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PREFACE 

T HE essays here brought together are meant to 
illustrate English literary criticism during the 

nineteenth century. A companion volume repre­
!entative of Renaissance and Neo-classic criticism 
will, it is hoped, be issued at a future date. Mean­
while this volume may well go forth alone. For the 
nineteenth century forms an epoch in English litera­
ture whose beginnings are more clearly defined than 
those of most literary epochs. The publication of 
the Lyrical Ballads in 1798, and of Wordsworth's 
Preface to the second edition in 1800, show the 
Romantic Movement grown conscious and deliberate, 
with results that have coloured the whole stream of 
English poetry and criticism ever since. 

The greater part of the present collection deals 
with general principles rather than with criticisms 
of individual books or authors. The nineteenth 
century, having discarded the dogmas and • rules' 
of Neo-classicism, had perforce to investigate afresh 
the Theory of Poetry, and though no systematic 
treatment of the subject in all its bearings appeared, 
some valuable contributions were made, the most 
notable of which came from the poets themselves. 

The extracts from the Biographia Literaria are 
placed next to the Wordsworthian doctrines which 
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they criticize; otherwise the arrangement of t , 
essays is chronological. 

American criticism is represented-inadequatel 
but, it is hoped, not unworthily-by the last t 
essays. 

In the preparation of this volume I have receiv . 
much valuabl~ help from Mr. J. C. Smith, whi~ 
I DOW gratefully acknowledge. 

1916 EDMUND D. JONE 
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH I 
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1 ,.·POETRY AND, pbETIC~i>ICTION . 
[Preface to the' Second Editi'ori of Lima! Ballads, 1800]" 

.. ; .. ' ".. t ' "to • 

THE. first Volume of .these Poems has already been 
submitted to general peruSal. It was published, 

as an experiment, wnich, I hoped, might be of some 
use to ascertain; how < far, . by ,fitting to metrical 
arrangement a selection of the . real language of men 
in a state of vivid sensation, that sort of pleasure and 
that quantity of pleasure may be imparted, which a 
Poet may rationally endeavour to impart . • 

I had formed no very inaccurate estimate 'of the 
probable effect of those Poems: I flattered myself that 
they ,who should be pleased with them would read 
them with more than common pleasure: and, on the 
other , hand, I was well aware, that by those who 
should dislike them. they would be, read with more 
than common dislike. The result has differed from 
my expectation in this only, that a greater number 
have been pleased than I ventured to hope I should 
p.l~e. 

Several of my Friends ' are anxious fo; the success 
of these Poems, from a belief, that, if the views with 
which they were composed were indeed realized, a 
class of Poetry would be produced, well adapted to 
interest mankind .permanently, and not unimportant 
in the quality, and in the multiplicity of its moral 
relations: and on this account they have advised me 
to ' prefix a .systematic defence of the theory upon 
~hich the Poems were written. But I ~3.s unWilling 
to undertake the task, knowing that on this occasion 
the Reader would look coldly upon my arguments, 
since I might be suspected of having been principally 
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influenced by the selfish and foolish hope of reasoning 
him into an approbation of these particular Poems: 
and I was still more unwilling to undertake the task, 
because, adequately to display the opinions, and fully 
to enforce the arguments, would require a space 
wholly disproportionate to a preface. For, to treat 
the subject with the clearness and coherence of which 
it is susceptible, it would be necessary to give a full 
account of the present state of the public taste in this 
country, and to determine how far this taste is healthy 
or depraved; which, again, could not be determined, 
without pointing out in what manner language and 
the human mind act and re-act on each other, and 
without retracing the revolutions, not of literature 
alone, but likewise of society itself. I have therefore 
altogether declined to enter regularly upon this de­
fence; yet I am sensible, that there would be some­
thing like impropriety in abruptly obtruding upon 
the Public, without a few words of introduction, 
Poems so materially different from those upon which 
general approbation is at present bestowed. 

It is supposed, that by the act of writing in verse 
an Author makes a formal engagement that he will 
gratify certain known habits of association; that he 
not only thus apprises the Reader that certain classes 
of ideas and expressions will be found in his book, but 
that others will be carefully excluded. This exponent 
or symbol held forth by metrical language must in 
different eras of literature have excited very different 
expectations: for example, in the age of Catullus, 
Terence, and Lucretius, and that of Statius or Clau­
dian; and in our own country, in the age of Shakes­
peare and Beaumont and Fletcher, and that of Donne 
and Cowley, or Dryden, or Pope. I will not take upon 
me to determine the exact import of the promise 
which, by the act of writing in verse, an Author in the 
present day makes to his reader: but it will undoub­
tedly appear to many persons that I have not fulfilled 
the terms of an engagement thus voluntarily coo-
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tracted. They who have been accustomed to the 
gaudiness and inane phraseology of many modern 
writers, if they persist in reading this book to its con­
clusion, will, no doubt, frequently have to struggle 
with feelings of strangeness and awkwardness: they 
will look round for poetry, and will be induced to 
inquire by what species of courtesy these attempts can 
be permitted to assume that title. I hope therefore 
the reader will not censure me for attempting to state 
what I have proposed to myself to perform; and also 
(as far as the limits of a preface will permit) to explain 
some of the chief reasons which have determined me 
in the choice of my purpose: that at least he may be 
spared any unpleasant feeling of disappointment, and 
that I myself may be protected from one of the most 
dishonourable accusations which can be brought 
against an Author; namely, that of an indolence 
which prevents him from endeavouring to ascertain 
what is his duty, or, when his duty is ascertained, 
prevents him from performing it. 

The principal object, then, proposed in these 
Poems was to choose incidents and situations from 
common life, and to relate or describe them, through­
out, as far as was possible in a selection of language 
really used by men, and, at the same time, to throw 
over them a certain colouring of imagina tion, where­
by ordinary things should be presented to the mind 
in an unusual aspect; and, further, and above all, to 
make these incidents and situations interesting by 
tracing in them, truly though not ostentatiously, the 
primary laws of our nature: chiefly, as far as regards 
the manner in which we associate ideas in a state of 
excitement. Humble and rustic life was generally 
chosen, because, in that condition, the essential pas­
sions of the heart find a better soil in which they can 
attain their maturity, are less under restraint, and 
speak a plainer and more emphatic language; be­
cause in that condition of life our elementary feel­
ings co-exist in a state of greater simplicity, and, 
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consequently, may be more accurately contemplated, 
and more forcibly cOmIilunicated; because the mannen 
of rural life germinate from those elementary feelings, 
and" from the necessary character of rural occupa­
tions, are more easily comprehended, and are more 
durable; and, lastly, . because in that condition the 
passions of men 'are incorporated with the beautiful 
and permanent forms of nature. The language, too, 
of these men has been adopted (purified indeed from 
what appear to be its real defects, from all lasting and 
rational causes of dislike or disgust) because such men 
hourly communicate with the best objects from which 
the best part of language is originally derived; and 
because, from their rank in society and the sameness 
and narrow circle of their intercourse, being less under 
the influence of social vanity, they convey their feel­
ings and notions in simple and unelaborated expres­
sions. Accordingly, such , a language, arising out of 
repeated experience and regular feelings, is a more 
permanent, and a far more philosophical language, 
than that which is frequently substituted for it by 
Poets, who think that they are conferring honour 
upon themselves and their art, in proportion as they 
separate themselves from the sympathies of men, and 
indulge in arbitrary and capricious habits of expres­
sion, in order to furnish food for fickle tastes, and fickle 
appetites, of their own creation. I . 

I cannot, however, be insensible to the present 
outcry against the triviality and meanness, both 
of thought and language, which some of my con­
temporaries have occasionally introduced into their 
metrical compositions; and I acknowledge that this 
defect, where it exists, is more dishonourable to 
the Writer's own character than false refinement or 
arbitrary innovation, though I should contend at 
the same time, that it is far less pernicious in the sum 

I It is worth while here to observe, that the affecting 
parts of Chaucer are almost always cxpressi:d in language 
pure and universally intelligible even to this day. 



POETRY AND POETIC' DICTION 5 
of. itS consequences. " .From such verses the Poems 'in 
these volumes will be. found distinguished at least by 
oxie m/uk)' of difference, that ,each' of them has a 
worthy purpose. ,Not that I always began to write with 
a distinct purpose formally conceived; but habits of 
meditation have, I trust, so prompted and regulated 
Diy: feelings, that my ' descriptions of such' objects as 
strongly excite ' those feelings; will be found to carry 
along ~th',them a'purpose. If this opinion be erron­
eous, I 'can have little right to the name of a Poet; For 
all goodpoetry .is the spontaneous overflow of power­
ful feelingS:. and though this be true, Poems to which 
any: valu~ can be attached were never produced on 

. any, variety" of subjects but by a man who, being pos­
sessed oGnore-than usual'organic sensibility; had alio 
thought long .and deeply." For our continued influxes 

• ofJeeling are modified and -directed by .our thoughts, 
which -are indeed the representatives of 'all our past 

• feelings ; and, as "by contemplating the" relation of 
these general representativeS to each other, we discover 
what is really important to men, so, by the repetition 
and continuance of this act, our feelings will be 

"connected -with . important subjects, till at length, if 
we .be originally"possessed of much sensibility, such 
habits, of-rilind. will be produced, that, by obeying 
blindly and mechaniCally the impulses of those habits, 
we shall describe objects; and utter sentiments, of such 
a nature;and in such connexion with each other, that 
the understanding of the Reader must necessarily be 
in some degree 'enlightened; and his affections streng-
thened and ·purified. N)(TU 1', ~<J I 

< It has been said; that each of these Poems has a 
purpose; bAnotheFcircumstance must be mentioned 
which distinguishes these Poems from' the · popular 
Poetry of the' day; it is this, that the. feeling therein 
developed gives 'importance to the action and situa­
ticin, 'and not the action and situation to the feeling. 
- ;A sense of false modesty shall not prevent me from 
asserting, ,that the Reader's attention' is pointed to 
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this mark of distinction, far less for the sake of these 
particular Poems than from the general importance 
of the subject. The subject is indeed important! For 
the human mind is capable of being excited without 
the application of gross and violent stimulants; and 
he must have a very faint perception ofits beauty and 
dignity who does not know this, and who does not fur· 
ther know, that one being is elevated above another, 
in proportion as he possesses this capability. It has 
therefore appeared to me, that to endeavour to pro­
duce or enlarge this capability is one of the best ser· 
vices in which, at any period, a Writer can be engaged; 
but this service, excellent at all times, is especially so 
at the present day. For a multitude of causes, un· 
known to former times, are now acting with a com· 
bined force to blunt the discriminating powers of the 
mind, and, unfitting it for all voluntary exertion, to 
reduce it to a state of almost savage torpor. The most 
effective of these causes are the great national events 
which are daily taking place, and the increasing accu· 
mulation of men in cities, where the uniformity of 
their occupations produces a craving for extraordin· 
ary incident, which the rapid communication of 
intelligence hourly gratifies. To this tendency of life 
and manners the literature and theatrical exhibitions 
of the country have conformed themselves. The in­
valuable works of our elder writers, I had almost said 
the works of Shakespeare and Milton, are driven into 
neglect by frantic novels, sickly and stupid German 
Tragedies, and deluges of idle and extravagant stories 
in verse.-When I think upon this degrading thirst 
after outrageous stimulation, I am almost ashamed 
to have spoken of the feeble endeavour made in these 
volumes to counteract it; and, reflecting upon the 
magnitude of the general evil, I should be oppressed 
with no dishonourable melancholy, ~ had I not a deep 
impression of certain inherent and indestructible 
qualities of the human mind, and likewise of certain 
powers in the great and permanent objec.ts that act 
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upon it, which are equally inherent and indestructible; 
and were there not added to this impression a belief, 
that the time is approaching when the evil will be 
systematically opposed, by men of greater powers, 
and with far more distinguished success. 

Having dwelt thus long on the subjects and aim of 
these Poems, I shall request the Reader's permission 
to apprise him ofa few circumstances relating to their 
style, in order, among other reasons, that he may not 
censure me for not having performed what I never 
attempted. The Reader will find that personifica~ons 
of abstract ideas rarely occur in these volumes; and 
~(l'e utterly rejected, as an ordinary device to elevate 
the style, and raise it above prose. My purpose was 
to imitate, and, as far as possible, to adopt the very 
language of men; and assuredly such personifications 
do not make any natural or regular part of that lan­
guage . . They are, indeed, a figure of speech occasion­
ally prompted by passion, and I have made use of 
them as such; but have endeavoured utterly to reject 
them as a mechanical device of style, or as a family 
language which Writers in metre seem to lay claim to 
by prescription. I have wished to keep the Reader in 
the company of flesh and blood, persuaded that by so 
doing I shall interest him. Others who pursue a dif­
ferent track will interest him likewise; I do not inter­
fere with their claim, but wish to prefer a claim of my 
own. There will also be found in these volumes little 
of what is usually called poetic diction; as much pains 
has beeri taken to avoid it as is ordinarily taken to 
produce it; this has been done for the reason already 
-alleged, to bring my language near to the language of 
men; and further, because the pleasure which I have 
proposed to myself to impart, is of a kind very different 
from that which is supposed by many persons to be 
the proper object of poetry. Without being culpably 
particular, I do not know how to give my Reader a 
more exact notion of the style in which it was my 
wish and intention to write, than by informing him 
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that I have at all times endeavoured to look steadily 
at my subject; consequently, there is I hope in these 
Poems little falsehood of description, and my ideas are 
expressed in language fitted to their respective impor­
tance. Something must have been gained by this 
practice, as it is friendly to one property of all good 
poetry, namely, good sense: but it has necessarily cut 
me off from a large portion of phrases and figures of 
speech which from father to son have long been re­
garded as the common inheritance of Poets. I· have 
also thought it expedient to restrict myself still further, 
having abstained from the use of many expressions, i.n 
themselves proper and beautiful, but which have been 
foolishly repeated by bad Poets, till such feelings of 
disgust are connected with them as it is scarcely pos­
sible by any art of association to overpower. 

If in a poem there should be found a series of lines, 
or even a single line, in which the language, though 
naturally arranged, and according to the strict laws 
of metre, does not differ from that of prose, there is a 
numerous class of critics; who, when they stumble 
upon these prosaisms, as they call them, imagine that 
they have made a notable discovery, and exult over 
the Poet as over a man ignorant of his own profession. 
Now these men would establish a canon of criticism 
which the Reader will conclude he must utterly reject, 
if he wishes to be pleased with these volumes. And it 
would be a most easy task to prove to him, that not 
only the language of a . large portion of every good 
poem, even of the most elevated character, must 
necessarily, except with reference to the metre, in no 
respect differ from that of good prose, but likewise that 
some of the most interesting parts of the best poems 
will be found to be strictly the language of prose when 
prose is well written. The truth of this assertion might 
be demonstrated by innumerable passages from al­
most all the poetical writings, even of Milton himself. 
To illustrate the subject in a general manner, I will 
here adduce a short composition of Gray, who was at 
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the head of those who, by their reasonings, have 
attempted to widen the, space of separation betwixt 
Prose and Metrical composition, and was more than 
any other man 'curiously elaborate in the structure of 
his own poetic diction. ' 

() 

In vain to me the smiling mornings shifle, J 

" And reddenirig Phoebus lifts his golden fire: 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join, 
Or cheerful fields resume their green attire • • , 
These ears, alas! for other notes repine; 
A different object do these eyes require; ' • 
My lonery anguish melts TW heart but'mine; 
And in '"V' breast the imperfect joys expire; , < F 

. ( 

Yet morning smiles the bUsy race to ,cheer, 
'JAnd neW-born pleasure brings to happier men; 

The fields to all their wonted tribute bear; I 

To warm their little loves the birds,complain. 
I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear,; 
·And weep the more becaus~ I w,eep in vain., , 'i 

I t will easily be perceived, that the only part of this 
Sonnet which ' is of any value is the lines 'printed in 
Italics; it is equally obvious, that, except in the rhyme, 
and in the use of the single word 'fruitless' for fruit­
lessly, which is so far a defect, the language of these 
·lines does in no respect differ from that of prose. 

By the foregoing quotation it has ,been shown that 
the language of Prose may yet be well ' adapted to 
Poetry; and' it was previously asserted, that a large 
portion o£ the language of every good poem "an in no 
respect differ from that of good ,Prose. We will go 
further. It may be safely affirmed, that there neither 
is, nor can be, any essential difference between the 
language of prose and metrical composition. We are 
fond of tracing the resemblance between, Poetry and 
Painting, and" accordingly, we call them' Sisters: but 
where ~hall we' find bonds ' of connexion sufficiently 
strict to typify the affinity betwixt metrical and prose 
composition?,,, l'hey both speak by and to the same 
organs; the bodies in which both of them are clothed 
may be said to be of the same substance, their affections 
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are kindred, and almost identical, not necessarily 
differing even in degree; Poetryl sheds no tears 'such 
as Angels weep', but natural and human tears; she 
can boast of no celestial ichor that distinguishes her 
vital juices from those of prose; the same human blood 
circulates through the veins of them both. 

If it be affirmed that rhyme and metrical arrange­
ment of themselves constitute a distinction which 
overturns what has just been said 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 is here recommended 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 en­
tirely separate the composition from the vulgarity and 
meanness of ordinary life; and, if metre be superadded 
thereto, I believe that a dissimilitude will be produced 
altogether sufficient for the gratification of a rational 
mind. What other distinction would we have? 
Whence is it to come? And where is it to exist? Not, 
surely, where the Poet speaks through the mouths of 
his characters: it cannot be necessary here, either for 
elevation of style, or any of its supposed ornaments: 
for, if the Poet's subject be judiciously chosen, it will 
naturally, and upon fit occasion, lead him to passions 
the language of which, ifselected trulyandjudiciously, 

• I I here use the word 'Poetry' (though against my own 
judgement) as opposed to the word Prose, and synonymous 
with metrical composition. But much confusion has been 
introduced into criticism by this contradistinction of 
Poetry and Prose, instead of the more philosophical one 
of Poetry and Matter of Fact, or Science. The only strict 
antithesis to Prose is Metre; nor is this, in truth, a strict 
antithesis, because lines and passages of metre so naturally 
occur in writing prose, that it would be scarcely possible 
to avoid them, even were it desirable. 
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must necessarily be dignified and variegated, and 
alive with metaphors and figures. I forbear to speak 
of an incongruity which would shock the intelligent 
Reader, should the Poet interweave any foreign splen­
dour of his own with that which the passion naturally 
suggests: it is sufficient to say that such addition is 
unnecessary. And, surely, it is more probable that 
those passages, which with propriety abound with 
metaphors and figures, will have their due effect, 
if, upon other occasions where the passions are of 
a milder character, the style also be subdued and 
temperate. 

But, as the pleasure which I hope to give by the 
Poems now presented to the Reader must depend 
entirely on just notions upon this subject, and, as it is 
in itself of high importance to our taste and moral 
feelings, I cannot content myself with these detached 
remarks. And if, in what I am about to say, it shall 
appear to some that my labour is unnecessary, and 
that I am like a man fighting a battle without enemies, 
such persons may be reminded, that, whatever be the 
language outwardly holden by men, a practical faith 
in the opinions which I am wishing to establish is 
almost unknown. !fmy conclusions are admitted, and 

. carried as far as they must be carried if admitted at 
all, our judgements concerning the works of the great­
est Poets both ancient and modem will befar different 
from what they are at present, both when we praise, 
and when we censure: and our moral feelings in­
fluencing and influenced by these judgements will, I 
believe, be corrected and purified. 

Taking up the subject, then, upon general grounds, 
let me ask, what is meant by the word Poet? What is 
a Poet? To whom does he address himself? And 
what language is to be expected from him?-He is a 
man speaking to men: a man, it is true, endowed with 
more lively sensibility, more enthusiasm and tender­
ness, who has a greater knowledge of human nature, 

. and a more comprehensive soul, than are supposed to 
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be common among mankind; a man pleased with his 
own passions and volitions, 'and who rejoices more 
than other men in the spirit of life 'that is in him; 
delighting to contemplate similar volitions and pas­
sions as manifested in the goings-on of the Universe, 
and habitually impelled to create them where he does 
not find them. To these qualities he has added a dis­
position to be affected more than other men by absent 
things as if they were present; an ability of conjuring 
up in himself passions, which are indeed far from 
being the same as those produced by real events, yet 
(especially in those parts of the general sympathy 
which are pleasing and delightful) do more nearly 
resemble the passions produced by real events, than 
anything which, from the motions of their own minds 
merely, other men are accustomed to feel in them­
selves :-whence, and from practice, he has acquired 
a greater readiness and power in expressing what he 
thinks and feels, and especially those thoughts and 
feelings which, by his own choice, or from the struc­
ture of his own mind, arise in him without immediate 
external excitement. ' 

But whatever portion of this faculty we may sup­
pose eVen the greatest Poet to PossCss, there cannot be 
a doubt that the language which it will suggest to him, 
must often, 'in liveliness and truth, fall short of that 
which is uttered by men in real life, under the actual 
pressure of those passions, certain shadows of which 
the Poet thUs produces, or feels to be produced, iII 
himself. 

