild eyes" reflected to the full the
strain of imaginative emotion which was mingled in the
poct’s nature with that spirit of steadfust and conservative
virtue which has already given to the Iamily a Master of
“Frinity, two DBishops, and other divines and scholars of
weight and consideration.  In the poet himself the con-
servative and ecclesiastical tendencies of his character
became more and more apparent as advancing years
stiffened the movements of the mind. In his sister the
ardent element was less restrained ; it showed itself ina
most innocent direction, but it brought with it & heavy
punishment. Her passion for nature and her affection
for her brother led her into mountain rambles which were
beyond her sirength, and her last years were spent in
a condition of physical and mental deeay. )

But at the time of which we are now speaking there
was, perhape, no one in the world who could have been to
the pact such & companion as his sister became.  She bad
not, of course, his grasp of mind or his poetic power; but
her sensitiveness to nature was quite as keen as his, and

her disposition resembled his “ with sunshine added to day-
light,”

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

Could they have known her, would have loved ; methonght
Her very presence such o gweetness breathed,
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That Rowers, and trecs, and even the wient BT,
And everything she Jooked on, should bave had
An intimatian how ehe bore berself

Townrda them, and to afl ereatures.

Her journal of a toot in Scotland, and her desciptien
of & week on Ullswater, affized to Wondsworth's Gred»
(e Lahes,—dianies not, written for publication bet perely
{0 communicate her own delight fo intimate 3 32 2
distance,—~are surely 1ndescribably attractive inthelz zatva
and tender feching, combined with a delicery of fnsiit
into natural beauty which was almost 3 pew thiny fz2he
history of the world, If we compare, for instavse, x=y
her descriptions of the Lakes with Southeys, we st the
difference between mere Literary shill, which e 22w be
rivalled in many quatters, and that sympetbetia i
which comes of Jove alone, Even if we ecmpare ber w=

(ray, whoso hort notice of Comberdand beas o= ez
poge the stamp of a true poet, we are strosk Ty tta vy
in which Mis Wonlsworth's tendersess £+ o7 Tz
{bings gives chorarter and pathos 1o Ler odsmnem o3
evoles from the wildest solitude some peon sias ho's the

t s tie
heart,

Bhie give me eyes, she pare me eave,
And humble eares, and deliears feary;
A heart the fountan of weet toary ;
And love, and thouzht, =4 yoy.

The cottage hife in her brother's oAty ¥tk we
hate seen Miss Wordsworth putarizg to kemelf with gir.’:-..’;
andour, was destined to be realusd o longp oz aferwpndy
thanks to the unfooked-for outenme of azstker !n'-dz":’
Irthe poet's eister was his first admiver, Pacele ;d:ei
may fairly elaim the second place Cal;nn n:«yt};n :
of the stewarl of the Drke of _\'vrialk,' who @:Ti
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luge estates m Cumberland. He attached himself to
Wordsworth, and in 1793 and 1794 the friends were
much together, Calvert was then attacked by consump-
tion, and Wordsworth nursed him with patient care. It
was found at his death that he had left his friend
a legacy of 900L  “The act” says Wordsworth.
“sras done entirely from a confidence on his part that I
had powers and attainments which might be of use to
mankind. Upon the interest of the 9007.—4001 being
Inid out in annuity—swith 2007 deducted from the prinei-
pal, and 1001 a legacy to my sister, and 1007 more which
the Lyrieal Bullads bave brought me, my sister and I
contrived to live seven years, nearly eight.”

Trusting in this small capital, and with nothing to look
to in the future exeept the uncertain prospect of the pay-
ment of Lord Lonsdale’s debt to the family, Wordsworth
settled with his sister at Racedown, near.Creywkerne, in
Dorsetshire, in the autumn of 1795, the choice of this
Iomht5 being apparently determined by the offer of o

* cottage on casy terms, Here, in the first home which he
had possessed, Wordsworth’s steady devotion to poctry
. began. e had already, in 1792 published two little
© poews, the Erening Wall: and Des scriptive Sketches, which
Miss Wordsworth (to whom the Evening Walk was
addressed) eriticises with candour in a letter {o the same
friend (Forncett, February 1792) s:—
“The reenes which he describes have been viewed with
s poet's eye, and are portrayed with 3 poet’s pencil ; and
the poems contain many passages exquisitely beautiful ;
but they also contain many faults, the chiof of which are
ob=curity and  too frequent use of some particular expres-

t The Memeirs sy in 1793, but the following MS. letter of
1792 speaks of them as already pablished,
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/ sions and uncomon words ; for intance, £eoTine X
hie applies in a sense, if not new, at leasy iferent S
ordinary one. By *moveless! when applind to theewan B
rocans that sort of motion which is ook witkes L’:s
tion; it is & very Lesutifal epithet,
been cantionsly usel. The wonl cireloe gl =
daced far too often, 1 regret excendingly thet ha &3
submit the works to the inspecticn of so=2
their publication, and he alio joisy witk
regret "

These poems show a careful and nix:
nature, but their versification—e4ill remin:
jmitators of Pope—hay little origizaliy ez e, Thay
*attracted the admiration of Colerilze, bat Exd oy fzmian
auccess,

At Racedown Wondswurth finish=d G¥i? exd Sororr, ~
a poem gloomy in tone and written mainly &= b peried
of depression and unrest,~—and wrots a tuagedr el Ths
Borderere, of which only a few lines show = poomim of
future excellence. He then w2ote Thr Ruined Ctzzm
now incorporated in the First Book of the Eoovrrie. Tiie,

pocr, on o subject thoroughly suited to B3t foven, was
Lis first work of merit; and Colexidze, #io vics
quiet household in June 1797, prommzmes -
“eoperior, 1 hesitato not to swer, b
our langusge whith in sy way reem3l
July 1797 the Wondsworike
large house in Somersetstire,
Coleridge was at that .._\, Lre

#dded to bis fnoors by takées r

5670 of the trifing poes A,__;}, SRS

Mt. Basi] chn.xgx 2 Beme 3rmt

smaller pleces, He as 55.___
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Aneient Mariner and the Lyrical Ballads in a well-known
passage, part of which I must here repeat :—

“In the autumn of 1797, Mr. Coleridge, my sister, and my-
solf started from Alfoxden pretty Iate in the afterncon, with
a view to visit Linton, and the Valley of Stones near to it; and

our united funds were very small, we agreed to defray the
pense of the tour by writing a poem, to be sent to the New

'onthly Magazine. In the course of this walk was planned

e poem of the Ancient Mariner, founded on a dream, as Mr.

eridge said, of his friend Mr. Cruikshank. Much the greatest

xt ol the story was Mr. Coleridge’s invention ; but certain
irts I suggested ; fur example, some crime was te be commitled
hich was to bring upon the Old Navigator, as Coleridge after-
ards delighted to call him, the spectral persecation, as a con-
quence of that crime and his own wanderings. I had been
ading in Shelvocke's Tupuges, a day or two before, that, while
nbling Cape Horn they frequently saw albatrosses in that
titude, the largest sort of sea-fowl, some extending their wings
velve or thirteen feet. ¢ Suppore,’ caid I, ¢ you represent him

3 having killed one of these birds on entering the South Sea,

ad that the tutelary spirits of these regions take upon them

» avenge the crime, The incident was thought fit for the

urpose, and adopted accordingly, I also suggested the naviga-

on of the ship by the dead man, but do not recollect that 1

ad anything more to do with the scheme of the poem. We

egan the composition together, on that to me memorable even-
ig. 1 furnished two or three lines at the beginning of the
oem, in particular—

And listened like o three yearas' child;
The Mariner bad his will,

i we endeavoured to proceed conjointly our respective man-
ers proved so widely different, that it would have been quife
resumptuous inme to do anything but separate from an under-
aking upon which T could only bave been a clog.  The Aneient
Warirer grew and grew, till it became too important for our
irst object, which was limited to onr expectation of five pounds;
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and we began to think of 2 olume, which was to consist, A%
Mr. Colendze bas told the world, of poems chiefly on super-
natural subjects, taken from common life, but lo?'ked at, na
much ax might be, throtgh an imaginative medium.

The volume of Lyrical Bullads, whose first beginnings
Bave here been traced, was published in the autumn of
1798, by Mr, Cottle, at Bnstol. This_volume contained
tevenl poems which have been justly blamed for triviality,
Zas The Thorn, Goody *Lilule, The Idiot Boy ; several
in which, a8 in Simon Lee, tnvidlity is mingled with
much real pathos, and same, as Erpoxtulation and Reply
sl The Talles Turned, which are of the very essence of
Wordsworth's patace, | Tt is hardly ‘too much to say, that
if these two last-named poems—to the careless eye g0
Qight and trifing—were all that had remamed from

Wonlsworth’s hand, they would have “epaken ta the

Tend

2" of 8 new indiv

i , a8 distinet and ,
anmistakeabls in its way as that which Sappho has left:

engraven on the wotld for ever 1 words even fewer than/ill

these,  And the volume ended with a poem which Words-
worth composed 11 1793, in ene day, dunng a tour with
his auter to Tintern and Chepstow  The Lines writen
alore Tintern_Abbey, biave become, a3 1t were, the Tocus
cluseizur o consecrated formulary of !he‘i\"on‘l;\‘vr‘z;m
[.\i\l];‘ They eay 1n Lrief what 1t is the work of the i;;e;.'x
Viomnphet tasayandetad,

As x00n a3 this volume was published Wondeworth and
I.xis sister nailed for Hamburg, in the Lope that ther
iaperfeet scquaintance with the German language might
le fuaproved by the heroic remedy of a winter at Goslar.
Bat at Gorlar they do ot seem to have made any acruain-
tanees, and their relf-improvement conmsted ;.namly in
tesdizg German books to themselyes The four months

—

D
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spent at Goslar, howerer, were the very bloom of Words-
worth's poetic_career. Through none of his poems has
the peculiar loveliness of English scenery and English girl-
hood shone more delicately than through those which
came to him as he paced the frozen gardens of that deso-
late eity. Ifere it was that he wrote Lucy Gray, and
Ruth, and Nutting, and the Poct's Epitaph; and other
~ poems known now to most men as possessing in its full
fragrance his especial charm.  Jmd here it was that the
memory of some emotion prompted the lines on Luey. Of
the history of that emotion he has told us nothing; I
forbear, therefore, to inquire concerning it, or even to
speculate.  That it was to the poet’s honour I do not
doubt ; but who ever learned such secrets rightly 1 or who
should wish to learn? 1t is best to leave the sanctuary of
all hearts inviolate, and to respect the reserve not only of
the living but of the dead. Of these poems, almost
alone, Wordsworth in his autobiographical notes has said
nothing whatever,  One of them he suppressed for years,
and printed only in alater volume.  One can, indeed, well
imagine that there may be poews which a man may be
willing to give to the world only in the hope that their
pathos will be, as it were, protected by its own intensity,
and that those who are worthiest to comprehend will be
least disposed to discuss them.

The autobiographical notes on his own works above
alluded to were dictated by the poet to his friend Miss
Isabella Fenwick, at her urgent request, in 1843, and pre-
ferve many inferesting particulars as {o the circumstances
under which each poem was composed. They are to be
found printed entire among Wordswortl'’s prose works,
and I shall therefore cite them only occasionally. Of
Lucy Gray, for instance, he says,— ’



n) LYRICAL BALLADS. a5

+ [t was founded on a circumstance told me by my sister, of
a little girl who, not far from Halifax, in Yorkshire, was be-
wildered in a snowstorm, Her fiotsteps were tracked by her
parents {0 the middle of the lock of a canal, and no other
vestige of her, backward ot forward, could be teaced. The body,
however, was found in the cansl  The way in which the inci.
dent was treated, and the spiritaalizing of the character, might
furnieh hinta for contrasti imaginative infl which
1 have endervoured to throw over common life, with Crabbe's
watter-of-fact style of bandling subjwcts of the same kind."

And of the Lines wenstien an Germany, 1798.9,—

« A Litter winter it was when these verses were composed by
the side of my sister, in our lodgings, at a draper’s house, in
the romsantic impenal town of Goslar, on the edge of the Hartz
forest  So scvere was the cold of this winter, that when we
paseed out of the patlour warmed by the stove our cheeks nere
strack by the air as by cold sron. I slept 1n & room over a
pareage that was not celed.  The people of the house used to
ay, rather unfeelingly, that they expected I should be frozen
to death rome night, but with the protection of a pelisso lined
with fur, and o dog's-skin bonnet, euch as was worn by the
peasants, T walked dauly on the ramperts or on a sort of public
ground or garden, in which was a pond  Here 1 had no com-
panion but a kingfisher, a beautiful creature that used to glance
by me. [ consequently became much attached to it. During
these walks I composed The Poet's Epitaph”

Seldom hasthere been a more impressive instance of the
contrast, familiar to hiograph between the af m.
significance and the realimportance of their hero m undis-
tingni<hed youth,  To any one considering Wordsworth as
he then was,—a rough and somewhat stubborn young man,
who, in neatly thisty years of life, had scemed alternately
to idle without grace and to study without advantage,—
it might well have scemed incrediblo that he conld have
anything new or valuable to communicate to mankind.
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Where had heen his experience? or where was the fndiea-
tion of that wealth of sensuous emotion which in such n
wature as Koeats’ geema alimnsd o dispense withe experienes
and to give novelly by giving vividness to such passions
as are known {o alll 3 Wordsworth were o huapress
mankind it mud ho, one might have thought, by travelling
out of himself altogether—by sevealing rome such energy
of imagination us ean eveate a world of romance und
adventure in the shyest heart,  But this was not so to he,
Abready Wonlsworth’s minor poems had dealt almost en-
tirely with hin own feclings, and with the objeets actunlly
before hig ayes; and it was ot Goslar that hie planned, and
on the day of his quitting Goslar that e began, ¢ much
longzer poem, whose subjeet was fo be atill more intimntely
perzonal, heing the development of his own mind,  This
paen, dedieated to Coleridge, and written in the formof a
eonfidenen bestowed on an intimate fricud,_\\:ﬁlﬁj}if}l\@ﬁ!ﬂ
1803, but way not published till after the poct’s_death,
Mes, Waotdswenth then named it The Preliede, indicating
thun the relation which it bears 10 the Ereursion~—or
rather, to the projected ot of the Reelitse, of which the
Erenrsion wus o form only  the Second oub of three
Divisions,  One Book of the Fivst Division of the Hecluse
wan wiritten, but is yet unpublished ; the Third Division
vins never oven begun, and *the materinls,” we ave told, “of
which it would have heen formed have been incorporated,
for the st pard, in the author's other publieations.”
Not need thix chiango of plan he regretted @ didaetic porms
it easily of mutilation ; and all that can be ealled
plot tu this eeries of worke is contained in the Prelude, in
which we see Wondsworth arriving at those convietions
\\']li(‘h ill llw 1""“'””1‘(‘" h(\ l\\ugm; {o (cxpm"“]_

Howarld be too mneh 1o ray that Wordsworth has

e
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teen wholly successful in the attempt—for such the
Prelude viriually is—to write an epic porm on Lis ow
education. Such a porm must almo-t necessarily sppes:
tedious and egoistic, and Wordsworth's manner hav no!
tact enough to prevent these defeets from being felt ¢o the
full.  On the contrary, in kis constant desire frumlly u
extract, as it were, its full teaching from the minutest
event which has befallen him, Le supplements tho tdf
pl y of the autobrographer with the
exactness of the momnlist, and 1+ apt to insist on trifle:
such as lodge in the corners of every man’s memory, as i
they were unique leswns vouchsafed to hmesIf alone.
Yet it follows from this v ery temper of smind that thered
scarcely any autobiography which we can rad with sucl
implicit confidence a3 the Prelude  Intheease ofthis as o
o many of Wordsworth’s productions, our first diesatisfac
tion at the form which the poem sssumes yields toa recogni
tion of its fitness to express preerscly what the poet intends
Nor are there many men who, 1n recounting the atory o
their own lLives, could combine a candour =0 abeolute it}
20 much of dignity—who could treat thalf jersnal hivory
0 lmparlully 23 & means of conveying lewsons of general
trath—or who, while chromcling such emall things, could
remain 0 great.  The Prefude 138 bouk of good augury
for humin natare. We feel in reading 1t as if the stock of
mankind were sound. The soul secmns going on from
strength to strength by the mere development of her
inborn power  And the ecene with which the poem at
onee opens and concludes-—the return to the Lake country
a5 to & prrmanent and eatisfying home—places the poct at
Taet amid bas true surroundings, and leascs us to contem-
Flate him as completed by a harmony without hir, which
e of all men most needed to evoke the harmony within.

v



CHAPTER IV, -
THE ENGLISH LAKES.

Tar lakes and mountains of Cumberland, Westwmoreland,
and Laueashire, are singularly fitted to supply such ele-
ments of moral sustenance as Nature's aspects can afford
to man. There are, indeed, many mountain regions of
greater awlulness ; but prospects of ice and terror should
be a mre stimulant rther than an habitual food ; and the
physical difficulties inseparable from immense elevations
depress the inhabitant and  preoccupy the traveller.
There are wany lakes under « more lustrous sky; but the
healthy activities of life demand a scene brilliant withount
linguor, and a beanty which can tefresh and satisfy
rather than full or overpower.  Without advancing any
untenable elaim to British pre-eminence in the matter of
seenery, we may, perhaps, follow on bath these points the
Judgment which Wordsworth has expressed in his Guirle
ta the Lakes, n work which condenses the resalts of many
vears of fntimate observation.

“Our tracts of wood and water,” he says, “arc almost
diminutive in compatison (with Switzerland); therefore,
as far a5 sublimity is dependent npon absolnie bulk and
height, and atmospherieal influences in connexion with
these, it is obvious that there can be no rivalship.  Bat
a short residence among the British mountains will furnish
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abundant proof, ihat, after a certain point of elovation,
viz, that which sllows of cumpact and fleecy clouds
setthing upon, or sweeping over, the summits, the sensa of
sublimity depends more upon form and rulation of objects
tn cach other than upon their actual magmtude ; and that
an elevation of 3000 feet is suflicient to call forth in a
moet impresstve degree the creative, and magnifying, and
saftening powers of the atmosphere ”

And again, as to climate ; * The rin,” he says, “bere
comes down heartily, and 13 frequently suncceeded by elear
bright weather, when every brook is vocal, and every
torrent “sonorous , brooks and torrents which are never
muddy even n the heaviest floods. Days of unseitled
weather, wth partial showers, are very frequent; but
the showere, darhemng or brghteming a3 they fly
from hill to lul}, are not less gratefal to the eye than
finely nterwoven pasaages of gay and sad music are
touching to the ear Vapours exhaling from the lakes
and meadows after sunmse 1n a hot season, or 1n moist
weather brooding upon the heighte, or descending towards
the valleys with maudible motion, give a visonary cha.
racter to everything around them, and are in themeelvea
#0 beautiful as to dieposo us to enter into the feelings of
thosr ritnple nations (such 8y the Laplanders of this day)
by whom they are taken for guanhan deities of the o
mountains, of to sympathize with others whe have fan.
cied these delicate appantions to be the spints of then
departed ancestors.  Akin to these are fleecy clouds rest.
ing upon the lull tops; they are mot ewmly managed in
picture, with thewr accompanuments of blue ky, but how
glurfons are they 1in miture’ how pregnant with imagina
tion for the poert t And the heght of the Cumbnian moun-
tan 1< ufficient to extutut datly and hourly instances of .

iy
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abundant proof, that, after a certain point of elevation,
viz, that which allows of compact and flecey clouds
setiling upon, or sweeping over, the summits, the eense of
sublimity depends more upon form and relation of objects
to cach other than upan their actual magnitule ; and that
an elevation of 3000 feet is sufficient to call forth in o
most impressive degree the creative, and magnifying, and
softemng powers of the atmosphere ”

And agnin, as to climate ; * The rain,” he says, “here
comes down heartily, and is frequently succeeded by clear
bright weather, when every brook is voeal, and every
torrent~eonorous ; brooks and torrents which are never
muddy even in the heaviest floods, Days of unsettled
weather, with partial showers, are very frequent; but
the showers, darkemng or brightening as they Ay
from Il to tall, are not less grateful to the eye than
fincly nterwosven passages of gay and sad music are
touching to the ear Vapours exhaling from the lakes
and meadows after sunnse in a hot season, or 1 morwt
weather brooding upon the heights, or descending towarda
tlie valleys with inaudible motion, grve a vivwnary cha.
racter to everything around them, and are in themselves
&0 beautiful a3 to disposo us to enter into the feelings of
those simple nations (such as the Laplanders of this day)
by whom they are taken for guardian deitics of the -/
mountains ; or to sympathize with otlers who have fan.
cied these delicate appantions to be the spirits of theix
departed ancestors,  Ahin to these are fleecy elouds rest-
ing upnn the luiltops, they are not easily mor 1zed in
picture, with their accompiniments of blue s} hinw
glorious are they 1n nature! how pregnant w'
tion for the poet | And the height of the Cunt =
taing is sufficient to exhibit daily and hourly i |

F
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thoze mysterious attarhments, Such clouds, cleaving to
their stations, or lifting up suddenly their glittering heads
from behimd rocky barriers, or hurrying ont of sight with
speed of the sharpest edge, will often tempt an inhabitant
to congratulate himself on belonging to a country of mists
and clouds and storms, and make him think of the blank
sky of Egypt, and of the eerulean vacaney of Ttaly, as an
unanimated and even a sad spectacle.”

The conscionsness of a preceding turmoil brings home
to us hest the sense of perfeet peace; and a climate accus-
tomed to storm-clowl and tempest can melt sometimes
into “aday as still as heaven ” with a benignaut tranquil-
lity which ealmer regions can searcely know. Such a day
Wondsworth has deseribed in language of such delicate
trath and beauty as only a long and intimate love can
inspire :

“It has been said that in human life there are moments
worth ages.  In a wnore subdued tone of sympathy may we
affirm, that in the climate of Englaud there are, for the lover of
Nature, days which are worth whole months, I might say, even
vears.  One of these favoured days sometimes occurs in spring.
tiwe, when that soft air is breathing over the blossoms and new-
born verdure which inspired Buchanan with his beautiful Ode
to the First of May ; the air which, in the luxutiance of his faney,
e Hikens to that of the golden age.—tothat which gives motion
to the funereal eypresces on the banks of Lethe: {o the air
which is to salute beatified spirits when expiatory fres shall
have consumed the earth with all her habitations. But it is
in aatuma that days of such affecting influence most frequently
intervene. The atmospliere seems roﬁ!‘«‘d, and the sky rendered
more erystalline, as the vivitving heat of the year nbﬂm ; the
lights and shadows are mare dd\c\{e; the colouring is richer
and maore finely harmonized; and, fu this reacon of stillness,
the ear belng wnnscupied, or only gently excited, the sense of
vixion beesmes mor susceptible of s appropriate enjoyments.
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A resident in & constry Jike this which we are treating of will
agree with me that the presence of a Iske is indiepensable to
eshibit in perfection the besuty of one f these daye; and ke
must bave experienced, while looking on the uornfed waters,
that the imagination by their aid is carriel izto recesses of
feeling otherwisé imponetrable. The reasan of this iv, that the
beaveus are not only broagbt down into the bosom of the earth,
but that the earth is mainly looked at, and thought of, throagh
the mediom of & parer element. The happiest time is whea
the equinoctial gales are departed ; but their fary may probably
be ealled to mind by the sight of & few shattere] booghy, whase
Jeares do not differ in colour from the faded fuliage of the
stately oaks from which these relics of the storm depend: all
eles apeaks of tranquillity; not a bresth of air, no restlecsness
of insects, and not a moring chject perceptible—excert the
clouds gliding in the depths of the lake, or the traveller passing
along, aa inverted image, whose motion seems governed by the
quiet of a time to which 1ts archetype, the liring peron, is
pethiaps ipsensible ; or it may happen that the figure of one of
the larger birds, a raven or a heron, is crossing silently amonyy
the reflected clouds, while the voice of the real bird, from the
element aloft, gently awakens in the spectator the recollection
of appetiten and inatinets, purruits and occupatinns, that deform
and agitate the world, yet bave no power to preven® natare
from putting on an aspect capable of satisfying the moet intense
cravings for the tranquil, the lovely, and the perfict, to which
man, the noblest of her creatures, i« subject™

The scene desenbed here is one as exquimte 1n detatl as
majestic in general effect,  And 1t 19 charctenstic of the
region to which Wordsworth's love was given that theres
no corner of it without a meaning and a charm , that the
open recond of 1ts immemurial past tells us at every turn
that all agencira have consprred for loveliness and run
itself has been benign, A passage of Wonlswurth's a
descnibing the character of the like shores illustr
fact with loving minuteness
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“ Sublimity is the result of nature's first great dealings with
the superficies of the Earth; but the genersl tendency of her
sabsvquent operations is towards the production of beauty, by
a multiplicity of symmetrical parts uniting in a consistent
whole. This is everywhere exemplified along the margins of
there lakes.  Masses of rock, that have been precipitated from
the heights into the area of waters, lie in some places like
stranded ships, or have acquired the compact structure of jutting
piers, or project in little peninsulas crested with native wood.
The smallest rivalet, one whose silent influx is scarcely notice-
able in q season of dry weather, so faint is the dimple made by
it on the surface of the smooth lake, will be found to have been
not useless in shaping, by its deposits of gravel and soil in time
of flood, n corve that would not otherwise have existed. But
the more powerful Lrooks, encroaching upon the level of the
lake, have, in course of time, given birth taample promontories
of sweeping outline, that contrast boldly with the longitudinal
base of the steeps on the opposite shore; while their flat or
eently-sloping surfuces never fail to introduce, into the midst of
desolation and barrenness, the elements of fertility, even where
the habitations of men may not have been raised.”