However exalted a notion we would wish to cherish 
of the character of a Poet, it is obvious, that while he 
describes and imitates passions, his employment is iII 
some degree mechanical, compared with the freedom 
and power of real and substantial action and suffer· 
ing. So that it will be the wish of the Poet to bring hi! 
feelings near to those of the persons whose feelings he 
describes, nay, for short spaces of time, perhaps, to let 
himself slip into an entire delusion, and even con· 
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found and identify his own feelings with theirs; modi­
fying only the language which is thus suggested to him 
by a consideration that he describes for a particular 
purpose, that of giving pleasure. Here, then, he will 
apply. the . principle -of selection which has been 
already insisted upon. He will depend upon this for 
removing what would otherwise be. painful or dis­
gusting in the passion; he will feel that , there is no 
necessity to trick out or to elevate nature: and, the 
more industriously he applies this principle, the 
deeper will be his faith that no words, which his fancy 
or imagination can suggest, will be to be compared 
with those which are the emanations of reality and 
truth. '; 

But it may be said by those who do not object to the 
general spirit of these remarks, that, as it is impossible 
for the Poet to produce upon all occasions language 
as exquisitely fitted for the passion as that which the 
real passion itself suggests, it is proper that he should 
consider himself as in the situation of a translator, 
who does not scruple to substitute excellencies of 
another kind for those which are unattainable by 
him; and endeavours occasionally to surpass his 
original, in order to make some amends for the 
general inferiority to which he feels that he must sub­
mit. But this would be to encourage idleness and un­
manly despair. Further, it is the language of men 
who speak of what they do not understand; who talk 
of Poetry as .of a matter of amusement and idle 
pleasure; who will converse with us as gravely about 
a taste' for Poetry, as they express it, as if it were a 
thing as indifferent as a taste for rope-dancing or 
Frontiniac or Sherry. Aristotle, I have been told, has 
said, that Poetry is the most philosophic of all writing: 
it is so: its object is truth, not individual and local, but 
general; and operative; not standing upon external 
testimony, but carried alive into the heart by passion; 
truth which is its own testimony, which gives com­
petence and _ confidence, to the trib:unal to which it 
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appeals, and receives them from the same tribunal. 
Poetry is the image of man and nature. The obstacles 
which stand in the way of the fidelity of the Biogra­
pher and Historian, and of their consequent utility, 
are incalculably greater than those which are to be 
encountered by the Poet who comprehends the dignity 
of his art. The Poet writes under one restriction only, 
namely, the necessity of giving immediate pleasure 
to a human Being possessed of that information which 
may be expected from him, not as a lawyer, a physi­
cian, a mariner, an astronomer, or a natural philo­
sopher, but as a Man. Except this one restriction, 
there is no object standing between the Poet and the 
image of things; between this, and the Biographer and 
Historian, there are a thousand. 

Nor let this necessity of producing immediate: 
pleasure be considered as a degradation of the Poet's 
art. It is far otherwise. It is an acknowledgement oj 
the beauty of the: universe, an acknowledgement the: 
more sincere, because not formal, but indirect; it is a 
task light and easy to him who looks at the world in 
the spirit oflove: further, it is a homage paid to the: 
native and naked dignity of man, to the grand elemen­
tary principle of pleasure, by which he knows, and 
feels, and lives, and moves. We have no sympathy but 
what is propagated by pleasure: I would not be Jnis­
understood; but wherever we sympathize with pain, 
it will be found that the sympathy is produced and 
carried on by subtle combinations with pleasure. We: 
have no knowledge, that is, no general principles 
drawn from the contemplation of particular facts, 
but what has been built up by pleasure, and exists 
in us by pleasure alone. The Man of science, the: 
Chemist and Mathematician, whatever difficulties 
and disgusts they !nay have had to struggle with, 
know and feel this. Howeve:r painful may be the 
objects with which the Anatomist's knowledge is con· 
nected, he feels that his knowledge is pleasure; and 
where he has no ple:asure he has no knowledge. What 
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then does the Poet? He considers man and the objects 
that surround him as acting and re-acting upon each 
other, so as to produce an infinite complexity of pain 
and pleasure; he considers man in his own nature and 
in his ordinary life as contemplating this with a cer­
tain quantity of immediate knowledge, with certain 
convictions, intuitions, and deductions, which from 
habit acquire the quality of intuitions; he considers 
him as looking upon this complex scene of ideas and 
sensations, and finding everywhere objects that im­
mediately excite in him sympathies which, from the 
necessities of his nature, are accompanied by an over­
balance of enjoyment. 

To this knowledge which all men carry about with 
them, and to these sympathies in which, without any 
other discipline than that of our daily life, we are 
fitted to take delight, the Poet principally directs his 
attention. He considers man and nature as essentially 
adapted to each other, and the mind of man as 
naturally the mirror of the fairest and most interesting 
properties of nature. And thus the Poet, prompted 
by this feeling of pleasure, which accompanies him 
through the whole course of his studies, converses 
with general nature, with affections akin to those, 
which, through labour and length of time, the Man of 
science has raised up in himself, by conversing with 
those particular parts of nature which are the objects 
of his studies. The knowledge both of the Poet and 
the Man of science is pleasure; but the knowledge 
of the one cleaves to us as a necessary part of our exis­
tence, our natural and unalienable inheritance; the 
other is a personal and individual acquisition, slow to 
come to us, and by no habitual and direct sympathy 
connecting us with our fellow-beings. The Man of 

. science seeks truth as a remote and unknown bene­
factor; he cherishes and loves it in his solitude: the 
Poet, singing a song in which all human beings join 
with .him, rejoices in the presence of truth as our 
visible friend and hourly companion. Poetry is the 
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breath and finer spirit of all knowledge; it is the im­
passioned expression which is in the countenance of all 
Science. Emphatically may it be said of the Poet 
as Shakespeare hath said of man, 'that he looks before 
and after.' . He is the rock of defence for human 
nature; an upholder and preserver, carrying every· 
where with him ' relationship and love. In spite of 
difference of soil and climate, of language and man. 
ners, of laws 'and customs: in spite of things silently 
gone out of mind, and things violently destroyed; the 
Poet binds together by passion and knowledge the 
vast empire of human society, as ' it, is spread over 
the whole earth, and over all time. The objects of the 
Poet's thoughts are everywhere; though the eyes and 
senses of man are, it is true, his favourite guides, yet 
he will follow wheresoever he can find an atmosphere 
of sensation in which to move his wings. Poetry is the 
first and last of all knowledge-it is as immortal as the 
heart of man. If the labours of Men of science should 
ever create any material revolution, direct or indirect, 
in our condition, and in the impressions which we 
habitually receive, the Poet will sleep then no more 
than at present; he will be ready to follow the steps of 
the Man of science, not only in those general indirect 
effects, but he will be at his side, carrying sensation 
into the midst of the objects of the science itself. 
The remotest discoveries of the Chemist, the Botanist, 
or Mineralogist, will be as proper objects of the 
Poet's art as any upon which it can be employed, if 
the time should ever come when these things shall be 
familiar to us, and the relations under which they are 
contemplated by the followers of these respective 
sciences shall be manifestly and palpably material to 
us as enjoying and- suffering beings. If the time 
should ever come when what is now called science, 
thus familiarized to men, shall be ready to put on, as 
it were, a form of flesh 'and blood, the foet will lend 
his divine spirit ' to aid the transfiguration, and ' will 

· welcome . the Being _thus produced, as a dear. and 
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genuine inmate of the household of man.-It is not, 
then, to be ~upposed that any . one, who holds th~ ~ 
sublime notion of Poetry which .I have attempted to 
convey, will break in upon the sanctity a,nd ,truth, of 
IUs pictures by· transitory and accidental orna~ents, 
and endeavour to excite admiration of himself by' a,rts, 
the necessity of which must manifestly depen,d upon 
the assumed meanness of his subject. . • 

What' has been. thus ' far · said .applies to ~oetry in 
general; but especially to those parts of composition 
where the Poet speaks through the mouths of his 
characters; and upon this point it appears to author~ 
ize the conclusion that there are few,p~rsons of good 
sense, who would not allow. that the dramatic parts 
of composition are defective, in proportion as they 
tleviate from . the real language of. nature, and are 
coloured by a diction of the Poet's own, either peculiar 
to him as an individual Poet or belonging simply to 
Poets in.general; to a body of men who,from, the cir~ 
cumstance of .their compositions being in metre, it is 
expected will employ a particular language. 

It is not, then, in the dramatic parts of composition 
that we look for this distinction oflanguage; but still it 
may be proper and necessary where the Poet speaks 
to· us in his own person and character . . To this I 
answer by referring the R~ader to the description 
before given of a ' Poet. Among the. qualities there 
enumerated as principally conducing to form a Poet, 
is implied nothing differing in kind from other men, 
but only in degree. The SUIlhOf what was said is, that 
the Poet is chiefly distinguished from other men by 
a greater promptness to think and feel without im­
mediate external excitement, and a greater power in 
expressing stich thoughts and feelings as ~re produced 
in him in that .mallner. But these passions and 
thoughts and feelings are, the general passions and 
tho~ghts and feelings of men. And witp. what are they 
connected? Undoubtedly with 01.\r moral sentiments 
and ,animal sensatiqns, and with $e. causes. }1hich 
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excite these; with the operations of the elements, an 
the appearances of the visible universe; with ston 
and sunshine, with the revolutions of the seasons, wit 
cold and heat, with loss of friends and kindre< 
with injuries and resentments, gratitude and hope, wit 
fear and sorrow. These, and the like, are the sens~ 
tions and objects which the Poet describes, as th~ 
are the sensations of other men, and the objects whic 
interest them. The Poet thinks and feels in the spir 
of human passions. How, then, can his language diffi 
in any matenal degree from that of all other men wl1 
feel vividly and see clearly? It might be proved that 
is impossible. But supposing that this were not tl: 
case, the Poet might then be allowed to use a peculi~ 
language when expressing his feelings for his ow 
gratification, or that of men like himself. But Poets d 
not write for Poets alone, but for men. Unless therl 
fore we are advocates for that admiration which suI 
sists upon ignorance, and that pleasure which aris, 
from hearing what we do not understand, the POI 
must descend from this supposed height; and, i 
order to excite rational sympathy, he must expre 
himself as other men express themselves. To this 
may be added, that while he is only selecting frol 
the real language of men, or, which amounts to tl 
same thing, composing accurately in the spirit of sue 
selection, he is treading upon safe ground, and " 
know what we are to expect from him. Our feelinl 
are the same with respect to metre; for, as it may I 
proper to remind the Reader, the distinction of met I 
is regular and uniform, and not, like that which 
produced by what is usually called POETIC DICTIO] 
arbitrary, and subject to infinite caprices upon whie 
no calculation whatever can be made. In the OJ 

case, the Reader is utterly at the mercy of the PO( 
respecting what imagery or diction he may choose 1 

connect with the passion; whereas, in the other, tl 
metre obeys certain laws, to which the Poet at: 
Reader both willingly submit because they al 
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ertain, and because no interference is made by them 
ith the passion, but such as the concurring testi. 
ony of ages has shown to heighten and improve the 

leasure which co-exists with it. 
It will now be proper to answer an obvious ques­

'on, namely, Why, professing these opinions, have I 
ritten in verse? To this, in addition to such answer 
is included in what has been already said, I reply, 
the first place, Because, however I may have re­

tricted myself, there is still left open to me what 
onfessedly constitutes the most valuable object of all 

iting, whether in prose or verse; the great and 
niversal passions of men, the most general and 

. nteresting of their occupations, and the entire world 
of nature before me-to supply endless combinations 
of forms and imagery. Now, supposing for a moment 
that whatever is interesting in these objects may be as 
vividly described in prose, why should I be con­
demned for attempting to superadd to such descrip­
tion the charm which, by the consent of all nations, 
is acknowledged to exist in metrical language? To 
this, by such as are yet unconvinced, it may be 
answered that a very small part of the pleasure given 
by Poetry depends upon the metre, and that it is 
injudicious to write in metre, unless it be accom­
panied with the other artificial distinctions of style 
with which metre is usually accompanied, and that, 
by such deviation, more will be lost from the 
shock which will thereby be given to the Reader's 
associations than will be counterbalanced by any 
pleasure which he can derive from the general 
power of numbers. In answer to those who still 
contend for the necessity of accompanying metre 
with certain appropriate colours of style in order 
to the accomplishment of its appropriate end, and 
who also, in my opinion, greatly underrate the 
power of metre in itself, it might, perhaps, as far as 
relates to these Volumes, have been almost sufficient 
to observe, that poems are extant, written upon more 
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humble subjects, and in a still more naked and simpl 
style, ·which have continued to give pleasure fror 
generation to generation. Now, if nakedness an 
simplicity be a defect, the fact here mentioned afford 
a strong presumption that poems somewhat le.l 
naked and simple are capable of affording pleasur 
at the present day; and, what I wished chieflY t 
attempt, at present, was to justify myself for havin 
written under the impression of this belief. 

But various causes might be pointed out why, whe 
the style is manly, and the subject of some importanc( 
words metrically arranged will · long continue t 
impart such a pleasure to mankind as he who prov( 
the extent of that pleasure will be desirous to imparl 
The end of Poetry is to produce excitement in c( 
existence with an overbalance of pleasure; but, b 
the supposition, excitement is an unusual and irregula 
state of the mind; ideas and feelings do not, in tha 
state, succeed each other in accustomed order. ] 
the words, however; by which this excitement is pre 
duced be in themselves powerful, or the images an 
feelings have an undue proportion of pain connecte 
with them, there is some danger that the excitemer 
may be carried beyond its proper bounds. Now th 
co-presence of something regular, something to whic 
the mind has been accustomed in various moods an 
in a less excited state, cannot but have great efficac 
in tempering and restraining the passion by an inte] 
texture of ordinary feeling, and of feeling not stricti 
and necessarily connected with the passion. This 
unquestionably true; and hence, though the opinio 
will at first appear paradoxical, from the tendenc 
of metre to divest language, in a certain degree, of i1 
reality, and thus to throw a sort of half-consciousnc 
of unsubstantial existence over the whole compos: 
tion, there can be little doubt but that more patheti 
situations and sentiments, that is, those which hay 
a greater proportion of pain connected with then 
may be endured in metrical composition,. especiall 
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rhyme, than in prose. The metre of the old ballads 
very artless; yet they contain many passages which 

, ould illustrate this opinion; and, I hope, if the 
oIIowing Poems be attentively perused, similar in­
tances will be found in them. This opinion may be 
rther illustrated by appealing to the Reader's own 
perience of the reluctance with which he comes to 
ere-perusal of the distressful parts of Clarissa Har­
we, or the Gamester; while Shakespeare's writings, in 

he most pathetic scenes, never , act upon us, as 
athetic, beyond the bounds of pleasure-an effect 

which, in a much' greater degree than might at first 
oe imagined, is to be ascribed to small, but continual 
nd regular impulses of pleasurable surprise from the 

metrical arrangement.~On the other hand (what it 
must be allowed will much more frequently happen) 
if the Poet's words should be incommensurate with 
the passion, and inadequate to raise the Reader to 
1 height of desirable exCitement, . then (unless the 
Poet's choice of his metre has been grossly injudi­
:ious) , in the' feelings of pleasure which the Reader 
ltas been accustomed to connect with metre in 
general, and in the feeling, whether cheerful or 
melancholy, which he has been accustomed to con­
nect with that particular movement of metre, there 
will be found something which will greatly contribute 
to impart passion to the words, and to effect the com­
plex end which the Poet proposes to himself. 

If I had undertaken a SYSTEMATIC defence of the 
theory here maintained, it would have been my duty 
to develop the various causes upon which the pleasure 
received from metrical language depends. . Among 
the chief of these causes is to be reckoned a principle 
which must be well known to those who have made 
any of the Arts the object of accurate reflection; 
namely, the pleasure ' which the mind derives from 
the perception' of similitude in dissimilitude.' This 
principle is· the great spring of the activity of our 
minds, and their chief feeder. ' From this principle 
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the direction of the sexual appetite, and all the passior 
connected with it, take their origin: it is the life of ou 
ordinary conversation; and upon the accuracy wit 
which similitude in dissimilitude, and dissimilitude i 
similitude are perceived, depend our taste and ou 
moral feelings. It would not be a useless employmer 
to apply this principle to the consideration of metr4 
and to show that metre is hence enabled to affor 
much pleasure, and to point out in what manner th~ 
pleasure is produced. But my limits will not perm 
me to enter upon this subject, and I must conter 
myself with a general summary. 

I have said that poetry is the spontaneous overflo' 
of powerful feelings: it takes its origin from emotio 
recollected in tranquillity: the emotion is conterr 
plated till, by a species of reaction, the tranquillit 
gradually disappears, and an emotion, kindred to th~ 
which was before the subject of contemplation, 
gradually produced, and does itself actually exil 
in the mind. In this mood successful compositio 
generally begins, and in a mood similar to this it • 
carned on; but the emotion, of whatever kind, an 
in whatever degree, from various causes, is qualifie 
by various pleasures, so that in describing any pa~ 
sions whatsoever, which are voluntarily describec 
the mind will, upon the whole, be in a state of enjo) 
ment. If Nature be thus cautious to preserve in 
state of enjoyment a being so employed, the Po< 
ought to profit by the lesson held forth to him, an 
ought especially to take care, that, whatever passior 
he communicates to his Reader, those passions, if h 
Reader's mind be sound and vigorous, should alwa) 
be accompanied with an overbalance of pleasure 
Now the music of harmonious metrical language, th 
sense of difficulty overcome, and the blind associatio 
of pleasure which has been previously received frOI 
works of rhyme or metre of the same or similar cor 
struction, an indistinct perception perpetually r( 
newed of language closely resembling that of reallifi 
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d yet, in the circumstance of metre, differing (rom 
so widely-all these imperceptibly make up a 

~
mplex feeling of delight, which is of the most im­
rtant use in tempering the painful feeling always 

und intermingled with powerful descriptions of the 
eeper passions. This effect is always produced in 
athetic and impassioned poetry; while, in lighter 
pmpositions, the ease and gracefulness with which 
!I.e Poet manages his numbers are themselves con­
~edly a principal source of the gratification of the 
~eader. All that it is necessary to say, however, upon 
!l.is subject, may be effected by affirming, what few 
tersons will deny, that, of two descriptions, either of 
lassions, manners, or characters, each of them equally 
rell executed, the one in prose and the other in verse, 
!I.e verse will be read a hundred times where the prose 
I read once. , . . 
I Having thus explained a few of my reasons for 
hiting in verse, and why I have chosen subjects from 
ommon life, and endeavoured to bring my language 
,ear to the real language of men, if I have been too 
ilinute in pleading my own cause, I have at the same 
ime been treating a subject of general interest; and 
or this reason a few words shall be added with refer­
nce solely to these particular poems, and to some 
,efects which will probably be found in them. I am 
ensible that my associations must have sometimes 
,een particular instead of general, and that, conse­
.uently, giving to things a false importance, I may 
,ave sometimes written upon, unworthy subjects; but 
am less apprehensive on this account, than that my 

!nguage may frequently have suffered from those 
,rbitrary connexions of feelings and ideas with par­
icular words and phrases, from which no man can 
.!together protect himself. Hence I have no doubt, 
ha t, in some instances, feelings, even of the ludicrous, 
Clay be given to my Readers by expressions which 
,ppeared to me tender and pathetic . . Such faulty 
xpressions, were I. convinced they were faulty at 
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present, and that they must necessarily continue t 
be so, I would willingly take all reasonable pains 
correct. But it is dangerous to make these alteratio 
on the simple authority of a few individuals, or evel 
of certain classes of men; for where the understandin 
of an Author is not convinced, or his feelings altered 
this cannot be done iwithout great injury to himseH 
for his own feelings are his stay and support; and, j 
he set them aside in one instance, he may be induc 
to repeat this act till his mind shall lose all confiden9 
in itself, and become utterly debilitated. To this 1 

may be added, that the critic ought never to forg~ 
that he, is 'himself exposed to the same errors as ill 
Poet, and, perhaps, in a much greater degree: fo 
there can be no presumption in saying of most readen 
that it is not probable they will be so well acquaint 
with the various stages of meaning through whic 
words have passed, or wid'; the fickleness or stabili~ 
of the relations of particular ideas to each other; anc 
above all, since they are so much less interested in til 
subject, they niay decide lightly and carelessly. 

Long as . the Reader has been detained, I hope h 
will permit me to caution him against a mode of falS 
criticism which has been applied to Poetry, in whit:: 
the langUage closely resembles that of life and natur« 
Such verses have been triumphed over in parodic: 
of which Dr. johnson's stanza is a fair specimen:-

.I put my hat upon my head 
, And walked into the Strand, 

And there I met another man 
Whose hat was in his hand. 

Immediately under these lines let us place one ( 
the most justly-admired stanzas of the 'Babes in tb 
Wood. \ 

These pretty Babes with hand in hand 
Went wandering up and down; 
But never more they saw the Man 
Approac~ing from the Town. 
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In both these stanzas the words, and the order of 
e words, in 'no respect differ from the mostunim­

?assioned ,conversation. There are words in both, 
r example, 'the Strand', and"the Town', connected 
ith ,none but the most familiar ideas; yet the 'one 
nza we admit as admirable, and the other asa fair 

example of the superlatively contemptible. Whence 
trises this difference?). Notfrom the:metre; not from 

e language, not from the,.order of the words; but the 
f,ltte7; ,expressed in Dr. Johnso~'s stanza is contemp­
~ble. , The p~oper .method 'of treating trivial and 
imple v~rses,to .whicll , Dr. Johnson's stanza would 
De a fair parallelism, ·. is not to say, this is a bad kind 
~fpoetry, or, this is not poetry; but, this ·wants sense; 
It is neither interestir:J.g i4 itself" nor can lead to any­
lhi.ng interesting; the images neither originate in that 
lane s~te of feeling which arises out of thought, nor 
:an excite thought or feeling in the Reader.' This is 
the only sensible )Ilanner of dealing with such verses. 
Why trouble 'yourself about the species till you have 
previously decided upon the genus? Why take painS 
o prove that an ape is not a Newton, when it is self­

evident that he is nota man? l ' 1.-. 

One request I must make of my reader, which is, 
that in judging these Poems he would decide by his 
own feelings genuinely, and not by reflection upon 
what will probably be the judgement of others. How 
common is it to hear a person say, I myself do not 
object to this style of composition, or this or that 
expression, but, to,such and such classeS of people it 
will. appear mean or ' ludicrous! This mode of criti­
cism, so destructive of all sound unadulterated judge­
ment, is almost universal: let the :Reader then abide, 
independently, by his own feelings, and, if he finds 
himself affected, let him not. suffer such conjectureS 
to interfere,with his pleasure. ). 

If an Author, by any single composition, has im­
pressed us with ,respect for his talents, iUs useful to 
consider this , as affOJ;ding a presumption, that on 
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other occasions where we have been displeased, he 
nevertheless, may not have written ill or absurdly 
and further, to give him so much credit for this om 
composition as may induce us to review what ha: 
displeased us, with more care than we should other, 
wise have bestowed upon it. This is not only an ac 
of justice, but, in our decisions upon poetry especially 
may conduce, in a high degree, to the improvemen 
of our own taste; for an accurate taste in poetry, anc 
in all the other arts, as Sir Joshua Reynolds ha: 
observed, is an acquired talent, which can only be pro­
duced by thought and a long-continued intercourse 
with the best models of composition. This is men 
tioned, not with so ridiculous a purpose as to preven 
the most inexperienced Reader from judging fOl 
himself, (1 have already said that 1 wish him to judge 
for himself;) but merely to temper the rashness 0 

decision, and to suggest, that, if Poetry be a subjec 
on which much time has not been bestowed, the 
judgement may be erroneous; and that, in man] 
cases, it necessarily will be so. 

Nothing would, 1 know, have so effectually con 
tributed to further the end which 1 have in view, a: 
to have shown of what kind the pleasure is, and hoy 
that pleasure is produced, which is confessedly pro 
duced by metrical composition essentially differen 
from that which I have here endeavoured to recom 
mend: for the Reader will say that he has been pleasec 
by such composition; and what more can be done fOI 
him? The power of any art is limited; and he wi! 
suspect, that, if it be proposed to furnish him wit} 
new friends, that can be only upon condition of hi 
abandoning his old friends. Besides, as 1 have said 
the Reader is himself conscious of the pleasure whicl 
he has received from such composition, compositiOI 
to which he has peculiarly attached the endearin! 
name of Poetry; and all men feel an habitual grati 
tude, and something of an honourable bigotry, fOI 
the objects which have long continued to please them 
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we not only wish to be pleased, but to be pleased in 
lhat particular way in which we have been accus­
tomed to be pleased. There is in these feelings enough 
to resist a host of arguments; and I should be the less 
lble to combat them successfully, as I am willing to 
lllow, that, in order entirely to enjoy the Poetry which 
[ am recommending, it would be necessary to give up 
much of what is ordinarily enjoyed. But, would my 
kmits have permitted me to point out how this 
~leasure is produced, many obstacles might have been 
removed, and the Reader assisted in perceiving that 
he powers of language are not so limited as he may 
luppose; and that it is possible for poetry to give other 
mjoyments, of a purer, more lasting, and more ex­
luisite nature. This part of the subject has not been 
lltogether neglected, but it has not been so much my 
~resent aim to' prove, that the interest excited by 
lome other . kinds of poetry is less vivid, and less 
~orthy of the nobler powers of the mind, as to offer 
'easons for presuming, that if my purpose were ful­
med, a species of poetry would be produced, which 
s g~nuine poetry; in its nature well adapted to 
nterest mankind permanently, and likewise im­
~ortant in the multiplicity and quality of its moral 
'elations. ' 

From what has been said, and from a perusal of 
he Poems, the Reader will be able clearly to perceive 
he object which I had in view: he will determine 
~ow far it has been attained; and, what is a much 
nore impor~ant question, whether it be worth attain­
;ng: and upon the decision of these two questions will 
'est my claim to the approbation of the Public. 

APPENDIX 
ON POETIC DICTION 

Perhaps, as I have no right to expect that attentive 
)erusal, without which, confined, as I have been, to 
:he narrow limits of a preface, my, meaning .cannot 
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be thoroughly understood, I am anxious to give 
exact notion of the sense in which the phrase poeti 
diction has been used; and for this purpose, a fe~ 
words shall here be added, concerning the origin 
characteristics' of the phraseology, which I have co 
demned under that name. r 

The earliest poets of all nations generally wro ' 
from passion excited by real events; they wro 
naturally, and as men: feeling powerfully as they die 
their language was daring, and figurative. In sue 
ceeding times, Poets, and Men ambitious of the fa 
of Poets, ,perceiving the influence of such language 
and desirous of producing the same effect withou 
being animated by the same passion, set themsdv~ 
to a mechanical adoption of these figures of speed 
and made use of them, sometimes with propriety, bu 
much more frequently applied them to feelings an 
thoughts with which they had no natural connexiO! 
whatsoever. A language was thus ,insensibly pr 
duced, differing materially from the rea1 ' languag 
of men in a'!Y situation. The Reader or Hearer of thl 
distorted language found himself in a perturbed ani 
unusual state of mind: when affected by the genuin 
language of passion he had been in a perturbed an 
unusual state of mind also: in both cases he waS will 
ing that his common judgement and understandin, 
should be laid asleep, and he had no instinctive ani 
infallible perception of the true to 'make him rejec 
the false; the one served as a passport for the othel 
The emotion was in both cases delig~tful, and n· 
wonder if he confounded the one with the other, ani 
believed them both to be produced by the same, 0 
similar causes. Besides, the Poet spake to him in th 
character of a man to be looked up to, a man c 
genius and authority: Thus, "and from a variety c 
other causes, this distorted language was receivC( 
with admiration; and Poets, it is probable, who hal 
before contented themselves for the most part wit! 
misapplying only expressions which at first had bee! 
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'ctated by ·real passion, carried the abuSe still 
rther, and introduced phrases composed apparently 

the spirit of the original fig)lrative language of 
assion, yet altogether , of their own invention, and 
haracterized by various degrees of.wanton de\-jation 
rom good sense and nature. 
It is indeed true, that the language of the earliest 

oets was felt to differ materially from ordinary 
mguage, ' because it was the language of extra­
, dinary occasions; but it was really spoken by men, 
mguage which the Poet himself had uttered when he 
ad been affected by the events which he described, 
r which he had heard uttered by. those around him. 
'0 this language it .is probable that metre of some 
ort or other ·was early superadded. This separated 
b.e genuine language of Poetry still further from 
ommon life, so that whoever read or heard the poems 
f these earliest Poets felt himself moved in a way in 
~hich he had not been accustomed to be moved in 
eallife, and by causes manifestly different from those 
~hich acted upon him in real life. This was the great 
~mptation to all the corruptions which have fol­
~wed: under the protection of this feeling succeeding 
'oets constructed a phraseology which had one thing, 
: is true, in common with the genuine language of 
retry, namely, that it was not heard in ordinary 
onversation; that it was unusual. But the first Poets, 
s I have said, spake a language which, though un­
~lUal, was still the language of men. This circum­
tance, however, waS disregarded by their successors; 
hey found that they could please by easier means: 
hey became proud of modes of expression which they 
hemselves had invented, and which were uttered only 
Iy :themselves. In process of time metre became a 
Ymbol or promise of this unusual language, and who­
ver took upon him to write in metre, according as he 
IOssessed more or less of true poetic genius, intro­
[uced less or more of this adulterated phraseology 
oto his compositions, and the true and the false 
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were inseparably interwoven until, the taste of mel 
becoming gradually perverted, this language wa 
received as a natural language : and at length, by th 
influence of books upon men, did to a certain degro 
really become so. Abuses of this kind were importee 
from one nation to another, and with the progres 
of refinement this diction became daily more am 
more corrupt, thrusting out of sight the plain humani 
ties of nature by a motley masquerade of trick.! 
quaintnesses, hieroglyphics, and enigmas. 

It would not be uninteresting to point out th 
causes of the pleasure given by this extravagant anI 
absurd diction. It depends upon a great variety c 
causes, but upon none, perhaps, more than its influ 
ence in impressing a notion of the peculiarity anI 
exaltation of the Poet's character, and in flatterm, 
the Reader's self-love by bringing him nearer to : 
sympathy with that character; an effect which i 
accomplished by unsettling ordinary habits of think 
ing, and thus assisting the Reader to approach to tha 
perturbed and dizzy state of mind in which if he do~ 
not find himself, he imagines that he is balked of a pecu 
liar enjoyment which poetry can and ought to bestow. 

The sonnet quoted from Gray, in the Prefac( 
except the lines printed in Italics, consists oflittle els 
but this diction, though not of the worst kind; am 
indeed, if one may be permitted to say so, it is far to 
common in the best writers both ancient and modern 
Perhaps in no way, by positive example, could mor 
easily be given a notion of what I mean by the phras 
poetic diction than by referring to a comparison ~ 
tween the metrical paraphrase which we have c 
passages in the Old and New Testament, and thos 
passages as they exist in our common Translation. Se 
Pope's 'Messiah' throughout; Prior's 'Did sweete 
sounds adorn my flowing tongue,' &c. &c. 'Thougl 
I speak with the tongues of men and of angels, 
&c. &c. I Corinthians, chap. xiii. Bywayofimmediat 
example take the following of Dr. Johnson:-
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Turn on the prudent Ant thy heedless eyes, 
Observe her labours, Sluggard, and be wise; 
No stern command, no monitory voice, 
Prescrib.es her duties, or directs her choice; 
Yet, timely provident, she hastes away 
To snatch the blessings of a plenteous day; 
When fruitful Summer loads the teeming plain, 
She crops the harvest, and she stores the grain. 
How long shall sloth usurp thy useless hours, 
Unnerve thy vigour, and enchain thy powers? 
While artful shades thy downy couch enclose, 
And soft solicitation courts repose, 
Amidst the drowsy charms of dull delight, 
Year chases year with unremitted flight, 
Till Want now following, fraudulent and slow, 
Shall spring to seize thee, like an ambush'd foe. 

From this hubbub of words pass to the original. 
}o to the Ant, thou Sluggard, consider her ways, 
nd be wise: which having no guide, overseer, or 
uler, provideth her meat in the summer, and 
athereth her food in the harvest. How long wilt 
b.ou sleep, 0 Sluggard? when wilt thou arise out 
f thy sleep? Yet a little sleep, a little slumber, a 
ittle folding of the hands to sleep. So shall thy poverty 
orne as one that travelleth, and thy want as an armed 
Clan.' Proverbs, chap. vi. 

One more quotation, and I have done. It is from 
~owper's Verses supposed to he written hy Alexander 
'elkirk: 

Religion! what treasure untold 
Resides in that heavenly wordl 
More precious than silver and gold, 
Or all that this earth can afford. 
But the sound of the church·going bell 
These valleys and rocks never heard, 
Ne'er sighed at the sound of a knell, 
Or smiled when a sabbath appeared. 

Ye winds, that have made me your sport. 
Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I must visit no more. 
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My Friends; do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after me? 
o tell me I yet have a friend, 
Though a friend I am never to see. • 

This passage is quoted as an instance of thre 
different styles of composition. The first four line 
are poorly expressed; some Critics would call th 
language prosaic; the fact is, it would be bad prose 
so bad, that it is scarcely worse in metre. Th 
epithet 'church-going' applied to a bell, and that b 
so chaste a writer as Cowper, is an instance of th 
strange abuses which Poets have introduced int 
their language, till they and their Readers take ther 
as matters of course, if they do not single them ou 
expressly as objects of admiration. The two lim 
'Ne'er sighed at the sound', &c., are, in my OpiniOI 
an instance of the language of passion wrested fror 
its proper use, and, from the mere circumstance ( 
the composition being in metre, applied upon a. 
occasion that does not justify such violent expressioru 
and I should condemn the passage, though perhaF 
few Readers will agree with me, as vicious poeti 
diction. The last stanza is throughout admirabl 
expressed: it would be equally good whether in pros 
or verse, except that the Reader has an exquisit 
pleasure in seeing such natural language so naturall 
connected with metre. The beauty of this stanz 
tempts me to conclude with a principle which ough 
never to be lost sight of, and which has been my chic 
guide in all I have said,-namely, that in works ( 
imagination and sentiment, for of these only have I bee: 
treating, in proportion as ideas and feelings ar 
valuable, whether the composition be in prose or i: 
verse, they require and exact one and the same Ian 
guage. Metre is but adventitious to compositioll 
and the phraseology for which that passport is neces 
sary, even where it may be graceful at all. will b 
little valued by the judicious. 



SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 

1772- 1834 
WORDSWORTH'S THEORY OF DICTION 

[Biographia Literaria, chap. xvii, 1817] 

AS far as Mr. Wordsworth in his preface con­
~ tended, and most ably contended, for a reforma­
ion in our poetic diction, as far as he has evinced the 
ruth of passion, and the dramatic propriety of those 
igures and metaphors in the original poets, which, 
tripped of their justifying reasons, and converted 
nto mere artifices of connexion or ornament, con­
titute the characteristic falsity in the poetic style of 
he moderns; and as far as he has, with equal acute­
less and clearness, pointed out the process by which 
his change was effected, and the resemblances be­
ween that state into which the reader's mind is 
hrown by the pleasureable confusion of thought from 
.n unaccustomed train of words and images;' and 
hat state which is induced by the natural language 
,f impassioned feeling; he undertook a useful task, 
.nd deserves all praise, both for the attempt and for 
he execution. The provocations to this remon­
trance in behalf of truth and nature were still of 
lerpetual recurrence before and after the publication 
,f this preface. I cannot likewise but add, that the 
omparison of such poelDS of merit, as have been 
;iven to the public within the last ten or twelve years, 
~ith the majority of those produced previously to 
he appearance of that preface, leave no doubt on 
ny mind, that Mr. Wordsworth is fully justified in 
lelieving his efforts to have been by no means in­
ffectual. Not only in the verses of those who have 
Irofessed their admiration of his genius, but even of 
hose who have distinguished themselves by hostility 
() his theory, and depreciation of his writings, are 
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the impressions of his principles plainly visible. 
is possible, that with these principles others may hav 
been blended, which are not equally evident; all! 
some which are unsteady and subvertible from th 
narrowness or imperfection of their basis. But it i 
more than possible, that these errors ,of defect 0 

exaggeration, by kindling and feeding the contro 
versy, may have conduced. not only to the Wider pro 
pagation of the · accompanying truths, but that, b 
their frequent presentation to the mind in an excite. 
state, they may have won for them a more permanen 
and practical result. A man will borrow a part froD 
his opponent th<; more ~asily, if he feels himsel 
justified in continuing to reje"d a part. While ther 
remain important points in which .he can still fee 
himself in the right, in which he still finds firm footinl 
for continued resistance, he will gradually adop 
those opinions, which were the least reinote from hi 
own convictions, as not less congruous with his OWl 

theory than with that which he reprobates. In lik 
manner with a kind of instinctive prudence, he wil 
abandon by little and little his weakest posts, till a 
length he seems to forget that they had ever belonge( 
to him, or affects to consider them at most as acci 
dental and 'petty annexments', the removal of whid 
leaves the citadel unhurt and unendangered. 

My own differences from certain supposed part 
of Ivlr. Wordsworth's theory ground themselves 01 

the assumption, that his words had been rightly inter 
preted, as purporting that the proper diction fo 
poetry in general consists altogether in a languagl 
taken, with due exceptions, from the mouths of mel 
in real life, a language which actually constitutes th, 
natural conversation of men under the influence 0 

natural feelings. My objection is, first, that in an~ 
sense tbis rule is applicable only to certain classes 0 

poetry; secondly, that even to these classes it is no 
applicable, except in such a sense, as hath never b~ 
anv one (as far as I know or have read) been deniec 

~ ( ... 'ft I ( 



WORDSWORTH'S '1'HEbRY OF DICTION ~5 
r doubted; and lastly, that as: fai 'as,' and iri,'that 

~gree in which it is practicable, yet as a rule it is 
eless, if no't'inj.urious; a~d therefore ei!1ie.r need n,o~; 

r ought' not to be practlsed. ' The poet mforms his 

~eader that he had generally chosen low and rustic 
fe; but not as low and rustic, or i~ order to 'repeat 
hat pleasure 'ofdoubtful moral effect,' which' personS 

p'f elevatC;,d ,rank a~d of ~~p~riOl: refinement often~ 
times detrve ftom a happy lIIlltahon of the rude un­
polished -manners - and, discourse " of their ,inferiors. 
for. ~eple~ure so derive? may 'be traced ·t? thz:ee 
excltmg causes. The first IS the naturalness, ' In fact, 
of the thln~ represented. The second is the apparent 
na turalness of the representation, 'as raised " and 
Rualified by 'an imperceptible iiifusicm' of. the author's 
own' knowledge ' and' talent, - Whicrl'-i'nfusion aoes, 
indeed, constitute it an imitation 'as distinguished 
from a mere copy; The·'thitd cause may 'be found 
in the reader's conscious feeling of his superiority 
awakened by the contraSt presented to him; even as 
for the same 'purpose the kings and 'great barons of 
fore retained sometimes actual clowns and fools, but 
more' frequently shrewd and witty .' fellows in that 
character. These, however, were not Mr. Words­
worth's objects. He chose low and rustic life, 'because 
in ' that condition the essential passions of the heart 
find a better soil,' in which they can attain their 
bamrity,-are less under restraint, and speak a plainer 
and more emphatic; language; because in that con­
Clition of life our elementary feelings co-exist in a state 
of greater simplicity, and consequently may be more 
accurately 'contemplated,' and more forcibly com~ 
municated; ' because the manners of rural life ger~ 
n'linate from those elementary feelings; and from the 
necessary character 'of'rural oc<rtipations 'are more 
easily comprehended, and are more durable; and 
lastly,' bedmse hhhat condition the passions of men 
are incotp6ratedwith the beautiful and permarient 
forms of namte.' f'l ' 
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Now it is clear to me, that in the most interestine 

of the poems, in which the author is more or Ies! 
dramatic, as the Brothns, Michael, Ruth, the MQ(. 
Mothn, &c., the persons introduced are by no mealll 
taken from low or rustic life in the common accepta· 
tion of those words; and it is not less clear, that th! 
sentiments and language, as far as they can be con' 
ceived to have been really transferred from the mind: 
and conversation of such persons, are attributable t< 
causes and circumstances not necessarily connectec: 
with 'their occupations and abode'. The thoughts 
feelings, language, and manners of the shepherd 
farmers in the vales of Cumberland and Westmore 
land, as far as they are actually adopted in thOSI 
poems, may be accounted for from causes, which wil 
and do produce the same results in every state of life 
whether in town or country. As the two principal: 
rank that INDEPENDENCE, which raises a man ahov. 
servitude, or daily toil for the profit of others, yet no 
above the necessity of industry and a frugal simplici~ 
of domestic life; and the accompanying unambitious 
but solid and religious, EDUCATION, which has ren 
dered few books familiar, but the Bible, and tho 
liturgy or hymnbook. To the latter cause, indeed 
which is so far accidental, that it is the blessing 0 
particular countries and a particular age, not th, 
product of particular places or employments, the poe 
owes the show of probability, that his personage 
might really feel, think, and talk with any tolerabl, 
resemblance to his representation. It is an excellen 
remark of Dr. Henry More's that 'a man of confine< 
education, but of good parts, by constant reading 0 

the Bible will naturally form a more winning anI 
commanding rhetoric than those that are learne~ 
the intermixture of tongues and of artificial phrase 
debasing their style'. 