With this we may contrast, as a companion picture, the
poet's deseription of the tarns, or lonely bodies of water,
which fic here and there among tho hills:

*They are difficalt of nccess and maked; yei some of them
are, in their permanent forms, very grand, and there are acei-
dents of things which would make the meanest of them interest-
ing. At alf events, ane of these pools is an aceeptable sight to
the mountain wanderer, not merely as an incident that diver-
sifies the prospect, but as forming in his mind a centre or con.
spicuous point ta which objects, otherwise disconnected or in-
snbordinated, may be referred. Some fow have & varied outline,
with bald heath-clad protontories; and asthey mostly lie at the
foot ol asteep precipice, the water, where the sun is not shining
upen it, appears black and sullen, and ronnd the margin huge
stones and masses of vock nre seattered, some defying conjecture
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u o t..e mrss by wilk tloy came

;:‘.r:_.wd nik grmies o aber ceertl r11 iz h'

(:r.an 10 the meagre vezetation 2eoind i, exsites 2 sence
ef sozze yepslive power =g’y it fomd, a3 thas deevens
the melancloly atznal o 2k soemee”

To those wLo love to duduee the charerter of a popela.
tion from the chameter of their ruve and emrroopding
the peasantry of Cumierlind a2] Westmorelusd frm an
stirastive therme.  Drawn in great pert frem the strong
Sendicavitn riock, they dwell iz 2 Izd slema and
beaztifz] 25 Norway iteelf, Lot without Nerway’s ripoar
and penery, and with stall Iskes and happy rivers mrtead
of Norway's inarmung melaneboly sea.  They are a roan-
tain folk ; Lut their momrtsies are no precipices of insa-
peratle mmow, £th 29 keep tbe dwellers in some Swiss
Lamlet shat 1o immomance apd elagmatiog izt sliosy
These larress divide cnly to onomeentrats, and environ
only to endenar; therr gmarlanship is bt enouzh o give
an allsl mhity b each gmep of kandred homes,  And
thee it s that the Combnan dalermen Lave aforded
perlags as pear a realimtion as human fates have vel
allowed of the raml exaety which etatesmen desire for
their eountry’s greatness. They bave given an example
of rabatantial eomfort strenuously won; of home affer-
tions intensifinl by andependent strength; of jwlation
withoat ignomnce, and of a shrewd mmplicity’; of an
Lerolitary virtue which reds no Fipport from fapaticiem,
an] to which honour is wore than law.

The 2elivol of political economists, moreaver, who urge
the advantage of a peamant propnetary—of emall inde
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pendent holdings,—as at once drawing from the land the
fullest produce and rearing upon it the most vigorous
and provident population,—this school, as is well known,
finds in the sfatesmen of Cumberland one of its favourite
examples. In the days of border-wars, when the first
ohject was to secure the existence of as many armed men
as possible, in readiness to repel the Scot, the abbeys and
great proprietors in the north readily granted small estates
on military tenure, which tenure, when personal service
in the field was uno longer necded, became in most cases
an absolute ownership. The attachment of these states-
mren 1o their hereditary estates, the heroic cfforts which
they wonld make to avoid parting with them, formed an
impressive phenomenon in the little world—a world at
once of ecquality and of conservatism—which was the
scene of Wordswortl’s childish years, and which remained
his manhood’s jdeal.

The growth of large fortunes in England, and the
increased competition for land, has swallowed up many of
these small independent holdings in the extensive pro-
pertics of wealthy men.  And at the same time the spread
of ecduration, and the improved poor-laws and other
legislation, by mising the condition of other parts of
Fagland, have tended 1o obliterate the contrast which
was +o marked in Wordswortl's day,  How marked that
coutmst was, a comparison of Crabbe's poems with
Wordsworth's will sufficiently indicate.  Both are true
painters ; but while in the ene we sco poverly as some-
thing gross and degrading, and the Tales of the Village
stand out from & background of pauperism and erime § in
the ollier picture poverty means nothing worse than

privation, and the poet in the presence of the most, tragic
outeast of fortune could still

oL
.
{
{
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Hare laegt od Himelf t0 senrn, 0 £24
In that decrepit a3 w0 Erm & wind,

Nay, even when 3 state far below the Lorch-Gathorer's ba
been reached, and mind and bady alike are jn their lar
decay, the life of the 04 Cumlerland Eeggrr, at one re
move from nothingness, has yet a diznity and s veefnl
neas of jts own, His fading dags are fxssed in no sar
u)lum of yirious or gloomy age, but_smid_neighbourly
km:[n:gtcs. and in_the manity_of the open air; :nrl a hif
ﬂut i+ reduced o its barest _elements_Eas ye2a }‘f-H o1
“the h’hcr:l!g of nature and the affections of hnman hearte

So long as the inhabitants of a region thus ;ohx;ry anc
beaatifal have neither many arts nor many wiches, 1aw
»aech a3 the Nature which they know has euzpeeted, an
their own handiwork can mtisfy, e Iong are their preseno
and abitations likely to be in harmony with the reene
sroupd them,  Nay, man's presenee is almost alway
nealed to drmw out the full meaning of Natas, to illustrat
her bounty by his glul well-being an! to hint by Lis con
trivancrs of precaution at her mught and terror. Words
worth's description of the coltages of Camlerland dej izt
this gnconscivus adaptation of man's abode ts hivsarround
ing, with an eye which may be called at pleasure that o
fainter o7 of poet.

“TLedwelling-Lous~, and thouses, ave §a man;
itstancers of the colour of the native ro-k ot of which they ba
been bailt ; but frequently the dwellirg—or Firebozee, avit i
erd zarily ealled —has been distirguished from the barnor byr
by rrozheust and whitewash, which, as the iskabirants are po
Easty in remewing it, 1n a few pears anquires by ¢
weather 2 tint st onee sober and variematad.  As these Louse
Eare boen, from father to son, nhalited by r"nocs engazed i
e #a3e Gorapatuony, yed geceeaprily witk chazger an $bei
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circumstances, they have received without incongruity addi-
tions and accommodations adapted to the needs of each sue-
cessive occupant, who, being for the most part proprietor,
was at liberty to follow hLis own fancy, o that these humble
dwellings remind the contemplative spectator of a production of
Vatare, and tmay (usiog a strong expression) rather be said to
have grown than to have been erccted—to have risen, by an
instinet of their own, out of the native rock—sa little is there
in them of formality, such is their wildness and beauty.

“ These dwellings, mostly built, as has been said, of rough un-
hewn stone, are voofed with slates, which were rudely taken
from the quarry before the present art of splitting them was
understood, and are therefore rough and uneven in their surface,
ga that both the coverings and sides of the houses have furnished
places of rest for the seeds of lichens, mosses, ferns and flowers.
Hence buildings, which in their very formn call to mind the pro-
cesses of Noture, do thus, clothed in part with a vegetable garb,
appear to be received into the bosom of the living principle of
things, ax it scts and cxists among the woods and fields, and
by their colour nnd their shape affectingly direct the thoughts
to that tranquil course of nature and simplicity along which the
humble-mimded inhabitants have through so many generations
been led.  Add the little garden with its shed for bee-hives, its
small bed of potherbs, and its borders and patches of flowers for
Sunday posies, with sometimes a choice few too much prized to
be plucked ; an orchard of proportioned size; a cheesepress, often
supported by sowe tree near the door; o cluster of embowering
syeamores for summer shade, with a tall fir through which the
winds sing when other trees are leafless ; the little rill or house-
hold spout murmuring in all seasons,—combine these incidents
and imuges together, and you have the representative idea of n
mountain cottage in this country—so beautifully formed in
it-elf, and so richly adorned by the hand of Nature.”

These brief descriptions may suffice to indicate the
general character of a distriet which in Wordsworth’s
early days had a distinctive unity which he was the first
fully to appreciate, which was at its best during his leng
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Dfetime, and which has alrady begun to disqp.pe:\r. 'lihe
mountains had waited long for a full adoration, an m;
telligent worshiip, At last * they wero epough beloved!

And it now the changes wrought around them recall too
often tho poet’s watning, how

A that now delights thee, from the day
Onwbich it should be touched, shall mele, and melt away,—

yet they have gained something which cannot be taken
from them. Nob mines, nor ralways, nor monster ex-
cursions, nor reservours, nor Manchester hersclf, “toute
entitse & ea prowe attashiée,” ean deprive Like and il of
Wondsworth's memory, and the love which onmce they
Loew, J
Wordawortl's Tife was from the very first so ordered os
1o gise him the most complete and intireate knowledge
Yotk of district and people  There was scarcely 2 mle of
ground in the Lake country over which he had not
wandered ; scarcely 8 prospect wlnch was not Iinked with
his Iife by sotue tie of memory  Born at Cockermouth,
on the outshirts of the district, his mind was gradually
led on to its beauly , and lus fisst recollections were of
Derwent's grassy holms and rocky falls, with Skddarw,
“bronzed with deepest yathance,” towenng in the eastern
tly. Sent to school at Hawkshead at eight years old,
Wonlsworth's ecene was transferred to the other ex-
tremity of the lake distriet. Tt was in this quaint old
fown, on the tanks of Esthwate Water, that the “ fair
seed time of his soul™ was paseed , it was here that his ~
boyishdelight in exertise and adventure grew, and melted
ia {ts turn into & more impersonal yearming, s deeper \
aburption inte the beauty and the wonder of the world.
4nd even the records of his boyish amusements come



48 WORDSWORTH. {cnar,

to us each on a background of Natures majesty and ealus.
Setting springs for woudeock on the grassy moors at night,
at nine years old, he feels himself “a trouble to the peace”
that dwells among the moon 'md shrs mcrhmd and
when he has nppropn.xted 7 woodeock wuﬂht by somebod)
clse, *sounds of undistinguishable motion” embody the
viewless pursuit of Nemwesis among the solitary hills.
In the perilous search for the raven's nest, as he hangs
on the face of the naked emgs of Yewdale, he feels for
the first time that sense of detachment from external
things which a position of strange unreality will often
force on the mind.
Oh, at that time
When on the perilous ridge I hung alone,
With what stnge utteranco did the Toud dry wind

Blow thraugh my ear! the gky seemed not a gky
Of earth—and with what motion moved the clouds !

The innocent rapine of nuffing taught him to feel
that there is o spirit in the woods——a presence which too
rude a touch of ours will desecrate and destroy.

The neighbouring lakes of Coniston, Esthwaite, Winder-
mere, have left similar traces of the gradual upbuilding of
his spirit. It was on a promontory on Coniston that the
sun’s Iast rays, gilding the castern hills above which-he
had firet appeared, suggested the Doy’s first impulse of
spontaneous poetry, in the resolve that, whereverlife should
lead him, his last thoughts should fall on the scenes where
his childhood was passing now It was on Esthwaite
that the * huge peak ” of Wetherlam, Tollowing him (asit
seemed) as he rowed across the starlit water, suggested the
dim conception of * unknown modes of being,” and a life
that is not ours. Tt was round Esthwaite that the boy used
to wander with a friend at early dawn, rejoicing in the



"] THE ENGLISH LAKES, 49

charm of words in tuneful order, and repeating together
their fivourite verses, 8l *sounds of exultation echoed
through the groves.” It was on Esthwaite that the band
of skaters “ hissed along the polished ice in games con-
federate,” from which Wordsworth wonld sometimes
withdraw himself and pause suddenly in full career, to
feel in that dizzy silence the mystery of a rolling world.

A passage, less frequently quoted, in deseribing a boating
excursion on Windermere 1llustrates the effect of some
small point of human interest in concentrating and
realising the diffused emotton which radiates from a scene
of beauty :

But, ere nightfall,
When Ia our pranace we returned at lersure
Over the shadowy lake, and to the beach
Of some gmall 1sland steered oar course with cne,
The minstrel of the troop, and left lim there,
And rowed off gently, whils he blew hus flute
Alone apon the rock—oh, then the calm
And dead still water Jay upos my mind
Even with & weight of pleasure, and the gky,
Never before 50 beautsful, sank down
Into my heart, and held mo Lke & drezm *

The passage which describes the schoolboy's call to the
owls—the lmes of which Coleridge said that he should
have exclatmed “ Wordsworth'” if he had met them
running wild 1n the deserts of Arabia,—paint a somewhat
similar rush of feeling with a still deeper charm. The
“gentle shock of mild surprse ” whick 1o the pauses of the
birds’ Jocund din carries far wnto his heart the sound of

fcrrents—the very lingof the g que and
the majestie—brings home the contrast between our tran-
sitory energies and the mystery around us which returns
ever the same to the moments when we pause and are at
peace,
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Jt is round the two small Jakes of Grasmere and
Rydal that the memories of Wordsworth are most thickly
clustered,  On one or other of thesy lukes he lived fu
fifty years,~—the first half of the present century; anc
there is not in all that region a hillside walk or windin
valley which has not heard him murmuring out his verse.
as they slowly rose from his heart.  Tho cottage at Town
end, Grasmere, where he first settled, is now surrounde
by the out-huildings of a busy hotel;and the noisy strean
of truffic, and the sight of the many villas which spot th
valley, give a new pathos to the sonnet in which Words
worth deplores the alteration which even his own resi
dence might make in the simplicity of the lonely scene.

Well may'st thou halt, and gaze with brightening eye!l
The lovely Cottage in the gunrdinn nook

Hath etirred thee deeply ; with its own dear brook,

1ta own small pasture, almost its own sky !

But covet nnt the Abode: forbear to sigh,

As many do, repining while they Jook ;

Intruders—who would tear from Nature's book

This precions leaf with harsh impiety.

Think what the home must bo if it were thine,

Even thine, thongh few thy wants!  Roeof, window, door,
The very flowers are gacred to the Poor,

Tha ro<es to the porch which they entwine:

Yea, all that naw enchants thee, from the day

On which it shoull bo touched, would melt, and melt away,

The Porms on the Naming of Places belong for th
most purt to this neighbourhond.,  Emmd's Dell on Easdal
teck, Point Rash-Judgment on the eastern shore of Gra:
- mere, Mary's Pool in Rydal Park, William's Peal: on Ston
Arthur, Jonnud's Racl: on the banks of Rotha, and Jokn
Grove wear White Moss Common, have been identified b
the loving search of those to whom every memorin) ¢
that simple-hicarted family group has sill a charm.
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It is on Greenhead Ghyll——*upon the forest-side in
Grasmere Vale "—that the poet has laid thé scens of
Michael, the poem which paints with snch detailed
fidehty both the inner and the outward life of a typical
Westmoreland * statesman.” And the upper road from
Grasmere o Rydal, superseded now Ly the road along
the lake side, and left 23 a winding footpath among rock
and fern, was one of his most habitnal haunts, Of
another such haupt his friend Lady Richardson says,
“The Prelude was chiefly composed in a green mountain
terrace, on the Fasdale side of Helm Crag, known by the
name of Under Lancrigg, a place which be used to eay
he knew by heart  The ladies sat at their work on the
hill side, while he walked to and fro on the smooth green
mountain turf, humming out bis verses to himself, and
then repeating them to his sympathising and ready serbes,
to be noted down on the spot, and transcribed at home.”

The neighbourhood of the poet's later home et Rydal
Mount is equally full of associations, Two of the
Erening Voluntaries were composed by the side of Rydal
Mere. The Wild Duck's Nest was on one of the Rydal
islands, It was on the fells of Loughngg that the poet’s
fancy loved to plant an imperral castle  And TWanafells
green slope still answers with many a cliange of glow and
shadow to the radiance of the sinking sun.

Hawkshead and Rydal, then, may be considered as the
poel’s principal centres, and the scenery in their nergh-
bourhood has received his most frequent attentron. The

Duddon, a seldom-visited stream on the south-west border
of the Lake-dtstrict, has been traced by hum from source
to outfall in & scries of sonmets Langdale, and Little
Langdale with Blea Tarn lying in 1t, form the principal
scene of the discourses m the Ereursion. The more

E
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distant lakes and mountains were often visited and are
often alinded to. The scene of The Brothers, for ex-
ample, is Inid in Ennerdale; and the index of the
minor poems will supply other instances. But it is
chiefly round two lines of road leading from Grasmere
that Wordsworth’s associations cluster,—the roule over
Dunmailraise, which led him to Keswick, to Coleridge
and Southey at Greta 1Tall, and to other friends in that
neighbourhood ; and the route over Kirkstone, which led
him to Ullswater, and the friendly houses of Patterdale,
Hallsteads, and Lowther Castle.  The first of these two
routes was that over which the Waggoner plied ; it skirts
the lovely shore of Thirhinere,~a lonely sheet of water, of
exquisite irregularity of outline, and fringed with delicate
verdure, which the Corporation of Manchester has lately
hought to embauk it into o reservoir. Dedecorum pre-
finsus empfor!  This lake was a favourite haunt of
Wordsworth's ; and upon a rock on its margin, where he
and Coleridge, coming from Keswick and Grasmere, would
often meet, the two poets, with the other members of
Wordsworth’s loving houschold group, inscribed the initial
letters of their names,  To the * monumental power ™ of
this Rock of Names Wordsworth appeals, in lines written

when the bappy company who engraved them had already
been severed by distance and death ;

O thought of pain,
That wonld impair it or profane!

And fuil not Thow, loved Rock, to keop
Thy charge when wo are laid aaleep,

The vock may still be eeen, but is to be submerged
in the new reservair,  In the vale of Keawick itself,
Applethwaite, Skiddaw, 8t Herbert's Island, Lodore,
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nre commenmoratel in sonmets or inscriptions  And the
Bosrowdale yew-trees have inspired some of the poet’s
noblest lines,—lines breathing all the strange forlornness
of Glaramara’s eolitude, and the withering vaalt of shade.

The route from Rydal to Ullswater is still more thickly
studded with poetic allusions. The Pass of Kirkstone
is the theme of a characteristic ode ; Grisdale Tarn and
Helvellyn recur again and again; and Az Force was
one of the spots which the poet best loved to descnibe, as
well as to visit, It was on the shores of Further Gow-
barrow that the Daffodils danced beneath the trees,
These references might be much further multiphed;
and the loving diligence of disciples has set before
us “the Lake.district as 1nterpreted by Wordsworth ™
through o multitude of details. But enough has been
8aid to show how completely the poet had absorbed the
influences of lus dwelling-place, how unigue a representa-
tive he had become of the lovely district of his birth,
Low he had made it subject to him by comprehending it,
and his own by love.

He visited other countnes and described other scenes.:
Scotland, Wales, Switzerland, France, Germany, Italy,
have all a place in his works  His familarity with other
scenery helped him, doubtless, to a better appreciation of
the lake country than he could bave gatned had be never
left it. And, on the other hand, like Czsar in Gaul, or
Wellington in the Pemnsula, 1t was becanse he had so
completo a grasp of this chosen base of operations that he
was able to come, to see, and to make his own, so switly
and unfailingly clsewhere. Happy are those whose deep-
rooted memories ching like his about some stable home'!
wlose notion of the world around them has expanded from
some prospect of happy tranquillity, 1nstead of being drawn




KoUpOTPOPOS! « rough, but & purse of 7en ;" of some life
like that «hich a poet of kindred gpirit o Wo
ey half in vision, hat in Tealitys smong the husbandmen
of the Italian hills :—

Peaces peace 35 theirs, and 1ife 1O fraud that knows
Wwealth 08 they will, and when they will, Yepose:
On many & nill the hapP¥ homesteads stand,

The living 1akes through many o vale cxpnud;

Cool glens are there, and shadowy caves divinG,
Deep sleeP and ,r-off voice? of the kine 3™~

From MOt {0 MOOT the exulting wild deer stray 35—
The strennond youth ot¢ strong and sound A8 thoy s
One reverenct still the untainted Face inspire?
God their first thought, and after God their gives 3
These Jast discemcd Astren8 flying nhem,

And virtue's intest footsteps walked with them-



CHAPTER V.
MARRIAGE — 80CIETY-—HIGHLAND TOUR,

Wite Wordsworth’s settl at Townend, G i
the closing days of the last century, the external events ¢
kis Jife may be said to come to an end. Even his mas
rizge to Muiss Mary Hutchinson, of Penrith, on October 4
1802, was not so much an importation into his existenc
of new emotion, as a development and intensification ¢
feelings which had long been there. This marnage wa
the crownming stroke of Wordsworth's felictty—the poets
recompense for his steady advocacy of all simple and nob)
things. Wheu he wished fo ulustrate the true dignit;
and delicacy of rustic lives he was always accustomed &
refer to the Cumbman folk. And now 1t seemed tha
Cumberland requited hum for lis praises with her choices
Yoou; found for him 1 the country town of Pennth, anc
from the small and obscure circle of Ins connexions anc
aefquaintance,~—nay, from the same dame’s school in whict
be was taught to read,—a wife such as neither rank not
young beauty nor glowing gemus enabled his brothe:
bards to win,

Mrs. Word h's poetic app i , manifest tc
all who knew her, is attested by the poet’s sssertion that
%0 of the best lines 1 the poew of The Dafodils—~

P

s
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They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude,—

were of her composition.  And in all other matters, from
the highest to the lowest, she was to him a true helpmate,
a companion “dearer far than life and light are dear,”
and able “in his steep march to uphold him to the end.”
Devoted to her husband, she nevertheless welcomed not
only without jealousy but with delight the houschold
companionship through life of the sister who formed
o large an clement in his being.  Adwiring the poet’s
genius to the full, and following the workings of his mind
with a sympathy that never tired, she nevertheless was
able to dizcern, and with nnobtrusive care to hide or avert,
those errors of manner into which retirement and self-
abzorption will betray even the gentlest spirit. It speaks,
perhaps, equally well for Wordsworth’s character that this
tendency to a lengthy insistence, in general conversation,
on his own feelings and ideas is the worst charge that can
be brought against him ; and for Mrs, Wordsworth’s, that
her simple and rustie upbringing had gifted her with a
manner so gracious and ’ tact so ready that in her
presence all things could not but go well,

The hife which the young couple led was one of primi-
tive simplicity. In eome respects it was even less
luxurious than that of the peasants around them, They
drank water, and ate the simplest fare.  Miss Wordsworth
had long rendered existence possible for her brother on
the narrowest of means by her unselfish energy and skill
in household management ; and ¢ plin living and high
thinking * were equally congenial fo the new inmate of
the frugal home.  Wordsworth gardencd ; and all together,
or oftenest the poet and his sister, wandered almost daily
aver the neighbouring hills.  Narrow means did not pre.



v} MARRIAGE, 87

vent them from offering a generous welcome to their few
friends, especially Coleridge and his family, who repeatediy
stayed for months under Wordsworth's roof. Miss Words-
worth's unpublished letters breathe the very spirit of hospi-
tality in their naive details of the little eacrifices gladly
made for the sake of the presence of these honoured
guests.  Diut for the most part their life was solitary and
noeventfnl. Dooks they had few; neighbours almost
none; and Miss Wordsworth’s duary of these early years
describes a hfe seldom paralleled in 1ts intimate depen-
dence on external nature I take, almost at random, her
swconnt of a gingle day  “ November 24, 1801. Read
Chaucer.  We walked by Gell's cattage. As we were
going along we were stopped at once, at the distance, per-
haps, of fifty yards from our favourite birch-tree; it was
yielding to the gust of wind, with all its tender twigs;
the sun shone upon if, and it glanced in the wind Iike 2
flying sanshiny shower. It was a tree 1 shape, with
stem and branches; but 1t was like a spint of water.
After our return William read Spenser to us, and then
walked to John's Grove, Went to meet W.” And from
an nnpublished Ietter of Miss Wordsworth's, of about the
same pertod (September 10, 1800), I extract ber deserip-
tion of the new bome. “We are dally more delighted
with Grasmere and its neighbonrhood. OQur walks are
perpetually vaned, and we are more fond of the mnountains
a3 our acq with them i Wehareaboat
npon the lzke, and a small orchard snd smaller garden,
shich, 21 1t 23 the work of oor own bands, we regand with
pride and partrality. Our cottage is quite large enough
for us, though very small; and we have made 1t neat and
comfortable within doors; and 1t looks very mnice on the
outside , for thongh the roses and honeysuckles which w-
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Jand from regret to regret; to construct around. him a world

zof ideal beings, who crumble into dust at his touch; to
‘hope from them what they can neither understand nor

“accomplish, to lavish on them what they can never repay.

' Such pain, indeed, may become a discipline ; and ﬂ}e
close contact with many lives may teach to the postic
nature lessons of courage, of self-suppression, of rfzsolute
goodwill, and may transform into an added digmi.:y tl}e
tumult of emotions which might else have run riot in his
heart.  Yet it is less often from moods of self-control than
from moods of self-abandonment that the fount of poet-.ry
springs; and herein it was that Wordsworth's espcczml
felicity lay—that there was no one feeling in him which
the world had either repressed or tainted ; that he had no
joy which might not be the harmless Joy of all ; and that
therefore it was when he was most unreservedly himself
that he was most profoundly human, All that was needful
for him was to strike down into the deep of his heart.
Or, using his own words, we may compare his tranquil
existence to

A crystal river,
Diaphanous becaunse it travels slowly,

and in which poetic thoughts rose unimpeded to the sur-
face, like bubbles through the pellucid stream.

The first hint of many of his briefer poems is to be
found in his sister's diary ;

* April 15, 1802,
barrow Park we sa
As we went along there we
under the boughs of the ¢
them along the shore. I
grew among the mos
heads on the stones ns

e more, and yet more; and ot Jast,
rees, we saw thers was a long belt of
ever saw daffodils so beantiful, They
5y stones about them; some rested their
on a pillow; the rest tossed, and reelwl. and



(3] HIGHLAND TOUR. al

danced, and m-med 2 ll‘(bey verily danced with the wind, they
fooked 20 gay and glancing

“July 30, 1802, Left London Letween five and six o'clock
of the moraing, outside the Daver coach. A beautiful mesning,
The city, Bt. Faul's, with the river, a multiinde of Jittlo bonts,
made a beautiful sight an we cromed Wentminster Bridge;
the houses not overhung by their clouds of smoke, were spres]
out endlessly; yet the sun shone o brightly, with auch &
pure light, that there was something like the purity of one
of Nature's own grand spectacles  Arrived at Culais at four
in the morning of July 31t  Delighttul walks in fhe even-
ings, seeing far off in the west the cmast of England Jike a
cloud, crested with Daver Castle, the evening star, and the
glory of the sky. The reflections 1n the water wers more
beautiful than the aky itsell; purple waves brighter than
precious stones for ever melting away upon the sands.”

Haw sitmyple are the elements of these delights!  There
is nothing here, except fraternal affection, a sunrise, a pun.
e}, a Bock of bright wild flowers; and yet the sonyets on
Westminster Brudge snd Caluis Sands, and the stanzas on
the Dugfodils, have taken their place among the prrmancot
reconds of the profoundest homan joy.