It is, moreover, to be considered that to the forma 
tion of healthy feelings, and a reflecting mind, neg~ 
tions involve impediments not less formidable thal 
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sophisticatior. and vicious intermixture. I am con­
vinced, that for the human soul to prosper in rustic 
life a certain vantage-ground is pre-requisite. It is 
not every man that is likely to be improved by a 
country life or by country labours. Education, or 
original sensibility, or both, must pre-exist, if the 
changes, forms, and incidents of nature are to prove 
a sufficient stimulant. And where these are not 
sufficient, the mind contracts and hardens by want 
of stimulants: and the man becomes selfish, sensual, 
gross, and hard-hearted. Let the management of the 
POOR LAWS in Liverpool, Manchester, or Bristol be 
compared with the ordinary dispensation of the poor 
rates in agricultural villages, where the farmers are 
the overseers and guardians of the poor. If my own 
experience have not been particularly unfortunate, as 
well as· that of the many respectable country clergy­
men with whom I have conversed on the subject, the 
result would engender more than scepticism concern­
ing the desirable influences of low and rustic life in 
and for itself. Whatever may be concluded on the 
other side, from the stronger local attachments and 
enterprising spirit of the Swiss, and other moun­
taineers, applies to a particular mode of pastoral life, 
under forms of property that permit and beget 
manners truly republican, not to rustic life in general, 
or to the absence of artificial cultivation. On the 
contrary the mountaineers, whose manners have been 
so often eulogized, are in general better educated and 
greater readers than men of equal rank elsewhere. 
But where this is not the case, as among the peasantry 
of North Wales, the ancient mountains, with all their 
terrors and all their glories, are pictures to the blind, 
and music to the deaf. 

I should not have entered so much into detail upon 
this passage, but here seems to be the point, to which 
all the lines of difference converge as to their source 
and centre;-I mean, as far as, and in whatever 
respect, my poetic creed does differ from the doctrines 
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promulgated in this preface. I adopt with full faith 
the principle of Aristotle, that poetry, as poetry, i.! 
essentially ideal, that it avoids and excludes all 
accident; that its apparent individualities of rank, 
character, or occupation must be representative 01 
a class; and that the persons of poetry must be clothed 
with generic attributes, with the common attributeJ 
of the class: not with such as one gifted individual 
might possibly possess, but such as from his situation 
it is most probable beforehand that he would possess. 
If my premises are right and my deductions legiti. 
mate, it follows that there can be no poetic medium 
between the swains of Theocritus and those of an 
imaginary golden age. 

The characters of the vicar and the shepherd. 
mariner in the poem of The Brothers, that of the shep­
herd of Green-head Ghyll in the Michael, have all the 
verisimilitude and representative quality, that the 
purposes of poetry can require. They are persons 01 
a known and abiding class, and their manners and 
sentiments the natural product of circumstanceJ 
common to the class. Take Michael for instance: 

An old man stout of heart, and strong of limb: 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength: his mind was keen, 
Intense, and frugal, apt for all affairs, 
And in his shepherd's calling he was prompt 
And watchful more than ordinary men. 
Hence he had learned the meaning of all winds, 
Of blasts of every tone; and oftentimes 
When others heeded not, he heard the South 
Make subterraneous music, like the noise 
Of bagpipers on distant Highland hills. 
The shepherd, at such warning, of his flock 
Bethought him, and he to himself would say, 
The winds are now devising work for me! 
And truly at all times the storm, that drives 
The traveller to a shelter, summon'd him 
Up to the mountains. He had been alone 
Amid the heart of many thousand mists, 
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That came to him and left him on the heights. 
So liv'd he, until his eightieth year was pass 'd. 
And grossly that man errs, who should suppose 
That the green valleys, and the streams and rocks, 
Were things indifferent to the shepherd's thoughts. 
Fields, where with chearful spirits he had breath'd 
The common air; the hills, which he so oft 
Had climb'd with vigorous steps; which had impress'd 
So many incidents upon his mind \ ~ I 

Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear; 
Which, like a book, preserved the memory 
Of the dumb animals, whom he had sav'd, 
Had fed or shelter'd, linking to such acts, 
So grateful in themselves, the certainty 
Of honourable gain; these fields, these hills 
Which were his living being, even more . 
Than his own blood-what could they less? had laid 
Strong hold on his affections, were to him 

. A ple.asureable feeling of blind love, 
The pleasure which there is in life itself. 

On the other hand, in the PQems which are pitched 
at a lower note, as the Harry Gill, Idiot Boy, the feelings 
are those of human nature in general; though the 
poet has judiciously laid the scene in the country, in 
order to place himself in the vicinity of interesting 
images, without the necessity of ascribing a senti­
mental perception of th'dr beauty to the persons of 
his drama. In The Idiot Boy, indeed, the mother's 
character is not so much a real and native product 
of a 'situation where the essential passions of the 
heart find a better soil, in which they can attain their 
maturity, and speak a plainer and more emphatic 
language', as it is an impersonation of an instinct 
abandoned by judgement. Hence the two following 
charges seem to me not wholly groundless: at least, 
they are the only plausible objections, which I have 
heard to that fine poem. The one is, that the author 
has not, in the poem itself, taken sufficient care to pre­
clude from the reader's fancy the disgusting images 
of ordinary morbid idiocy, which yet it was by no 
means his intention to represent. He has even by the 
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'burr, burr, burr', uncounteracted by any precedinl 
description of the boy's beauty, assisted in recallinl 
them. The other is, that the idiocy of the boy is se 
evenly balanced by the folly of the mother, as te 
present to the general reader rather a laughable bur 
lesque on the blindness of anile dotage, than an analytil 
displa y of ma ternal affection in its ordinary workings. 

In The Thorn, the poet himself acknowledges in : 
note the necessity of an introductory poem, in whicl 
he should have portrayed the character of the persO! 
from whom the words of the poem are supposed tc 
proceed: a superstitious man moderately imaginative 
of slow faculties and deep feelings, 'a captain of : 
small trading vessel, for example, who, being pas 
the middle age of life, had retired upon an annuity 
or small independent income, to some village 0 

country town of which he was not a native, or h 
which he had not been accustomed to live. Such mCl 
having nothing to do become credulous and talkativi 
from indolence'. But in a poem, still more in a lyri< 
poem-and the Nurse in Shakespeare's Romeo an 
Juliet alone prevents me from extending the remarl 
even to dramatic poetry, if indeed even the Nursl 
itself can be deemed altogether a case in point-it i 
not possible to imitate truly a dull and garrulou 
discourser, without repeating the effects of dullnes 
and garrulity. However this may be, I dare assert 
that the parts-(and these form the far larger portio! 
of the whole)-which might as well or still better havi 
proceeded from the poet's own imagination, and havi 
been spoken in his own character, are those whicl 
have given, and which will continue to give, uruversa 
delight; and that the passages exclusively appropriatl 
to the supposed narrator, such as the last couplet (J 

the third stanza;l the seven last lines of the tenth;2 anI 
I I've measured it from side to side; 

'Tis three feet long, and two feet wide. 
2 Nay, rack your brain-'tis all in vain, 

I'll tell you every thing I know; 
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~
e five following stanzas, with the exception of the 
ur admirable lines at the commencement of the 
urteenth, are felt by many unprejudiced and un· 

pphisticated hearts, as sudden and unpleasant sink· 
gs from the height to which the poet had previously 

But to the Thorn, and to the Pond 
Which is a little step beyond, 
I wish that you would go: 
Perhaps, when you are at the place, 
You something of her tale may trace. 

I'll give you the best help I can: 
Before you up the mountain go, 
Up to the dreary mountain· top, 
I'll tell you all I know. I 

'Tis now some two.and·twenty years 
Since she (her name is Martha Ray) 
Gave, with a maiden's true good will, 
Her company to Stephen Hill; 
And she was blithe and gay, 
And she was happy, happy still 
Whene'er she thought of Stephen Hill. 

And they had fix'd the wedding-day, 
The morning that must wed them both; 
But Stephen to another maid 
Had sworn another oath; 
And, with this other maid, to church 
Unthinking Stephen went-
Poor Martha! on that woeful day 
A pang of pitiless dismay 
Into her soul was sent; 
A fire was kindled in her breast, 
Which might not burn itself to rest. 

They say, full six months after this, 
While yet the summer leaves were green, 
She to the mountain-top would go, 
And there was often seen. 
'Tis said a child was in her womb, 
As now to any eye was plain; 
She was with child, and she was mad; 
Yet often she was sober sad 
From her exceeding pain. 
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lifted them, and to which he again re-elevates bo 
himself and his reader. 

If then I am compelled to doubt the theory, E 
which the choice of characters was to be directed, n ' 
only Ii priori, from grounds of reason, but both frO! 
the few instances in which the poet himself need 1: 
supposed to have been governed by it, and from tl: 
comparative inferiority of those instances; still mOl 
must I hesitate in my assent to the sentence whic 
immediately follows the former citation; and whic 
I can neither admit as particular fact, nor as genen 
rule. 'The language, too, of these men is adopte 
(purified indeed from what appear to be its rei 
defects, from all lasting and rational causes of disli1 
or disgust) because such men hourly communical 
with the best objects from which the best part ( 

Oh me! ten thousand times I'd rather 
That he had died, that cruel father! 
... 
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0« 
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Last Christmas when we talked of this, 
Old farmer Simpson did maintain, 
That in her womb the infant wrought 
About its mother's heart, and brought 
Her senses back again: 
And, when at last her time drew near, 
Her looks were calm, her senses clear. 
No more I know, I wish I did, 
And I would tell it all to you: 
For what became of this poor child 
There's none that ever knew: 
And if a child was born or no, 
There's no one that could ever tell; 
And if 'twas born alive or dead, 
There's no one knows, as I have said: 
But some remember well, 
That Martha Ray about this time 
Would up the mountain often climb. 
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nguage is originally derived; and because, from 

iheir rank in society and the sameness and narrow 

~. rcle of their intercourse, being less under the action 
f social vanity, they convey their feelings and notions 

simple and unelaborated expressions: To this I 
r.eply; that a rustic's language, purified from all pro· 
rincialism and grossness, and so far reconstructed as 
;0 be made consistent with the rules of grammar­
[which are in essence no other than the laws of uni. 
rersal logic, applied to psychological materials)­
fill not differ from the language of any other man of 
fommon sense, however learned or refined he may be, 
except as far as the notions, which the rustic has to 
fonvey, are ~ewer and more indiscriminate. This will 
pecome still clearer, if we add the consideration­
[equally important though less obvious)-that the 
iUStic, from the more imperfect development of his 
~culties, and from the lower state of their cul~ivation, 
lims almost solely to convey insulated facts, either 
~ose of his scanty experience or his traditional belief; 
:vhile the educated man chiefly seeks to discover and 
~xpress those connexions of things, or those relative 
[)earings of fact to fact, from which some more or less 
~enerallaw is deducible. For facts are valuable to a wise 
nan, chiefly as they lead to the discovery of the indwell. 
ng law,. which is the true being of things, the sole 
rolution of their modes of existence, and in ,the know· 
ledge of which consists our dignity and our power. 

As little can I agree with the assertion, that from 
me objects with which the rustic hourly communi. 
rates the best part of language· is formed. For first, 
f to cO,mmunicate with an object implies such an 
lc;quaintance with it, as renders it capable of being 
rliscriminately reflected on; the distinct knowledge 
)f an uneducated rustic would furnish a very ,scanty 
vocabulary. ! The, few things and modes of action 
requisite for his, bodily conveniences would alone be 
:ndividualized; while all the rest of nature would be 
~xpr~sed by a small number of confused general 
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terms. Secondly, I deny that the words and com· 
bhlations of words derived from the objects, witlJ 
which the rustic is familiar, whether with distinct 01 

confused knowledge, can be justly said to form tht 
best part of language. It is more than probable, 
that many classes of the brute creation possess dis. 
criminating sounds, by which they can convey to eadl 
other notices of such objects as concern their food, 
shelter, or safety. Yet we hesitate to call the aggregate 
of such sounds a language, otherwise than meta· 
phorically. The best part of human language, 
properly so called, is derived from reflection on the 
acts of the mind itself. It is formed by a voluntary 
appropriation of fixed symbols to internal acts, tc 
processes and results of imagination, the greater par1 
of which have no place in the consciousness of un· 
educated man; though in civilized society, by imita· 
tion and passive remembrance of what they hear fron: 
their religious instructors and other superiors, the 
most uneducated share in the harvest which the) 
neither sowed nor reaped. If the history of the phrase: 
in hourly currency among our peasants were traced 
a person not previously aware of the fact would be 
surprised at finding so large a number, which three 01 

four centuries ago were the exclusive property of the 
universities and the schools; and, at the commence· 
ment of the Reformation, had been transferred fron: 
the school to the pulpit, and thus gradually passed int< 
common life. The extreme difficulty, and often the 
impossibility, of finding words for the simplest mora 
and intellectual processes of the languages of un 
civilized tribes has proved perhaps the weighties1 
obstacle to the progress of our most zealous and adroi 
missionaries. Yet these tribes are surrounded by the 
same nature as our peasants are; but in still more im· 
pressive forms; and they are, moreover, obliged 1< 
particularize many more of them. When, therefore 
Mr. Wordsworth adds, 'accordingly, such a Ian 
guage'-(meaning, as before, the language of rustic 
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life purified from provincialism)-'arising out of 
repeated experience and regular feelings, is a more 
permanent, and a far more philosophical language, 
than that which is frequently substituted for it by 
poets, who think that they are conferring honour 
upon themselves and their art in proportion as they 
indulge in arbitrary and capricious habits of expres­
sion;' it may be answered, that the language, which 
he has in view, can be attributed to rustics with no 
greater right, than the style of Hooker or Bacon to 
Tom Brown or Sir Roger L'Estrange. Doubtless, if 
what is peculiar to each were omitted in each, the 
result must needs be the same. Further, that the poet, 
who uses an illogical diction, or a style fitted to excite 
only the low and changeable pleasure of wonder by 
means of groundless novelty, substitutes a language 
of folly and vanity, not for that of the rustic, but for 
that of good sense and natural feeling. 

Here let me be permitted to remind the reader, 
that the positions, which I controvert, are contained 
in the sentences-'a selection of 1M REAL language qf 
men' ;-'the language qf these men' (i.e. men in low and 
rustic life) 'I propose to myself to imitate, and, as far as is 
possible, to adopt the very language qf men.' 'Between tM 
language of prose and that qf metrical composition, there 
neither is, nor can be, any essential difference.' It is against 
these exclusively that my opposition is directed. 

I object, in the very first instance, to an equivoca­
tion in the use of the word 'real'. Every man's lan­
guage varies, according to the extent of his knowledge, 
the activity of his faculties, and the depth or quickness 
of his feelings. Every man's language has, first, its 
individualities; secondly, the common properties of 
the class to which he belongs; and thirdly, words and 
phrases of universal use. The language of Hooker, 
Bacon, Bishop Taylor, and Burke differs from the 
common language of the learned class only by the 
superior number and novelty of the thoughts and 
relations which they had to convey. The language of 
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Algernon Sidney differs not at all from that, whic1 
every well-educated gentleman would wish to write 
and (with due allowance for the undeliberateness 
and less' connected train, of thinking natural an( 
proper to conversation) such as he would wish to talk 
Neither one nor the other differ half so much fron 
the general language of cultivated society, as tho 
language ofMr: Wordsworth's-homeliest compositiOI 
differs from that of a common peasant. For 'real 
therefore, we-must substitute ordinary, or lingua com 
mllnis. And this; we have proved, is no more to b 
found in the phraseology of low and rustic life than iI 
that of any other class. Omit the peculiarities of eae! 
and the result of course must be common to all. Am 
assuredly the omissiorts and changes to be made il 
the language of rustics, before it could be transferre( 
to any species of poem, Occept the drama or othe 
professed imitation, are at least as numerous am 
weighty, as would' be required in adapting to tho 
same purpose the ordinary language of tradesmen am 
manufacturers. Not to mention, that the language s( 
highly extolled by .Mr. Wordsworth varies in eveX; 
county, nay in every village, according to the accideota 
character of the clergyman, the existence or non 
existence of schools; or even, perhaps, as the exciseman 
publican, and barber happen to be, or not to be 
zealous politicians, and readers of the weekly news 
paper pro bono publico. Anterior to cultivation the 
lingua communis of every' country, as Dante has wei 
observed, exists everywhere in parts, and nowhere a: 
a whole. ,. 

Neither is the case rendered at all more tenable b) 
the addition of the words, in a state of excitement. Fo] 
the nature of a man's words, where he is strongl) 
affected by joy, grief, or anger, must necessaril) 
depend on the number and quality of the genera; 
truths, conceptions and images, and of the word! 
expressing them, with which his mind had been pre· 
viously stored. For the property of passion is not tc 
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reate; but to set' in, increased activity. At least, 
hatever new connexions ,ofthpughts or, images,-or 

which is equally, if 'not more than equally, the 
ppro'priate ' effect of strong excitement) whatever 
eneralizations of truth or experie,nce the heat of 
assion ,may produce; .yet the terms, of their -Gonvey­
nee, must have. ,pre-existed in ·his former ,,(;onvr;:rsa-
'ons, and are only collected and crowded,tog~ther by 

e unusual stimulation . .It is indeed Very,possible rto 
dopt in a poem the un.meaning repeti,tioJ)S, habitual 
hrases, and other blank counters, ; which an un-­

urnished ,or , confused understanding jnterposes 'at 
or't intervals, io: order .to keep hoJd of his ,subject, 
hich is still slipping from him, and to give him time 

or.recollection;'or, in mere aid of vacancy, as in the 
canty companies of,a country stage the-same player 
ops backwards and forwards, in order to pr.eventthe 
ppearance of empty ' spaces, in the ,. procession, of 

acheth" or. Henry .vIII.~ 6ut what., assistance ' 'to the 
oet, or ornament to the poem, these can supply, I am 
t a loss to conjecture. Nothing assuredly Can differ 
ither in origin or in mode more widely from the 

apparent tautologies of intense'and turbulent feeling, 
in which the passio,n is greater and of longer endur­
ance than to be' exhausted or satisfied ' by a single 
representation of the image or incident exciting it. 
Such repetitions I admit to be a beauty of the highest 
kind; as illustrated by Mr. Wordsworth himselffrom 
the song of Deborah . . At hir feet he bowed, he fill, he lay 
down: at her feet he hawed, he fell,' where he howed, there 
k fell dotp!! dead. '{. " )' . II , ' 

( I .' ., 

METRICAL COMPOSITION 
[Biographi; iit~raria, chap. xviii; ; 8 17 J t 

... 'I.. " 

I CONCLUDE, therefore, that the attempt ' is impracti-
cable; and that, were ,it not impracticable, it would 
still , be USeles3. ' For the very power of making the 
selection implies , the previous ' possessio!1 of the 
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language selected. Or where can the poet have lived 
And by what rules could he direct his choice, whic 
would not have enabled him to select and arrang 
his words by the light of his own judgement? We d 
not adopt the language of a class by the mere adoptio 
of such words exclusively, as that class would use, or ~ 
least understand; but likewise by following the ordei 
in which the words of such men are wont to succee 
each other. Now this order, in the intercourse ( 
uneducated men, is distinguished from the diction ( 
their superiors in knowledge and power, by the greatc 
disjunction and separation in the component par 
of that, whatever it be, which they wish to con 
municate. There is a want of that prospectiveness ( 
mind, that surview, which enables a man to forcs( 
the whole of what he is to convey, appertaining to an 
one point; and by this means so to subordinate an 
arrange the different parts according to their relati, 
importance, as to convey it at once, and as an orgaI 
ized whole. 

Now I will take the first stanza, on which I ha\ 
chanced to open, in the Lyrical Ballads. It is one tl: 
most simple and the least peculiar in its language. 

In distant countries have I been, 
And yet I have not often seen 
A healthy man, a man full grown, 
Weep in the public roads, alone. 
But such a one, on English ground, 
And in the broad highway, I met; 
Along the broad highway he came, 
His cheeks with tears were wet: 
Sturdy he seem'd, though he was sad; 
And in his arms a lamb he had. 

The words here are doubtless such as are curreI 
in all ranks of life; and of course not less so in th 
hamlet and cottage than in the shop, manufactOl; 
college, or palace. But is this the order, in which tb 
rustic would have placed the words? I am grievous] 
deceived, if the following less compact mode of COIl 
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mencing the same tale be·not a far more faithful copy. 
'I have been in a many parts, far and near, and I don't 
know that I ever saw before a man crying by himself 
in the public road; a grown man I mean, that was 
neither sick nor hurt,' &c., &c. But when 1 turn Ui 
the following stanza in The Thorn: 

At all times of the day and night 
This wretched woman thither gOCl, . 
And she is known to every star, v 

And every wind that blows: • . 
And there, beside the thorn, she sits, 
When the blue day-light's in the skies; 
And when the whirlwind's on the hill, 
Or frosty air is keen and still; 
And to herself she cries, 
Oh misery! Oh misery! , 
Oh woe is me! Oh ~eryl 

nd compare this with the language of ordinary men; 
or with that which I can conceive at · all likely to 

roceed, in real life, from such a narrator, as is sup­
posed in the note to the poem; compare it either in 
the succession of the images or of the sentences; I am 
reminded of the sublime prayer and hymn of praise, 
which MILTON, in · opposition · to an established 
liturgy; presents as a fair 'specimen of common ex­
temporary devotion, and such as we might expect 
to hear from every self-inspired minister -of a -con­
venticle! And I reflect · with · delight; · how little a 
mere theory, though of his own worknianship, inter­
feres 'with the processes of genuine -imagination in 
a man of true poetic genius, who posseSses, as Mr. 
Wordsworth, if ever man did, most .'assuredly does 
possess, " . L ~ •. 

. _The Vision and the Faculty -Divine. 

One point then alone remains, but that the most 
important; its examination having been, indeed, my 
chief inducement for the preceding ' inquisition. 
'Thert neither is nor can be any essential difference between 
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the lat!gil(lge of prose and metrical 'composition.' Such : 
Mr:'d Wordswor~'s- ,ru;sertion. NQW prose itself, ' ~ 
least i.n ,all .argumentative' and cons~utive wor 
differs, and ollght to. difTer; fr.om the language 
conversation; ev~n as rea,ding ought to diffeJ' fro~ 
talking. Unless tl).ere{ore 'th«'ldifference denied ~ 
that of the mere, words, as materials common to a 
styles of writing, ' and not :0'£ the style itself in til 
universally 1dm,itfed sense 4f the term, it might 1: 
naturally presumed that there ' lUust, exist a sti 
greater be~~~n', tp~ QrdO~nce of poetic compos 
tion and. ilia t of prose, than is expected to distinguis 
prose frortf ordinary ' conversatiori. 

There are not, ,indeed,exa~ples wanting in til 
history of literature, of apparent paradoxeS that ha" 
summoned the public wonder as new and' startlin 
truths, but which, tm 'examination, have sh~ int 
pII.le an<~ har;m.1ess truisms; as ,the eyes of a cat, see 
In ~e t;lark, .have been mistaken for flames of fir. 
But, Mr. 'Yor~sworth is among the last men, to whol 
a delusion of this kind wou~d be attribut~ by an 
pne who, h~d enjoyc.:d th~ slightest opportunity ( 
understanding ;b,is .~nd and character. Where a 
objection has .been anticipated by such an author ~ 
natural, ,his aI)Swer to it must needs be interpreted i 
some sense. which either is, or has been; or is capabJ 
of beip.g . contr~verted. My object then must be t 
g iscover sO!p.e , other meaning for the term 'essentu 
difference' in, t~js ~place, exclusive ' of the indistinctio 
and community of the words themselves. For wheth( 
there ought to, exist a class of words in the Englisl 
in any~ degrey resembling the poetic dialect of th 
Greek and Italian, is a question of very subordinat 
impor~nce. , The ,number .of such 'Words. would b 
small indeed, in our language; and even in the ltalia 
and, Qre<;l:c, [they consist not so much Q( differer. 
.words, as!)f slight d.i#:e,rencel! in the forms of declinin 
and cQ.nju.gating the.,same, words; forms, doubtlesi 
,whicp. ha,yi~g. been,at.,.s9trle . period more or lQ 
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mote, the common grammatic fleXions of some tribe' 
province; had been accidentally appropriated fo 

etry' by. the general admiration' of certain master, 
tellectS,' the first' established lights of inspiration,to 
hom that dialect happened to be native. ' r 
Essence, in its primary signification, means' the 

rinciple" of individuation, the inmost 'principle of 
c possibility 6f any thing, as that pattictilar thing. 

t is equivalent to the idea of a thing, whenever 
e use the word, idea, with philoS6phic precision. 
xistence, on the other hand, is distinguished from 
sence, by the, sup~indticti6n of reality. Thus we 

peak of ~he 'essence, and ,es~ential, properties ,of a 
ircle; ,but'we 9.0 not therefore assert, that any thing, 
hich really exists, 'is mathematically, circular. Thus 

00, without any tautology we contend for the eXist­
.nce of the Supreme' Being;~that is; for a ' reality 
orrespondent to the' idea. There is, next, a secondary 
e of the word essence, in which it signifies the point 

r ground of contra-distinction between two modifi, 
cations ' of the same substance or ' subject. Thus we 
'hould be' allowed to say, that the style of architecture 
of Westminster Abbey is essentially different from 
lhat of St: Paul's, even though both had been built 
r'ith blocks cut into. the '~ame form, and from the 
fame , quarry. ; Only m thIS latter sense of the term 
must it have been denied by Mr. Wordsworth (for in 
~is sense alon~ is it <;ffirmed .by: the general opinion) 
that the language of poetry (I.e. the formal construc­
tion, or architecture, of the words and phrases) is 
~sentially different from that of prose. Now the 
burthen of the proof lies with the oppugner, not with 
~e supporters of the ' com~on belief. Mr. ' Worm:' 
worth, 'm consequence,' assIgns as the proof of his 
position, 'that not only the language of a large portion 
pf every good poem, even of the most elevated char­
acter, must necessarily; except with reference to the" 
b.etre, in no respect differ-from that of good prose, 
but likewise that some of the most interesting p~rts of 
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the best poems will be found to be strictly the langua 
of prose, when prose is well written. The truth 
this assertion might be demonstrated by innumera 
passages from almost all . the poetical writings ev 
of Milton himself.' He then quotes Gray's sonnet: 

In vain to me the smiling mornings shine, 
And reddening Phoebus lifts his golden fire; 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join, 
Or cheerful fields resume their green attire. 
These ears, alas! for other notes repine; 
A different object do these eyes require; 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but miTl4; 
And in my breast the imperfect joys expire. 
Yet morning smiles the busy race to cheer, 
And newborn pleasure brings to happier men; 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear, 
To warm their little loves the birds complain. 
1 fruitless mourn 10 him that cannot hear, 
And weep the more becaus, 1 weep in vain, 

and adds the following remark:-'It will easily 1 
perceived, that the only part of this Sonnet, which is I 

any value, is the lines printed in italics. It is equa~ 
obvious, that, except in the rhyme, and in the use I 

the single word "fruitless" for "fruitlessly", which 
so far a defect, the language of these lines does in [ 
respect differ from that of prose.' 

An idealist defending his system by the fact, th: 
when asleep we often believe ourselves awake, w: 
well answered by his plain neighbour, 'Ah, but whe 
awake do we ever believe ourselves asleep?'-Thinl 
identical must be convertible. The preceding passa~ 
seems to rest on a similar sophism. For the questic 
is not, whether there may not occur in prose an orde 
of words, which would be equally proper in a poen 
nor whether there are not beautiful lines and seI 
tences of frequent occurrence in good poems, whic 
would be equally becoming as well as beautiful i 
good prose; for neither the one nor the other h~ 
ever been either denied or doubted by anyone. Th 
U'Ue question must be, whether there are not mode 
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f expression, a construction, and an order of sen­
ences, which are in their fit and natural place in a 
erious prose composition, but would be dispropor­
. ona te and heterogeneous in metrical poetry; and, 

l •• :ce versa, whether in the language of a serious poem 
there may not be an arrangement both of words and 
entences, and a use and selection of (what are called) 
:gures of speech, both as to their kind, their frequency, 
nd their occasions, which on a subject of equal 
eight would be vicious and alien in correct and 
anly prose. I contend, that in both cases this unfit­

ess of each for the place of the other frequently will 
nd ought to exist. . 
And first from the origin of metre. This I would 

trace to the balance in the mind effected by that 
spontaneous effort which strives to hold in check the 
workings of passion. It might be easily explained 
likewise in what manner this salutary antagonism is 
assisted by the very state, which it counteracts; and 
how this balance of antagonists became organized 
into metre (in the usual acceptation of that term) by 
a supervening act of the will and judgement, con­
sciously and for the foreseen purpose of pleasure. 
!Assuming these principles, as the data of our argu­
ment, we deduce from them two legitimate con­
<Iitions, which the critic is entitled to expect in every 
metrical work. First, that, as the elements of metre 
owe their existence to a state of increased excitement, 
so the metre itself should be accompanied by the 
natural language of excitement. Secondly, that as 
Ithese elements are formed into metre artificially, by 
a voluntary act, with the design and for the purpose 
of blending delight with emotion, so the traces of 
~resent volition should throughout the metrical 
~anguage be proportionately discernible. Now these 
two conditions must be reconciled and co-present. 
There must be not only a partnership, but a union; 
an interpenetration of passion and of will, of spon­
taneous impulse and of voluntary purpose. Again, 
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this union can be manifested . only in a frequency ( 
forms and figures of speech (originally the offsprin 
of passion, but now the adopted children of power: 
greater than would be desired or endured, where th 
emotion is not voluntarily encouraged and kept u 
for the sake of that pleasure, which such emotion, s 
tempered and mastered by the will, is found capabl 
of communicating. It not only dictates, but of itse 
tends to produce, a more frequent employment ( 
picturesque and vivifying language, than would b 
natural in any other case, in which there did nc 
exist, as there does in the present, a previous and we 
understood, though tacit, compact between the pm 
and his reader, that the latter is entitled to expeci 
and the former bound to supply, this species an 
degree of pleasurable excitement. We may in som 
measure apply to this union the answer ofPoUXENEl 
in the Winter's Tale, to PERDITA'S neglect of th 
streaked gilly-flowers, because she had heard it said 

There is an art which, in their piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say there be; 
Yet nature is made better by no mean, 
But nature makes that mean; so, ev'n that art, 
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art, 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock; 
And make conceive a bark of ruder kind 
By bud .of nobler race. This is an art, 
Which does mend nature---change it rather; but 
The art itself is nature. 
Secondly, I argue from the EFFECTS of metre. A 

far as metre acts in and for itself, it tends to increas 
the vivacity and susceptibility both of the genera 
feelings and of the attention. This effect it produce 
by the continued excitement of surprise, and by th, 
quick reciprocations of curiosity still gratified an< 
still ·re-excited, which are too slight indeed to be a 
anyone moment objects of distinct consciousness 
yet become cons.iderable in their aggregate influence 
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a medicated atmosphere, or as, wine during 

nimated conversation, they act powerfully, though 
hemselves unnoticed. I Where, therefore, correspon­
ent food and appropriate matter are not provided 

or the attention and feelings thus roused, ther~ must 
eeds be a disappointment felt; like tha,t of.leaping 

n th~ darlj: from the last step of a staircase, when we 
ad prepared our muscles for a leap of ,three or [Clur. 
The discussion on the power& of metre in the pre­

ace is highly ingenious and .touche& at all points 
n truth. , But I .cannot fu:).d . any statement of its 

f.owers considered , abstractly and ' separately. On 
he contrary Mr. Wordsworth seems always to esti-

ate ' metre by the powers which it exerts during 
(and, as I think, in ~consequence of) its combination 
~th ' other elements of poetry. ' Thus the previous 
difficulty is left unanswered, what the elements are 
with 'which it must be combined, in order to prqduce 
'ts own ,effects to any pleasureable ,purpo~e. ' ,Double 
nd tri-syllable rhymes, indeed, form a lower species 

of wit, and, attended to exclus,ively for their ,own sake, 
may become a source of momentary amusement; as 
in poor Smarfs distich to the Welsh Sq~ire who had 
promised him a hare: • \ I 1 1 "llJ 

Tell me,~thou son of great Cadwallad'er! -
Hast sent the'hare? or hast thou swallowed her? 

" .. \~. \ .,) ) .; 

But for any poetic purposes, metre , res,embles (if 
the aptness of the simile, may excuse its meannes,s) 
yeast" worthless or, disagreeable by itself, but giving 
vivacity and spirit to: the ,liquor with which it is 
proportio:t:lately combined. ,~l • • 

The reference to The Children in the Wood by 'no 
means satisfies my judgement. ' We all , willingly 
throw ourselves back for awhile into the feelings of 
our childhood. ,This ballad, therefore, :we read under 
such recollections ,of , our, own · childish feelings, as 
would equally endear to us poems, which Mr. Words­
worth himself would regard as faulty in the oppqsi~e 
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extreme of gaudy and technical ornament. Befo] 
the invention of printing, and in a still greater degre 
before the introduction of writing, metre, especial: 
alliterative metre (whether alliterative at the h 
ginning of the words, as in Piers Plowman, or at tl 
end, as in rhymes), possessed an independent vah 
as assisting the recollection, and consequently tl 
preservation, of any series of truths or incidents. BI 
I am not convinced by the collation of facts, th: 
The Children in the Wood owes either its preservatio] 
or its popularity, to its metrical form. Mr. Marshal 
repository affords a number of tales in prose inferic 
in pathos and general merit, some of as old a dat 
and many as widely popular. Tom Hickathrift, Ja. 
the Giant-killer, Goot[y Two-shoes, and Little Red Ridin, 
hood are formidable rivals. And that they have CO] 

tinued in prose, cannot be fairly explained by d 
assumption, that the comparative meanness of the 
thoughts and images precluded even the humble 
forms of metre. The scene of Goot[y Two-shoes in tl 
church is perfectly susceptible of metrical narratio! 
and, among the 8arJp.<ITa 8avp.acrroTaTa even of d 
present age, I do not recollect a more astonishir 
image than that of the 'whole rookery, that flew out 
the giant's beard', scared by the tremendous voice, wil 
which this monster answered the challenge of d 
heroic Tom Hickathrift! 

If from these we turn to compositions universall 
and independently of all early associations, belov( 
and admired, would The Maria, The Monk, or 7: 
Poor Man's Ass of Sterne, be read with more deligb 
or have a better chance of immortality, had the 
without any change in the diction been composed i 
rhyme, than in their present state? If I am n. 
grossly mistaken, the general reply would be in tl 
negative. Nay, I will confess, that, in Mr. Word 
worth's own volumes, the Anecdote for Fathers, Sim 
Lee, Alice Fell, The Beggars, and The Sailor's Motlu 
notwithstanding the beauties which are to be foUD 
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each of them where the poet interposes the music 

f his own thoughts, would have been more delightful 
me in prose, told and managed, as by Mr. Words­

vorth they would have been, in a moral essay, or 
,edestrian tour. 

Metre in itself is simply a stimulant of the atten­
on, and therefore excites the question: Why is 
~e attention to be thus stimulated? Now the ques­
on cannot be answered by the pleasure of the metre 

tself: for this we have shown to be conditional, and 
ependent on the appropriateness of the thoughts 

IDd expressions, to which the metrical form is super­
dded. Neither can I conceive any other answer 
hat can be rationally given, short of this: I write 
r metre, because I am about to use a language 
lifferent from that of prose. Besides, where the 
anguage is not such, how interesting soever the reflec­
~ons are, that are capable of being drawn by a 
~hilosophic mind from the thoughts or incidents of 
he poem, the metre itself must often become feeble. 
fake the last three stanzas of The Sailor's Mother, for 
IDStance. If I could for a moment abstract from the 
effect produced on the author's feelings, as a man, 
~y the incident at the time of its real occurrence, I 
would dare appeal to his own judgement, whether in 
:he metre itself he found a sufficient reason for their 
~eing written metrically? 

And, thus continuing, she said, 
I had a son, who many a day 
Sailed on the seas; but he is dead; 
In Denmark he was cast away; 
And I have travelled far as Hull, to see 
What clothes he might have left, or other property. 

The bird and cage they both were his: 
'Twas my son's bird; and neat and trim 
He kept it: many voyages 
This singing-bird hath gone with him; 
When last he sailed he left the bird behind; 
& it might be, perhaps, from bodings of his mind. 
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He to a fellow-lodger's care 
Had left it, to be watched and fed, 
Till he came back again; and there 
I found it when my son was dead; 
And now, God help me for my little wit! 
I trail it with me, Sir! he took so much delight in i 

If disproportioning the emphasis we read the! 
stanzas so as to make the rhymes perceptible, ev~ 
tri-syllable rhymes could scarcely produce an equ; 
sense of oddity and strangeness, as we feel here i 
finding rhymes at all in sentences so exclusivel 
colloquial. I would further ask whether, but for th. 
visionary state, into which the figure of the woma 
and the susceptibility of his own genius had placed t!­
poet's imagination (a state, which spreads its infiuem 
and colouring over all, that co-exists with the excitir: 
cause, and in which 

The simplest, and the most familiar things 
Gain a strange power ofspr~ading awe around them 

I would ask the poet whether he would not ha, 
felt an abrupt downfall in these verses from the pro 
ceding stanza? 

The ancient spirit is not dead; 
Old times, thought I, are breathing there; 
Proud was I that my country bred 
Such strength, a dignity so fair: 
She begged an alms, like one in poor estate; 
I looked at her again, nor did my pride abate. 

I t must not be omitted, and is besides worthy of notic 
that those stanzas furnish the only fair instance th: 
I have been able to discover in all Mr. Wordswortb 
writings, of an actual adoption, or true imitation, 
the real and very,)anguage of low and rustic lif 
freed from provincialisms. 

Thirdly, I deduce the position from all the cauS. 
elsewhere assigned, which render metre the propl 
form of p~try, and poetry imperfect and defecti, 
without metre. Metre, therefore, having been col 
nected with poetry most often and by a peculil 
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tness, whatever else is combined with metre must, 
ough it be not itself essentially poetic, have never­
eless some property in common with poetry, as an 

~termedium of affinity, a sort (if I may dare borrow 
I well-known phrase from technical chemistry) of 
I!Irdaunt between it and the super-added metre. 
'ow poetry, Mr. Wordsworth truly affirms, does 
~ways imply PASSION; which word must be here 
tnderstood in its most general sense, as an excited 

~
te of the feelings and faculties. And as every pas­

on has its proper pulse, so will it likewise have 
characteristic modes of expression. But where 

o.ere exists that degree of genius and talent which 
rtitles a writer to aim at the honours of a poet, 
~e very act of poetic composition itself is, and is 
Howed to imply and to produce, an unusual state of 
~citement, which of course justifies and demands 

correspondent difference of language, as truly, 

~Ough not perhaps in as marked a degree, as the 
citement oflove, fear, rage, or jealousy. The vivid­
ss of the descriptions or declamations in DONNE 

r DRYDEN is as much and as often derived from 
ue force and fervour of the describer, as from the 
efiections, forms or incidents, which constitute their 
llbject and materials. The wheels take fire from the 
!lere rapidity of their motion. To what extent, and 
uder what modifications, this may be admitted to 
ct, I shall attempt to define in an after remark on 
1fr. Wordsworth's reply to this objection, or rather r his objection to this reply, as already anticipated 
fl his preface. 

Fourthly, and as intimately connected with this, 
I not the same argument in a more general form, 

adduce the high spiritual instinct of the human 
.eing impelling us to seek unity by harmonious 
djustment, and thus establishing the principle, that 
II the parts of an organized whole must be assirni­
ated to the more important and essential parts. This 
.nd the preceding arguments may be strengthened 
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by the reflection, that the composition of a poem 
among the imitative arts; and that imitation, • 
opposed to copying, consists either in the interfusio 
of the same throughout the radically different, or I 

the different throughout a base radically the same. 
Lastly, I appeal to the practice of the best poel 

of all countries and in all ages, as authorizing tl 
opinion, (deduced from all the foregoing,) that i 
every import of the word essential, which would n. 
here involve a mere truism, there may be, is, aD 
ought to be an essential difference between tl 
language of prose and of metrical composition. 

In Mr. Wordsworth's criticism of Gray's Sonne 
the readers' sympathy with his praise or blame I 

the different parts is taken for granted rather pe 
haps too easily. He has not, at least, attempted 1 

win or compel it by argumentative analysis. In n: 
conception at least, the lines rejected as of no vah 
do, with the exception of the two first, differ as mue 
and as little from the language of common life, i 

those which he has printed in italics as possessir 
genuine excellence. Of the five lines thus honourab 
distinguished, two of them differ from prose, eve 
more widely than the lines which either precede ( 
follow, in the position of the words. 

A different object do tMse eyes require; 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine; 
And in my breast tM imperfect joys expire. 