Another tour, ~—this time through Seotlans), ~ upderiaken
in August 1803, inspred Wordsworth with several of hix
Lest pieces. Miss Wordaworth's duary of this tour hay
Yeen lately published, and should be familisr to af} lovirs
of Nature. The risters journal is indesd the best intro-
daetion to the Wrother's poems. It has not—ut cannat o~
bave—their dizmity and beauty, bat it exemplifien the
rame methad of remarding Natore, the rame slLidentifiza
tion with her subtler asprrts and estranes 1ts her fro-
founder charm, It is intepsting to notice bow the same 7
impression etziken brth mindy at ones.  From the davr's
x! is Guickly reSected in worls of exqTLine deliegcy oA
Sty in the beutlers it grrmizates, azd ragppears /
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it may be months or years afterwards, as the nucleus of a
macs of thought and feeling which has grown round it in
Lis musing soul.  The travellers’ encounter with two High-
land girls on the shore of Loch Lomond is a good instance
of this, “One of the girls,” writes Miss Wordsworth,
s exceedingly beautiful ; and the figures of both of
them, in grey plaids falling to their feet, their faces only
being uncovered, excited our attention before we spoke to
them; but they answered us ro sweetly that we were quite
delighted, at the same time that they stared at us with an
innocent laok of wonder. I think I never heard the
English language sound more sweetly than from the mouth
of the clder of these gitls, while she stood at the gate
answering our inquiries, her face flushed with the rain;
her pronuncintion was clear and distinet, without diffi-
culty, yet slow, as if like a foreign speech.”

A faco with gladness overspread?!
Soft smiles, by human kindness bred !
And scemliness complete, that sways
Thy courtesies, about thee plays;
With no restraint, but such as springs
From quick and eager visitings

Of thoughts that lic beyond the reach
Of thy few words of English speech ¢
A bondage rweetly brooked, nostrife
That gives thy gestures grace ang life!
80 have I, not unmoved in mind,

Seen birds of tempest-loving kind
Thus beating up against the wind,

Tho travellers gaw more of this girl, and Miss Words-
worth’s opinion was confirmed. But to Wordsworth his
glimpse of her became a veritable romance.  He comme.
morated it in his poem of The Higklund Girl, svon after
his veturn from Seotlomi 3 he narrated 3t once more in his
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poert of The Three Cotlage Girls, written n?r’! 1‘““?
seant afterwards; and “ibe sort of prophecy,” hie s3ys in
1843, “with which the versis conclnde, bas, throvgh
od's gooduess, bren realizd ; and wow, app!ﬁu',chiug the
close of my seventy-third year, Thave a tost sivid remem-
tpanee of her, and the beautifol objects with which she
was surrounded.”  Nay,more ; he bas elsewhere informed
s, with some naiveté, that the first few lines of his
exquisite poem to his wife, She was a phantom of delight,
wery originally composed as a deseription of this Hig]
m1d, who would eeem almost to have formed for him ever
sfterwards a kind of type and image of loveliness.

That such & meetingas tlus should have formed so long-
remembered an wedent in the poet’s hife will appear,
perhiaps, equally ridicnlous to the plulosopher and to the
man of the world. The one would have given less, the
cther would have demanded mose. And yet the quest of
beamy, Tee Vhe quest of truth, reaps its surest reward
when 1 is disinterested as well 25 keen , and the iruelover
of humankind will often draw s most exguisite
fmoments {rom what to most men seems but the shadow of
ajoy. Especully, as in this case, his heart will be pro-
digal of the Tmpulses of that protectmng tenderness whieh
1 s the blereing of early gulhood to draw forth unwst
tingly, 3nd toenjoy wnknown,—affections which lead to no
declaratian, and dasise To Tobom, whidh are the spon~
Lm.eous eMuence of the very Spint of Love 1n wan, and
whick p}n_v and haver around wintung 1nnocence hike the
Coruseations round the head of the unconstious Iulus, &
2ot 20d unconsuming flame !

Teway \V.““,vcr'napa, that Wordswortl’s romance should
come ta bim 5 this yemote and fieeting fashion, For
Yo the Priest of Nature it was fitng that ol thangs
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else should be harmonions, indeed, but acvessory; that
joy =hould not be ro keen, nor worrow so desolating, nor
love itself so wildly strong, as to prevent him from going
out upon the mountains with a heart at peace, and receiv-
ing “in a wise passiveness” the voices of carth nnd
heaven.



CHAPTER VI
IR GEORGE EEAUMONT—DEATII OF JOHW WORDIWORTIL

Tne year 1803 saw the beginming of 2 friendship whieh
formed 2 valuable element in Wordsworth's life. Sir
George Beaumont, of Coleorton Hall, Leicestersture, 4
d dant of the di and rep ive of a family
long distmguished for talent aud culture, was staying
with Coleridze 8t Greta Hall, Keswick, when, hearing of
Coferidge's afiertion for Wordsworth, he was strack with
the wish to bring Wordsworth also to Keswick, and
bonght and presented to him a beantifal piece of land at
Applethwaite, ander Skiddaw, in the hope that e might
Ye induced to settls there. Colendge was soon afterwards
obliged to Jeave Encland in search of health, and the plan
fell through A charactenstie letter of Wordsworth's
reconds his feelings on the oceasion.  “ Deat 81 George,”
be writes, “1f any person were to be informed of the par~

%kuhrs of your kindness 1o me, f 1t wers deseribed to him

wy W oyou one word of thanks or achnowledgment, he
would deem it a thing aleolntely imposaitde, It 1s never-
theless troe,

“0Owing 1o & et of painfal and upeasy rensations

7
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which I have, more or less, at all times about my chest, I
deferred writing to you, being at first made still more
uncomfortable by travelling, and loathing to do violence to
myself in what ought to be an act of pure pleasure and
cnjoyment, viz the expression of my deep sense of your
goodness.  This feeling was indecd so strong in me, as to
make me look upon the act of writing to you as a thing
not to be done but in my best, my purest, and my happiest
moments, Many of these I had, but then I had not my
pen, ink, and paper before me, my conveniences, ¢ my appli-
nnces and means to boot;” all which, the moment that I
thought of them, secemed to disturb and impair the
sanctity of my pleasure. I contented myself with think-
ing over my complacent feelings, and breathing forth
solitary gratulations and thanksgivings, which I did in
many a sweet and many a wild place, during my late
tour,”

The friendship of which this act of delicate generosity
was the beginning was maintained till Sir George Beau-
mont's death in 1827, and formed for many years Words-
worth's closest link with the world of art and culture.
Sir George was himself a painter as well as 8 connoisseur,
and his landscapes are not without indieations of the
strony feeling for nature which he undoubtedly possessed.
Wordsworth, who had seen very few pictures, but was a
penetrating critic of those which he knew, discerned this
vein of true feeling in his friend’s work, and has idealized
a small landscape which Sir George had given him, in a
sonnet which reproduces the sense of happy pause and
voluntary fixation with which the mind throws itself into
some scene whare Art has given

To one brief moment canght from flecting time
The appropriate ealm of blest eternity,
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There was another pursuit in which Sir George Beau-
mont was much interested, and in which painter and poet
were well fitted to unite. The landscape-gardener, as
Wardsworth says, should “work in the spirit of Nature,
with 2n invisible hand of art.”” And he shows how any
real success can only be achieved when the desiguer is
willing to incorporate humself with the scenery arolm-d
him ; to postpone to its indications the promptings of his
own pride or caprice; to interpret Nature to herself by
completing touches ; to correct her with deference, and ay
it were to catess her withont mmportumty, And rising to
that aspect of the question which connects it with human
society, he is strenuous in condemnation of that taste,
not 0 much for solitude as for isolation, which can
Yolerate no neighbourhiood, and finds 118 only enjoyment
in the gense of monopoly

“Yaying out grounds, 2s it is called, may be considered as a
Liberal art, in some sort like poetry and painting, its object
ought to be to move the affections under the control of good
sense; and surely the affections of those who have the deepest
PR DRI D e S

. - . -7
Lberal art aims merely at the gratification of an individual or a
class; the painter ar poet 1s degraded in proportion as he does
0. The true servants of the arts pav homage to the human
kind as impersonated in nnwarped and enlightened minds
It this be s when we are merely putting together words or
colours, how much more ovght the feeling to prevail when
we ate in the midst of the realities of things, of the beauty
and barmony, of the joy and happiness, of loving creatures;
of men and children, of birds and beasts, of hills and streams,
and trees and flowers ; with the changes of night and day, even.
ing and morning, sammer and winter, and all theie unwearied
sctions and energies, as bemgn in the spint that snimates them
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as they 8¢ peautiful and gr:md in that form of clothing which
js given 4o them 0% the delight of our sCnses What then
shall we'say © many greab mansions, with thetr qu\\:\\'\f\c

expu\s'\on of human creatures from their 1o \wourhoots

my neighb urhoo uman B¢ gss 1 should think 3
one of th oreate rivations ould andergo Tou bave

Huilding and 1aying oub Coleorton The oet himsC

planned and snper'mtended gome ©of these improvcmm\ls,
and wrote for variows points of interest in the grom\ds
jnscriptions hich- form dign'\ﬁed oxomples of that Kkind

Nor was corg coumont the only friend who
the poebs taste assisted 1M the choice © the ab
osition of P asure-gro nds. More than 0 in the
Lake-country/a ng them oné home @ eminen
be'\u\,y»-h:w owed to0 Vordswor 11 no SOY 11 part of thett
ordered charm. 1 this Way, 10 the poet 2 us st
his presend ¢ ha strange reality 88 [\ on oM
majestic pech jnterwindins Jake © untsil
which s desig made mor bcauhf\m} visible the
children’s © sildren of those he joved ; 88 WO stand, V€
haps, 10§ m slmdowed an ound W his will hos
had its WY \as framed Helvellyn's far-off gummit in
an arch of tossing green, and embayel in Lowering forests
trees the long lawns £ o silont Valley,— haunt gor 1ofty
aspirabion © brooding \u
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(f I may pass thus by a gentle transition to another of
the strong affections of hLis life), than a narrow path
through a firwood mear his cottage, which #was known
to the poet's househuld by the name of John's Grove™
For in the year 1800 his brother, John Wordsworth, a
few years younger than himself, and captain of an East
Indiaman, had spent eight months in the poet’s cottage at
Grasmere, The two brothers had seen little of each
other sinee childhood, and the poet had now the delight
of discovenng in the sailor a character congenial to his
own, and an appreciation of poetry—and of the Lyrical
Bullads especially—which was mntense and delicate in an
unusual degree. In both brothers, too, there was the
same love of nature; and after John's departure, the poet
pleased himself with imagining the visions of Grasmere
which beguiled the watches of many a might at sea, or
with tracing the pathway which tbe saior’s instinet had
planned and trodden amid trees so thichly planted as to
lafile a less practised skill. John Wordsworth, on the
other hand, looked forward to Grasmere as the final goal

" of his wanderings, and intended to use his own savings
to eet the poet free from worldly cares.

Two more voyages the sailor made with such hopes as
these, and amid a frequent interchange of books and
Ietters with his brother at home. Then, 1n February
1803, he ect sl from Tortsmouth, n command of the
“Abergavenny” East Indiaman, bound for India and China,
Through the incompetence of the pilot who was taking
her out of the Channel, the ship struck on the Shambles
off the Rill of Portland, on February 5, 1805 *She
struck,” says Wordsworth, “at 5 pm. Guns were fired
immedately, and were continued to be fired  She was
gotten off the rock at half-past seven, but had taken

s
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so much wafer, in spite of constant pumping, as to be
water-logged.  They had, however, hope that she might
still be run upon Weymouth sands, and with this view
continued pumping and baling till eleven, when she
went down. . . . A few minutes before the ship went
down miy brother was seen talking to the first mate, with
apparent cheerfulness ; and he was standing on the hen-
coop, which is the point from which he could overlook
the whole ship, the moment she went down—dying, as he
had lived, in the very place and point where his duty
stationed him.”

“ For myzelf,” he continues clsewhere, “I feel that
there is something cut out of my life which cannot be
restored. I never thought of him but with hope and
delight. We looked forward to the time, not distant, as
we thought, when he would settle near us—when the
task of his life would be over, and he woukl have nothing
to do but reap his reward. DBy that time I hoped also
that the chief part of my labours would be executed, and
that I should be able to show him that he had not placed
a false confidence in me. I never wrote a line without n
thought of giving him pleasure; my writings, printed
and manuscript, were his delight, and one of the chief
solaces of his long voyages. But let me stop. T will not
be east downj were it only for his sake I will not be
dejected. I have much yet to do, and pray God to give me
strength and power: his part of the agreement between us
is brought to an end, mine continues ; and I hope when I
shall be able to think of him with a calmer mind, that
the remembrance of him dead will even animate me more
than the joy which I had in him Jiving.”

In these and the following reflections there is nothing
of novelty ; yet there is an interest in the spectacle of
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this strong and simple mind confronted with the universal
problems, and taking refuge in the thoughts whiclh have
satisficd, or scarcely satizfied, so many generations of
mourning men.

“A thousand times have I asked myself, as your tender
sympathy led me to do, ¢ Why was he taken away?’ and
T kave answered the question as you kave done. In fact
there i3 no other answer which can satisfy, and lay the
mind at rest. Why have we a choice, and a will, angd a
notion of justice and injustice, enabling uvs to be morsl
agents? Why have we sympathies that make the best
of us g0 afraid of inflicting pain and sorrow, which yet
we see dealt about so lavishly by the Supreme Governor§
Why should our notions of right towards eack other, and
to all sentient beings within our influence, differ so Widg]y
from what appears to be His notion and rule, if erery
Aliug wrere Jo end bere? Wonld it not be hlasrbemy po
say that, upon the supposition of the thinking principle
being deatroyed by death, however inferior we may be
to the great Cause and Ruler of things wo have miore
of lore in our nature than He has? The thought js
monstrous ; and yet how to get nd of it, except upon the
supposition of another and a betfer world, I do not see.”

From this calamity, as from all the lessons of life,
Wordsworth drow all the benefit which it was empowered
tobring,  “ A deep distress hath humamzed my soul,”—
what Jover of poetry does not know the pathetic Itnes 1n
which he bears witness to the teaching of sorrow?  Other
griefs, 100, he had—the loss of two cluldren m 1812, ks
rister’s chronie illness, beginning 1n 1832, Ins daughter's
death in 1847. All these he felt to the full, and o,
until his daughter's death, which nas more thin Ins fa.
ing encrgies could Lear, these bereavements were but the

ke
.‘"
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Printyseattored clowds “in o preat pea of blus M--seanons
of mourning e and there among yeara which never ot
their hold an peaee 3 which knew no shame and ne po.
mone, no desolation and no foar; whoer days were never
Tong with wearinesa, nor their nights broken at tho touch
of woe.  Fyen when we speak of his tribulations, it is his
happiness which rixes in our minda,

Aud inasmueh as thin foligity s the great faet of
Wordswortl’n 1ife - -sinco hia history is for the most paxt
bt the history of a haleyon ealm—we find oursclves
forced upon the guestion whether such o Hfe s 4o be
held desirable or no,  Happiness with honour was the
ideal of Solany s it alwo oure T To the modern epivit,-—
to the Christing, in whose eara counseln of perfaction havo
left. “n presenes that i= not to be put by,” this queation,
at which a Greek would have smiled, s of no such cany
rolution.

To ue, perhaps, in computing the forlune of any one
whom we hold dear, it may seom more needfual to inguire
nof whether he han had onomgh of oy, but whether he
han had eneuigh of corrow 5 whether the Blows of efrenm.
slanes have whally ahaped hiz ohiavactor from the wek;
whother hig roul has taken Instro and purily in the e
finer' five, Nov bt it only (as rome might say) for violent
awd faully natures that serow s the beat I s {rue
that by sorrow enly can the headstrony and proanmptuous
gpirit. be sllamed duto gentleness and solomnized into
lnility, Dt sorrow da used alse by s Pawer above
us i enves wheva wo men would have shrank in horror
from eo vongh a toueh,  Natures that were already of n
heroie wnselfishuess, of w ehildlike purity, have been
raived et now by angnisk upon anguish, woo after woe,
to s height of holiness whivh we mny beliove that they
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could have reached by no other road.  Why should it not
be el #ince there is no limit to the soul's possible eleva-
tion, why ehould her purifying trisls have any assignable
end? She is of a metal which can grow for ever brighter
in the fiercening flame  And if, then, we would still pro-
nounce the true Deatitudes not on the rejoicing, the satis-
fied, the lughly honoured, but after an ancient and sterner
pattern, what account are we to give of Wordsworth's
long years of blissful calm?

In the first place, wo may say that s happiness was
s wholly free from vulgar or transitory elements as a
man's can be. It liy in a hfe which most men would
have found austere and blank 1ndeed ; a life from which
not Creesus only, but Solon would have turned in scorn,
a life of poverty and retirement, of long apparent failure,
and honour that came tardily at the close ; it was a happi-
ness nourished on no sacnifice of other men, on no eager
appropriation of the goods of carth, but springing from
a single eye and a loving spint, and wrought from those
primary emotions which are the innocent birthright of all.
And if 1t bs answered that however truly philosophue,
however sacredly pure, lus happmess may have been, yet
its wisdom and 1ts holiness were without an effort, and,
that it is effort which makes the philosopher and the
saint: then we must use in answer his own Platonic
scheme of things, to express a thought which we can but
dumly apprehend , and we must say that though progress
Le inevitably linked in our minds with struggle, yet
neither do we conceive of etruggle as without a pause;
there must be prospect-places in the long ascent of souls;
and the whole of this earthly hfe—this one existence,
standing we know not where among the myrnad that havc
been for us or shall he—may not be too much to occupy

.
<
—~
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thinly-scattered clouds © in a great sea of blue’—seasons
of monrning here and there among years which never lost
their hold on peace; which kunew no shame and no re-
wmorse, no desolation and no feur; whose days were never
fong with weariness, nor their nights broken at the touch
of woe. Even when wo speak of his tribulations, it is his
happiness which rises in our minds.

And inasmuch as this felicity is the great fact of
Wordsworth’s life—since his history is for the most part
but the history of a haleyon calm—we find ourselves
forced upon the question whether such a life is to be
held desirable or no. Happiness with honour was the
idenl of Solon; is it also ours? To the modern spirit,—
to the Christian, in whose cars counsels of perfection have
left “a presence that is not to be put by,” this question,
at which a Greek would have smiled, is of no such easy
solution.

To us, perhaps, in computing the fortune of any one
whom we hold dear, it may scem more needful to inquire
not whether he has had enough of joy, but whether he
has had enough of sorrow ; whether the blows of circum.
stance have wholly shaped his character from the rock;
whether his soul has taken lustre and purity in the re-
finer’s fire.  Nor is it only (as somo might say) for violent
and faulty natures that sorrow is tho best It is true
that by sorrow only can the headstrong and presumptuous
spirit Le shamed info gentleness and solemnized into
humility. Dut sorrow is used also by the Power above
s in enses where we men would have shrunk in horror
{rom ¢o rough a touch. Natures that were already of a
heroic unselfishness, of a childlike purity, have been
raised cre now by anguisk upon anguish, woe after woe,
to a height of holiness which we may believe that they
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sould have reached by no other road. Why should it not
T 01 since thoro 18 1o Timit to the souts possible eleva-
Yion, why should ber punifying trials have any mig‘mble
end? Slhe is of » metal which can grow for ever brighter
in the fescening flame.  And if, then, we wonld still pro-
pounce the true Beatitudes not on the rejolcing, the satis-
fied, the highly honoured, but after sn ancient anid ternes
futtern, what account are we to givo of Wordsworth's
Tong yeaw of Lissful calm?

In the first place, wo may eay that Ins happiness was
83 wholly free from vulgar or transitory elements as 8
mar's can be It lag m a hfe which most men would
have found austere and blank indecd , a bic from which
not Creesus only, but Solon would have tumed in scorn,
a tife of poverty snd retirement, of long apparent failure,
and honour that came tardily at the closo; it was a happ-
ness pourished on no sacrifice of other men, on no eager
appropriation of the goods of carth, but epringing from
a single eye and a loving spint, ond wronght from thoss
primry ematians swhich are the mnocent birthnght of all
And f it be answered that however truly philosophse,
fm\vcvcr sacredly pure, ks happiness mag have been, yot
its wisdont and jts holiness were without an effort, and,
th.u o effost which makes the plulosopher and the
mint: then we must wss m answer lus own Platonge
Bc.hcmc of things, to express a thought whiel we can but,
d};m?y a{;pmhcm}, 2nd we must say that though progress

 inevitably Tisked in our minds with struggle, et
neither do we ¢oncerve of etruggle as withugt g ’u«e‘
there mast e prospect-places in the lony ssceny of f:u).si

ond tho whoe of thus carthly bie—thes v pystongs
standing we know not where among the myi L,] s
Yeent for us or ghall by rmet rit ):, o " }m haye
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with one of those outlooks of vision and of prophecy,

when
In a season of ealm weather
Though inland far we be,
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither;
Can in n moment travel thither,
And sce the children sport upon the shors,
Avd hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.



CHAPTER VIL
“11APPY WARRIOR,” AND PATRIOTIC FOEMS

Tue year 1805, which bereft Wordsworth of a beloved
brother, broaght with it also another death, which was
felt by the whole Enghish nation like a private calamity.
The emotion which Wordsworth felt at the news of
Trafalgar,~—the way in wlich he managed to intertwine
the memones of Nelson and of hisown brdther in his
beart,—may remind us fitly at this point of our story of
the distress and perplexity of nations which for so many
years surrounded the quiet Grasmere home, and of the
stroug responsive emotion with which the poet met each
shock of European fates,

When England first took up arms against the French
revolution, Wordsworth's feeling, as we have scenm, had
been onc of unmixed sorrow and sheme. Bloody and
ternble as the revolution had becomne, it was atill 1n some
sort representative of human freedom; at any rate it
might atill seem to contain possibilities of progress such
a8 the retrograde despotisms with which England alhed
herself could never know But the conditions of the
contest changed before long. France had not the wisdom,
the courage, the constancy to play to the end the part for
which she had seemed chosen among the nations It was
her conduct towanls Switzerland which deciatvely altered
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Wordsworth’s view. He saw her valiant spirit of self-
defence corrupted into lust of glory ; her eagerness for the
abolition of unjust privilege turned info a contentment
with equality of degradation under a despot’s heel.
 One man, of men the meanest too,”"—for such the First
Consul must needs appear to the moralist’s eye,—~was

Raised up to sway the world—to do, undo;
With mighty nations for his underlings.

And history herself seemed vulgarized by the repetition of
her anciens fales of war and overthrow on a scale of such
apparent magnitude, but with no glamour of distance to
hide the haseness of the agencies by which the destinies
of Europe were shaped anew. This wuas an oceasion
that tried the hearts of men; it was not easy to remain
through all those years at once undazzled and untempted,
and mever in the blackest hour to despair of human
virtue.

In his tract on The Convention of Cintra, 1808, Words-
worth has given the fullest expression to this undaunted
femper :—

* Oppression, its own blind and predestined enemy, has poured
this of blessedness upon Spain—that the enormity of the outrages
of which she has been the vietim has created an object of love
and of hatred, of apprehensions and of wishes, adequate (if
thnt be possible) to the utmost demands of the human spirit,
The hesrt that serves in this cause, if it languish, must
languish from its own coustitutional wenkness, and not throngh
want of nourishment from without. But it is a belief pro-
pagated in books, and which passes currently among talking
men as part of their familiar wisdom, that the hearts of the
many are constitutionally weak, that. they do languish, and
are slow to answer to the requisitions of things. I entreat
those who are in this delusion to look behind them and

e

e
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about them for the evidence of experience. Now this, rightly
understood, not only pives no support to any such belief,
but proves that the truth is in direct opposition to it. The
pistory of all ages—tumalts afler tumults, wars foreign or
civil, with short or with no Lreathing-places from genemtion to
generation ; the senselens neaving and interweaving of fictions,
vanishing, and revining, and piercing each other like the
Northern Lights; public commotions, and those in the breast
of the individual; the long calenture to which the Lover js sub-
jeet; the blast, like the blast of the desert, which sweeps peren.
nially through a frightful eoitude of its own making in the
mind of the Gamester; the stowly quickening, but ever quicken.
ing, descent of appetite down which the Miser 15 propelled ; the
sgony and cleaving oppression of grief, the ghost-like hauntings
of shame; the incubus of revenge ; the hfe-distemper of ambi-
tion , , . these demonstrate incontestably that the pssions of
men, (I mean the soul of sensibility in the heart of man), in all
quarrels, in all contests, in all quests, in all delights, in all
emplogments which are either sought by men or thrast upon
them, do immensurably transcend their objects. Tho true
somrow of humanity consists 1n this—not that the mind of
man fuls, but that the causo and demands of action and of
hfe so varely correspond with the dignity and intensity of
buman desires ; and hence, that which is slow to languish is too
casily turoed aside and abused. Dut, with the remembrance of
what has been dove, and in the face of the interminable evils
which are threatened, a Spaniard ean never have causs to com-
plain of this while a follower of the tyrant remains in arms
upon the Peninsula,”

T4 was passages such as this, perhaps, whieh led Can-
ning to declare that Wordsworth’s pamphlet was the
finest piece of political eloquence which hal appeared
sinee Burke. And yet if we compare 1t with Hurke, or
with the great Greck exemplar of all those wha would
8ive spcech the cogency of mct,—We seo at onco the
e of its practical falure  In Demosthenes the
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grave poetry than a pamph! diat
crisis.  And the sonnel.s dedxm!cd To Lnlrrl_/ (1802-16)
are the ountcome of many moods Jike these,

It is little to say of theso sonnets that they are the
most permanent reeord in our hterature of the Napoleonie
war. For that distinction they have few competitors.
Two magnificent songs of Campbell's, an ode of Coleridge’s,
a few spitited stanms of Iiyron's—strangely enough
there is little besides these that lives in the national
memory, till we come to the ode which sumned up the
Jong contest a generation later, when its great captain
passed away. Dut these Sonnets fo Liberfy aro worthy
of comparison with the noblest passages of patriotic verse
or pross whicl all our history lizs inspired —tho passages
where Shakespeare brings his rays to focus on * this carth,
this realm, tlus England,”—or w here the dread of national
dishonour has kindled Chatham to an iron glow,—or
where Milton rises from the polemic into the prophet,
and Burke from the partisan into the philosopher, The
armoury of Wordsworth, indeed, was not forged with the
same fire as that of these “invincible kmghts of old.” He
had not swayed senates, nor directed polictes, nor gathered
into one ardent bosom all the spirit of a herotc age.  DBut
he had deeply felt what it is that makes the greatneas of
nations; in that extremity no man WM mom n(nuncll than
he; no man more un ly J
empire, or kept the might of moml farces maru steards
fastly in view, Not Stemn could place a manlier relianes
on “a few strong instincts and a few plain rules;” not
Fichte could invoke more convineingly the * great allicn”
which work with “ Man's unconquerable mind.”

Here and there, indeed, throughout these sonnets are
scattered strokes of high poctic admeration or scotn which
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could hardly be overmatched in Bschylus. Such is the
indignant correction— :

Call not the royal Swede unfortunate,
" Who never did to Fortune bend the kuee!

or the stern touch which closes a description of Flami-
ninus' proclamation at the Isthmian games, according
liberty to Greece,—

A gift of that which is not {o be given
By all the blended powers of Earth and Heaven!