But were it otherwise, what would this prov 
but a truth, of which no man ever doubted? Videlice 
that there are sentences, which would be equally i 
their place both in verse and prose. Assuredly it dOl 
not prove the point, which alone requires proo 
namely, that there are not passages, which woul 
suit the one and not suit the other The first line. 
this sonnet is distinguished from the ordinary lal 
guage of men by the epithet to 'morning'. (For we wi 
set aside. at present, the consideration, that the pa 
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fcular word 'smiling' is hackneyed and (as it involves 
I sort of personification) not quite congruous with the 
ommon and material attribute of shining.) And, 
!oubtless, this adjunction of epithets for the purpose r additional description, where no particular atten­
ion is demanded for the quality of the thing, would 
Ie noticed as giving a poetic cast to a man's conversa­
fon. Should the sportsman exclaim, 'Come boys! the 
r-vo morning calls you up', he will be supposed to have 
ome song in his head. But no one suspects this, when 
Ie says, 'A wet morning shall not confine us to our 
feds.' This then is either a defect in poetry, or it 
I not. Whoever should decide in the affirmative, I 
rould request him to re-peruse anyone poem, of any 
onfessedly great poet from Homer to Milton, or from 
leschylus to Shakespeare; and to strike out (in 
~ought I mean) every instance of this kind. If the 
lumber of these fancied erasures did not startle him, 
ir if he continued to deem the work improved by 
~eir total omission, he must advance reasons of no 
rdinary strength and evidence, reasons grounded 
~ the essence of human nature. OtherWise, I should 
ot hesitate to consider him as a man not so much 
roof against all authority, as dead to it 
The second line, 

And reddening Phoebus lifts his golden fire;-

.as indeed almost as many faults as words. But then 
: is a bad line, not because the language is distinct 
rom that of prose, but because it conveys incongruous 
mages, because it confounds the cause and the effect, 
he real thing with the personified representative of 
he thing; in short, because it differs from the lan­
uage of good sense! That the 'Phoebus' is hackneyed, 
nd a school-boy image, is an accidental fault, 
.ependent on the age in which the author wrote, and 
lot deduced from the nature of the thing. That it 
I part of an exploded mythology, is an objection 
Ilore deeply grounded. Yet when the torch of 
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ancient learning was . reKindled; so cheering were 
beams, that our eldest poets, cut off by Christian) 
from all accredited machinery, and deprived of I 
aCknowledged guardians and symbols of the gr~ 
objects of nature, were naturally induced to adopt, 

.a poetic language, those fabulous personages, the 
·· forms of the supernatural in nature, which h 
given them s'uch dear delight in the poems of th 

-great masters. Nay, .even at this day what scholar 
genial taste will not so far sympathize with the 
as to read With pleaSure in Petrarch, Chaucer, 
Spenser; what he woUld perhaps condemn as puer 
in a 'modern poet? . 

rremember no poet, whose writings would safer 
stand the 'test ·of. Mr" Wordsworth's theory, th 
Spenser. Yet will Mr .• Wordsworth say, that t 
style of the ' folloWing stanza is ei ther undistil'lguish 
from prose,' and the language' of ordinary life? ( 
that it is vicious, and that the stanzas are blots 
the Fturie Queene? 

By this the northern wagoner had set 
His sevenfold teme behind the steadfast starre, 

'That was in ocean waves yet never wet, 
But firme is fixt, and sendeth light from farre 
To all that in the wild deep wandering are: 
And chearful chanticleer with his note shrill 
Had warned once that Phoebus' fiery carre 
In·haste was climbing up the easterne hill, 
Full envious that night so long his roome / fill. 

Book I, Can. 2, St. 2 . 

At last the. golden orientall gate 
Of greatest heaven gan to open fayre, 
And Phcebus fresh, as brydegrome to his mate, 
Came dauncing forth, shaking his deawie hayre, 
And hurl'd his glist'ring beams through gloomy ayre 
Which when the wakeful elfe perceived, streightway 
He started up, and did him selfe prepayre 
In sun-bright armes and battailous array; 
For with that pagan proud he combat will that day. 

. . Book I, Can. 5, St. 2. 
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On the contrary to how many" passages; both in 

n books and in blank verse poems, could I , (were 
not invidious) direct the reader's attention, the 
Ie of which is most unpoetic, because, and only 
cause, it is the style of prose?, He will not suppose 
e capable of having in my mind such verses, as 

I put my hat upon my head ' 
, And walk'd into the Strand; , 

And there' I met another man, ~ 
. Whose hat was in his'hand. . v , 

) J L [ ;', 1\ 
To such specimens it, would indeed be a fair and 
1 reply, that these lines are not bad, because they 
e unpoetic; but because ,th,ey are empty of all 
nse and feeling; and' that it'were an idle attempt 

prove that an ape is not a ,Newton; ",lien it is 
vident that he is not 'a rriim: But -the 'sense shall 
e g~od and ' weighty, the,' language corre"t and 
gnified, the subject interesting and treated with 
ling; and yet the style shall, 'notwithstanding ' all 

ese merits, be justly plamaQle as prosaic, and solely 
ecause the'words'arid tlie oider of the words would find 
!leir appropriate place in prose, but are not suitable to 
~etrica! composition .. The , Ci?il W;ars of Darnel is an 
!lStructIve, and even mterestmg work; but take the 
ollowing stanzas (and from the hundred instances 
rhich abound I might probably have selected others 
ir more striking) : ' 

And to the ead we may with better ease 
Discern the true discourse, vouchsafe to show 
What were the times foregoing' near to these, 
That these we may with better profit know. 
Tell how the world fell into this disease; , 
And how so great dis temperature did grOW; ! 
So shall we see \Yith what degrees it came; 
How things at full do soon wax out of frame. 
Ten kings had from the Norman conqu'ror reign'd 
With intermixt and variable fate, ' 
'When England to her greatest height attain'd 
Of power, dominion, glory, wealth, and state; : ' 
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After it had with much ado sustain'd 
The violence of princes, with debate 
For titles and the often mutinies 
Of nobles for their ancient liberties. 

For first, the Norman, conqu'ring all by might, 
By might was forc'd to keep what he had got; 
Mixing our customs and the form of right 
With foreign constitutions he had brought; 
Mast'ring the mighty, humbling the poorer wight, 
By all severest means that could be wrought; 
And, making the succession doubtful, rent 
His new-got state, and left it turbulent. 

Book I, St. vii, viii, and ix. 

Will it be contended on the one side, that th 
lines are mean and senseless? Or on the other, 
they are not prosaic, and for that reason unpoeti 
This poet's well-merited epithet is that of tl 
'well-languaged Daniel'; but likewise, and by the co 
sent of his contemporaries no less than o(..all s 
ceeding critics, the 'prosaic Daniel.' ~y et those, wi 
thus designate this wise and amiabl writer, frol 
the frequent incorrespondency of ~ diction to }j 
metre in the majority of his compositions, not o~ 
deem them valuable and interes9ng on other account 
but willingly admit that there are to be found througj 
out his poems, and especiJ'llly in his Epistles and j 
his Hymen's Triumph, many and exquisite specime] 
of that style which, as the neutral ground of pm 
and verse, is common to both. A fine and almo 
faultless extract, eminent, as for other beauties, so f( 
its perfection in these species of diction, may be sec 
in Lamb's Dramatic Specimens, &c., a work of variOl 
interest from the nature of the selections themselve 
(all from the plays of Shakespeare's contemporaries 
and deriving a high additional value from the note 
which are full of just and original criticism, el 
pressed with all the freshness of originality . 

.c\mong the possible effects of practical adherenc 
to a theory that aims to identify the style of pros 
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nd verse,-(if it does not indeed claim for the latter 
yet nearer resemblance to the average style of men 

1 the viva voce intercourse of real life)-we might 
nticipate the following as not the least likely to 
ccur. It will happen,as I have indeed before ob­
:rved, that the metre itself, the sole acknowledged 
ifference, will occasionally become metre to th~ eye 
my. The existence of prosaisms, and that they de­
'act from the merit of a poem, must at length be 
Jnceded, when a number of successive lines can be 
:ndered, even to the most delicate ear, unrecogniz­
ble as verse, or as having even been intended for 
erse, by simply transcribing them as prose; when 
. the poem be in blank verse, this can be effected 
'ithout any alteration, or at most by merely restoring 
ne or two words to their proper places, from which 
ley have been transplanted' for no assignable cause 

I As the ingenious gentleman under the influence of the 
'ragic Muse contrived to dislocate, 'I wish you a good 
lorning, Sir! Thank you, Sir, and I wish you the same,' 
Ito two blank-verse heroics:-

To you a good morning, good Sir! I wish. 
You, Sirl I thank: to you the same wish I. 

In those parts of Mr. Wordsworth's works which I have 
loroughly studied, I find fewer instances in which this 
'ould be practicable than I have met in many poems, 
,here an approximation of prose has been sedulously and 
n system guarded against. Indeed excepting the stanzas 
!ready quoted from The Sailor's Mother, I can recollect but 
ne instance: viz. a short passage of four or five lines in 
-he Brothers, that model of English pastoral, which I never 
et read with unclouded eye.-'James, pointing to its SUffi­

lit, over which they had all purposed to return togeilier, 
uormed iliem iliat he would wait for them iliere. Thev 
arted, and his comrades passed iliat way some two horus 
fter, but iliey did not find him at ilie appointed place, 
circumstance of which they took no heed: but one of them, 

oing by chance into ilie house, which at this time was 
unes's house, learnt there, iliat nobody had seen him all 
lat day.' The only change which has been made is in 

206 
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or reason but that of the author's convenience; bl 
if it be in rhyme, by the mere exchange of the fim 
word of each line for some other of the same meanin! 
equally appropriate, dignified and euphonic. 

The answer or objection in the preface to th 
anticipated remark 'that metre paves the way to othe 
distinctions', is contained in the following word 
'The distinction of rhyme and metre is voluntar 
and uniform, and not, like that produced by (wh2 
is called) poetic diction, arbitrary, and subject to ir 
finite caprices, upon which no calculation whatev( 
can be made. In the one case the reader is utterl 
at the mercy of the poet respecting what imagery (J 

diction he may choose to connect with the passion 
But is this a poet, of whom a poet is speaking? N 
surely! rather of a fool or madman: or at best ( 
a vain or ignorant phantast! And might not braill 
so wild and so deficient make just1he same havo 
with rhymes and metres, as qfey are supposed t 
effect with modes and figures 1fspeech? How is th 
reader at the mercy of such IDFn? If he continue t 
read their , nonsense, is it not his own fault? Th 
ultimate end of criticism is m).1Ch more to establisl 
the principles of writing, than to furnish rules how t, 
pass judgement on what has bfen written by others 
if indeed it were possible tHat the two could b 
separated. But if it be asked, by what principles th 

the position of the little word there in two instances, th 
position in the original being clearly such as is not adopte, 
in ordinary conversation. The other words printed i: 
italics were so marked because, though good and genuin 
English, they are not the phraseology of common COIl 

versation either in the word put in apposition, or in th 
connexion by the genitive pronoun. Men in general woul, 
have said, 'but that was a circumstance they paid n 
attention to, or took no notice of;' and the language is, 01 

the theory of the preface, justified only by the narrator' 
being the Vicar. Yet if any ear could suspect, that thes 
sentences were ever printed as metre, on those very word 
alone could the suspicion have been grounded. 
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I et is to regulate his own style, if he do not adhere 
fosely to the sort and. order of words which he hears 
~ the market, wake, high-road, or plough-field? I .. 
eply; by principles, the ignorance or neglect of which 
[ould convict him ' of being no poet, but a silly or 
resumptuous usurper of the name! By the prin­
fples of grammar, logic, psychology! In one word, r. such a knowledge of the facts, material and 
Diritual, that most appertain to his art, as, if it have 
ben governed and applied by good sense, and ren­
ered instinctive by habit, becomes the representative 
nd reward of our past conscious reasonings, insights, 
nd conclusions, and acquires the name of TASTE. 
IY what rule that does not leave the reader at the 
oct's mercy, and the poet at his own, is the latter 
~ distinguish between the language suitable to sup­
ressed, and the language, which is characteristic of 
~dulged, anger? Or between that of rage and that 
r jealousy? Is it obtained by wandering about in 
:arch of angry or jealous people in uncultivated 
ociety, in order to copy their words? Or not far 
~ther by the power of imagination proceeding upon 
~e all in each of human nature? By meditation, 
ather than by observation? And by the latter in 
onsequence only of the former? As eyes, for which 
~e former has pre-determined their field of vision, and 
D which, as to its organ, it communicates a microscopic 
ower? There is not, I firmly believe, a man now 
m.ng, who has, from his own inward experience, a 
learer intuition than Mr. Wordsworth himself, that 
~e last mentioned are the true sources of genial 
iscrimination. Through the same process and by 
le same creative agency will the poet distinguish the 
egree and kind of the excitement produced by the 
ery act of poetic composition. As intUitively will he 
now, what differences of style it at once inspires and 
lStifies; what intermixture of conscious volition is 
Jatural to that state; and in what instances such 
gures and colours of speech degenerate into mere 
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creatures of an arbitrary purpose, cold technic: 
artifices of ornament or connexion. For, even, 
truth is its own light and evidence, discovering , 
once itself and falsehood, so is it the prerogative I 

poetic genius to distinguish by parental instinct i 
proper offspring from the changelings, which tl 
gnomes of vanity or the fairies of fashion may hal 
laid in its cradle or called by its names. Could a ru 
be given from without, poetry would cease to 1 
poetry, and sink into a mechanical art. It would 1 
P.&P</>WUIS, not 7rO{TjUIS. The rules of the IMAGIN, 

f"" TION are themselves the very powers of growth all 
production. The words to which they are reducibl 
present only the outlines and external appearance I 

the fruit. A deceptive counter~t _of the superfici: 
form and colours may be elaborated; but the marb 
peach feels cold and heavy~and children only pI 
it to their mouths. We find n difficulty in admittix: 
as excellent, and the legi' te language of poet 
fervour self-impassioned, Donne's apostrophe to tl 
Sun in the second stanza of lhis Progress of tM Sou 

Thee, eye of heaven! this gteat soul envies not; 
By thy male force is all, wkcave, begot. 
In the first East thou now ginn'st to shine, 
Suck'st early balm and isl d spices there, 
And wilt anon in thy loose~rein'd career 
At Tagus, Po, Seine, Thames, and Danow dine, 
And see at night this western world of mine: 
Yet hast thou not more nations seen than she, 
Who before thee one day began to be, 
And, thy frail light being quench'd, shall long, 

long outlive thee! 

Or the next stanza but one: 
Great destiny, the commissary of God, 
That hast mark'd out a path and period 
For ev'ry thing! Who, where we offspring took, 
Our way and ends see'st at one instant: thou 
Knot of all causes! Thou, whose changeless brow 
Ne'er smiles nor frowns! O! vouchsafe thou to loo~ 
And show my story in thy eternal book, &c. 
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As little difficulty do we find in excluding from 
e honours of unaffected warmth and elevation the 
adness prepense of pseudo-poesy, or the startling 

ysteric of weakness over-exerting itself, which bursts 
,n the unprepared reader in sundry odes and apos-
ophes to abstract terms. Such are the Odes to 

lousy, to Hope, to Oblivion, and the like, in 
odsley's collection and the magazines of that day, 
hich seldom fail to remind me of an Oxford copy of 
erses on the two Suttons, commencing with 

INOCULATION, heavenly maid! descend! 
It is not to be denied that men of undoubted 
lents, and even poets of true, though not of first­

'ate, genius, have from a mistaken theory deluded 
' oth themselves and others in the opposite extreme, 
[ once read to a company of sensible and well­
hlucated women the introductory period of Cowley's 
preface to his Pindaric Odes, written in imitation oj the 
r!JIle and manner oj the odes oj Pindar. 'If (says Cowley) 
~ man should undertake to translate Pindar, word 
or word, it would be thought that one madman had 
rranslated another: as may appear, when he, that 
mderstands not the original, reads the verbal traduc­
:ion of him into Latin prose, than which nothing 
;eems more raving.' I then proceeded with his own 
tree version of the second Olympic, composed for 
the charitable purpose of rationalizing the Theban 
Eagle. 

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

One of the company exclaimed, with the full asse 
of the rest, that if the original were madder than th 
it must be incurably mad. I then translated the 0 

from the Greek, and as nearly as possible, word 1 
word; and the impression was, that in the genel 
movement of the periods, in the form of the co 
nexions and transitions, and in the sober majesty 
lofty sense, it appeared to /them to approach me 
nearly, than any other Pgetry they had heard, 
the style of our Bible in the prophetic books. T 
first strophe will suffice as a,. specimen: 

Yeharp-controuling hymns! rr) ye hymns the IOvereig 
of harps I 

What God? what Hero? 
What Man shall we celebrate? 
Truly Pisa indeed is of J oveJ 
But the Olympiad (or the 0Jympic games) did Hercu· 

establish, t ~ 
The first-fruits of the spoilsl of war. 
But Theron for the four-h<jlrsed car, 
That bore victory to him, I 
It behoves us now to voice aloud: 
The Just, the Hospitable, 
The Bulwark of Agrigentum. 
Of renowned fathers 
The Flower, even him 
Who preserves his native city ere.:t and safe. 

But are such rhetorical caprices condemnable OIl 

for their deviation from the language of real lif 
and are they by no other means to be preclude 
but by the rejection of all distinctions between pre 
and verse, save that of metre? Surely good sem 
and a moderate insight into the constitution of t: 
hu~an m~?, would. be amply suffici~nt to prove, th 
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ch language and such combinations are the native 

roduce neither, of the fancy nor of the imagination; 
at their operation consists in the excitement of 
rprise by the juxtaposition and apparent recon-

1i1iation of widely different or incompatible things. 
when, for instance, the hills are made to reflect 

e image of a voice. SlJrely, no unusual taste is 
quisite to see clearly, that this compulsory juxta­

osition is not produced by the presentation of im­
ressive or delightful forms to the inward vision, nor 
y any sympathy with the modifying powers with 
hich the genius of the poet had united and inspirited 

11 the objects of his thought; that it is therefore a 
IPecies of wit, a pure work of the will, and implies 
I leisure and self-possession both of thought and 
~f feeling, incompatible with the steady fervour of 
l mind possessed and filled with the grandeur of its 
ubject . . To sum up the whole in one sentence. When '­
t poem, or a part of a poem, shall be adduced, 
~hich is evidendy vicious in the figures and con­
texture of its style, yet for the condemnation of which 
~o reason can be assigned, except that it differs from 
!he style in which men actually converse, then, and 
~ot till then, can I hold this theory to be either 
~lausible, or practicable, or capable of furnishing 
either rule, guidance, or precaution, that might not, 
nore easily and more safely, as well as more naturally, 
~ave been deduced in the author's own mind from 
:onsiderations of grammar, logic, and the truth and 
rature of things, confirmed by the authority of works, 
fhOOC ram, ;, not of ONE <0="" n~ of ONE age. 
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1757-1827 
THE CANTERBURY PILGRIMS (1809) 
SIR GEFFREY CHAUCER AND TIlE NlNE-AND-TWENTY 

PILGRIMS ON TIlEIR JOURNEY TO CANTERBURyl 

THE time chosen is early morning, before su 
rise, when the jolly company are just quitting tl 

Tabarde Inn. The Knight and Squire with tl 
Squire's Yeoman lead the Procession; next folIc 
the youthful Abbess, her Nln, and three Priests; h 
greyhounds attend her: 

Of small hounds ha she that she fed 
With roast flesh, milk~ and wastel bread. 

Next follow the Friar and *nk; then the Tapis( 
the Pardoner, and the Som nour and Mancipl 
After these 'Our Host', who 0 upies the centre of tI 
cavalcade, directs them to the Knight as the pers< 
who would be likely to commence their task of eae 
telling a tale in their order. After the Host follow tI 
Shipman, the Haberdasher,/ the Dyer, the Frankli 
the Physician, the Ploughman, the Lawyer, the Po< 
Parson, the Merchant, the 'Wife of Bath, the Mill( 
the Cook, the Oxford Scholar, Chaucer himself; ar 
the Reeve comes as Chaucer has described: 

And ever he rode hinderest of the rout. 

These last are issuing from the gateway of the 1m 
the Cook and the Wife of Bath are both taking the 
morning's draught of comfort. Spectators stand 
the gateway of the Inn, and are composed of an 0: 
Man, a Woman, and Children. 

The Landscape is an eastward view of the countr 
from the Tabarde Inn in Southwark, as it may I 
supposed to have appeared in Chaucer's time, inte 

r From A Descriptive Catalogue of Pictures. 



THE CANTERBURY PILGRIMS 73 
persed with cottages and villages. The first beams of 
he Sun are seen above the horizon; some buildings 
Lfld spires indicate the situation of the Great City. 
['he Inn is a Gothic building, which Thynne in his 
:;lossary says was the lodging of the Abbot of Hyde, 
'Y Winchester. On the Inn is inscribed its title, and 
~ proper advantage is taken of this circumstance 
o describe the subject of the Picture. The words 
vritten over the gateway of the Inn are as follow: 
The Tabarde Inn, by Henry Baillie, the lodgynge­
louse for Pilgrims who journey to Saint Thomas's 
ihrine at Canterbury.' 

The characters of Chaucer's Pilgrims are the 
haracters which compose all ages and nations. As 
,ne age falls, another rises, different to mortal sight, 
fut to immortals only the same; for we see the same 
haracters repeated again and again, in animals, 
egetables, minerals, and in men. Nothing new occurs 
n identical existence; Accident ever varies, Substance 

tn never suffer change nor decay. 
Of Chaucer's characters, as described in his Canter­

ury Tales, some of the names or titles are altered by 
ime; but the characters themselves for ever remain 
fnaltered; and consequently they are the physi­
pornies or lineaments of universal human life, 
teyond which Nature never steps. Names alter, things 
lever alter. I have known multitudes of those who 
vould have been monks' in the age of monkery, who 
n this deistical age are deists. As Newton numbered 
he stars, and as Linnaeus numbered the plants, so 
Dhaucer numbered the classes of men. 

I The Painter has consequently varied the heads 
nd forms of his personages into all Nature's varieties; 
he horses he has also varied to accord to their riders; 
he costume is correct according to authentic monu­
nents. 

The Knight and Squire with the Squire's Yeo­
nan lead the Procession, as Chaucer has also placed 
h.em first in his Prologue. The Knight is a true 
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Hero, a good, great and wise man; his whole-leng1 
portrait on horseback, as written by Chaucer, canD' 

be surpassed. He has spent his life in the field, h: 
ever been a conqueror, and is that species of charact. 
which in every age stands as the guardian of m~ 
against the oppressor. His son is like him, with tl 
germ of perhaps greater perfection still, as he bIen! 
literature and the arts with his warlike studies. The 
dress and their horses are of the first rate, withol 
ostentation, and with all the true grandeur that UI 

affected simplicity when in high rank always display 
The Squire's Yeoman is also a great character, a m2 
perfectly knowing in his profession: 

And in his hand he bare a mighty bow. 

Chaucer describes here a mighty man, one who : 
war is the worthy attendant on noble. heroes. 

The Prioress follows these with her female Cha] 
lain: 

Another Nonne also with her had she, 
That was her Chaplaine, and Priests three. 

This Lady is described also as of the first rank, ric 
and honoured. She has certain peculiarities and litt 
delicate affectations, not unbecoming in her, beir 
accompanied with what is truly grand and real 
polite; her person and face Chaucer has describ( 
with minuteness; it is very elegant, and was the beau· 
of our ancestors till after 'Elizabeth's time, wh( 
voluptuousness and folly began to be account( 
beautiful. 

Her companion and her three Priests were I 

doubt all perfectly delineated in those parts of Chal 
cer's work which are now lost; we ought to suppa! 
them suitable attendants on rank and fashion. 

The Monk follows these with the Friar. TI 
Painter has also grouped with these the Pardoner a~ 
the Sompnour and the Manciple, and has here all 
introduced one of the rich citizens of London~ 
characters likely to ride in company, all being abo' 
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e COmmon" rank in life, or attendants on those who 
ere so. 
For the Monk is described by Chaucer, as a man 

If the first rank in society, noble, rich, and expen­
ively attended; he is a leader of the age, with certain 
umorouS accompaniments in his character, that do 
at degrade, but render him an object of dignified 
'rth, but also with other accompaniments not so 

espectable. 
The Friar is a character of a mixed kind: 

A friar there was, a wanton and a merry; 
lut in his office he is said to be a 'full solemn man'; 
loquent, amorous, witty and satirical; young, hand­
ome and rich; he is a complete rogue, with con­
itutional gaiety enough to make him a master of 
~l the pleasures of the world: 

His neck was white as the flour de lis, 
Thereto strong he was as a champioun. 

It is necessary here to speak of Chaucer's own 
~aracter, that I may set certain mistaken critics 
ight in their conception of the humour and fun that 
~cur on the journey. Chaucer is himself the great 
KJetical observer of men, who in every age is born 
o record and eternize its acts. This he does as a 
aaster, as a father and superior, who looks down on 
heir little follies from the Emperor to the Miller, 
ometimes with severity, oftener with joke and sport. 

Accordingly Chaucer has made his Monk a great 
ragedian, one who studied poetical art. So" much 
o that the generous Knight is, in the compassionate 
lictates of his soul, compelled to cry out: 

'Ho,' quoth the Knyght, 'good Sir, no more of this; 
That ye have said is right ynough, I wis, 
And mokell more; for little heaviness 
Is right enough for much folk, as I guesse. 
I say, for me, it is a great disease, 
\Vbereas men have been in wealth and ease, 
To heare of their sudden fall, alasl 
And the contrary is joy and solas.' ;. 
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The Monk's definition of tragedy in the proem 1 

his tale is worth repeating: 

\'ragedie is to tell a certain story, 
As old books us maken memory, 
Of hem that stood in great prosperity, 
And be fallen out of high degree, 
Into miserie, and ended wretchedly. 

Though a man ofluxury, pride and pleasure, he is 
master of art and learning, though affecting to despil 
it. Those who can think that the proud huntsma 
and noble housekeeper, Chaucer's Monk, is intendc 
for a buffoon or burlesque character, know little ( 
Chaucer. . 

For the Host who follows this group, and hole 
the centre of the cavalcade, is a first-rate characte 
and his jokes are no trifles; they are always, thoug 
uttered with audacity, and equally free with the Lor 
and the Peasant-they are always substantially an 
weightily expressive of knowledge and experience 
Henry Baillie, the keeper of the greatest Inn of tt 
greatest City, for such was the Tabarde Inn in Sout1 
wark near London, our Host, was also a leader ( 
the age. 

By way of illustration I instance Shakespeare 
Witches in Macbeth. Those who dress them for tt 
stage, consider them as wretched old women, an 
not, as Shakespeare intended, the Goddesses of De 
tiny; this shows how Chaucer has been misundeJ 
stood in his sublime work. Shakespeare's Fairies a~ 
are the rulers of the vegetable world, and so al 
Chaucer's; let them be so considered, and then tt 
poet will be understood, and not else. 

But I have omitted to speak of a very promineI 
character, the Pardoner, the Age's Knave, who a 
ways commands and domineers over tlJe high an 
low vulgar. This man is sent in every age for a ro 
and scourge, and for a blight, for a trial of men, 1 
divide the classes of men; he is in the most hoI 
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nctuary, and he is suffered by Providence for wise 

~
ds' and has also his great use, and his grand lead­
g destiny. 
His companion the Sompnour is also a Devil of 
e first magnitude, grand, terrific, rich, and hon­

lured in the rank of which he holds the destiny. The 
~ses to society are perhaps equal of the Devil and 
If the Angel; their sublimity who can dispute? 

In- daunger had he at his own gise, 
The young girls of his diocese, 
And he knew well their counsel, &c. 

The principal figure in the next group is the Good 
larson; an Apostle, a real Messenger of Heaven, 
ent in every age for its light and its warmth. This 
nan is beloved and venerated by all, and neglected 
Iy all: he serves all, and is served by none. He is, 
~ccordirig to Christ's definition, the greatest of his 
1ge: yet he is a Poor Parson of a town. Read Chau­
,er's description of the Good Parson, and bow the 
lead and the knee to Him, Who in every age sends 
IS such a burning and a shining light. Search, 0 ye rich 
md powerful, for these men and obey their counsel; 
hen shall the golden age return. But alas! you will not 
~a:sily distinguish him from the Friar or the Pardoner; 
hey also are 'full solemn men', and their counsel 
ou will continue to follow. 

I have placed by his side the Sergeant-at-Lawe, 
~ho appears delighted to ride in his company, and 
letween him and his brother the Ploughman; as I 
~ish men of law would always ride with them, and 
ake their counsel, especially in all difficult points. 
:::haucer's Lawyer is a character of great venerable­
less, a Judge and a real master of the jurisprudence 
.fhis age. 

The Doctor of Physic is in this group; and the 
:ranklin, the voluptuous country gentleman, con­
rasted with the Physician, and, on his other hand, 
vith two Citizens of London. Chaucer's characters 
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live age after age. Every age is a Canterbury Pi! 
grimage; we all pass on, each sustaining one of these 
characters; nor can a child be born who is not one 
or other of these characters of Chaucer. The Doctol 
of Physic is described as the first of his profession 
perfect, learned, completely Master and Doctor it 
his art. Thus the reader will observe that Chauce: 
makes every one of his characters perfect in his kind 
every one is an Antique Statue, the image of a clas 
and not of an imperfect individual. 

This group also would furnish substantial matter 
on which volumes might be written. The Franklil 
is one who keeps open table, who is the genius 0 
eating and drinking, the Bacchus; as the Doctor 0 
Physic is the Aesculapius, the Host is the Silenus 
the Squire is the Apollo, the Miller is the Hercules 
&c. Chaucer's characters are a description of thl 
eternal Principles that exist in all ages. The Franklll 
is voluptuousness itself, most nobly portrayed: 

It snewed in his house of meat and drink. 

The Ploughman is simplicity itself, with wisdon 
and strength for its stamina. Chaucer has divide< 
the ancient character of Hercules between his Mille: 
and his Ploughman. Benevolence is the Ploughman': 
great characteristic; he is thin with excessive labour 
and not with old age as some have supposed: 

He would thresh, and thereto dike and delve, 
For Christe's sake, for every poore wight, 
Withouten hire, if it lay in his might. 

Visions of these eternal principles or characters 0 
human life appear to poets in all ages; the Grecial 
gods were the ancient Cherubim of Phoenicia; bu 
the Greeks, and since them the Moderns, havi 
neglected to subdue the gods of Priam. These god 
are visions of the eternal attributes, or divine names 
which, when erected into gods, become destructivi 
to humanity. They ought to be the servants, anc 
110t the masters of man or of society. They ought t( 
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>e made to sacrifice to man, and not man com­
lelled to sacrifice to them; for, when separated from 
nan or humanity, who is Jesus the Saviour, the Vine 
,f Eternity? They are thieves and rebels, they are 
lestroyers. 

The Ploughman of Chaucer is Hercules in his 
upreme Eternal State, divested of his Spectrous 
:hadow, which is the Miller, a terrible fellow, such 
s exists in all times and places for the trial of men, 
D astonish every neighbourhood with brutal strength 
nd courage, to get rich and powerful, to curb the 
'ride of Man. 

The Reeve and the Manciple are two characters 
f the most consummate worldly wisdom. The Ship­
aan, or Sailor, is a similar genius of Ulyssean art, 
out with the highest courage superadded. 

The Citizens and their Cook are each leaders of a 
lass. Chaucer has been somehow made to number 
)ur citizens, which would make his whole company, 
imself included, thirty-one. But he says there was 
out nine-and-twenty in his company: 

Full nine and twenty in a company. 

The Webbe, or Weaver, and the Tapiser, or 
~apestry Weaver, appear to me to be the same 
erson; but this is only an opinion, for 'full nine and 
Nenty' may signify one more or less. But I daresay 
lat Chaucer wrote 'A Webbe Dyer', that is a Cloth 
)yer: 

A Webbe Dyer and a Tapiser. 

The Merchant cannot be one of the Three Citizens, 
s his dress is different, and his character is more 
larked, whereas Chaucer says of his rich citizens: 

All were yclothed in 0 liverie. 

The characters of Women Chaucer has divided 
lto two classes, the Lady Prioress and the \Vife of 
,ath. Are not these leaders of the ages of men? 
'he Lady Prioress in some ages predominates; and 
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in some the Wife of Bath, in whose character Chaucc 
has been equally minute and exact; because she 
also a scourge and a blight. I shall say no more c 
her, nor expose what Chaucer has left hidden; Ie 
the young reader study what he has said of her: 
is useful as a scarecrow. There are of such characte: 
born too many for the peace of the world. 

I come at length to the Clerk of Oxenford. Th 
character varies from that of Chaucer, as the COl 

templative philosopher varies from the poetical geniu 
There are always these two classes of learned sage 
the poetical and the philosophical. The Painter h: 
put them side by side, as if the youthful clerk ha 
put himself under the tuition of the mature poe 
Let the Philosopher always be the servant and scholl 
ofInspiration, and all will be happy. 



CHARLES LAMB 

1775-1834 
ON TIlE TRAGEDIES OF SHAKESPEARE 

CONSIDERED WITH REFERENCE TO. THEIR FITNESS Fo.R 
STAGE REPRESENTATIo.N (I8Il) " 

AKING a turn the o.ther day in the 'Abbey, I was 
struck with the affected attitude o.f a figure, which 

do. no.t remember to. have seen befo.re, and which 
po.n examinatio.n pro.ved to. be a who.le-Iength o.f 
ne celebrated Mr. Garrick. Tho.ugh I Wo.uld no.t 
0. so. far with so.me good Catho.lics abro.ad as to. shut 
layers alto.gether o.ut o.f co.nsecrated gro.und, yet I 
wn I was no.t a little scandalized at the intro.ductio.n 
f theatrical airs and gestures into. a place set apart 
~ remind _us o.f the saddest realities. ' Go.ing nearer, 
fo.und inscribed under this harlequin ' figure the 

)llo.wing lines: " ' 
To paint fair Nature, by divine command, 
Her magic pencil in his glowing hand, 
A Shakespeare rose: then, to expand his fame 
Wide o'er this breathing world, a Garrick came. 
Though sunk in death the -forms the Poet drew, 
The Actor's genius bade them breathe -anew; 
Though, like the bard himself; in night they lay, 
Immortal Garrick call'd them back to day: 
And till Eternity with power sublime 
Shall mark the mortal hour of hoary Time, 
Shakespeare and Garrick like twin-stars shall shine, 
And earth irradiate with a beam divine. 

.:> 

It Wo.uld be an insult to. my readers' understandings 
0. attempt anything like a criticism o.n this farrago. o.f 
aIse tho.ughts and no.nsense. But the reflectio.n it 
ed me into. was a kind o.f wo.nder, ho.w, fro.m the 
lays o.f the acto.r here celebrated to. o.ur o.wn, it 
ho.uld have been the fashio.n to. co.mpliment every 
lerfo.rmer in his turn, that haS had the luck to. . pleas~ .. '. ' .... ,.... ., . ~ ~.\.. ' --
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the town in any of the great characters of Shakes pear 
with the notion, of possessing a mind congenial with t, 
poet's: how people should come thus unaccountah 
to confound the power of originating poetical imag' 
and conceptions with the faculty of being able I 

read or recite the same when put into words;' ( 
what connexion that absolute mastery over the hea 
and soul of man, which a great dramatic poet po 
sesses, has with those low tricks upon the eye ax: 
ear, which a player by observing a few general effecl 
which some common passion, as grief, anger, & 
usually has upon the gestures and exterior, can i 

easily compass. To know the internal workings ax: 
movements of a great mind, of an Othello or 
Hamlet for instance, the when and the why and tl 
how far they should be moved; to what pitch 
passion is becoming; to give the reins and to pt; 
in the curb exactly at the moment when the dra, 
ing in or the slackening is most graceful; seems 1 

demand a reach of intellect of a vastly differel 
extent from that which is. employed 'upon the ba: 
imitation of the signs of these passions in the COUI 
tenance or gesture, which signs are usually observ( 
to be most lively and emphatic in the weaker so 
of minds, and which signs can after all but indica 
some passion, as I said before, anger, or grief, gene 
ally; but of the motives and grounds of the passiol 
wherein it differs from the same passion in Iowan 
vulgar natures, of these the actor can give no mOl 
idea by his fat;:e or gesture than the eye (without , . 

I It is observ~ble that we fall into this confusion only i 
dramatic recitations. We never dream that the gentlem~ 
who reads Lucretius in public with great applause, is ther! 
fore a great poet and philosopher; nor do we find that TOI 
Davies, the bookseller, who is recorded to have recited tl 
Paradise . Lost ~tter than any man in England in his d~ 
(though I cannot help thinking there must be some mistal 
in this tradition), was therefore, by his intimate friends, 81 

una level with Milton. 
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letaphor) can speak, or the muscles utter intelligible 
)unds. But such is the instantaneous ' nature of the 
npressions which we take in at the eye and ear at 
playhouse, compared with the slow apprehension 

ftentimes of the understanding in reading, that we 
re apt not only to sink the play-writer in the con­
Cieration which we pay to the ' actor, but even to 
lentify in our minds in a ' perverse manner, the 
ctor with the character which he represents. It is 
ifficult for a frequent playgoer to disembarrass the 
lea of Hamlet from the person and voice of Mr. K. 
Ve speak of Lady Macbeth, while we are in reality' 
~nking of Mrs. S. · Nor is this confusion incidental 
lone to unlettered persons, who, not possessing the 
ilvantage ofreading, are necessarily dependent upon 
~e stage-player for all the pleasure which thcy 'can 
.ceive from the drama, and to whom the very idea 
f what an author is cannot be made comprehensible 
. thout some pain and perplexity of mind: the error 

one from . which persons othetwise not meanly 
ttered, find it almost impossible to extricate them-
~ves. T • .. 

I Never let me be so ungrateful as to forget the very 
igh degree of satisfaction which I received some 
ears back from seeing' for the first time a tragedy of 
~akespeare performed, in which these two great 
prformers sustained the principal parts. It seemed' 
, embody and realize conceptions which had hitherto 
lsumed no distinct shape. But dearly do we pay all 
~r life after for this juvenile pleasure, this sense of 
istinctness. When the novelty is past, we find to our 
!lSt that instead of realizing an idea, we have only 
F terialized and brought down a fine vision to the 
at ndard offlesh and blood. We have let go a dream; 
quest of an unattainable substance. • . ~ ., 
How cruelly this operates upon the 'mind, to have 

[
free conceptions thus crampt and pressed down 
the measure of a strait-lacing actuality, may be 

dged from that delightful sensation off'reshness with 
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which we turn to those plays of Shakespeare whic 
have escaped being performed, and to those passag 
in the acting plays of the same writer which hal 
happily been left out in performance. How far tl 
very custom of hearing anything spouud, withers ar. 
blows upon a fine passage, may be seen in tho 
speeches from Henry the Fifth, &c. which are curreJ 
in the mouths of school-boys from their being to I 
found in Enfield Speakers, and such kind of books. 
confess myself utterly unable to appreciate that cel 
bra ted soliloquy in Hamlet, beginning 'To be or D­

to be', or to tell whether it be good, bad, or iJ 
different, it has been so handled and pawed about I 
declamatory boys and men, and torn so inhuman 
from its living place and principle of continuity in d 
play, till it is become to me a perfect dead membe 

It may seem a paradox, but I cannot help beh 
of opinion that the plays of Shakespeare are It! 
calculated for performance on a stage, than those 
almost any other dramatist whatever. Their di 
tinguished excellence is a reason that they should 
80. There is so much in them, which comes not und 
the province of acting, with which eye, and tone, aft 
gesture, have nothing to do. 

The glory of the scenic art is to personate passi 
and the turns of passion; and the more coarse a 
palpable the passion is, the more hold upon the e 
and ears of the spectators the performer obvious 
possesses. For this reason, scolding scenes, sce 
where two persons talk themselves into a fit of fu 
and then in .a surprising manner talk themselves 0 

of it again, have always been the most popular up~ 
our stage. And the reason is plain, because tl 
spectators are here most palpably appealed to, th 
are the proper judges in this war of words, they a 
the legitimate ring that should be formed round SUI 

'intellectual prize-fighters'. Talking is the dir 
object of the imitation here. But in all the be 
dramas, and in Shakespeare above all, how obvious 
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that the form of speaking, whether it be in soliloquy 
dialogue, is only a medium, and often a highly 

EOficial one, for putting the reader or spectator into 
ession of that knowledge of the inner structure and 

orkings of mind in a character, which he could 
envise never have arrived at in that furm of com­

bsition by any gift short of intuition. We do here as 
re do with novels written in the epistolary furm. How 
eny improprieties, perfect solecisms in letter-writing, 
p we put up with in Clarissa and other books, for the 
~ke of the delight which that form upon the whole 
ives us. t 

But the practice of, stage representation reduces 
very thing to a controversy of elocution. Every char­
pter, from the boisterous blasphemings of Bajazet.to 
!le shrinking timidity of womanhood, must play the 
rator. The love-dialogues of Romeo and Juliet, 
!lose silver-sweet sounds oflovers' tongues by night; 
~e more intimate and sacred sweetness of nuptial 
plloquy between an Othello or a Posthumus with 
~eir married wives, all those delicacies which are so 
ieIightful in the reading, ' as when we read of those 
buthful dalliances in Paradise . 