Space forbids me to dwell in detail on these noble
poems,—on the well-known sonnets to Venice, to Milton,
&c.; on the generous tributes to the heroes of the con-
test,— Schill, Hoffer, Toussaint, Palafox; or on the
series which contrast the instinctive greatness of the
Spanish people at bay, with Napoleon's lying promises
and inhuran pride, But if Napoleon’s career afforded to
Wordsworth a poetic example, impressive as that of Xerxes
to the Greeks, of lawless and intoxicated power, there was
need of some contrasted figure more notable than Hoffer
or Palafox from which to draw the lessons which great
contests can teach of unselfish valour. Whas there then
any man, by land or sea, who might serve as the poet's
type of the ideal hero? To an Englishman, at least, this
question carries its own reply.  For by a singular destiny
England, with a thousand years of noble history behind
her, has chosen for her best-Joved, for her national hero,
not an Arminius from the age of legend, not a Henri
Quatre from the age of chivalry, but 2 man whom men
still Jiving have seen and known. For indeed England
and all the world as to this man were of one accord 3
and when in vietory, on his ship Victory, Nelson passed
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away, the thrill which shook mankind was of a nature
such a3 perhaps was never felt at any other death,—so
unanimous was the feeling of friends and foes that earth
tad lost her crowning example of impassioned self-
devotedress and of heroic honoor,

And yet it might have seemed that between Nelson’s
nature and Wordsworth’s there was little in common.
"The cbvious limitations of the great Admiral's culture and
charaeter were likely to be strongly felt by the philosophic
poet. And aserious crime, of which Nelson was eomuwonly,
though, as now appears, erronmeously,’ supposed to be
guilty, was sure to be judged by Wordsworth with great
severity.

Wordsworth was, in fact, hampered by some such feel-
ings of diapproval. He even tells us, with that naive
affectionatencss which often makes us smile, that he has
had recourse to the character of hiz own brother John
for the qualities 1n which the great Admiral appeared to
him to bave been deficient.  But on these hesitations it
would be unyust to dwell 1 sacntion therm only to brimg
out the fact that between these two men, so different in
outward fates, —between “the adored, the incomparable
Nelson” and the homely poet, * retired ag noontide dew,”—
there was a moral Iikeness so profound that the ideal ofy
the recluse was realized in the public Iife of the hero, and,
on the other hand, the hero himself 13 only seen a3 com-
pletely heroic when his impetuous lite stands ont for us
from the solemn backgronnd of the poet’s calm. And
surely these two natures taken together make tho perfect
Enghshman.  Nor is there any portrait fitter than that of

! The rvesearches of Sir Nicholas Nicolas, (Letters and De.
spatches of Lornd Nelion, ol vi. Appendix), bave placed Lord
Nelwon's connerion with Lady Hatultos 1n an unerpected hight.

[



82 TWORDSWORTH. fenar,

The Happy Warrior to go forth to all lands as repre-
senting the English character at its hejght—a figure not
ill-matching with * Plutarch’s men.”

Tor indeed this short poem is in itself s manual of
greatness ; there is & Roman mujesty in its simple and
weighty speech. And what culogy was ever nabler than
that passage where, without definite allusion or quoted
name, the poet depicts, as it were, the very summit of
glory in the well-remembered aspect of the Admiral in his
last and greatest hour?

Whose powers shed round him, in the common strife,
Or 1mild concerns of ordinary life,

A constant influence, a peculiar grace;

But who, if he be called upon to face

Some awful momeut to which Heaven bas joined
Great issues, good or bad for human kind,

Is happy as @ Lover, and, attired

TWith sudden brightness, like a Man inspired.

Or again, where the hidden thought of Nelson’s womanly
tenderness, of his constant craving for the green earth and
home affections in the midst of storm and war, melts the
stern verses into a sudden change of tone :—

He who, though thus endued as with a sense
And facalty for storm and turbulence,

Is yet o Soul whose master-bias leans

To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scenes ;
Sweet images! which, wheresoe’er ho be,

Are at his heart; and such fidelity

It is his darling passion to approve ;—

More brave for thie,that he hath much to love.

Compare with this the end of the Song af Brougham
Castle, where, at the words “alas! the fervent harper did
not know—" the strain changes from the very spirit of
chivalry to the gentleness of Nature's calm. Nothing
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ean be more chamcteristic of Wordsworth than contrasts
Iikethis. They teach ns to remember that his accustomed
mildness is the fruit of no indvlent or sentimental peace;
and that, on the other hand, when his counsels are sternest,
and “his voice is still for war,” this i3 no voico of hard.
ness or of vainglory, hut the reluctant resolution of a heart
which fain would yield itsclf to other energies, and have
no message but of love.

There is one more point in which the character of
Nelson has fallen in with one of the lersons which Words.
worth is never tired of enforcing, the lesson that virtue
growa Ly the strennousness of its exercise, that it gains
strength as it wrestles with pain and difficulty, and con-
verts the shocks of circumstance into an energy of its
proper glow. The Happy Warrior is one,

Who, doomed to go in company with Pan,

And Fear, and Bloodshed, miscrable train®
Turns bis necessity to glorions gain 3

In face of these doth exerciso a power

Which is our baman nature’s highest dower;
Controls them and subdaen, transmutes, bereares
01 thetr bad inflnence, and their good recerrea
By objects which mught force the eonl to sbate
Her feeling, rendered mors compasslonate ,—

and go further, in words shich recall the womanly tender-
ness, the almost exaggemated feehng for others’ pain,
which showed itself memorbly in faco of the blazing
Orient, and in the harbour at Tenenfle, and 1n the cock-
pit at Trafalgar,

In such lessons ns these,—such lessons as The Happy
Warrior or the I'atriotic Sonneta teach,—there 13, of course,
Dttle that is absolutely novel.  We were alreuly aware
that the idleal hero should be as gentle as he is brive, that
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hio shonld net always from the highest motives, nor greatly
earo for any yeward save the consciousness of having dons
his duby, Wo were awnre that the tmo strength of a
nation i8 morml and nob material ; that dominion which
vosts on mere military fores ju destined quiekly to deeay ;
that the tyrant, however admired und prosperons, is in
renlity despicable, and misorable, and alone 5 that the true
man should faco death itself wather than parley with dis.
hanour,  "Theso trutha avo admilled in all agos; yol it in
senrcoly atrotehing lagnago fo say that they are known to
but faw men,  Ov at least, though in « great nation there
ho many who will net on them instinetively, and approvae
thom by n sclf-smrrendoring faith, thero are few whe can
o pul them forth in speech as {o bring them home with
a freah eonvietion and an added glow; who can sum up,
like Aschiylns, the contrast hotweon Hellenic fromdom and
burbarinn despotism in ““ono trump’s peal that sel all
Grecks aflame ;™ ean thrill, like Virgil, o world-wide
ompiro with the reeiin] of the august simplicities of early
Roma, ‘

Po thons who would know these things with a vital
Imowlodge—a convietion which would remain unshakon
wore the whols world in avms for wrong—it is before il
things necessavy to strengthon the inner monitions by the
companionship of these noble souls.  And if -« poet, by
strong concontintion of thought, by striving in all things
along the upward way, ean Joave ws in o fow pages as it
wera & swmmary of patriolism, a manual of nationnl
honour, he surely has his placo among his country’s hone-
factora mot only by that kind of conrlesy which the
nution oxtenda to men of lotters of swhom her masses tako
litthy hoeed, Dt with a title as assured ag any warrior or
atatesmnn, and with no less diveet a claim,



CHAPTER VIIL
CHILDREN—LIFE AT RYDAL MOUNT—*THE EXCURSION.”

It may bo well at this point to rctom fo the quiet
chronicle of the poet’s life at Grasmere ; where his cottage
was becoming teo small for an increasing family. Iis
eldest son, John, was born wn 1803 ; his cldest daughter,
Dorothy or Dora, in 1804, Then came Thomas, born
1806 ; and Cathenne, born 1808 ; and the list is ended by
William, born 1810, and now (1880) the only surviver.
In the spring of 1808 Wordaworth left Townend for
Allan Bank,—a more roomy, but an uncomfortable house,
at the north end of Grasmere, From thence ho removed
for a time, in 1811, to the I"arsonage at Grasmere.
Wonlsworth was the most affectiomite of fathers, and
allusions to his chillren occur frequently 1 his poetry.
Dora—who was the delight of his later years—has been
described at length in The Trind  Shorter and sumpler,
but more ecompletely suczessful, 14 the picture of Cathenne
in the hitle poem which begins * Loving she is, and
tractable, though wild,” with its homely simtle for child-
hood=-1ta own existence sufficient to £l it with gladness :

As o fagyot sparkles on the hesrth
Not less if unattended and slone
TLan when both young and old it gathered rugnd
And take delight in fts actinty
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he should act always from the highest motives, nor greatly
care for any reward save the consciousness of having done
his duty. We were aware that the true strength of a
nation is moral and not material ; that dominion which
rests on mere military force is destined quickly to decay ;
that the tyrant, however admired and prosperous, is in
reality despicable, and miserable, and alone ; that the true
man should face death itself rather than patley with dis-.
honour. These traths aro admitted in all ages; yet it is
scarcely stretching language to say that they are Zrown to
but few men. Or at least, though in a great nation there
be many who will act on them instinetively, and approve
them by a self-surrendering faith, there are few who can
so pub them forth in speech as to bring them home with
a fresh conviction and an added glow ; who can sum up,
like Aschylus, the contrast hetween Hellenic freedom and
barbarian despotism in ‘““one trump’s peal that set all
Greeks aflame ;™ can thrill, like Virgil, a world-wide
empire with the recital of the august simplieities of early
Rome. '

To those who would know these things with a vital
knowledge—a conviction which would remain unshaken
were the whole world in arms for wrong—it is before all .
things necessary to strengthen the inner monitions by the
companionship of these noble souls. And if a poet, by
strong concentration of thought, by striving in all things
along the upward way, can leave us in a few pages as it
were a summary of patriotism, a manual of national
honour, he surely has his place among his country’s bene-
factors not omly by that kind of courtesy which the
nation extends to men of letters of whom her masses take
little heed, but with a title as assured as any warrior or
statesman, and with no less direct a claim.



CHAPTER VOL
COILURES—LITE AT BYDAL XOUNT—YTHE EXCTRMON.”

It 1zay be well b this point to retum to the guiet
chronicle of the poet’s life at Grosmere; where his enttage
was Lecoming too small for an increaring family. His
eldest 2on, John, was born in 1803 ; his ellest daughter,
Dorothy or Dors, in 1804. Then cames Thomas, bom
1206 ; and Catherine, born 1803 ; and the list is ended by
Willizm, boro 1810, 2od ow (1830) the enly surviver.
In the spring of 1¥03 Wordsworth left Townend for
Allzn Bank,—a more roomy, but an uncomfortable house,
at the north end of Grasmere. From thence he removed
fur a time, in 1811, to the Parsonage at Grasmere.
Worlsworth was tha most affectionste of fathers, and
alesions By his chillren ocear frequently i his poctry.
Dorr—who was the delight of his lster years—has been
deecntbd at length in The Trind.  Shorter and simpler,
tut more eompletaly sucseseful, is the pictore of Cathenine
in the little poem which begins “ Loving she is, and
tractable, though wild,” with 1ta homely mmile for cluld-
howi—ita own existence sufficient to fill 1t with gladness;
Axa fazot eparkles on the hearth

Not less if urattended nad alone

Ttan wten btk young and old sit Fathersd rund

Asd take del ght in its actinty
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The next notice of this beloved child is in the sonnet,
“ Surprised by joy, impatient as the wind,” written when
she had already been removed from his side. She died
in 1812, and was closely followed by her brother Thomas.
Wordsworth's grief for these children was profound, vio-
Jent, and lasting, to an extent which those who imagine
im as not only calm but passionless might have some
ifficulty in believing. “ Referring once,” says his friend
fr. Aubrey de Vere, “to two young children of his who
ad died about forfy years previously, he described the
ietails of their illnesses with an exactness and an im-
wtuosity of troubled excitement, such as might have been
xpected if the bereavement had taken place bub a few
veeks before. The lapse of time seemed to have left the
orrow submerged indeed, but still in all its first freshness.
Tet I afterwards heard that at the time of the iliness, at
east in the case of one of the two children, it was im-
iossible to rouse his attention to the danger. He chanced
0 be then under the immediate spell of one of those fits
f poetic inspiration which descended on him like a cloud.
‘ill the cloud had drifted, he could seo nothing beyond.”
This anecdote illustrates the fact, which to those who
mnew Wordsworth well was sufficiently obvious, that the
haracteristic calm of his writings was the result of no
oldness of temperament but of a deliberate philosophy.
‘e pregnant force of his language in dealing with those
earesh to him-—his wife, his sister, his brother—is proof
nough of this. The frequent allusions in his correspon-
ence to the physical exhaustion brought on by the act
f poetical composition indicate a frame which, though
1ade robust by exercise and temperance, was by nature
xcitable rather than strong. And even in the direction
n which we should least have expected it, there is reason

-
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to believe that thers were capacities of feeling in him
which never broke from his control. *Had I been n
writer of love-poctry,” he is reported to have said, “it
would have been natural to o to write it with a degree
of warmth which could hardly have been approved by
my principles, and which might lave been undesirable
for the reader.”

Wonlsworth'a paternal feclings, at any rate, were, as
h1a been said, exceptionally strong ; and the impossibility
of remaining in & house filled with rorrowful memories
rendered him doubly anxious to obtain & permanent homo,
“The liouse which I have for some time occupied,” he
writes to Lord Lonsdale, in January 1813, ** is the Parson-
ngo of Grasmere. It etands close by the churchyard, and T
have found it absolutely necessary that we should quit a~
place which, by recalling to our minds at overy moment
the Dasses we have sustained in the course of the last
year, woull grievously retard our progress towards that’
tranquillity which it is our duty to aim at.” It happened
that Rydal Mount became vacant at this moment, and
in the spring of 1813 the Wordswortbs migrated to this
thieir favourito and last abode,

Rydal Mount has probably been oftencr described than
any other English pocet’s lome since Shakespears; and
few homes, certainly, have been moulded into such elose
accordance with their inmates’ nature. The house, which
hias been altered sinco Wordsworth's day, stands looking
routhwanl, on the rocky side of Nab Scar, abave Rydal
Lake. The garden was deseribed by Bishop Wordaworth
immediately after us uncle's death, while every terrace-
walk and flowering alley spoke of tho poct's loving care.
lio tells of the “tall ash-tren, in which a thrush has
sung, for hours together, dunng many years,” of the
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#laburoum in which the osier cage of the doves was
hung ;" of the stone steps “in the interstices_of which
grow the yellow flowering poppy, and the wild geranium

or Poor Robin,"—
Gay
With his red stalks npon a sunny day.

And then of the terraces—one levelled for Miss Fenwick’s
use, and welcome to himself in aged years ; and one ascend.
ing, and leading to the “ far terrace ” on the mountain’s side,
where the poet was wont to murmur his verses as they came.
Within the house were disposed his simple treasures:
the ancestral almery, on which the names of unknown
Wordsworths may be deciphercd still; Sir George Beau-
mont’s pictures of “The White Doe of Rylstone” and
¢ The Thorp,” and the cuckoo clock which brought vernal
thoughts to cheer the sleepless bed of age, and which
sounded its noonday summons when his spirit fled.
Wordsworth’s worldly fortunes, as if by some benignant
guardianship of Providence, were at all times proportioned
to his successive needs. About the date of his removal
to Rydal (in March 1813) he was appointed, through
Lord Lonsdale’s interest, to the distributorship of stamps
for the county of Westmoreland, to which office the same
post for Cumberland was afterwards added.  He held this
post till Aogust 1842, when he resigned it without a
reliring pension, and it was conferred on his second son.
He was allowed to reside at Rydal, which was counted
asa suburb of Ambleside and as the duties of the place
and devoted clerk, there wasno dmwbnck to the ndvautage
of an increase of income which released him from anxiety
as to the future, A more lucrative office—the collector-
ship of Whitchaven—iwas subsequently offered to him:
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s ke declined it, “ nor would exchange his Sabine valley
for riches and a Joad of care.”

Though Wordsworth’s life at Eydal was a retired
one, it was not that of a reluse.  As years went on he
became mote and more recoghized as a centre of spiritual
strength and illumination, and was sought not only by
those who were already his neighbonrs, but by some who
became so mainly for lus sake.  Southey at Keswick was
a valued friend, though Wordsworth did pot greatly
esteem him as a poet.  De Quincey, on"\xmlly a!!mded
to the district by ad for Word b,
there for many years, and poured forth a criticism strangely
compounded of the utterances of the heroworshipper and
the raletde-chamire, Professor Wilson, of the Nocfes Am-
Lrotinne, never showed, perhaps, to o much advantage as
when he walked by the side of the master whose greatness
he was one of the first to detect.  Dr. Armold of Rogby
male the neighbouring home at Fox Howa focus of warm
affections and of intellectnal ltfe,  And Hartley Colendge,
whose fairy childhood had inspired one of Wordsworth's
happlest pieres, continued to lead among the dales of
Westmoreland a life which showed hew much of genius
and gnodness a eingle weakness can nullify

Other friends there were, too, less known to fame, but
of ional powers of and sympathy  The
nimes of Mrs. Fletcher and her daughters, Lady Richard-
zon and Mre. Davy, ehould not be omitted wn any record
of the poct’s life at Rydal. And many humbler neigh-
tours may be recogmized in the characters of the Ezeurnon
and other poers. The Wanderer, indeed, 13 a picture of
Worlsworth himeelf—*an wles,” as he eaye, “of what 1
fancied my own character might have becoma in his circum-
stancea”  But the Sulitury was suzmested by a broken man
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who took refuge in Grasmere from the world in which he
had found no peace; and the characters described as
lying in the churchyard among the mountains are almost
all of them portraits. The clergyman and his family
described in Book VIIL were among the poet’s principal
associates in the vale of Grasmere. ¢ There was much
talent in the family,” says Wordsworth in the memoranda
dictated to Mies Fenwick ; “and \the eldest son was dis-
tinguished for poetical talent, of which a specimen is given
in my Notes to the Sonnels on the! Duddon. Once when,
in our cottage at Townend, I was talking with him about
poetry, in the course of our conversation I presumed to
find fault with the versification of Pope, of whom he was
an enthusiastic admirer. He defended him with a warmth.
that indicated much irritation; nevertheless I could not
abandon my point, and said, ‘In compass and variety
of sound your own versification surpasses his’ Never
shall T forget the change in his countenance and tone of,
voice. The storm was laid in a moment; he no longer
disputed my judgment ; and I passed immediately in his
mind, no doubt, for as great o critic as ever lived.”

It was with personages simple and unromantic as
these that Wordsworth filled the canvas of his longest
poem.  Judged by ordinary stendards the Excursion
appears an epic without action, and with two heroes,
the Pastor and the Wanderer, whose characters are
identical. Its form is cumbrous in the oxtreme, and
large tracts of it have little claim to the name of poetry.
Wordsworth compares the Ezcursion to a temple of which
his smaller poems form subsidiary shrines ; but the reader
will more often liken the small poems to gems, and the
Excursion to the rock from which they were extracted.
The long poem contains, indeed, magnificent passages, but
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s a whole it is a diffused description of scenery which.
Lhe poet has elsewhere caught in brighter glimpses ; aly
diffused statement of hopes and beliefs which have crystal-
Jized more exyuisitely elsewhere round moments of in!
spiring emotion, The Ereursion, in short, has the draws
backs of & didactic poern s campared with Iyrical poems
but, judged as o didactic poem, it has the advantage of
containing teaching of true and permanent valze.

1 shall not attempt to deduce a settled scheme of philo-
sophy from these di awmong the \ 1
would urge only that as 2 gmde to conduct Wordsworth's
precepts are not i themselves either unintelbgible or
visionary. For whereas some moralists would have us
areend mature, and others bid usfollow her, there is apt o
o something impracticable in the first maxim, and some-
thing vague in the second  Asceticism, quietism, enthu.
siasm, ecstasy—all systems which fmply an unmatural

pression or an ) excitation of our faculti
illsuited for the mass of mankmd. And on the other
hand, if we are told to follow nature, to develope our
original claracter, we are too often in doubt as to which
of our conflicting instmets to follow, what part of our
complex nature to sccept as our regulatmng self. Tut
Word h, while 1mp \g 0T U8 conf to nature
83 the rule of hfe, suggests a test of sach conformsty
which can be practically apphed.  “The child 15 father
of the man,"—in the wonls which stand as introduetion
to his poetical works, and Wordsworth holds that the
inatinets and pleasures of a healthy childhiood sofficiently
indicate the lines on which our maturer character should be
formed. The joy which began 15 the mere sense of exst.
ence should be maintained by hopeful faith » the simpliaity
which began in inaxperience should be recovered by med1-
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{ation ; tha love which originated in the family circle
should cxpand itself over the mce of men  And the
calming and clevaling influence of Natnre—which to
Wordswortl's memory seemed the ingeparable coneomitant
of childish yeara—should he conatantly invoked throngh-
ont life 1o keep the hearl fresh and the eyes open o the
wysteries discernible through hor radiant veil.  Tn a word,
the family affeetions, if duly fostered, tho influenees of
Nature, if duly sought, with some knowledge of the hest
books, are material enough to “build up our moral heing ”
and Lo ontweigh the less deop-seated impulses which prompt
to wrong-doing,

1f, then, surrounding influences mnke so decisive n
differenes in man's moral lot, what are we fo aay of thoso
who never have the chanes of recoiving those infhuences
avight ; wha are reaved, with little parental supervision, in
smoky eities, nud spend their lives in eonfined and mono-
tonous labourd  Une of the mosh impressive passages in
the Feenraion is an indigunut complaint of the injusticn
thus done to the factory child.  Wondsworth was no
fanntical opponent of manufncturving industry,  Ie had
intimate Triends nmong manufacturers ; and in one of his
lutters he speaks of promising himself much plonsure from
wituessing the incrensed yogard for the welfare of factory
hands of which one of these friends had set the example,
But ho never lost aight of the faet that the lifo of the
mill hand is an anomaly—is n lifo not in the order of
nature, and whieh vequires to bo justified by manifest no-
cessity and by continuons eare.  Tho question to what ex-
tent wa muy pequicsee in the eontinnanee of o low order of
hmman heings, existing for onr enjoyment, rather than for
their own, may he answored with plansibility in very differ
ent tones; from the Communist who eannot rest, content
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1 tho inferiotity of any one tan's position to any other's,
to the philosopher who holds that mankind has made the
most eminent progress when a fow chosen individuals
Lave been supported in ensy brillianey by » population of
serfs or slaves.  Wordsworth's answer to this question {s
at once conservative ond philanthropic. He holds to
the distinetion of classes, and. thus admits a difference in
the fulness and value of buman lots. But he will not
consent to any social arrangement which implies a neces
rary moral inferionty in any section of the body politic ;
and he esteems 14 the statesman’s firet duty to provide
that all citizens shall be placed under conditions of lifs
which, however humble, shall not be unfavourable to
virtue.

Ihs views on national education, which at first sight
appear so inconsistent, depend on the same conception of
national welfare. Wordsworth was one of the earliest
and most emphatic proclatmers of the duty of the State in
this respect.  The lines 1m which he insists that every
child ought to be taught to read are, indecd, often quoted
as an cxample of the moralizing baldness of much of his
blank verse,  But, on the other hand, when a great im-
pulso was given to education (1820-30) Ly Bell and
Lancaster, by the introduction of what was called the
“Madras system” of tuition by pupilteachers, and the
spread of mfant schools, Wordsworth was found unex-
pectedly 1n the opposite camp.  Considering as he did all
mental requi as entirely subsiduary to morl pro-
gress, and in themselves of very little value, he objected
to o system which, instead of confinmg itself to reading—
that indispensable chanvel of moral nutriment—aimed at
communicating knowledge as vaned and advanced as time
snd funds would allow.  He objected to the dissocation
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of school and home life—to that relegation of domeatic
interests and duties to the background, which large and
highly-organized schools, and teachers much above the
home level, must necessarily involve, And yet more
strongly, and, as it may still seem to many minds, with
convineing reason, he objected to an eleemosynary system,
which “precludes the poor mother from the strongest
motive human nature can be actuated by for industry, for
forethought, and self-denial.” “The Spartan,” he said,
< and other ancient communities, might disregard domestic
tics, because they had the substitution of country, which
we cannot have. Qur course is to supplant domestic
attachments, without the possibility of substituting others
more capacious. What can grow out of it bub selfishness?”
The half-century which has elapsed since Wordsworth
wrote these words has evidently altered the state of the
question. It has impressed on us the paramount necessity
of national education, for reasons political and social too
well known to repeat. But it may be feared that it has
also shifted the incidence of Wordsworth's arguments in o
more sinister manner, by vastly increasing the number of
those homes where domestic influence of the kind which
the poet saw around him at Rydal is altogether wanting
and school is the best avenue even to moral well-being,
“ Heaven and hell,” he writes in 1808, ““are scarcely more
different from each other than Sheffield and Manchester,
&c., differ from the plains and valleys of Surrey, Essex,
Cumberland, or Westmoreland.” It is to be feared, in-
deed, that even “the plains and valleys of Surrey and
Essex” contain many cottages whose spiritual and sanitary
conditions fall far short of the poet's ideal. But it is of
course in the great and growing centres of population that
the dangers which he dreads have come upon us in
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their most aggravated form.  And w0 Iong a< there are in
Foglind so many homes to which farenta! care and the
influences of Naturo are alihe unknown, no ptest in
favour of the paramount importance of these primary
2grncies in the formation of character can Le reganded as
altogether out of date.

With such severe and almost prosaic themes is the
greater past of the Errursion occupied.  Yet the poem is
far from being compossd throughout in a prosaic spirit,
“Of its bones is coral made " 1ta arguments and theories
have lain long in Wordsworth's mind, and have accrcted
to themselves a nch investiture of observation and feeling.
Some of its passages rank among the poct's highest flighta.
Such is the passage in Book L describing the boy's rapture
at sunrise ; and the picture of a ennset at the close of the
simebook,  Sachisthe opening of Dook IV, ; and the pas-
2age describing the wild joy of roaming through a mountain
torm ; and the medaphor 1 the same book which com-
jares the mind’s power of transfigzuring the obstacles
which beset her, with the glory into which the moon
incorporates the umbrage that would intcreept her
teams,

1t would scarcely be posaible at the present day that a
work containing euch stnking passages, and so much of

\! and el ! er out of keeping it
might be with the ruling taste of the day—sbould appear
withont receiving careful study from many quarters and
warm sppreciation in gotoe recognized organs of opinion.
Criticism in Wordsworth's day was both less competent
and less conscientious, and the famous “ This will never
o™ of Jefirey in the Edinburgh Reriew was by no

tarans an extreme specimen of the gencral tone in which
the work was received. The judgment of the reviewers
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influenced popular taste ; and the hook was as decided a
secuniary failure as Wordsworth's previous ventures
1ad been.

And here, perhaps, is a fit occasion to speak of that
strangely violent detraction and abuse which formed so
large an ingredient in Wordsworth's life,—~or rather, of
that which is the only element of pevmanent interest in
such a matter,— his manner of yeceiving and replying fo
it. No writer, probably, who has afterwards achieved a
reputation at all like Wordsworth’s, has been so long
vepresented by reviewers as purely ridiculous. And in
‘Wordsworth's manner of acceptance of this fact we may
discern all the strength, and something of the stiffness, of
his nature ; we may recognize an almost, bub not quite,
ideal attitude under the shafts of unmerited obloguy.
For he who thus s arrogantly censured should remember
both the dignity and the frailty of man; he should
wholly forgive,and almost wholly forget ; but, nevertheless,
should retain such serviceable hints as almost any criti-
cism, however harsh or reckless, can afford, and go on his
way with no bitter broodings, but yet (to use Words-
worth's expression in another context) * with a melan-
choly in the soul, a sinking inward into ourselves from
thought to thought, a steady remonstrance, and a high
resolve,”

How far his own self-assertion may becomingly be
carried in reply, is another and a delicate question. There
is almost necessatily something distasteful to us not only
in self-praise but even in a thorough self-appreciation.
We desire of the ideal character that his faculties of
admiration should be, as it were, absorbed in an .eager
perception of the merits of others,—that a kind of shrink-
ing delicacy should prevent him from appraising his own
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srhievements with s similar care,  Often, indeed, there is
something most winning in a touch of huemorous blindness:
“3Well, Miss Sophis, and how do you like the Lady of
fhe Lale 1™ #Ob, I've not rad it papa 535 there's
nothing so bad for young people as reading 1xld_ poetry.”

3t Abere are cirenmstances undes which this graceful
almence of self-consciotsness can no longer be maintained.
When s man believes that he has a message to deliver
that vitally coneerns mankind, and when that message is
received with contempt snd apathy, he is necessarily
driven Yack upon himsclf; he is forced to consider
whether what he hias to say is alter all so important, and
whether his mode of saying it be right and adequate. A
peeessity of this kind was forced upon both Shelley and
Wordeworth, Shelley—the very type of self.forgetful
enthusiavm—rwas driven at 1at by the world's treatment
of him into a ferics of moods sometimes bitter and some-
times eel{-distrustful—into a sense of aloofness and detach-
ment from the mass of men, nhich the poet who wonld
fain improve an] exalt them should do lus utmost not to
feel.  On Worlsworth's more stubborn nature the effect
prodaced by many years of detraction was of a different
kind. Naturally introspective, he was dnven by abuse
and ridicule ints taking stock of himsell more Irequently
acd more haboriously than ever. He formed s estimate
of Liimsell and lns wntings which was, cn the whole, (as
will now be genenlly admitted,) o yust one , and {ias view
he expressal when occacion offered—in sober Language,
indeed, but with ealm conviction, and with precisely the
fame ait of epeaking from undoubted knowledge as when
Ledescrited the Leauty of Cumbnan® mountaing or the
sirtee of Cumbrian homes,

Tt is impossible.” Le wrote to Lady Besumont 1 1807,

L3
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“ that any expectations can be lower than mine concerning
the jmmediate effect of this little work upon what is
called the public. I do not here take info consideration
the envy and malevolence, and all the bad passions which
always stand in the way of a work of any wmerit from a
living poet; but merely think of the pure, absolute,
honest ignorance in which all worldlings, of every rank
and situation, must be enveloped, with respect to the
thoughts, feelings, and images on which the life of my
poems depends. The things which I have taken, whether
from within or without, what have they to do with routs,
dinners, morning calls, hurry from door to door, from
street to street, on foot or in carrdage ; with Mr. Pitt or
Mr. Fox, Mr. Paul or Sir Francis Burdett, the West-
minster election or the berough of Honiton? In a word
—for I cannot stop to make my way through the hurry of
images that present themselves to me—iwhat have they to
do with endless falking about things that nobody cares
anything for, except as far as their own vanity is con-
cerned, and this with persons they care nothing for, but as
their vanity or selfishness is concerned? What have they
to do {to say all at once) with a life without love? In
such a life there can be no thought; for we have no
thought (save thoughts of pain), but as far as we have love
and admiration.

“Itis an awful truth, that there neither is nor can be
any genuine enjoyment of poefry among wnineteen out of
twenty of those persons who live, or wish to live, in the
broad light of the world~—among those who either are, or
are striving to make themselves, people of consideration in
society. This is & truth, and an awful one ; because to be
incapuble of a feeling of poetry, in my sense of the word,
is to be without love of human nature and reverence for God.
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“#Upon this T aball indd elsewhere ; at preent It me
corfine mywlf ta sy oljsct, which i to make you, my
drar friend, as easy-hearted as myself with reepeet to theas
goems.  Trouble not yourself upen their jrea nt yocep-
tion. Ofwhat moment is that compared with what Ttrust
is their destiny 1—to consnle the afilicted ; toadd runshine
tn daylizht, by makicg the happy Lappier; ¢ trch the

- yourg and the gracious of every age 1o aee, to think, and
fee, and, therefore, to become mmore actively and securely
virtuous; this is their office, which I troet they will faith.
fully perform, Jong after we (that is, all that is mortal of
ue,) are mouldered in our graves”

Srch wenls s these come with dignity from the mouth
cf 8 man like Wordsworth when he has been, as it were,
driven to lay,—when he is consoling an intimate friend,
distreend £t the torrent of ridicule which, as ehe fears,
monst eweep hisself-confidence and his purposes away, He
may be permitted to assure her that “rmy ears are stone-
dead to this idle Luzz, and my flesh as insensible as jron
1 thess petty eting,” and to sccompany his asenrance
with a rratoned stalement of the grounds of Lis unshaken
Hogea,

We feel, however, that such an expression of relf
reliance on the [art of & great man should be accompanind
with sofre proof $hat no conceit or imjatience is mixed
with hus steadfast calm.  If he believes the public to be
trally wnatle to ap reciate hirmeelf, he must show no sur-
prisswhen they admire hisinfs ric rs; he must rememberthat
the cars would be far worse if they admired no one at all.
Nor must be descend from his own unpopular ments on
the plra that after catehing the public attrntion by what
is ol Le will retain it for what is pood. If he 1s w0
£ure that be is in the npht ke ean afford to wait and let
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the world come round to him. Wordsworth’s conduct
satisfies both these tests. It is, indeed, curious to observe
how much abuse this inoffensive recluse received, and
how absolutely he avoided returning it. Byron, for
instance, must have seemed in his eyes guilty of some-
thing far more injurious to mankind than *a drowsy
frowsy poem, called the Excursion,” could possibly appear.
But, except in one or two private letters, Wordsworth has
never alluded to Byron at all.  Shelley’s lampoon—a sin-
gular instance of the random blows of a noble spirit, strik-
ing at what, if better understood, it would eagerly have
revered—Wordsworth seems never to have read. Nor
did the violent attacks of the Edinburgh and the Quarterly
Revicws provoke him to any rejoinder.  To *“ English Bards
and Scotch Reviewers”—leagued against him as their
common prey—he opposed a dignified silence; and the
only moral injury which he derived from their assaults lay
in that sense of the absence of trustworthy external
criticism which led him to treat everything which he had
once written down as if it were a special revelation, and to
insist with equal earnestness on his most trifiing as on his
most important pieces—on Goody Blake and The Idiot Boy
as on The Cuclov or The Duffodils. The sense of humour
is apt to be the first grace which is lost under persecution ;
and much of Wordsworth's heaviness and stiff exposition
of commonplaces is to be traced to a feeling, which he
could scarcely avoid, that “all day long he had lifted up
his voice to a perverse and gainsaying generation.”

To the pecuniary loss inflicted on him by these adverse
criticisms he was justly sensible. He was far from
expecting, or even desiring, to be widely popular or to
make a rapid fortune ; but he felt that the labourer was
worthy of his hire, and that the devotion of years to
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litrature should have bon et with sorie medoate
degree of the wrual form of pecoguitinn which the werld
acconls 0 those who work forit,  In 1820 ke spvaka of
“the whole of my nturna from the writing trade not
amounting o sevipacore pounds,” and as lite oy [643,
when at the height of his famne, e way not saliamed of
confeering the importance which ke had always attached
to this particular,

# 8o srnxible am 1" hie says, “of the deficiencies in all
that 1 write, and m far does everything that T attimpt
fall short of what I wish it to be, that even private pub.
lication, if such a term may be allowed, requires moro
reolution than I ean comizand. I have written to give
vent to my own mind, and net without hope that, some
time or other, kindred minds might bendfit Ly my
labours ; but I amm jnclined to belicve I shoold never have
ventared o send forth any verses of mine to the world,
1f it had not ben done en the pre<surs of peponal oeca
sions.  Had I been n nich man, iy proluctions, hke this
Epiatle, the Tragedy of fhe florderere, &e., would most
hkely bave been eanfinel to manuseript.”

An intepeting passage from an unpublihed Itter of
Misa Wonlawortl's, on the Whitr Dhe of Ryletone, con
firtns this statement —

~My Urother was very much pleased with your frankness 1n
tellimg us that you dud not gerfertly like bis poem.  1le wiskes
to know what your feelings werr—whether the tale 1telf did
not interest you—or whether you could not eater into the ron-
ception of Emily's eharacter, or tale delight 1o that vinonan
enmmunion which js soppoecd to bave existed between ber and
the Due D not fear to give bum pun. He 1o far too mwh
necastomed tobeabused 1o receire pain from it fat Jeast as far
»¢ e himuelf {s concerned ) My reason for asbing vou thes
questions is, that some of our friends who are equal & irers ¢
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the TFhite Doe and of my brother’s published poems, thinlk
that this poem will sell on account of the story ; thatis, that the
story will bear up those points which are above the level of the
public taste; whereas the two last volumes—except by a few
solitary individuals, who are passionately devoted to my
brother's works—are abused by wholesale.

“ Now as his sole object in publishing this poem at present
would be for the sake of the money, he would nof publish it if
he did not think, from the several judgments of his friends,
that it would be likely to bave a sale. He has no pleasure in
publishing-—ke even detests it ; and if it were not that he is nof_
over wealthy, he would leave all his works to be published after
bis death. William himself is sure that the TWhite Doe will
not sell or be admired, except by a very few, at first; and only
vields to Mary’s entreaties and mine. We are determined, how-
ever, if we are Gecelved {his time, to let him have his own way
in fature,”

These passages must be taken, no doubt, as representing
one aspect only of the poet’s impulses in the matter
With his deep conviction of the world’s real, though un-
recognized, nced of a pure vein of poetry, we can hardly
imagine him as permanently satisfied to defer his own con-
tribution till after his death, Yet we may certainly
believe that the need of money helped him to overcome
much diffidence as to publication ; and we may discern
something dignified in his frank avowal of this when it is
taken in conmexion with his scrupulous abstinence from
any attempt to win the suffrages of the multitude by
means unworthy of his high vocation. He could never,
indeed, have written poems which could have vied in
immediate popularity with those of Byron or Scott. But
the criticiams on the first edition of the Lyrical Ballads
must have shown him that a slight alteration of method,—
nay even the excision of a few pages in each volume, pages
certain fo be loudly objected to,~would have made o

FRLL 0
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marked difference in the sale and its proceeds. From this
point of view, even poems which wo may now feel to
)m’u been needlessly puente and grotesque acquiro » certain

i , when wo ghizo that tho theory which
dvm:mdml lhcxr composition was one which their anthor
was willing to uphold at the cost of some years of real
physical privation, atd of the postponement for a genera
tion of his legitimate fima




CHAPTER IX.
POETIC DICTION—% LAODAMIA "—¢ EVENING OUE.”

Tre Excursion appeared in 1814, and in the course of
the next year Wordsworth republished his minor poems,
50 arranged as to indicate the faculty of the inind which
he considered to have been predominant in the composi-
tion of each, To most readers this disposition has always
seemed somewhat arbitrary ; and it was once suguested to
Wordsworth that a chronological arrangement would be
better. The mannor in which Wordsworth met this pro-
posal indicated the limit of his absorption in himeelf—his
real desire only to dwell on his own feelings in such a
way as might make them useful to others. For he re-
jected the plan as too egotistical—as emphasizing the sue-
cession of moods in the poet’s mind, rather than the
lessons which those moods could teach. His objection
peints, at any rate, to a real danger which any man's
simplicity of character incurs by dwelling too attentively
on the changing phases of his own thought. But after
the writer's death the historical spirit will demand that
poems, like other artistic produets, should be disposed for
the most part in the order of time.

In a Preface to this edition of 1815, and a Supplemen-
tary Essay, he developed the theory on poetry already set
forth in a well-known preface to the second edition of the
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Lyrieal Ballads. Much of the matter of theso essays, re-
ceived at the time with contemptuous aversion, is now
accepted as truth; and few eompositions of equal length con-
tain so much of vigorous criticism and sound reflection.
It is only when they genenhze too confidently that they
are in danger of misl 3 for all exposi of the
art and practice of poetry ml‘st necessarily be incomplete,
Poetry, hike all the arts, is essentially a * mystery.”
Its charm depends upon qualities which we can neither
define accurately nor reduce to rule nor create again at
pleasure. Mapkind, however, are unwilling to admit
this; and they endeavour from time to time to persuade
themselves that they have discovered the rules which will
enable them to produce the desired effect And so much
of the effect can thus be reproduced, that 1t is often pos-
sible to believe for a time that the problem has been
solved  Pope, to take the instance which was prominent
in Wordsworth’s mind, was, by general admission, a poet.
But his success seemed to depend on imitable peculiant
ties; and Pope's imitators were g0 ltke Pope that 1t was
hard to draw & hne and say where they ceased to be
poets, At last, however, this imitative school began to
prove too much. If all the insipid verses which they
wrote were poetry, what was the use of wnting poetry at
all} A reactton succeeded, which asserted that poetry
depends on emotion and not on pelish, that 1t consists
precisely in those things which fngid mntators lack.
Cowper, Burns, and Crabbe, (especially in his Sir Eustace
Grey), had preceded Wordsworth as leaders of this re-
action DBut they had acted half unconsciously, or had
even at times themselves attempted to copy the very
atyle which they were superseding
Wardsworth, too, Legan with a tendency to 1mitasd

IR
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Pope, but only in the school exercises which he wrote as
a boy. Poetry soon became to him the expression of his
own deep and simple feelings; and then he rebelled
against rthetoric and unreality and found for himself
a directer and truer voice. “I have proposed to my-
self to imitate and, ss far as is possible, to adopt the
very language of men. . . . I have {aken as much
pains to avoid what is usually called poetic diction as
others ordinarily toke to produce it.” And he erected
this practice into a general principle in the following
passage

« 1 do not doubt that it may be safely affirmed that there
neither is, nor can be, any essential difference between the lan-
guage of prose and wmetrical composition. We are fond of
tracing the resemblance between poetry and painting, and,
accordingly, we call them sisters ; but where shall we find bonds
of connexion sufficiently strict to typify the affiuity between
metrical and prose composition ?  If it be affirmed that rhyme
and metrical arrangement of themselves constitute a distinction
which overtwrns what 1 have been saying on the strict affinity
of metrical language with that of prose, and paves the way for
other artificial distinctions which the mind voluntarily admits,
I answer that the language of such poetry as I am recommend-
ing is, as far as is possible, a selection of the language really
spoken by men; that this selection, wherever it is made with
true taste and feeling, will of itself form a distinction far greater
than would at first be imagined, and will entirely separate the
composition from the vulgarity and meanness of ordinary life:
and if metre be superadded thereto, I believe that a dissimititude
will be produced altogether sufficient for the gratification of a
rational mind. What other distinetion would we have?
whence is it to come P and where is it to existP”

There is a definiteness and simplicity about this descrip-
tion of poetry which may well make us wonder why this
precious thing (producible, apparently, as easily as Pope's
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imitators supposed, although by means different from
thetrs) is not offeted to us by more persons, and of better
quality. And it will not be hard to show that a good
poetical style must possess certain chamacteristics, which,
although something like them must exist in a good prose
style, are earried in peetry to a pitch so much higher as
virtually to need a spearfic faculty for their suecessful
production,

To illustrate the inadequacy of Wordsworth’s theory to
explain the ments of his own poetry, I select a stanza
from one of his simplest and most characteristic poems—
The Afliction of Margaret ~—

Perbaps some dungeon hears thee groan,
Memed, mangled by inhuman men,

Or thon upon & Desert thrown

TInhentest the hon’s Den,

Or hast been summoned to the Deep,
Thou, thou and all thy mates, to keep
An tacommumicable elcep.

Theso lines, supposed to be uttered by ‘“a poor widow
at Penrith,” afford a fair 1llustration of what VWordsworth
calls “the language really spoken by men,” with “metre
superadded ”  “What other distinction from prose,” he
asks, “would we have?” We may answer that we would
have what he has actually given us, viz, an appropriate
and attractive music, lying both in the rhythm and 1n the
actnal sound of the words used,—2 music whose com-
plexity may be imdicated here by drawing out some of its
¢lements 1n detail, at the nisk of appearing pedantic and
technical. W observe, then (a), that the general move-
ment of the lines 1s unusually slow. They contam a very
large proportion of strong aceents and long vowels, to swit
the fone of deep and despairing sorrow. In six places
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only out of twenty-cight is the accent weak whore 1
might be expeeted to be strong (in the sccond syllables
namely, of the Inmbic foot), and in each of theso case
the omission of n possible accent thraws greater weight o
the noxt succeeding accent—on the accents, that is to say
contained in the words inhuman, desert, lion, summone(
deep, and sleep.  (b) The first four lines contain subtl
alliterations of the letters d, b, m, and th. In thi
connexion it should bo remembered that when consonan
are thus repeated ot tho beginning of syllables, thos
syllables need not bo at the beginning of words; an
further, that repetitions searcely more numerous tha
chanee alone would have occasioned, may boe so placed b
the poet as to produce a strongly-felt cffect. If any o1
doubts the cffectivencss of the unobvious alliteration
hero insisted on, lot him read (1) ¢ jungle” for * desert
(2) “wmaybe” for “porhaps,” (3) ©tortured” for “mum
gled,” (4) “Dblown” for *thrown,” and he will beeon
sensible of the Inck of the metrical support which tl
cxisting consouants give one another.  The three last lin
contain one or two similar alliterations on which I need n
dwell,  (¢) The words inkerifest and summoned ave by 2
means such as ¢ a poor widow," even at Penrith, wonld cr.-
ploy ; they arcused to intensify the imagined relation which
connects the missing man with (1) the wild beasts who
surround him, and (2) the invisible Power which leads ; so
that something mysterious and awful is added to his fate,
() This impression is heightened by the use of the word
tncomminicable in an unusual sense, “incapable of being
communicated with," instead of “incapuble of being com-
municated ;" while () the expression ““to keep an incom-
municable sleep” for “to lie dead,” gives dignity to the
occasion by carrying the mind back along a train of
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literary associations of which the well-known drippera
viiyperor ¥mov of Moschus may Do taken as the type.

We must not, of course, suppose that Wordsworth
conscionsly sought these slliterations, arranged these
accents, resolved to introduee an unusual word in the Jast
line, or Jumted for a classical allusion  Dut what the
poet’s brain does not do consciousty 1t does unconsciously
2 selectsve action is going on 1M its recesses simultancously -
with the avert tran of thought, and an the degree of this
unconscious suggestiveness the richness and melody of the
poetry will depend,

No rules can secure the attainment of these effects; and
the very eame artifices whieh are delightful when used by
one man seem mechanical and offensive when used by
another. Nor is it by any means always the case that
the man who can most delicately appreciate the melody of
the poetry of others will be able to produce similar melody
himself. Nay, even if he can produce it one year it by
0o means follows that he will be able to produce it the
next.  OFf all qualifications for wnting poetry this inven-
tive music is the most arbitranly distributed, and tho
most evanescent, But it is the more jmportant to dwell
on it necessity, inasmuch as both good end bad poets are
tempted to ignore 1t. The good poet prefers 10 ascribe
his success to higher qualitics , to hus imagination, eleva-
tion of thought, descriptive faculty. The bad poet can
more eaaily urge that his thoughts are too advanced for
mankind to appreciate than that his melody is too sweet
for their ears to catch. And when the gift vanishes no
Ppoet is willing to confess that 1t is gone, so humiliating
i8 it to Juse power over mankind by the loss of something
which scems nuite independent of intellect or character

And yet s0 it is.  For rome twenty years at most (1798
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1818), Wordsworth possessed this gift of melody: During
those years he wrote works which profoundly influenced
mankind. The gift then left him ; he continued as wise and
as earnest as over, but his poems had no longer any
potency, nor his existence much public importance,

Humiliating as such reflections may scem, they are in
aceordance with actual experience in all branches of art.

_The fact is that the pleasures which art gives us are com-
plex in the extreme. We are always disposed to dwell
on such of their elements as are explicable and can
in some way be traced to moral or intellectual sources.
But they contain also other elements which are
inexplicable, non-moral, and non intellectual, and which
render most of our attempted explanations of artistic
merit so incomplete as to be practically misleading.
Among such incomplete explanations Wordsworth’s
essays must certainly be ranked. It would not be safe
for any man to believe that he bad produced frue poetry
becanse he had fulfilled the conditions which Wordsworth
lays down. But the essays effected what is perhaps as
much as the writer on art can fairly hope to accomplish,
They placed in a stiiking light that side of the subject
which had been foo long ignored ; they aided in recalling
an art which had become conventional and fantastic into
the normal current of English thought and speech.

It may be added that both in doctrine and practice
Wordsworth exhibits a progressive reaction from the ex-
treme views with which he starls towards that common
vein of good sense and sound judgment which may be
traced back to Horace, Longinus, and Aristotle, His first
preface is violently polemic. He attacks with reason that
conception of the sublime and beautiful which is repre.
sented by Dryden’s picture of * Cortes alone in his night-
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gown,” remarking that “ the mountains seem to nod their
drowsy heada” But the only example of true poetry
which he sees fit to adduce in contrast consists in a stanza
from the Babes in the Wood. In his prefuce of 1815 he
is not Jess severe on false sentiment and false observation,
But his views of the complexity and dignity of poetry
have been much developed, and he is willing now to draw
s from Shakesp Milton, Virgil,
and himself.

His own practice underwent a corresponding change.
It is only to a few poems of his earlier years that the
famous parody of the Rejected Addresses fairly applies.

My father's walls are made of brick,
But not 5o tall and not so thick

As these; and goodness me!
3y father’s beams are made of wood,
Bat never, never balf o good

Ax those that now I see?

Lines something like these might have occurred in T%e
Thornor The Idwt Boy  Notlung coull be more different
from the style of the sonnets, or of the Ode o Duty, or
of Laodamia. And yet both the simplicity of the earlier
and the pomp of the later poems were almost always
noble ; nor is the transitton from the one style to the
other a perplexing or abnormal thing. For all smcere
styles are congruous to one another, whether they be
adorned or no, as all high natures are congruous to one
another, whether in the garb of peasant or of prince.
TWhat is to both is affe vulganty,
egoism , and while the noble style can be interchangeably
childlike or magnificent, as its theme requires, the 1znoble
can neither simpliy itself into purity nor deck 1tself into
grandeur,




112 WORDSWORTH. [cnar.

It need not, therefore, surprise us to find the classical
models becoming more and more dominant in Words-
worth’s mind, till the poet of Poor Susan and The Cucloo
spends months over the attempt to translate the Aneid,—
10 win the secret of that style which he placed at the head
of all poetic styles, and of those verses which « wind,” as
he says, “with the majesty of the Conscript Fathers
entering the Senatehouse in solemn procession,” and
envelope in their imperial melancholy all the sorrows and
the fates of man.

And, indeed, so tranquil and uniform as the life which
we are now retracing, and at the same time so receptive
of any noble influence which opportunity might bring,
that a real epoch is marked in Wordsworth's poetical career
Ly the mere re-rending of some Latin suthors iv 1814-16
with a view to preparing his eldest son for the Univer-
sity. Among the poets whom he thus studied was one in
whom he might seem to discern his own spirit endowed
with grander proportions, and meditating on sadder fates.
Among the poets of the babtlefield, of the study, of the
boudoir, he encountered the first Priest of Nature, the
first poet in Europe who had deliberately shunned the
life of courts and cities for the mere joy in Nature's
presence, for *“sweet Parthenope and the fields beside
Vesevus' hill.”

There are, indeed, passages in the Georgics so Words-
worthian, as we now call it, in tone, that it is hard to
realize what centuries separated them from the Sonnet to
Lady Beaumont or from Ruth. Such, for instance, is the"
picture of the Corycian old man, who had made himself
independent of the seasons by his gardening skill, so that
“when gloomy winter was still rending the stones with
frost, still curbing with ice the rivers’ onward flow, he
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even then was plucking the soft hyacintl's Uloom, and
chid the tardy summer and delaying airs of spring.” Such,
again, is the passage where the poet breaks from the glories
of successful industry into the delight of watching the
great processes which nature accomplishes untutored and
alone, “ the joy of gazing on Cytorus waving with boxwood.
and on forests of Narycian pine, on tracts that never felt
the harrow, nor knew the care of man.”

Such thoughts as these the Roman and the English
poet had in common ;~—the heritage of untarnished souls

T nsked ; *twas whisperad ; The device
To each and a1l might well belong :
Tt is the Spirt of Parahise
That prompts such work, & Spirit strong,
That gaves to oll the solf-same bent

- Whers bifo 13 wise and 1nvocent

It is not only in tenderness but in dignity that the
‘“wise and innocent” are wont to be at one. Stropg in
tranquillity, they can intervens amd great emotions with
a master’s voice, and project on the storm of passion the
clear light of their unchanging calm  And thus 1t was
that the study of Virgil, and especially of Virgil's solemn
picture of the Underworld, prompted in Wordsworth's
mind the most majestic of his poems, his one great utter-
ance on heroe love,

He had as yet wntten littlo on any such topic as thus,
At Goslar he had composed the poems on Luey to
which allusion has already been made And after his
happy marriage he had pamnted 1n one of the best known
of his poems the sweet transmitions of wedded love, as it
moves on from the first shock and agmtation of the en-
counter of predestined souls through all tendernesses of
intimate affection into a pervading permanency and ¢alm,

1
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Seatfered, moveover, throughont his poems ave several
passages in which the passion is treated with similar force
and truth, ‘The poem which begins «"Lis said that some
have died for love™ depicts the enduring poignancy of
bereavement with an *iron pathos” that is almost too
strong for arl.  And something of the same power of
clinging attechment is shown in the sonnet where the
poet is stung with the thought that “cven for the least
division of an hour” he has taken pleasure in the life
around him, without the aceustomed tacit reference {o one
who hns passed awny,  There is o hrighter touch of con-
stancy in that other sonnet where, after lofling his fancy
play over » glad imaginary pasi, e turns to his wife,
ashamed that even in so vague a vision he could have
shaped for himself a solitary joy.

Lot er bo comprehended in the framo
Of these illusjons, or they please no more.

In later years the two sonnets on his wifo's picture sel
on that love the conseeration of faithful ago; and thero
are those who ean reeall his Jook as ho gazed on the
picture and tried to yecognize in that nged fnco the Be-
loved who to him wns over young and fair,—a look as
of ono dwelling in life-long afections with the unquestion-
ing single-heartedness of a child,

And heve it might linve been thought that ns his ox-
porience ended his power of description would have ended
too. But it was wot so, Under the powerful stimulus
of thesixth Aneid— allusions to which pervade Laodamia®
. * Laodamia should bo yvend (ns it is given in Mr Matthow
Arnold’s adwirablo volumo of seleotions) with the enrlier cons

clusicn s the second form is loss satisfictory, nnd the third, with

f!u sormontzing tone, “thus nil in vain exhorted and reproved,”
8 worst of nil,



v

<] “LAODAMIA” 11¢

throughout—with unusual labour, and by a strenuaus
effort of the imagination, Wordsworth was enabled
depict his own love in ercelsis, to imagine what aspeel
it might have worn, if it had been its destiny to deny
itself at some heroic call, and to confront with nobleness
an extreme emergency, and to be victur (as Plato hus it)
i an Olympian contest of the soul. For, indeed, th(
¢ fervent, not ungovernable, love,” which 13 the ideal tha
Protesilaus is sent to teach, is on a great scals the sam¢
affection which we have been considering in domesticity
and peace; 1t is love considered not as a revolution bu.
asa tion ; as a self-aband not io a laxer
but to a sterner law ; no longer as an invasive passion, but
a3 the deliberate habit of the soul. It is that conception
of Jove which springs inte being in the last canto of
Dante's Purgatory,—which finds m English chivalry o
noble voice,~—

1 could not love thee, dear, so much,
Loved I not hononr more

For, indeed, (aven as Plato says that Beauty 1s the splen.
dour of Truth,) so such a Love as this is the splendour of
Virtue ; it is the unexpected spark that flashes from self-
forgetful soul to soul, it is man’s standing evidence that
he “must lose himself to find humself,” and that only
when the veil of bis personality has hifted from around
him can he recognize that he 1s already 1n heaven

In a second poem inspired by this revived study of

, classical antiquity Wordsworth has traced the career of

Dion,—the worthy pupil of Plato, the philosophic ruler of
Syractse, who allowed himself to shed blood unjustly,
though for the public good, and was haunted by a spectro
symbolical of this fatal error. At last Dion was assassi-
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nated, and the words in which the poet tells his fate seom
to me Yo breaihe the very friumph of philosophy, to paint
with a touch the greatness of a spirit which makes of
Death himself a deliverer, and has its strength in the
unseen,

So were tho hopeless troubles, that involved
The soul of Dion, instantly dissolved.

n only compare these lines to that famous passage
ophocles where the lamentations of the dying (Edipus
nterrupted by the impatient summons of an unseen
mpanying god. In both places the effect is the same ;
resent to us with striking brevity the contrast between
visible and the invisible presences that may stand
1t @ man’s last hour ; for he may feel with the deso-
(Edipus that “all I am has perished "—he may sink
Dion through inextricable sadness to a disastrous
h, and then in a moment the transitory shall disappear
the essential shall be made plain, and from Dion’s
ight spirit the perplexities shall vanish away, and
ipus, in the welcome of that unknown companionship,
1 find his expiations over and his reward begun.
t is true, no doubt, that when Wordsworth wrote these
ns he had lost something of the young inimitable
m which fills such pieces as the Fountain or the
itary Reaper. His language is majestic, but it is no
rer magical. And yet we cannot but feel that he has
into these poems something which he could not have
into the poems which preceded them; that they bear
impress of a soul which has added moral effort to
de inspiration, and is mistress now of the acquired as
Las of the innate virtue. For it is words like these
i are the strength and stay of men; nor can their



] “LAODAMIA" n7

accent of lofty earneatness be simulated by the wnter's att
Literary skill may deceive the reader who seeks a literary
Pleasure alone ; and he to whom these strong consolations
are a mere imaginative luxury may be uncertain cr in-
different out of what heart they come. But those who
need them know ; spirits that hunger after righteonsness
discern their proper food; there is no fear lest they con-
found the sentimental and saperficial with thoss weighty
utterances of moral truth which are the most precious
legacy thet a man can leave to mankind.

Thus far, then, I must hold that although much of
grace had already vanished there was on the whole &
progress and elevation in the mind of lum of whom wo
treat. Dut the culminating point is here, After this—
whatever ripening process may have been at work unseen—
what is chiefly visible is the slow stiflening of the ima-
gmnative power, the slow withdrawal of the insight into
the soul of things, and a descent—a&BAnypds udAa roios—
“goft us soft can be,” to the euthapasy of a death that
was hike sleep,

The impression produced by Wordsworth’s reperusal of
Virgll in 1814-16 was a decp and lasting ome. In
1829-30 he devoted much time and labour to a irans-
latio, of the first three books of the Enerd, and 1t 13
interesting to note the gradual modification of s views
as to the true method of rendening poetry.

T have long been persuaded,” he writes to Lord Lons-
dale in 1829, < that Milton formed ns blank verss upon
the model of the Genrgics and the Eneid, and I am so
much struck with this resemblance, that I should bave
attempted Vargil m blank verse, had I not been persuaded
that no ancient suthor can with advantage be so rendered,
Their religion, their warfare, their course of action and
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feeling, are too remote from modern interest to aliow it
We require every possible help and attraction of sound
in our language to smooth the way for the admission of
things so remote from our preseat concerns. My own
notion of translation is, that if.cannot be too literal, pro-
vided these faults be avoided : baldness, in which I include
all that takes from diguity ; and strangeness, or uncouth-
pess, including harshness ; und lastly, attempts to convey
meanings which, as they cannot be given but by languid
cireumlocutions, cannot in fach be said to be given at all.
. I feel it, however, to be too probable that my trans-
Intion is deficient in ornament, because I must unavoidably
have lost many of Virgil's, and have never without
veluctance attempted a compensation of my own.”

The truth of this last self-criticism is very apparent
from the fragments of the translation which were published
in the Philolegical Museum ; aud Coleridge, to whom the
whole manuscript was submitted, justly complains of
finding “ page after page without a single brilliant note ;"
and adds, “ Finally, my conviction is that you undertake
an impossibility, and that there is no medium between a
pure version and one on the avowed principle of compen-
sution in the widest sense, i.e. manner, genius, total
effect ; I confine myself to Virgil when I say this” And
it appears that Wordsworth himself came round to this
view, for in reluctantly sending a specimen of his work
to the Philological Museum in 1832, he says,—

“Having been displeased in modern translations with the
additions of incongruous matter, I began to translate with a
resolve to keep clear of that fault by adding nothing ; but I
became convinced that a spirited translation can scarcely be
accomplished in the English langunge swithout admitting a
principle of compensation.”
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Trers §5 2 exsivas azalony between the experiences of
Corper 2ol Worlewenth in the way of trpslation,
Wertnwomd's trenduion of Virgdl was prempled by the
e Kol of ramtion arainet the reckless baxity ¢f Dryden
23 t2at wiich ingired Cowper zringdt the distorting
2324y of Pope. lo eash cae the pew translator
g2l rvme for s 2xibor and tonk a ouch Hgher view
of 2 tremlytrn's Aoty then Lix predeszesor Lad dope. Bot
12 ezt emse the Pl 20} zecarsly iramdetion wes a3
fx¥are, wiile the lumse and ornsle Gne contimned to be
2dmired.  We peed o2t oomelnde from this that the witfcl
izasrarery of Poge or Dryden wosll be any looger ex-
extle in such a worke  Bulon the other hand we roay
eeriainly f2] that potking ix peined by renderieg anancient
pret int vemse at 2l malesy that vemse be of 3 guality to
give a plere independent of the f2ithininess of the
tramslation which it eonvers

Ti trerslsions and Lagdarmia ave ot the orly indica~
tioms of the infuence which Virgll exercised over Worde-
worth, Wlether from mere similarity of feeBng, o2 from
rore or less consdons reecllection, there are freguent
gess2nes in fle Exglich which recell the Roman poen,
Wio ean bear Wordsworth deseribe how a poct on the
ielard in Grasmere

At pom

Spresds o2t bir Exbe, whle, yot tmshern, the ebeep,

Pasting bezesth the burten of their world

Lie roood Lim, evam ax if they weve 3 part

OfLis gwn Lozeebld i m
2nd ot think of the elately tendersess of Viril's

St2z ¢ oTes cirrum ; poetyi pec pemiet Taa—
a2d the focks of Aready that gatker mond in Smpathy
with the lovelorn Gallng’ weel
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So again the well-known lines—~

Not seldom, clad in radiant vest,
Deceitfally goes forth the Morn ;
Not seldom Evening in the west
Sinks smilingly forsworn,—
are almost a translation of Palinurus’ remonstrance with
“the treachery of tranquil heaven.” And when the poet
wishes for any link which could bind him closer to the
Iighland maiden who has flitted across his path as a being
of a different world from his own :—

Thine elder Brother would I be,
Thy Father, anything to thee! —

wo hear the echo of the sadder plaint—
Atque utinam e vobis unus—

when the Roman statesmun longs to be made one with the
simple life of shepherd or husbandman, and to know
their undistracted joy.

Still more impressive is the shock of surprise with
which we read in Wordsworth’s poem on Ossian the
following lines: -

Muasmus, stationed with his lyre
Supreme among the Elysian quire,
Is, for the dwellers upon earth,
Mute ns a lark ere morning's birth,

and pereeive that he who wrote them has entered—where
no commentator could conduct him—into the solemn
pathos of Virgil's dfusacum ante omnis—; where the
singer whose very existence upon earth has become a
legend and a mythic name is seen keeping in the under-

world his old pre-eminence, and towering above the
blessed dead. '
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This is a stage in Wonlsworth’s career on which his
biegrapher is tempted unduly to linger.  For we have
teached the Indian summer of his genins; it can still
shine at moments bright as ever, and with ewen a sew
majesty and calm; but we feel, nevertheloss, thit the
melodyis dying from his song; that he is hardening into selt-
repetition, into rhetoric, into sermoniring commen.plice,
and is rigid where he was oneo profound. The Thanks
giting Ode (1816) strikes death to the heart.  The acense
tomed patriotic sentiments—tho accustomed virtuous
aspirations—these are still there; but tho accent is like
that of a ghost who calls to us m hollow mimicey of
voico that once we Joved.

And yet Wondsworth’s poetie lifo was not to clasowith.
out a great symbolical epeetacle, a solemn firewell.  Sun.
set among the Cumbnan hills, often of remarhablo loputy,
once or twice, perhaps, in a scoro of years, reaches a pitch
of Mlusion and magnificenco which mdeed ecoms nothing
less than the comminghing of earth and heaven, Such a
sight—seen from Rydal Mount m 1818—aflorded onca
more the needod stimulus, and evohed that ** Brening Ole,
camposed on an evening of extraordinary splendour and
beauty,” which 1s the last consulerablo production of
Wordsworth's gemus  In this ode we rccogmze the
pecular gift of reprodueing with magical mmplicity
us it were the inmost virtuo of natural phonomena,

No sound 13 uttered, but o doep
And solemn harmony pervades

The hollow valo from ateep 1o steep,
And penctratos tho glades

Far distant images draw nigh,

Called forth by wondrous potency

Of beamy radinnce, that imbuon
Wiateer st strikes, with gem-hilko luou !
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In vision exquisitely clear

Herds range along the mounntain side
And glistening antlers nro doseried,
And gilded flocks appear.

Once more the poet brings home to us that sense’ of
belonging at once to two worlds, which gives to human
life 50 much of mysterious soleninity.

Wings at my shonlder scom to play ;

But, rooted here, I stand and gaze .
Qn those bright steps that heavenward raiso
Their practicablo way.

And the poem ends—with a deep personal pathos—in an
allusion, repeated from the Ode on Immortality, to the
light which “lay about him in his infancy,”~ the light

Full enrly lost, and fruitlessly deplored ;
Which at this moment, on my waking sight
Appears to shine, by miracle restored !

My sonl, though yet confined to carth,
Rejoices in n second birth;

—'Tis past, tho visionary splendour fades;
And night approaches with hier shades.

For those to whom the mission of Wordsworth appears
before all things as a religious one there is something
solemn in the spectacle of tho seer standing at the close of
his own apocalypse, with the consciousness that the
stiffening brain would never permit him to drink again
that overflowing sense of glory and revelation ; never, till
he should drink it new in the kingdom of God. Ho lived,
in fact, through another generation of men, but the vision
came to him no more,

Or if romo vestige of thoso gleams
Survived, "twas only in his dreams.
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We look on a man’s life for the most part as forming in
iself a completed drama. We love to see the interest
maintained to the close, the pathos deepened at the
departing hour, To die on the same day is the prayer of
lovers, to vanish gt Trafalgar is the ideal of heroic rouls
And yet—so wide and various are the issues of life—
there is & solemnity as profound in  quite different lot.
For if we are moving among cternal emotions we should
have time to bear witness that they aro eternal, Kven
Love left desolate may feel with a proud triumph that it
could never have rooted 1tself so immutably amid the joys
of 2 visible return as it can do through the constancies of
bereavement, and the hfelong memory which 1s a lifelong
hope.  And Vision, Revelation, Festasy,~—t is not only
while these are kindhng our way that we should speak
of them to men, but rather when they have passed from
us and left us only their record in our souls, whose per-
manence confirms the fiery finger winch wrote it long ago.
For as the Greeks would end the first drama of a trilogy
with a hush of and with declining notes of
alm, so to us the marrowing receptivity and persistent
steadfastress of age suggest not only decay but expectancy,
and not desth so much as slesp, or scem, as it wers, the
beginning of operations which are not measured by our
hurrying time, nor tested by any achievement te be accom-
phished here.




CHAPTER X.
NATURAL RELIGION.

It will have been obvious from the preceding pages, o
well as from the tone of other criticisms on Wordswortl
that his exponents are not content to treat his poems o
Nature simply as graceful descriptive pieces, but speak ¢
him in terms usually reserved for the originators of sow
great religions movement. The very image of Ward
worth,” says De Quincey, for instance, “as I prefigure
it to my own planet-struck eye, crushed my faculties ¢
before Elijak ot St. Paul.” How was it that poems =
simple in outward form that the veviewers of the da
classed them with the Song of Sixpence, or atb best wit
the Babes in the Wood, could affect a critic like I
Quincey,—I do not say with admiration, but with th
exceptional sense of revelation and awe? '
The explanation of this anomaly lies, as is well know:
. in! something new and individual in the way in whic
Ay ordsxsorth renatded baturc something more or le
discernible in most of his wi orks, and redeeming- eve
some of the slightest of them from insignificance, whi
conferring on the more serious and sustained pieces a
importance of a different order from that which attaches !
even the most brilliant productions of his contemporarie
To define with exactness, however, what was this ne
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element imported by our poet into man's viuﬂ: of )::ture
is faz from easy, and tequires some brief consideration of
the attivade in this vespect of his predecessors.

Thers is o much in the external world which is terrible
or uhtriendly to man, that the first impression waie o3
him by Nature as & whole, even in temperate climates, 33
usaally that of awfulness; fus admiration being reserved
for the fragments of her which be hos wtilieed for kie
own purposes, or sdormed with his own handiwork
When Homer tells us of a place

Where even & god might gaze, and stand apazt,
And feel n wondering raptare st the beart,

it fs of no prospect of sea or mountain that ke i3 speake
ing, but of a garden where everything is plasted 1 rows,
and thers is a neverending snccession of peare azd £s
These gentler aspects of Nature will bave ther muner
deties fo represept them ; but the men, of whataver res
they be, whose minds are most absorbed in the problexs
of man's posstion and destiny will tend fur the most paxt
1o some sterper and more overwhelming conception of the
som of things  “Lord, what is man that Thon ant mizdfal
of him 1" is the ery of Hebrew piety 23 well as of pndern
seience; and. the “mujestes cogmute Terum,”~the veog-
nized majesty of the universe—teaches Lucretins only
the indifference of gods and the msery of men, .
But in & well-known passage, 1o which Luesstics is
honoured as he deserves, we find nevertheless s different
N new.hmted, with o8 {mpresniveness which 3t had hard) y
acquired till then. We find Virgll implying that scren.
tifie Jnowledge of Nifure mry not de the gul wes p
amving at the trath aboat } Al

! Bont that her Yovelu
8 revelstion, and that the sonl which 14 in nx::z: :&:
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her iy justified by its own_peace. This is the he very s su]

lnm§e_1_f_ ;\s_ l_xp Jgg&m,gg@_ fll_lvlti, @Eg,fthe Eoet “wi
- fn\l-rmura near the running brooks a music_sweeter tha
their own,"—w vho scorns the man of smence “~vho woul
peep 2 'md bohmze upon ‘his mothers grave.”

The outward shows of sky and earth,
Of hill and valley, he has viewed ;
And.Jmpulses of deeper birth

Huve come to him in solitnde.

In common things that round us lie

Some random truths he can import,—
_The harvest of a quiet eye -

That broods and sleeps on his own heart.

But he is weak, both man and boy,
Hath been an idler in the land ;
Contented if he might enjoy

The things which others understand.

Like much else in the literature of imperial Rome, t]
passage in the second Georgic to which I have referr
is in its essence more modern than the Middle Age

v/ Medizeval Christianity involved a divorce from the natu
:; around us, as well as from the nature within.  With
rise of the modern spmt delight in the external world 1
‘ turns zmd from Clnucer “downwards through the whc
 course of English poebry are seattered indications of a mot
\vhlch draws from vxsﬂﬂe things an intuition of ﬂungs 0

: seen. When Wxther in_words wluch Wordsworth b

fondly _quoted, says of his muse,—

l
By the mnrmur of a spring,
k Or the least bough’s rustelling ;
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By a daisy whose leaves spread,
Sbat when Titau goes to bed,

| Or & shady bush or troe,—

| She could more mfuse in me
Than all Natare’s beautios can
Tn some other wiser Tuan,—

Le felt already, as Wordsworth_after him, that Nature 15_’ M
no mere ¢ollection of phenomena, but infuses into her J

Teast approaches some sense of her mysterious whole.
T’;saﬁes Tike this, however, must not be too alosely
pressed, The mystic element 1 Englich literature has
run for the most part into other channels; and wheny
after Pope’s reign of artificiality and convention, attention
was_redirected to the phenomena of Nature by Collins,)
Thomson, Crabbe, Cowper, Burns, and Scotf, lt
was in a spirit of sdmiming observation rather than of an
inhmate worship, Sometimes, as for the most par

Thomson, we have mere picturesqueness,—a reproduc lon¥

of Nature for the mere pleasure of reproducing her,—a
Iond of stock-taking of her habitual effects Or some- |

times, a3 in Burns, we have & glowmg spmt which looks

on Nature with a side glonce, and uses her as an accessory
to the expression of human Tove and woe. Cowper

sometimes contemplnted her as a whale, but only as
a.ﬂ'ordm" a proof of the wisdom and goodness of a per-
sonal Creator. |
“TFo express what is charactenstic in Wordsworth we
st recur fo a more 5enem1|zed conception of the rela-
tions between the natural and the spiritual worlds. e
must eay with Plato—the lawgiver of all subsequent
that the unknown realities around uws, which

I hends by the plation of




‘/;28 WORDSWORTH., {cmar.

ness,”—of an enthusiasm which is in fact inspiration.

And further, giving, as he so often-does, a half-fanciful
expression to a substance of deep meaning,—Plato dis-

tinguishes four kinds of this enthusiasm. There is ‘the

prophet’s glow of revelation ; . and the prevailing prayer
which averts the wrath of heaven and that philosophy
whu,h enters, so to say, unawares into the poet through

his : arh, and into the lover 'chrough his love. Each of

these stimuli may 80 cxalb_ the inward faculties as Yo make

a man &feos xal Exdpor, ———“bexeft of reason but filled

with divinity,”— percipient of an intelligence other and
larger than his own. To this list Wordsworth has
made an important addition. He has shown by by his
e\ample ‘and writings that the contemplatmn of Nature
may become a stimulus as mspmn" as thés"e; _ﬁny enable
us “to see into the life of things ”—as far, perhaps,
beatific vision or prophetic rapture can attain.  Assertions
so impalpable as these must Justlfy themselves by sub-
jective evidence. He who claims to give a message must
satisfy us that be has himself received it ; and, inasmuch
as transcendent things are in themselves inexpressible,
he must convey to us in hints and figures the conviction
which we need. Prayer may bring the spiritual world
near 10 us ; but when the eyes of the kneeling Dominic
seem to say “ Jo son venulo a queslo,” their look must
persuade us that the life of worship has indeed attained
the reward of vision. Art, too, may be inspired; but
the artist, in whatever field he works, must have “such a
mastery of his mystery” that the fabric of his imagination
stands visible in its own light before our eyes,—

Secing it is built
Of music; therefore never built at all,
And, therefore, built for ever.
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Love may open heaven; but when the lover would invite
us “thither, where are the eyes of Deatrice,” he must
make us feel that Lis individual passion is indeed part
and parcel of that love ““which moves the sun and the
other stars.”

And so also with Wordsworth. Unless the words
wiich deseribe the intense and sympathetic gaze with
which he contemplates Nature convince us of the reality
of “the light which never was on sea or land,”—of the
“Presence wluch disturbs him with the joy of elevated
thoughts,”~—of the authentic vision of those hours

When the Light of sense
Goes out, bat with a fash that has revealed
The 1ovisible world ;—

unless his tone awakes a responsive conviction in our-
selves, there is no argument by winch he can prove to us
that he is offering a new insight to mankmd. Yet, on
the other hand, it need not be unreasonable to see in Ius
message something more than a mere mdividual fancy,
It seems, at least, to be closely correlated wath those other
messages of which we have spoken,—those other cases
where some onginal element of our nature is capable of
being regarded as an inlet of mysti trath  For in each
of these complex aspects of religion we see, perhaps, the
modification of & primeval instinet. There 13 a pont
of view from which Revelation seems to be but trans.
fignred Sorcery, and Love transfigured Appetite, and
Philosophy man’s ordered Wonder, and Prayer lus
softening Fear. And similarly in_the natural religion
of Wordsworth we may discern the modified outcome
of other human 1mpulses hardly less umversal _of those
instincts which led our forefathers to people earth and ar
|3
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with deities, or to vivify the whole universe w ith a six

souf Tn this view the achievement of Wordsworih 1
of 2 kind which most of the moral leaders of the r
have in some way or other performed. "It was thab
turned a theology back again into a religion; that_ e
vived in a higher and purer form those pmmme ve cleme

of Teverence for - Nature’s pow ers which had diffused the

“selves into speculmon, or cryst'ﬂlued into myt] tholm
that for a system of beliefs about Nature, wlnch pfwam

become unmeaning,—he substituted an admiration
Nature 80 constant, an_understanding of her so subtls
sympathy so profound that they 1 became a wentab_l(_a_w
ship. Such worship, 1 repeat, is 1301.» w 1)3&_\}5; commo:
imply either by paganism or by pantheism. For in pag
countries, though the gods may have originally rep
sented natural forces, yet the conception of them s
becomes anthropomorphic, and they are reverenced
transcendent men; and, on the other hand, pantheisu
generally characterized by an indifference to things in
concrete, to Nature in detail ; so that the Whole, or U
verse, with which the Stoics (for instance) sought to
in harmony, was approached not by contemplating «
ternal objects, but rather by ignoring them.

Vet here I would be understood to speak only in f
most general manner. So congruous in all ages are t
aspirations and the hopes of men that it would
rash indeed to attempt to assign the moment wh
any spiritual truth rises for the first time on hwm
consciousness. But thus much, I think, may be fai
said, that the maxims of Wordsworth’s form of matu
religion were uttered before Wordsworth only in the ser
in which the maxims of Christianity were uttered beft
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To compare small things with great—or rather,
: great things with things vastly greater—the
spirit of the Lines near Tintern Albey was for
purposes as new to mankind ss the essential
{ the Sermon on fhe Mount. Not the isolated
m of moral ideas, but their fusion mto a whole in
.iable personality, is that which connects them
b a single name, Therefore it is that Words-
»enerated ; because to so many men—indifferent,
, to literary or poetical effects, as such—he has
"y the subtle intensity of his own emotion how
templation of Nature can be made a revealing
= Laove ot Prayer,—an opening, if indeed there
.V & into the transcendent world.
wophet with such a message as this will, of course,
~r the most part to the experience of exceptional
—those moments when * we see into the Iife of
* when the face of Nature sends to us “gleams
flashing of a shield ,”-—hours such as those of the
» who, gazing on the Jovely distant scene,

Would gaze till st became
Far loveher, and s heart could not gustam
The beauty, etll more beaateous,

idealist, of whatever school, is seldom content
his appeal to us upon these scattered wtwmtions
There is a whole epoch of our extstence whose
1es, differing, mdeed, i ly m vivid and

in the minds of different men, are yet suffi-
common to all men to form a favourite basis for
-*7 1 argument. *“The child is father of the
end through the recollection and observation of
" we may hope to trace our ancestry—in
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heaven above or on the carth beneath—in its most signifi
cant manifestation.

It is fo the workings of the mind of the child that th
philosopher appeals who wishes to prove that knowleflg
is recclection, and that our recognition of geometric:
truths—so prompt as to appear instinctive—depends o
our having been actually familiar with them in an carlic
world. The Christian mystic invokes with equal conf
dence his own memories of a state which seemed as ye
to know no sin i—

Happy thosoe early days, when I
Shined in my angel infancy !

Before I understood this place
Appointed for my second race,

Or taught my soul to funcy aughb
But a white, celestial thought ;

When yet 1 had not walked aboveo

A mile or two from my first Love,
And looking back at that short space
Conld seo a glimpse of His bright faces
When on some gilded cloud or flower
My gazing sounl would dwell an hour,
And in those weaker glories spy
Somo shadows of eternity ;

Beforo I taught my tongue to wound
My conscience with a sinful sound,
Or had the black art to dispense

A several sin to every sense,

But felt through all this fleshly dress
Bright shoots of everlastingness.

And Wordsworth, whose recollections were exceptic
ally vivid, and whose introspection was exceptiona
penctrating, has drawn from his own childish memor
philosophical lessons which are hard to disentangle b
logical statement, but which will roughly admit of bei
classed wnder two heads. For firstly, he has shown
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unusual delicacy of analysis in eliciting the * firstborn
affinstics that fit onr new existence to existing things {"—
in trocing the first impact of impressions which are des-
tined to give the mind 1ts earliest ply, or even, in unre-
flecting natures, fo determnine the permanent modes of
thought.  And, secondly, from the halo of pure and vivid
emotions with which our childish years are surrounded,
and the close connexicn of this emotion with external
nature, wlich it glorifies and transforms, he infers that
the eoul has enjoyed elsewhere an existence superior to
that of earth, but an existence of which external nature
retains for a time the power of reminding her.
The first of these lines of thought may be illustrated by

a passage in the Prelude, in which the boy’s mind isrepre.
sented as passing through precisely the tmin of emotion
which we may imagine to be at the root of the theology
of many barbarous peoples. He 13 rowwng at night alone
on Esthwaite Lake, Ins eyes fixed upon a ndge of crags,
#bove which nothing 1s visible :—

1 dipped my cars 1nto the silent lake,

And aa I rose upon the stroke my boat

Went hesving through the water liks & swan;—

When, from bebind that eraggy steep till then

The horizon's bonnd, » huge peak, black and huge,

As sf with voluntary power instinct

Upreared its head. I struck and struck sgamn;

And, growing etll 1n stature, the grim shape

Towered up between me and the stars, and still,

For 01t seemed, with purpose of its own,

‘And measured motion like a hving thing,

Strode after mo, With trembliog oars { turned,

And throogh the gilent water stole my way

Back to the covert of the willow-tree;

Thera in her mooring-place I left my bark,

And throogh the meadowa homeward went, 1n gr—-

And serions mood, But sfter I had scen
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That spectacle, for many duys, my brain
Worked with a dim aud undetermined sense
Of unknown modes of beivg ; o’er my thoughts
Thero hung o darkness—call it solitude,

Or blauk desertion, No familiar shapes
Remained, no pleasant images of trees,

Of ses, or sky, na colours of green fields;

But huge and mighty forms, that do not live
Like living men, moved slowly thro’ the mind
By day, aud were o trouble to mwy dreams.

In the controversy as to the origin of the worship of
inanimate objects, or of the powers of Nature, this passage
might fairly be cited as an example of the manner in
which those objects, or those powers, can impress the
mind with that awe which is the foundation of savage
creeds, while yet they are not identified with any human
intelligence, such as the spirits of ancestors or the like,
nor even supposed to operate according to any human
analogy.

Up to this point Wordsworth's reminiscences may seem
simply to illustrate the conclusions which science reaches
by other roads.  But he is not content with merely record-
ing and analyzing his childish impressiuns ; he implies, or
cven asserts, that these “fancies from afar are brought ”—
that the child’s view of the world revesls to him truths
which the man with difficulty retains or recovers. This is
not the usual teaching of science, yet it would be hard to
assert that it is absolutely impossible. The child’s instincts
may well be supposed to partake in lnrger measure of the
general instinets of the race, in smaller measure of the
special instinets of his own country and century, than
is the caso with the man, Now the feelings and beliefs
of each successive century will probably be, on the whole,
superior to those of any previous century, But this is
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not universally true; the teaching of each generation
does not thus sum up the results of the whole past.
And thus the child, to whom in a certain sense the past
of humanity is present,—who is living through the whele
lifo of therace in little, before he lives the life of his cen-
tury in large,—may possibly dimly apprehend something
more of truth m certain directions than is visible to the
adults around hum,

But, thus quabfied, the intuitions of infancy might
geem scarcely worth insisting on.  And Wordsworth, as
is well known, has followed Plato m advancing for the
child 2 much bolder claum, The child's soul, in this view,
has existed before it entered the body—has existed in a
world superior to ours, but connected, by the immanence
of the same pervading Spirit, with the material universe
befors our eyes  The child begins by feeling this material
world strange to him. But he sees 1n it, as it were, what
he has been accustomed to ses; he discerns in it its
kinship with the spintual world wluch he dimly remem-
bers ; it 1s to him ““ an unsubstantial fairy place"—a scene
at once brighter and more unreal than 1t will appear in
his eyes when he has become acclimatized to earth, And
even when this freshness of insight has passed away,
it occasionally happens that sights or sounds of unusual
beauty or carrying deep associations —a rainbow, a cuckuo's
cry, a sunset of extraurdinary splendour—will renew for
a while this sense of vision and nearness to the spintual
world—a sense which never loses its reality, though
with advancing years its presence grows briefer and more
rare,

Such, then, m prosaic is the most
message of Wordsworth  And 1t 15 to be noted that though
Wordsworth at times presents it as a coherent theary, yet
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educed from Nature mather than added to her; she is
treated as a mystic text to be deciphered, rather than as
a stimulus to roving imagination. This latter mood, in-
deed, Wordsworth feels accasionally, as in the sonnet
where the woodland sights become to him ** like a dreamt
of the whole world ;" but it is checked by the recurring
sense that “it is our business to idealize the real, and
ot to realize the ideal” Alsorbed in admiration of
antastic clouds of sunset, he feels for & moment ashamed
o think that they are unrememberable—

They are of the sky,
And from our curthly memory fado away,

3ut soon ho disclaims this regret, and reasserts the pam.
nount interest of the things that we can grasp and love,

Grove, isle, with evory shape of sky-built dome,

Though clad in colours beautiful and pure,

Find in tho heart of man no natural home:

The immortal Mind craves objects that endare:

Theso cleavoe to it ; from thesa it cannot roam,

Nor thoy from it : their fellowship is secure.

From this temper of Wordsworth’s mind, it follows
that there will be many moods in which we shall not
retain him as our companion. NMoods whicn are re-
bellious, which beat at the bars of fate; moods of
passion reckless in its vehemence, and assuming the pri-
macy of all other emotions through the intensity of its
delight or pain; moods of mere imaginative phantasy,
when we would fain shape from the well-worn materials
of our thought some fabric at once beantiful and new ;
from all such phases of our inward being Wordsworth
stands aloof. His poem on the nightingalo and the stock-
dove illustrates with half-conscious allegory the contrast
between himself and certain other poets.
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O Nightingale! thou surely art

A creature of & fiery heart —

These notes of thie—they pierce and plerco-
Tumultuoss harmony and fierco!

Thon sivg'st as if the God of wino

Had helped thee toa Valentine;

A so0g in mockery and despito

Of ghades, and dows, and sitent Night 5
And stesdy bliss, and all the loves

Now slecping iu their peacefal groves

1 heard & Stock-dove smg or say

His homely tale, this very day ;

Tis voice was buried among trees,

Yet to be como at by the breezo-

He did not cease, but cooed—and cooed,
And somewbat peusively ke wooed.

‘He sang of love with quiet blending,
Slow to begin, and never ending 3

Of serions faith and mward gleo ;

That was the Song—the Song for mo!

% Hig voice was buried among trees,” says Wordsworth ;
“a h ing the love of seclu by w}uch
this bml is marked; and charactenzing its note as not
partaking of the shrill and the piercing, and therefore
more easily deadened by the intervening shade; yet 2
note go peculiar, and withal so pleasing, that the breeze,
gifted with that love of the sound which the poet feels,
penetrates the shade m which 1t 1s entombed, and conveys
1t to the ear of the listener.”

Wordsworth's poetry on the emotional side (as dis-
tinguished from its mystical or its patriotic aspects) could
hardly be more exactly described than in the above
sentence. For while there are few poems of lus which
could be read to a mlxed audience with the certamnty of

ing an i imp » yet on the other
hand all the best ones gamn 10 an \musu:xl degree by
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repeated study ; and this is especially {ne case with those
in vwhich some {ouch of tenderness is enslirined in a scene
of beauty, which it seems to interpret while it is itself
exalted by it. Such a poem is Stepping Westward, where
the sense of sudden fellowship, and the quaint greeting
beneath the glowing sky, seem to link man’s momentary
wanderings with the cosmic spectacles of heaven. Such
are the lines where all the wild romance of Bighland
scenery, the forlornness of the solitary vales, pours itself
through the lips of the maiden singing at her work, “ as
if her song could have no ending,”—

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
Ard sings 2 melancholy strain ;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overfloming with the sound.

Such—and with how subtle a difference !~ is the Frag-
ment in which a ¢ Spirit of noonday” wears on his face
the silent joy of Nature in her own recesses, undisturbed
by beast, or bird, or man,—

Nor ever was a cloundless sky
So steady or o {air.

And such are the poems— We are Scven, The Pet Lamb,}!

} The Pet Lamb is probably the only poem of Wordsworth's
which can be charged with having done moral injury, and that
to g single individual alone.  * Barbara Lewthwaite,” says Words.
worth, in 1843, « was not, iv fact, the child whom 1 bad seen and
overheard as engaged in the poem. I chose the name for reasons
implied in the above,” (L ¢.an account of her remarkable beanty),
**and will here 2d4d a caution against the use of names of living
persone.  Within o few months afier the publication of this
poem 1 was much gurprised, and more hurt, to find it in a child’s
school-book, which, having been compiled by Livdley Murray, .
bad come into use at Grosmere School, where Barbara was o
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Lintisa, The Two April Mornings—in which the beauty
of rustic cluldren melts, as it were, into Nature herself,
and the—
Blooming girl whose hair was wet
With poiots of moruing dew

thecomes the impersonation of the season’s early joy. We
may apply, indeed, to all theso girls Wordsworth's de-
scription of leverets playing on & lawn, and eall them—

Beparate creatares in thesr several gifta
Abounding, but so fashioned that in all
That Nature prompts them to display, their Jooks,
Their starts of motion and their Sts of rest,
An andistingmshable etyle appears
And character of gladness, as 1if Spriog.
Lodged 1n their inocent bosoms, and the spirit
Of the rejoiciog Morning wero their own

My limits forbid me to dwell longer on these points.
The passages which I have been citing have been for the
most part selected as 1llustrating the novelty and subtlety
of Wordsworth's view of Nature. But it will now be
sufficiently clear how continually a strain of human -
terest is interwoven with the delight derived from im-
personal things.

Long bave I loved what I bebold,

Tho pight that ealwms, the day that cheers:
The common growth of mother earth
Snffices me—her tears, her mirth,

Her humblest mirth and tears.

The poet of the WWaggonsr—who, himself a habitu

pupil.  And, alas, T had the mortification of heanng that »
was very vam of beiog ths distingmsbed, and in after.lifo s
used to say that ehe remembered the incideat, aod what I said
ber upon the occasion”
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water-drinker, bas so glowingly described the glorification
which the prospect of nature receives in a half-intoxicated
brain—inay justly claim that he can enter into all genuine
pleasures, even of an order which he declines for himself.
With anything that is false or artificial he cannot sympa-
thize, nor with such faults as baseness, cruelty, rancour,
which seem contrary to human nature itself; but in deal-
ing with faults of mere weakness he is far less strait-laced
than many less virtuous men.

He had, in fact, a reverence for human beings as such
which enabled him to face even their frailties without
alienation ; and there was something in his own happy
exemption from such falls which touched him into re-
garding men less fortunate rather with pity than dis
dain.

Because the unstained, the clear, the crystalline,
Have ever in them something of benign.

His comment on Burns's Tam o’ Shanter will perhaps
surprise some readers who are accustomed to think of him
only in his didactic attitude.

“It is the privilege of poetic genius, he says, to cateh,
under certain restrictions of whichk perhaps at the time of
its being exerted it is but dimly conscious, a spirit of pleasure
wherever it can be found, in the walks of nature, and in the
business of men. The poet, trusting to primary instinets,
luxuriates among the felicities of love and wine, and is enraptured
while he describes the fairer aspects of war, nor does he shrink
from the company of the passion of love though immoderate—
from convivial pleasures though intemperate—nar from the
presence of war, though savage, and vecognized as the handmaid
of desolation.  Frequently and admirably has Burns given way
to these impulses of nature, both with reference to himself and
in describing the condition of others.  Who, but some impene-
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trable dunce or narrow.minded puritan in works of art, ever
- read without delight the piciore which he has drawn of the
convirial exaltation of the rastic adventurer Tam o' Shanter?
The poet fears not to tell the reader in the outset that his bero
was  desperate and soltish drunkard, whose excesses were as
frequent as his opportunitics  This reprobate sits down to his
caps while the storm is roaring, sod beaven and earth are in
conflsion ; the night is driven on by song and tumaltuoas noise,
iaughter and Jesc lb ken as the beveran improves upon lhe
po .

atais O

.« " e PECE “
T e owy

are blended 1nto one proud and happy compomwn nfehted
spirits, the anger of the tempest without doors only heightens
and sets off the enjoyment within I pity him who cannot per-
ceire that in all this, though there was no moral purpose, there

is & moral eflect.

Eiogs may be blest, but Tam was glorious,
O'er o' the s of hfe victorious.

What a lesson do these words convey of charitable indalgence
for the vicious habits of the principal actor mn the scene, and
of those who resemble him ! Men who to the ngndly virtuous
are objects almost of loathing, and whom therefore they cannot
serve! The poet, penetrating the unsightly and disgusting
surfaces of things, has unveiled with exquisite skill the finer ties
of imagination and feeling, that anm bind tl:eu beings to
practices prod: of so much unb to fves, and
to those whom it is their daty to cbemh and, as faras he puts
the reader into possession of this ntelligent sympathy, he
qualifies bim for exercising & salutary influence over the rinds
of those who nre thos deplorably enslared.”

The reverence for man as man, the sympathy for hum
in his primary relations and his essential being, of which
these comments on Tum o' Shanter form so remarkable
an example, 15 a habrt of thought too ingmined i all
Wordaworth's works to call for specific illustration.  The

/_
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honoured among the Cumbrian dales should be the temper
of all Englend, now and for ever.

Our discussion of Wordsworth's form of Natural Religion
has led us back by no foreed transition to the simple life
which he described and shared. Treturn to the story of
his later years,—if that be called a story which derives no
interest from 1ncident or passion, and dwells only on
the slow broodings of o meditative soul,



CHAPTER XL

ITALIAN TOUR — ECOLESIASTICAL SONNETS—FPOLITICAL
VIEWS~LAUREATESHIP,

Worpswortn was fond of travelling, and indulged this
taste whenaver he could afford it. Comparing himself
and Southey, he says in 1843: “My lamented friend
Southey used to say that had he been a Papist, the course
of life which in all probability wonld have been his was
that of a Benedictine monk, in a convent furnished with
an inexhaustible library. Books were, in fact, his passion ;
and wandering, 1 can with truth affirm, was mine; but
this propensity in me was happily counteracted by inability
from want of fortune to fulfil my wishes” We find
him, however, frequently able to contrive a change of
scene. His Swiss tour in 1790, his residence in France
in 1791-2, his residence in Germany, 1798-9, have been
already touched on. Then came a short visit to France
in August 1802, which produced the sonnets on West-
minster Bridge and Calais Beach. The tour in Scotland
which was so fertils in poetry took place in 1803. A
gecond tour in Scotland, in 1814, prodnced the Brownie's
Cell and a few other pieces. And in July, 1820, he set
out with his wife and sister and two or three other friends
for a tour through Switzerland and Italy.

This tour produced a good deal of poetry ; and here and
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there are touches whick recall the ol in<piration. Such
ia the comparison of the clouds about the Engelbery fo
hovering angels ; and such the description of the eclipre
falling upon the population of statues which throng the
pinnacles of Milan Cathedral. But for the most part the
poems relating to this tour have an artificial look ; the
sentiments in the vale of Chamouni seem to have been
laboriously summoned fur the occasion; and the poet’s
admiration for the Itallan maid and the Helvetian girl is
a mere shadow of the old feeling for the Highland gird,
to whom, in fact, he fecuns obliged to recur in order fo
give reality to his new emotion

To conclude the subject of Wordsworth's travels, I will
mention hers that in 1823 he made a tour in Holland,
and in 1824 in North Wales, where his sonnet to the
torrent at the Devil's Bridge recalls the Swiss scenery
seen in his youth with wigour and dignity. In 1828 he
made another excursion in Belgium with Coleridge, and
in 1829 he wisited Ircland with his friend MMr. Marshall
Neither of these tours was prodacttve. In 1831 he paid
a visit wath s danghter to Sir Walter Scott at Abbots-
ford, before bis departure to scek health in Italy, Scott
received them cordrally, and had strength to take them to
the Yarrow  “ Of that excursion,” says Wordsworth, “ the
versea Yarrow Revisfed are a memorial.  On our return in
the afternoon we had to cross the Tweed, directly oppostte
Abbotsford. A rich, but sad light, of rather a purple than
a golilen hue, was spread over the Eildon hills at that
moment, and, thinking 1t probable that 1t might be the last
time Sir Walter would cross the stream (the Tweed), I was
not & littlo moved, and expressed some of my feelngs in
the sonnet beginning, A trouble not of clowds nor weeping
rain, At noon on Thursiay we left Abbotsford, and on
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the morning of that day Sir Walter and I had a serious
conversation, 1éte-a-1éfe, when he spoke with grativde of
the happy life which, upon the whole, he had led. He
had written in my daughter’s album, before he came into
the breakfast-room that morning, a few stanzas addressed
to her ; and, while putting the book into her hand, in his
own study, standing by his desk, he said to ler, in my
presence, ‘ I should not have done anything of this kind
but for your father's sake ; they are probably the last
verses I shall ever write” They show how much his
mind was impaired : not by the strain of thought, but by
the execution, some of the lines being imperfect, and one
stanza wanting corresponding thymes. One letter, the
initial S., had been omitted in the spelling of his own
name."

There was another tour in Scotland in 1833, which
produced Memorials of little poetie value. And in 1837
he made 2 long tour in Ttaly with Mr. Crabb Robinson,
But the poems which record this tour indieate a mind
searcely any longer susceptible to any vivid stimulus
except from accustomed objects and ideas. The Musings
near Aquapendente are musings on Scott and Helvellyn;
the Pine T'ree of Monte Mario is interesting because Sir
George Beaumont has saved it from destruction; the
Cuckoo at Laverna brings oll childhood back into his
heart. ¢ I remember perfectly well,” says Crabb Robin-
son, “that I heard the cuckoo at Laverna twice before he
heard it ; and that it absolutely fretted him that my ear
was first favoured ; and that he exclaimed with delight,
‘Thearit! Thearit!I"” This was his last foreign tour;
nor, indeed, are these fours very noticeable except as
showing that he was not blindly wedded to his own lake
scenery ; that his admivation could face comparisons, and
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keep the same vividness when he was fresh from other
orders of beauty.

The productions of these later years took for the most
part a didactic rather than a descriptive form. In the
volume entitlid Poems chiefly of Early and Later Years,
published in 1842, were many hortatory or ecclesiastical
pieces of inferior ment, and among them various addi-
tions to the Eeclesiastical Skefches, a series of eonncts
begun in 1821, but which ke continued to enlarge,
spending on them much of the energies of his later years.
And although it is only in a few instances—as in the
description of King’s College, Cambridge—that these son-
nets posscss force or charm enough to rank them high as
poetry, yet they assume a certain value when we consider
not 80 much their own adequacy as the greater inadequacy
of all rival attempts in the s2me direction.

The Episcopalian Churchman, in this country or in
the United States, will certainly nowhere find presented
fo him in poetical form o dignified and comprehensive a
record of the struggles and the glories, of the vicissitudes~
and the edification, of the great body to which he belongs.
Next to the Anglican liturgy—though next at en im-
mense interval—these sonnets may take rank as the
anthentic exposition of her histone Leing—an exposition
delivered with hing of her own d 1 dignity,
and in her moderate and tranquil tone.

I would not, however, seem to claim too much. The
religion which these later poems of Wordsworth's embody
is rather the stately tradition of a great Church than the
angs and aspirations of & holy soul. There is little in
them~whether for good or evil—of the stufl of whicha
Taul, a Francis, 2 Domunic are made, That fervent emo-
tion—akin to the passion of love rather than to1n ~
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tual or moral conviction—finds voice through singers of a
very different tone. It is fed by an inward anguish and
felicity which, to those who have not felt them, seem as
causeless as a lover's moods ; by wrestlings not with flesh
and blood ; by nights of despairing self-abasement ; by
ecstasies of an incommunicable peace. How great the
gulf between Wordsworth and George Herbert l—Her-
bert “ offering at heaven, growing and groaning thither,”
—and Wordsworth, for whom the gentle regret of the
lines,—

Mo this unchartered freedom tires,

I feel the weight of chance desires,—
forms his most characteristic expression of the selfjudg-
ment of the solitary soul.

Waordsworth accomplished one reconciliation of great
importance to mankind. He showed, as plainly in his
way as Socrates had shown it long ago, with what readiness
n profoundly original conception of the scheme of things
will shape itself into the mould of an established and ve-
nerable faith.  He united the religion of the philosopher
with the religion of the churchman ; one raver thing he
could not do; he could not unite the religion of the phile-
sopher with the religion of the saint. It is, indeed,
evident that tho most inspiring feeling which breathes
through Wordsworth’s ecclesiastical picces is not of
a doctrinal, not even of a spiritual kind. The ecccle-
siastical as well as the politicsl sentiments of his
Iater years are prompted mainly by the admiring love
with which he regarded the structure of English society—
seen as that society was by him in its simplest and most
poctic aspect. This concrete attachment to the scenes
about him had always formed an important element in his
chamcter.  Ideal politics, whether in Church or State,
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liad never occupied his mind, which sought wather to find
its informing principles embodied in the Ingland of his
own day. The sonnet On a Parsonage in Ocfordehire
well ilustrates tho loving minutencss with whith be
drasws out the beauty and fitness of the established scheme
of things,—the power of English country Iife to eatisfy so
many moods of fecling.

The country-seat of the English squire or nobleman has
become—may we not say t—one of the world's chosen types
of a happy and a stately home.  And Wordsworth, espe-
cially in his poems which deal with Coleorton, has shown
how deeply he felt the sway of such s home's hereditary
majesty, its secure and tranquillizing charm., Yet there
are moods when the heart which deeply feels the ine-
quality of human lots turns towards a humbler jdeal,
There are moments when the broad park, the haily and
towers, seem no longer the fiting frame of human great.
ness, but rather an isolating solitude, an unfeeling triumph
over the poor.

In such & mood of mund it will not always satisfy us to
dwell, s Wordaworth has so often done, on the virtue
and happiness that gather round a cottage bearth, —which
wo must, after all, judge by a somewhat less exacting
standard.  We turn rather to the “refined rusticity ” of
an English Parsonage Lome

Whero holy ground begios, unhallowed ends,
15 marked by no distinguishalle hne,
The turf uniten, the pathways intertwing —

and the clergyman's sbode has but 8o much of dignity as
Lefits the mnister of the Church which is the hamlet's
centre; enough to suggest the old Athenian buast of
beauty without extravagance, and study withont ef
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nacy ; enough to show that dwellings where not this
lifo but another is the prevailing thought and care, yet
need not lack the graces of culture, nor the loves of

home,
The sonnet on Seathwaite Chapel, and the hfe of

Robert Walker, the incumbent of Seathwaite, which is
given at length in the notes to the sonnets on the
Duddon, afford a still more characteristic instance of the
clerical ideal towards which Wordsworth naturally
turned. In Robert Walker he had a Cumbrian statesman
turned into a practical saint ; and he describes him with o
gusto in which his laboured sonnets on Laud or on Dissen-
sions are wholly deficient.

It was in social and pohtlcqi matters that the con-
sequences of this idealizing view of the facts around him
in Cumberland were most apparent. Take education, for
example. Wordsworth, as has been already stated, was
one of the carliest and most impressive assertors of the
national duty of teaching every English child to read.
He insists on this with a prosnic earnestness whieh places
several pages of the Excursion nmong what may be called
the standing bugbears which his poems offer to the inex-
perienced reader And yet as soon as, through the
exertions of Bell and Lancaster, there secems to be some
chance of really educating the poor, Dr. Bell, whom
Coleridge fondly imagines as surrounded in heaven by
multitudes of grateful angels, is to Wordsworth a name of
horror.  The mistresses trained on his system are called
“Dr. Bell’s sour-looking teachers in petticoats.” And the
instruction reccived in these new-fangled schools is com-
pared to ““the training that fits a Dboxer for vietory in the
ring.” The reason of this apparent inconsistency is not
far to seek.  Wordsworth’s eyes were fixed on the village

:
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fife sround him. Obesyraiia of that L:i i _:m\\z.t'!l
}im the imperative necessity of instrestita 1 rea.;:n;
But it was from 3 monal, rather fhan & m‘.el!ac.':.-
point of view that he regunded it as peadfal, and, this
opening into the world of ideas once secared, he held th.ax
the cultivation of the home affections and home duties
was all thet was needed besond. And thus the West-
morelsnd dame, 10 her Summer seat in the garden, and
in wipter by tho fireside,” was elevated jnto the unexpected
posttaon of the iden) instructress of youth.
Conservatism of this kind could provoke nothing bt &
sympathetic emile, The case was Qifferent when the same
1 de—tendency showed itself on
wubjects on which patty-feehing ran high. A great patt of
the meditative energy of Wordsworth’s later years was
abeorbed by questions towards whose solution he contri-
‘buted no new element, and which filled hum with dispro-
portionate fears, And some injustice has been done to
his memory by those wha have not fully realized the pre-
disposing cuuses winch were ab work,—the hnudity of age,

and the deeprooted attachment to the England which he
knew.

conser

Tepesk of age, perhaps, somewhat prematurely, as the
poet's gradually growing conservatiom culmimated in his
opposition to the Catholic Rehief Bill, before he was sixty

ears ofd. But there 13 nothing to wonder at 1n the fact
hat tbe wind of a man of brooding and solitary habate
hould. show traces of sdvancing age estlier than is the
ase with statesmen or men of the world, who are obliged
‘s hep. themselves constantly alve to the \deas of the
gener:\tlon t%:nt 1s riymg around them, A deadness to
bew am K

g

efforts 1o fresh directions, & tendency to travel the same

u

to make imtell
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mental pathways over and over again, and fo wear the
ruts of prejudice deeper at every step ; such fraces of age
as these undoubtedly manifested themselves in the way in
which the poet confronted the great series of changes—
Catholic Emancipation, Reform Bill, New Poor Law, on
which England entered about the year 1829.  “ My sixty-
second year,” Wordsworth writes, in 1832, “will soon be
completed ; and though I have been favoured thus far in
health and strength beyond most men of my age, yet I
feel its effects upon my spirits; they sink under a pres-
sure of apprehension to which, at an earlier period of my
life, they would probably bave been superior.” To this
it must be added, that the increasing weakness of the
poet’s eyes seriously limited his means of information.
He hind never read much contemporary literature, and he
read Jess than cver now. He had no fresh or comprehen-
sive knowledge of the general condition of the country,
and he really believed in the prognostication which was
uttered by many also who did nof believe in it, that with
the Reform Bill the England which he knew and loved
would practically disappear. But there was nothing in
him of the angry polemic, nothing of the calumuious
partisan.  One of the houses where }Mr, Wordsworth was
mast intimate and most welcome was that of a reforming
member of parliament, who was also a manufacturer, thus
belonging to the two classes for which the poet had the
greatest ubhorrence. But the intimacy was mever for a
moment shaken, and indeed in that house Mr, Wordsworth
cxpounded the ruinous tendency of Reform and manufac-
tureswith oven unusual copiousness, on account of the admir-
ing affection with which he felt himself surrounded. The
tone in which he spoke was never sach as could give pain
orexciteantagonism ; and—if Imay be pardoned for descend-
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inglo a detail which well illustrates my position ~the only
rejoinder which these diatribes provoked was that the past
on his arrival was sometimes decoyed into uttering them to
the younger members of the family, whose time wes of lesq
value, 66 a3 to set his mind free to return 10 those topica of
more permanent interest where his conversation kept ta the
last all that tenderness, nobility, wisdom, which in that
family, s in many others famuliar with the celebrated
persons of that day, won for him a regard and 8 reverence
such as was accorded to no other man.

To those, indeed, who realized how deeply he felt thees
changes,—how profoundly his notion of national happiness
was bound np with a lovely and vanishing jdeal,~the
prominent seflection was that the hopes and principles
which maintained through all an underlying hope and
trust in the foture must have been potent indeed. Tt was
10 easy optimizm which prompied the Jines written in
1837—one of his latest utterances—in which he speaks to
himgelf with strong selfjudgment and resolute hope. On
reading thern one shrmke from dwelling longer upon an
old man’s weakness and a brave man's fears,

If this great world of joy and pain
Revolve in one sare track

1f Freedom, set, renive sgaip,
And Yirtoe, flown, come back,—

Woe to the parblind erew who £l
The heart with each day'y enre,

XNor learn, from past and foture, ekafl
To beat 8vd to forbear.

The poet had also dunng these years more of private
sorrow than his tranquil hife had for & long trme expe~
rienced. In 1832 his sister had a most eerons ilness,

I
it
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which kept her for many months in a state of great pros
tration, and left her, when the physical symptoms abated,
with her intellect painfully impaired, and her bright
nature permanently overclouded. Coleridge, too, was
nearing his end. * He and my beloved sister,” writes
Wordsworth, in 1832, “are the two beings to whom my
intellect is most indebted, and they are now proceeding,
as it were, pari passu, along the path of sickness, I will
not say towards the grave, but I trust towards a blessed
tmmortality,”

In July, 1834, “ every mortal power of Coleridge was
frozen at its marvellous source.” And although the carly
intimacy had scarcely been maintained,—though the
% comfortless and hidden well” had, for 2 time at least,
replaced the “living murmuring fount of love” which
used to spring beside Wordsworth’s door,— yet the loss
was one which the surviving poet deeply felt. Coleridge
was the only contemporary man of letters with whom
Wordswortly's connexion hiad been really close ; and when
Wardsworth is spoken of as one of a group of poets ex-
emplifying in various ways the influence of the Revolu-
tion, it is not always remembered how very little he had
to do with the other famous men of his time, Scott and
Southey were valued friends, but he thought little of
Scott’s poetry, and less of Southey's. DByron and Shelley
he seems scarcely to have read; and he fiailed altogether
toappreciate Keats.  But to Coleridge his mind constantly
reverted ; he called him “the most wonderful man he had
ever known,” and he kept him as the ideal auditor of his

own poems, long after Coleridge had listened to the
Prelude,—~

A song divine of high and passionate thoughts
To their own music chanted.
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In 1836, moreaver, died one for whom Coleridge, as
well as Wordsworth, had felt a very high respect and re-
gard—Sarsh Hutchi Mre, Wordsworth'ssister, and long
the inmate of Wordsworth's houschold. This most valued
friend had been snother mstance of the singular good
fortune which attended Wordsworth in his domestie con-
nexions; and when she was 1aid in Grasmere churchyaxd,
the stone above her tomb expressed the wish of the poet
and his wife that, even as her remains were laid beside
their dead children’s, so their own bodies also might be
1aid by bers.

And pow, while the inner cirele of friends and relations
began to pass away, the outer circle of admirers was
rapidly spreading. Between the years 1830 and 1840
Wordsworth passed from the apostls of a chique into the
most 1lustrious man of letters 1n Epgland. The rapi-
dity of this change was not due io any remarkable
aceident, nor to the appearance of sny mew work of
genius, It was merely an extreme instance of what must
always occur where an autbor, running counter to the
fashion of his age, bas to create his own public in
defiance of the established critical powers. The disciples
whom he draws round him are for the most part young,
the established authorities are for the most part old ; so
that by the time that the original poet 13 about suxty years
old, most of his admirers will be about forty, and most of
bis eritics will be dead. His admirers now become s
aceredited eritics ; his works are widely introduced to the

public; and if they are really good his reputation 18
tecure. In Wordsworth's case the detractors had heen
unusually persistent, and the reaction, when 1t came, was
therefore unusually violent ; 1t was even somewhat facti-
tious in its extent; and the Poems were forced by
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enthusiasts upon a public which was only half ripe for
them. After the poet's death a temporary counter-reaction
succeeded, and his fame is only now finding its permanent
level,

Among the indications of growing popularity was the
publication of an American edition of Wordsworth’s
poems in 1837, by Professor Reed of Philadelphin, with
whom the poet interchanged many letters of interest.
* The acknowledgments,” he says in one of these, ““which
I receive from the vast continent of America are among
the most grateful that reach me. What a vast field is
there open to the English mind, acting through our noble
language ! Let us hope that our authors of true genius
will not be unconscious of that thought, or inattentive to
the duty which it imposes upon them, of doing their
utmost to inmstruct, to purify, and to elevate their
readers.”

But of all the manifestations of the growing honour in
which Wordsworth was held, none was more marked or
welcome than the honorary degree of D.C.L. conferred on
him by the University of Oxford in the summer of 1839.
Keble, as Professor of Poctry, introduced him in words of
admiring reverence, and the enthusiassm of the audience
was such as had never been evoked in that place hefore,
“ except upon the occasions of the visits of the Duke of
Wellington.” The collocation was an interesting one. The
special claim advanced for Wordsworth by Keble in his
Latin oration was “that he had shed a celestial light upon
the affections, the occupations, the piety of the poor.” And
to many men besides the author of the Christian Year it
seemed that this striking scene was, as it were, another
visible triumph of the tewper of mind which is of the
essenco of Christianity ; a recognition that one spirit
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ote had become as 2 little child, and hal entered into
e kingdom of heaven.

Tn October, 1842, another token of public reepect was
stowed on him in the shaps of an annuity of 300L 2
ear from the Civil List for distinguished literary merit.
T need scarcely add,” says Sir Robert Peel, in making
e offer, *that the acceptance by you of this mark of
vour from the Crown, considering the grounds on which
. is proposed, will impose no restraint upon your perfect
wdependence, and involve mo obligation of a personal
atare” In March, 1843, came the death of Southey, and
13 few days Wordsworth received a Jetter from Fatl De
1 Warr, the Lonl Chamberlain, offering him, in the most
ourteons terms, the office of Poet Laureate, which, how-
ver, he respectfully declined a3 imposing daties, © which,
ar advanced in life as T am, I cannot venture to under-
ake,”

This letter brooght a reply from the Lord Chamberlain,
ressing the office on him again, and a letter from Sir
2obery Peel which gave digmfied expression o the
wational feeling in the matter. “The offer,” he says,
‘was made to you by the Lord Chamberlain, with my
mttte concurrence, not for the purpose of imposing on
jou any nnerous or disagrecable duties, but in order to
pay you that tribute of respect which is justly due to the
brst of living poets. The Queen enticely approved of the
nomination, and there is one unanimous feeling on the
part of all who have heard of the proposal (and it is
pretty generally known) that there could not be a question
about the selection. Do not be deterred by the fear of
any obligations which the appoi may be
toimply. I will undertake that you shall have noﬂ.\mn
required from you. But as the Queen can select for thls
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honourable appointment no one whose claims for respect
and honour, on account of eminence as & post, can be
placed in competition with yours, I trust you will not
longer hesitate to accept it.”

This letter overcame the aged poet's scruples ; and he
filled with silent dignity the post of Laureate till after
geven years' space a worthy successor received

This laurel greener from the brows
Of him that uttered nothing base.
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into the Lake country may be considered under two heads,
as affecting the residents, or as affecting the visitors them-
selves. And first as to the residents. Of the.wealthier
class of these I say nothing, as it will perhaps be thought
that their inconvenience is outweighed by the possible
profits which the railway may bring to speculators or
contractors. DBub the effect produced on the poorer
residents,—on the peasantry,—is a serious matier, and the
danger which was distantly foreseen by Wordsworth has
since his day assumed grave proportions. And lest the
poet’s estimate of the simple virfue which is thns jeo-
pardized should be suspected of partiality, it may be
allowable fo corroborate it by the testimony of an eminent
man, not a native of the district, though a settler therein
in later life, and whose writings, perhaps, have done more
than any man’s since Wordsworth fo increase fhe sum
of human enjoyment derived both from Art and from
Nature.

*“The Border peasantry of Scotland and England,” says
Mr. Ruskin,! “painted with absolute fidelity by Scott and
Wordsworth,—(for leading types out of this exhaustless
portraiture, I may name Dandie Dinmont, and Michael,)
are hitherto a scarcely injured race; whose strength and
virtue yet survive to represent the body and soul of
England, before her days of mechanical decrepitude, and
commercial dishonour. There are men working in my
own fields who might have fought with Henry the Fifth
at Agincourt, without being discerned from among his
knights; I can take my iradesmen’s word for a thousan’ - -
pounds; my garden gate opens on the latch to the ’
road, by day and night, without fear of any foot ¢

v A Protest against the Extension of Railways in
trict,—Simpkin, Marshall, and Co., 1876,
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Lt my own ; and my girlguests may wander by road or
moorland, or throngh every boshy dell of this wild wood,
free as the heather-bees or squirrels, What effect on the
1 of such a population will be produced by the
influx of that of the suburbs of our manufacturing towns
there 13 evidence enough, if the reader cares to ascertain
he facts, in every newspaper on his morning table

There remains the question of how the greatest bene-
fit is o bo secured to visitors to the country, quite apart
from the welfare of its more permanent inhabitants, A4
first sight this question seems to present a problem of
a well known order—to find the point of maximum plea-
sure to mankind in s case where the intensity of the
pleasure varies inverscly as its extension—where each
fresh person whio shares it diminishes pro fanfo the plea-
sure of the rest, Dut, as Wordsworth has pointed out,
this 1s not in reality the question here. To the great
mass of cheap excursionists the characteristic scenery of
the Lakes is in itsclf hardly a pleasure at all. The plea-
sure, indeed, which they derive from contact with Nature
is great and important, but it is one which could be
offered to them, not only as well but much better, near
their own homes.

“1t is benignly ordained that green fields, clear blue skies,
runniog streams of pure water, nch groses and woods,
orchards, and all the ordinary varieties of rural natare shonld
find an easy way to the aftections of all men. But a taste
besond this, however desirable it may be that every ome
should possess it, is not to be implanted at once, it must
be gradually developed both in nations and individuals, Rocks
and mountains, torrents and wide-spread waters, and all those
features of nature which o to the composition ofsnch scenes as
this part of England is distinguished for, cannot, in therr Sner
relations to the human mind, be comprehended, or even very
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imperfectly conceived, without processes of culture or oppor-
tunities of observation in some degree habitual. In the eye of
thousands, and tens of thousands, a rich meadow, with faf cattle
grazing upon it, or the sight of what they would call a heavy
crop of corn, is worth all that the Alps and Pyrenees in their
utmost grandenr and beauty evuld show to them; and it is
noticeable what trifling conventional prepossessions will, in
common minds, not only preclude plensure from the sight of
natural beauty, but will even turn it into an object of disgust.
In the midst of a small pleasure-ground immediately below my
house, rises a detached rock, equally remarkable for the beauty
of its form, the ancient oaks that grow out of it, and the flowers
and shrubs which adorn it. ¢ What a nice place would this be,’
said o Manchester tradesman, pointing to the rock, if that ugly
lump were but out of the way.” Men as little advanced in the
pleasure which such objects give to others, are so far from being
rare that they may be said fairly to represent a large majority
of mankind. This is the fact, and none but the deceiver and
the willingly deceived can be offended by its being stated.”

And, since this is so, the true means of raising the
taste of the masses consists, as Wordsworth proceeds to
point out, in giving them,—not a few hurried glimpses of
what is above their comprehension,—but permanent oppor-
tunitics of learning at leisure the first great lessons which
Nature has fo teach. Since he wrote thus our towns have
spread their blackness wider still, and the provision of
parks for the recreation of our urban population has
become a pressing national need. And here again the
very word recreafion suggests another unfitness in the
Lake country for these purposes. Solitude is as charac-
teristic of that region as beauty, and what the mass of
mankind need for their refreshment—most naturally and
justly—is not solitude but society.

The silence that is in the starry sky,
The sleep that is among the lonely hills,
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likely to forget that in every class, even the poorest, are
found exceptional spirits which some inbred power has
attuned already to the stillness and glory of the hills. In
what way the interests of such men may best be consulted,
he has discussed in the following passage.

« () natare, 8’ thy shows an’ forms
To feeling pensive hearts hao charms!”

“So exclaimed the Ayrshire ploughman, speaking of
ordinary rural nature under the varying influences of the
seasons; and the sentiment has found an echo in the
bosoms of thousands in as humble a condition as he him-
self was when he gave vent to it.  Bub then they were .
feeling, pensive hearts—men who would be among the
first to lament the facility with which they had approached
this region, by a sacrifice of so much of its quiet and
beauty as, from the intrusion of a milway, would be
inseparable, What can, in {ruth, be more absurd than
that either rich or poor should be spared the trouble of
travelling by the high roads over so shorb a space, accord-
ing to their respective means, if the unavoidable conse-
quence must be a great disturbance of the retirement, and,
in many places, a destruction of the beauty, of the country
which the parties are come in search of 7 Would not this
be pretty much like the child’s cutting up his drum to
learn where the sound came from 1”

The truth of these words has become more conspicuous
since Wordsworth's day. The Lake country is now both
engirdled and intersccted with milways. The point to
which even the poorest of genuine lovers of the mountains
could desire that his facilities of cheap locomotion should
be carried has been rot only reached but far overpassed.
If he is not content to dismount from his mailway car-
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riage at Coniston, or Seaseale, or Bowness,—at Tenrith, or
Troutbeck, or Keswick,—and to move st eight miles o
Tiour in a coach, ot at four miles an hour on foot, while
he studies that small intervening tract of country, of
which every mile 13 & separate gem,~—when, we may ask,
ir he to dismount? what 4 ho to stady? Or is nothung
to be expected from Nature but a series of dissolving
views?
1t is impassibls Lo fecl sanguine as to the future of this
irreplaceable national possession, A real delight in scenery,
~apart from the excitements of sport o mountaineering,
for which Scotland and Switzerland are better suited than
Cumberland,~is ghll too rare a thing among the wealthier
23 among the poorer classes to be able to compele with
zuch a power as the Railway Interest, And it is little
Lkely pow that the Government of England should ast
with regard to this district as the Government of the
Uhited States has acted with regard to the Yosemite and
Yellowstone valleye, and guard o5 a nationsl possessiom
the beaoty which will become rarer and more preciwus
with every generation of men. But it 13 in acy e=s
desirable that Wordsworth’s unanswered train of xi»:.;:‘_:ns
on the subject should be kept in view—that i sho33
clearly understood that the one argument for rmakom

while it is certain that each rokway exte:
to the peasantry of the distriet, a2d 1o 27 rem=s v=-
rcally earo for its scenery, while conforsne 2
the crowds who are dragged many mibe iz
not enjoy, instead of having whss
eecured to them, as it oupht 1 b, 22 o o
It is prodable that all this wil emrmms =
vain, Railways, and mines, go? e
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their way, till injury has become destruction. The
natural sanctuary of England, the nurse of simple and
noble natures, “the last region which Astrea touches with
flying feet,” will be sacrificed—it is scarcely possible to
doubt it—to the greed of gain. We must seek our con-
solation in the thought that nv outmge on XNature is
mortal ; that the ever-springing affections of men create
for themselves continually some fresh abode, and inspire
some new landscape with a consecrating history, and as
it were with a silent soul. Yet it will be long ere round
gome other lakes, upon some other hill, shall cluster
rories as pure and high as those which hover still
ind Rydal and Grasmere, and on Helvellyn's windy
mit, “and by Glenridding Screes and low Glencoign.”
Vith this last word of protest and warning,--uttered,
L may seem to the reader, with unexpected force and
vietion from out of the tranquillity of a serene old
—Wordsworth's mission is concluded. The prophecy
ais boyhood is fulfilled, and the ¢ dear native regions”
mee his dawning genius rose have been gilded by the
ray of its declining fire. There remains but the
westic chronicle of a few more years of mingled sad-
sand peace. And I will first cite a chamcteristic pas-
» from a letter to his American correspondent, Mr.
d, describing his presentation as Laurcate to the

on i—
The reception given me by the Queen at her ball was
b gracious. Mrs. Everett, the wife of your Minister,
ng many others, was a witness to it, without knowing
T was, It moved her to the shedding of tears.
i effect was in part produced, I suppose, by American
ts of feeling, as pertaining to a republican govern-
t. To see a grey-haired man of seventy-five years of
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s young woman, 18 2 MR Astor of either eex,
tially democratic do ol prepase & EpeC heh &
and most maturally place the opinions upon whid i
republic ix founded, and the sentiments which sapport it,
in strong contrast with a government baged and upheld a3
ouss s .

Ta the eame letter the poet introduces an ominous allo-
a0m 1o the atate of Bis 2sughter's health, Dora, bis only
danghter who swrvied cluldhood, was the darhng' of
Wordsworth's sge, In her wayward galety and bright
inteligence there was much to remind him of his Bistel’.s
youtl; and his elinging natore wound iteelf round this
vew Dora g8 tenderly 29 i¢ had ever done round her who
waa pow oply the ohject of loving compassion and care.
To 1841 Dora Wordsworth mamied Mr Quillinan, an ex-
officer of the Guards, and a man of great hiterary taste
and some original power In 1821 he had settled fof a
tite in the vale of Rydal, mainly for the sake of Words
worth's aciety ; and ever since then he had been an inti-
wate sud valued friend. He had beep married beforc,
but hiswnfe died in 1832, keaving hurs two danghters,
one of whom was named from the murmuring Roths, and
was god<hild of the poet. Shortly after marnage, Dora
Quilinan’s health began to il In 1845 the Quillinans
went to Oporto 1n search of health, and returned 1n 1846,
in the trust that it was regawned, But in Jaly 1847 Dora
Quillwan ded at Digdal, snd Yefy her father to moum
for bus few remaiving years hus * immeasopable loss ”

The depth and daration of Wordsworth's grief in such

‘Teavernents s fell ta his Jot, was such as to wake his
fn:n(h thankfal that bis Jde had on the whole been
sided theough wags of s profound a peace,
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Greatly, indeed, have they erred, who have imagined
him as cold, or even as by nature tranquil. “What
strange workings,” writes one from Rydal Mount when
the poet was in his sixty-ninth year,—*‘what strange
workings are there in his great mind! How fearfully
strong are all his feclings and affections ! If his intellect
had been less powerful they must have destroyed him
long ago.” Such, in fact, was the impression which he
gave to those who knew him best throughout life. The
look of premature age, which De Quincey insists on ; the
furrowed and rugged countenance, the brooding intensity
of the ecye, the bursts of anger at the report of evil
doings, the lonely and violent roamings over the moun.
tains,~—all told of a strong absorption and a smothered
fire. His own deseription of himself (for such we must
probably hold it to be) in his Imitation of the Castle of
Indolence, unexpected as it is by the ordinary reader,
carries for those who knew him the stamp of truth.

Full many o time, upon a stormy night,

His voice came to us from the neighbouring beight ¢
Oft did we see him driving full in view

At mid-day when the sun was shiving bright;
What ill wag on him, what he had to do,

A mighty wonder bred nmong onr quiet crew.

Ah! piteous sight it was to see this Man

When he came back to us, a withered flower,—

Or like a sinful ereature, pale and wan.

Down would he sit ; and without strength or power
Look at the common grass from hour to hour:

And oftentimes, bow long I fear to say,

Whero apple-trees in blossom made a bower,
Retired in that sunshiny shade he lay ;

And, like o unked Indion, slept bimself away.
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more than once happened that some one of my cottage
neighbours (not of the double-coach-house cottages) has
said, ' Well, there he is! we are glad to hear him booing
about again.””

Wordsworth's health, steady and robust for the most
part, indicated the same restrained excitability. While
he was well able to resist fatigue, exposure to weather, &e.
there were, in fact, three things which his peculiar con-
stitution made it difficult for him to do, and unfortunately
those three things were reading, writing, and the com-
position of poetry. A frequently recurring inflammation
of the eyes, caught originally from exposure fo a cold
wind when overheated by exercise, but always much
agaravated by mental excitement, sometimes prevented his
reading for months together. His symptoms when he
attempted to hold the pen are thus deseribed, in a pub.
lished letter to Sir George Beaumont (1803) i~

“T do not know from what cause it is, but during the
last three years I have never had a pen in my hand for
five minutes befors my whole frame becomes o bundle of
uneasiness ; a perspiration starts out all over me, and my
chest is oppressed in o manner which I cannot deseribe,”
While as to the labour of composition his sister says
{September 1800) : “ He writes with so much feeling and
agitation that it brings on a sense of pain and internal
weakness about his left side and stomach, which now often
makes it impossible for him to write when he is, in mind
and feelings, in such a state that he could do it without
difliculty.”

But turning to the brighter side of things—to the joys
rather than the pains of the sensitive body and spirit—we
find in Wordsworth's later years much of happiness on
which to dwell. The memories which his name recalls
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way ; and many who saw him there must have thought of
the lines in which his favourite poet congratulates himseif
that he has not been exiled from his home.

Calm as thy sacred streams thy years shall flow ;

Groves which thy youth has known thine age shall know ;
Here, as of old, Hyblzan bees shall twine

Their mazy murmur into dreams of thine,—

Still from the hedgo's willow-bloom shall come
Through summer silences a siumberous hum,—
Still from the crag shall lingering winds prolong
The half-heard cadence of the woodman’s song,—
I¥hile evermore the doves, thy love and care,

Fill the tall elms with sighing in the air.

Yet words like these fail to give the solemmity of his
last years,—the sense of grave retrospection, of humble
self-judgment, of hopeful looking fo the end. “It is
indeed a deep satisfaction,” he writes near the close of
life, “to hope and believe that my poetry will be while it
lasts, o help to the cauze of virtue and iruth, especially
among the young., As for myself, it seemns now of little
moment how long I may be remembered. When a man
pushes off in his little boat into the great seas of Infinity
and Lternity, it surely signifies little how long he is kept
in sight by watchers from the shere.”

And again, to an intimate friend, ¢ Worldly-minded I
am not ; on the contrary, my wish to benefit those within
my humble sphere strengthens seemingly in exact propor-
tion to my inability to realize those wishes. What I lament
most is that the spirituality of my nature does not expand
and rise the nearer T approach the grave, as yours does,
and as it fares with my beloved partner.”

The aged poet might feel the loss of some vividness of
emotion, but his thoughts dwelt more and more constantly
on the unscen world. One of the images which recurs
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oftenest to his ftiends is that of the old man as he would
stand against the window of the dining-room at Iydal
Mount and read the Psalms and Lessons for the day; of
the tall bowed figure and the silvery hair; of the deep
voice which always faltered when nmong the prayers he
came to the words which give thanks for those “ who have
departed this life in Thy faith and fear.”

There is no need to prolong the narration.  As healthy
infancy is the same for all, so the old age of all good men
brings philosopher and peasant once more together, to meet
with the same thoughts the inevitable hour, Whatever
the well-fought fight may have been, rest is the same for
all.

Retirement then might bourly lock
Upon a southirg scens;
Age steal to his allotted nook
Contented and sereno;
With beart as calm as lakes that sleep,
In frosty moonlight ghatening,
Or mountnin torrents, where they creep
Along a chanpel emooth and deep,
To their own fur-off murmurs hateniog

What touch has given to these lines their impress of an
unfathomalle peace?  For there speaks from them a tran-
quillity which scems to overcome our souls , which makes
us feel in the midst of toil and pas<ion that we are dis-
quicting oursclves in vain, that we are travelling to a
region where these things shall not be, that “so shall
immoderate fear leave us, and inordinate love shall die.”

Wondsworth's last duys were sbsolutely tranqul. A
cold caught on a Sunday afternoon walk brought on a
pleurisy. Ho lay for some weeks 1 a state of passive
weakness, and at last Mrs Wordsworth said to hm,
“*William, jou are going to Dora.” “He made no reply at
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the time, and the words scem to have passed unheeded ;
indeed, it was not certain that they had been even heard.
More than twenty-four hours afterwards one of his nieces
came into his room, and was drawing aside the curtain of
his chamber, and then, as if awakening from a quiet sleep,
he eaid, ¢ Is that Dora’”

On Tuesday, April 23, 1850, as his favourite cuckoo-
clock struck the hour of noon, his spirit passed away.
His body was buried, as he had wished, in Grasmere
churchyard. Around him the dalesmen of Grasmere lie
beneath the shade of sycamore and yew; and Rotha’s
murmur mourns the pausing of that “ music sweeter than
her own.” And surely of him, if of any one, we may
think as of a man who was so in accord with Nature, 50

" at one with the very soul of things, that there can be no
Mansion of the Universe which shall not be to him a
home, no Governor who will not accept him among His
servants, and satisfy him with love and peace.
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