As beseem'd 
Fair couple link'd in happy nuptial league 
Alone: 

y the inherent fault of stage representation, how are 
hese things sullied and turned from their very nature 
Iy being exposed to a large assembly; when such 
peeches as Imogen addresses to her lord, come drawl­
~g out of the mouth of a hired actress, whose court­
hip, though nominally addressed to the personated 
'osthumus, is manifestly aimed at the spectators, who 
.re to judge of her endearments and her returns of 
ove. 

The character of Hamlet is perhaps that by which, 
ince tLe days of Betterton, a succession of popular 
lerformers have had the greatest ambition to dis­
inguish themselves. The length of the part may be 
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one of their reasons. But for the character itse 
we find it in a play, and therefore we judge it a i 

subject of dramatic representation. The play its« 
abounds in maxims and reflections beyond any oth~ 
and therefore we consider it as a proper vehicle fi 
conveying moral instruction. But Hamlet himself­
what does he suffer meanwhile by being dragged for: 
as a public schoolmaster, to give lectures to the crowl 
Why, nine parts in ten of what Hamlet does, a 
transactions between himself and his moral sens 
they are the effusions of his solitary musings, which 1 
retires to holes and corners and the most sequester« 
parts of the palace to pour forth; or rather, they a 
the silent meditations with which his bosom is burstin 
reduced to words for the sake of the reader, who mu 
else remain ignorant of what is passing there. The 
profound sorrows, these light-and-noise-abhorrir 
ruminations, which the tongue scarce dares utter· 
deaf walls and chambers, how can they be represent« 
by a gesticulating actor, who comes and mouths the 
out before an audience, making four hundred peop 
his confidants at once? I say not that it is the fault 
the actor so to do; he must pronounce them , 
rotundo, he must accompany them with his eye, 1 
must insinuate them into his auditory by some tril 
of eye, tone, or gesture, or he fails. He must be thinkii 
all the while of his appearance, because he knows that all t 
while the spectators are judging of it. And this is the Wl 

to represent the shy, negligent, retiring Hamlet. 
It is true that there is no other mode of conveyiI 

a vast quantity of thought and feeling to a gre 
portion of the audience, who otherwise would nev 
earn it for themselves by reading, and the intellectu 
acquisition gained this way may, for aught I kn01 
be inestimable; but I am not arguing that Haml 
should not be acted, but how much Hamlet is ma( 
another thing by being acted. I have heard much 
the wonders which Garrick performed in this par 
but as I never saw him, I must have leave to dou: 
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whether the representation of'such at;haracter came 
within the province of his art • . Those who tell me of 
bim, speak of his eye, of the magic of his eye, and of 
his commanding voice: physical properties, vastly 
desirable in an actor, and without which he can never 
insinuate meaning into an auditory,-but what have 
they to do with Hamlet? what have they to do with 
intellect? In fact, the things aimed at in theatrical 
representation, are to arrest the spectator's eye upon 
the form and the gesture, and so to gain a more 
lavourable hearing to what is spoken: it is not what 
the character is, but how he looks; not what he says, 
but how he speaks it. I see no reason to think that if 
the play of Hamlet were written over again by some 
ruch writer as Banks or Lillo, retaining the process of 
the story, but totally omitting all the poetry of it, all 
the divine features of Shakespeare, his stupendous 
nteHect; and only taking care to give us enough of 
Jassionate dialogue, which Banks or Lillo were never 
it a loss to furnish; I see not how the effect could 
be much different upon an audience, nor how the 
lctor has it in his power to represent Shakespeare to 
1S differently from his representation of Banks or 
UHo. Hamlet would still be a youthful accomplished 
Jrince, and must be gracefully personated; he might 
Je puzzled in his mind, wavering in his conduct, 
leemingly-cruel to Ophelia, he might see a ghost, and 
ltart at it, and address it kindly when he found it to 
:,e his father; all this in the poorest and most homely 
'anguage of the servilest creeper after nature that ever 
:onsulted the palate of an audience; without troubling 
Shakespeare for the matter: and I, see not but there 
Nould be room for all the power which an actor has, 
to display itself. All the passions and changes of 
Dassion might remain: for those are much less diffi· 
:ult to write or act than is thought, it isa trick easy 
to be attained, it is but rising or falling a note or two 
in the voice, a whisper with a significant foreboding 
look to announce its approach, and so contagious the 
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counterfeit appearance of any emotion is, that let 
words be what they will, the look and tone shall ca 
it off and make it pass for deep skill in the passions. 

It is common for people to talk of Shakespear9 
plays being so natural; that everybody can understa~ 
him. They are natural indeed, they are grounde 
deep in nature, so deep that the depth of them Ii 
out of the reach of most of w. You shall hear 
same persons say that George Barnwell is very natu 
and Othello is very natural, that they are both v 
deep; and to them they are the same kind of thin\ 
At the one they sit and shed tears, becawe a good 501 

of young man is ' tempted by a naughty woman t 
commit a trifling peccadillo, the murder of an uncle 
so, that is all, and so comes to an untimely end, whie 
is so moving; and at the other, because a blackamOCI 
in a fit of jealousy kills his innocent white wife: 
the odds are that ninety-nine out of a hundred wou 
willingly behold the same catastrophe happen to bo 
the heroes, and have thought the rope more dy 
to Othello than to Barnwell. For of the texture ( 
Othello's mind, the inward construction marvellousl 
laid open with all its strengths and weaknesses, il 
heroic confidences and its human misgivings, il 
agonies of hate springing from the depths oflove, the 
see no more than the spectators at a cheaper ratc 
who pay their pennies a-piece to look through th 
man's telescope in Leicester-fields, see into the inwar, 
plot and topography of the moon. Some dim thin 
or other they see, they see an actor personating 
passion, of grief, or anger, for instance, and the 
recognize it as a copy of the wual external effects ( 
such passions; for at least as being true to that symbl 
of Ik emotion which passes current at the Ikatre for it, fc 
it is often no more than that: but of the grounds ( 
the passion, its correspondence to a great or heroi 
nature, which is the only worthy object of tragedy,­
that common auditors know any thing of this, or ca 
have any such notions dinned into them by the mer 
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strength of an actor's lungs,-that apprehensions 
foreign to them should be thus infused into them by 
storm, I can neither believe, nor understand how it 
can be possible. 

We talk of Shakespeare's admirable observation of 
life, when we should feel, that not from a petty in­
fl,uisition into those cheap and every-day characters 
~hich surrounded him, as they surround us, but from 
his own mind, which was, to borrow a phrase of Ben 
Jonson's, the very 'sphere of humanity', he fetched 
~hose images of virtue and of knowledge, of which 
~very one of us recognizing a part, think we compre­
~end in our natures the whole; and oftentimes mis­
~ke the powers which he positively creates in us, for 
pothing more than indigenous faculties of our own 
Plinds which only waited the action of correspond­
tng virtues in him to return a full and clear echo of 

~
he same. 

To return to Hamlet.-Among the distinguishing 
eatures of that wonderful character, one of the most 

Steresting (yet painful) is that soreness of mind which 
akes him treat the intrusions of Pol on ius with harsh-

ess, and that asperity which he puts on in his inter­
I iews with Ophelia. These tokens of an unhinged 
mind (if they be not mixed in the latter case with 
~ profound artifice of love, to alienate Ophelia by 
~ffected discourtesies, so to prepare her mind for the 
J>reaking off of that loving intercourse, which can no 
longer find a place amidst business so serious as that 

hich he has to do) are parts of his character, which 
o reconcile with our admiration of Hamlet, the most 
atient consideration of his situation is no more than 
ecessary; they are what we forgive afterwards, and 
xplain by the whole of his character, but at tM time 
hey are harsh and unpleasant. Yet such is the actor's 
ecessity of giving strong blows to the audience, that 
have never seen a player in this character, who did 
ot exaggerate and strain to the utmost these am­
iguous features,-these temporary defoI"Icities in the 
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character. They make him express a vulgar scorn I 
Polonius which utterly degrades his gentility, all 
which no explanation can render palatable; they mal 
him show contempt, and curl up the nose at Ophelia 
father,-contempt in its very grossest and most hatefi 
form; but they get applause by it: it is natural, peop 
say; that is, the words are scornfUl, and the actor e; 
presses scorn, and that they can judge of: but why I 
much scorn, and of tha t sort, they never think of askinJ 

So to Ophelia.-All the Hamlets that I have eVI 
seen, rant and rave at her as if she had committ~ 
some great crime, and the audience are highly pleasel 
because the words of the part are satirical, and thl 
are enforced by the strongest expression of satiric 
indignation of which the face and voice are capabl 
But then, whether Hamlet is likely to have put on sue 
brutal appearances to a lady whom he loved so dearl 
is never thought on. The truth is, that in all such dec 
affections as had subsisted between Hamlet ar 
Ophelia, there is a stock.of supererogatory love, (if I ml 
venture to use the expression) which in any gre: 
grief of heart, especially where that which preys upc 
the mind cannot be communicated, confers a kind 
indulgence upon the grieved party to express itse 
even to its heart's dearest object, in the language of 
temporary alienation; but it is not alienation, it is 
distraction purely, and so it always makes itself to I 
felt by that object: it is not anger, but grief assumiI 
the appearance of anger,-love awkwardly counte 
feiting hate, as sweet countenances when they try 
frown: but such sternness and fierce disgust as Haml 
is made to show, is no counterfeit, but the real face 
absolute aversion,--of irreconcilable alienation. 
may be said he puts on the madman; but then I 
should only so far put on this counterfeit lunacy , 
his own real distraction will give him leave; that: 
incompletely, imperfectly; not in that confirmed pra 
tised way, like a master ofhis art, or, as Dame Quick 
.W9uld say, 'like one of those harlotry players.' 
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I mean no disrespect to any actor, but the sort of 

leasure which Shakespeare's plays give in the acting 
eems to me not at all to differ from that which the 
udience receive from those of other writers; and, 
ey being in themselves essentially so different from all 

thers, I must conclude that there is something in the 
ature of acting which levels all distinctions. And in 

act, who does not speak indifferently of the. Gamester 
nd of Macbeth as fine stage performances, and praise 
e Mrs. Beverley in the same way as the Lady 
acbeth of Mrs. S.? Belvidera, and Calista, and 

~sabella, and Euphrasia, are they less liked than 
tmogen, or than Juliet, or than Desdemona? Are 

ey not spoken of and remembered in the same way? 
[8 not the female performer as great (as they call it) 
in one as in the other? Did not Garrick shine, and was 
flot he ambitious of shining in every drawling tragedy 
that his wretched day produced,-the productions of 
fue Hills and the Murphys and the Browns,-and 
Ihall he have that honour to dwell in our minds for 
rer as an inseparable concomitant with Shakespeare? 
t\ kindred mind! 0 who can read that affecting 
fonnet of Shakespeare which alludes to his profession 
!I.S a player: 

Oh for my sake do you with Fortune chide, 
The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds, 
That did not better for my life provide 
Than public means which public custom breeds­
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand; 
And almost thence my nature is subdued 
To what it works in, like the dyer's hand-

Or that other confession: 
Alas! 'tis true, I have gone here and there, 
And made myself a motley to thy view, 
Gor'd mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most 

dear-
Who can read these instances of jealous self-watchful­
ness in our sweet Shakespeare, and dream of any 
congeniality between !Urn and one t1!a}, by every 
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tradition of him, appears to have been as mere 
player as ever existed; to have had his mind taintc 
with the lowest players' vices,-envy and jealoUS' 
and miserable cravings after applause; one who in tl 
exercise of his profession was jealous even of tl 
women-performers that stood in his way; a manag. 
full of managerial tricks and stratagems and finess. 
that any resemblance should be dreamed of betwec 
him and Shakespeare,-Shakespeare who, in tl 
plenitude and consciousness of his own powers, COll 

with that noble modesty, which we can neith, 
imitate nor appreciate, express himself thus ofhis 0" 
sense of his own defects: 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featur'd like him, like him with friends possest; 
Desiring this man's art, and tIult man's swpe. 

r am almost disposed to deny to Garrick the mel 
of being an admirer of Shakespeare. A true lover 
his excellences he certainly was not; for would al 
true lover of them have admitted into his matchl( 
scenes such ribald trash as Tate and Cibber, and tJ 
rest of them, that 

With their darkness durst affront his light, 

have foisted into the acting plays of Shakespeare? 
believe it impossible that he could have had a prop 
reverence for Shakespeare, and have condescended 
go through that interpolated scene in Richard tJ 
Third, in which Richard tries to break his wife's he~ 
by telling her he loves another woman, and says, 
she survives this she is immortal.' Yet r doubt n 
he delivered this vulgar stuff with as much anxiety 
emphasis as any of the genuine parts; and for actin 
it is as well calculated as any. But we have seen tJ 
part of Richard lately produce great fame to an act 
by his manner of playing it, and it lets us into tJ 
secret of acting, and of popular judgements of Shak 
speare derived from acting. Not one of the spectate 
who have witnessed Mr. C.'s exertions in that pal 
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)ut has come away with a proper conviction that 
llichard is a very wicked man, and kills little children 
n their beds, with something like the pleasure which 
he giants and ogres in children's books are repre­
:ented to have taken in that practice; moreover, that 
le is very close and shrewd and devilish cunv.ing, for 
rou could see that by his eye. 

But is in fact iliis the impression we have in reading 
he Richard of Shakespeare? Do we feel anything 
ike disgust, as we do at that butcher-like representa­
ion of him that passes for him on the stage? A horror 
Lt his crimes blends with the effect which we feel, but 
lOW is it qualified, how is it carried off, by the rich 
ntellect which he displays, his resources, his wit, his 
moyant spirits, his vast knowledge and insight into 
:haracters, the poetry of his part,-not an atom of 
Lll which is made perceivable in Mr. C.'s way of 
Lcting it. Nothing but his crimes, his actions, is 
risible; they are prominent and staring; the murderer 
tands out, but where is the lofty genius, the man of 
rast capacity,-the profound, the witty, accomplished 
Uchard? 

The truth is, the Characters of Shakespeare are so 
nuch the objects of meditation rather than of interest 
lr curiosity as to their actions, that while we are read­
ng any of his great criminal characters,-Macbeth, 
Uchard, even Iago,-we think not so much of the 
:rimes which they commit, as of the ambition, the 
LSpiring spirit, the intellectual activity, which prompts 
hem to overleap those moral fences. Barnwell is a 
iV1"etched murderer; there is a certain fitness between 
lis neck and the rope; he is the legitimate heir to the 
:allows; nobody who thinks at all can think of any 
illeviating circumstances in his case to make him a 
it object of mercy. Or to take an instance from the 
ugher tragedy, what else but a mere assassin is 
:;lenalvon! Do we think of anything but of the crime 
N'hich he commits, and the rack which he deserves? 
[hat is all which we really think about him. Whereas 
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in corresponding characters in Shakespeare so lit 
do the actions comparatively affect us, that while t 
impulses, the inner mind in all its perverted greatn~ 
solely seems real and is exclusively attended to, ill 
crime is comparatively nothing. But when we s 
these things' represented, the acts which they do a 
comparatively . everything, their impulses nothin~ 
The state of sublime emotion into which we a 
elevated by those images of night and horror whi 
Macbeth is made to utter, that solemn prelude wi 
which he entertains the time till the bell shall sou 
which is to call him to murder Duncan,-when we n 
longer read it in a book, when we have given up tha 
vantage-ground of abstraction which reading ~ 
sesses over seeing, and come to see a man in his b . 
shape before our eyes actually preparing to commit 
murder, if the acting be true and impressive, as I haVi 
witnessed it in Mr. K.'s performance of that part, 
painful anxiety about the act, the natural longing 
prevent it while it yet seems unperpetrated, the t~ 
close pressing semblance of reality, give a pain and aJ 
uneasiness which totally destroy all the delight whicl 
the words in the book convey, where the deed doin! 
never presses upon us with the painful sense c 
presence: it rather seems to belong to history,-t, 
something past and inevitable, if it has anything t, 
do with time at all. The sublime images, the poetr: 
alone, is that which is present to our minds in th, 
reading. 

So to see Lear acted-to see an old man totterinl 
about the stage with a walking-stick, turned out 0 

doors by his daughters in a rainy night, has nothinl 
in it but what is painful and disgusting. We want te 
take him into shelter and relieve him. That is all th, 
feeling which the acting of Lear ever produced in me 
But the Lear of Shakespeare cannot be acted. The 
contemptible machinery by which they mimic the 
storm which he goes out in, is not more inadequate 
to represent the horrors of the real elements, than an) 
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ctor can bl! to represent Lear: they might"more 
asily propos~ to personate the Satan of Milton upon 
stage, or one of Michael. Angelo's terrible figures. 

be greatness of Lear is not in corporal dimension, 
Illt in intellectual: the explosions of his passion -are 
:rrible as a volcano: they are storms turning up and 
.isclosing to the bottom that sea, his' mind, with all 
:s vast riches. It is his mind which is laid bare. This 
ase of flesh and blood seems too insignificant to be 
b.ought on; even as he himself neglects it. On the 
tage we see nothing but corporal infirmities and 
leakness, the impotence of rage; while we read it, we 
:e not Lear, but we are Lear,-we are in his mind, 
Ie are sustained by a grandeur which baffles the 
lalice of daughters and storms; in the aberrations of 
.is reason, we discover a mighty irregular power of 
easoning, immethodized from the ordinary purposes 
f life, but exerting its powers, as the wind blows 
rhere it listeth, at will upon the' corruptions and 
buses of mankind. What have looks, or tones, to do 
rith that sublime identification of his age with that 
f the heavens themselves, when in his reproaches to 
b.em for conniving at the injustice ofhis children, he 
eminds them that 'they themselves are old'. What 
esture shall we appropriate to this? What has the 
oice or the eye to do with such things? But the play 
i beyond all art, as the tamperings with it show: it 
i too hard and stony; it must have· love-scenes, and a 
.appy ending. It is not enough that Cordelia is a 
.aughter, she must shine as a lover too. Tate has put 
is hook in the nostrils of this Leviathan, for Garrick 
nd his followers, the showmen of the scene, to draw 
lie mighty beast about more easily. A happy ending! 
-as if the living martyrdom that Lear had gone' 
b.rough,-the flaying of his feelings alive, did not 
lake a fair dismissal from the stage of life the only 
.ecorous thing for him. If he is to live and be happy 
fter, ifhe could sustain this world's burden after, why 
II this pudder and preparation,-why torment us 



LAMB 
with all this unnecessary sympathy? As if the childis 
pleasure of getting his gilt robes and sceptre agai 
could tempt him to act over again his misused statiO! 
-as if at his years, and with his experience, anythirJ 
was left but to die. 

Lear is essentially impossible to be represented on 
stage. But how many dramatic personages are thel 
in Shakespeare, which though more tractable an 
feasible (if I may so speak) than Lear, yet from som 
circumstance, some adjunct to their character, al 
improper to be shown to our bodily eye. Othello f( 
instance. Nothing can be more soothing, mOl 
flattering to the nobler parts of our natures, than t 
read of a young Venetian lady of highest extractio! 
through the force of love and from a sense of merit i 
him whom she loved, laying aside every consideratio 
of kindred, and . country, and colour, and weddin 
with a coal-black Moor-(for such he is represented, i 
the imperfect state of knowledge respecting foreig 
countries in those days, compared with our own, ( 
in compliance with popular notions, though the Mool 
are now well enough known to be by many shades Ie 
unworthy of a white woman's fancy)-it is the perfee 
triumph of virtue over accidents, of the imaginatio 
over the senses. She sees Othello's colour in his mill( 
But upon the stage, when the imagination is no long< 
the ruling faculty, but we are left to our poor UI 

assisted senses, I appeal to every one that has see 
Othello played, whether he did not, on the contrar; 
sink Othello's mind in his colour; whether he did n( 
find something extremely revolting in the courtshi 
and wedded caresses of Othello and Desdemona; an 
whether the actual sight of the thing did not ovel 
weigh all that beautiful compromise which we mall 
in reading ;-and the reason it should do so is obviou 
because there is just so much reality presented to ou 
senses as to give a perception of disagreement, wit 
not enough of belief in the internal motives-all th. 
which is unseen-to, overpower and reconcile the fin 
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md obvious prejudices. I What we see upon a stage is 
:>ody and bodily action; what we are conscious of in 
eading is almost exclusively the mind, and its move­
r,ents: and this I think may sufficiently account for 
!he very different sort of delight with which the same 
olay so often affects us in the reading and the seeing. 

It requires little reflection to perceive, that if those 
.haracters in Shakespeare which are within the pre­
nncts of nature, have yet something in them which 

~
peals too exclusively to the imagination, to admit 

,f their being made objects to the senses without 
ffering a change and a diminution,-that still 
ronger the objection must lie against representing 

~nother line of characters, which Shakespeare has 
~troduced to give a wildness and a supernatural 
rlevation to his scenes, as if to remove them still 
arther from that assimilation to common life in which 
heir excellence is vulgarly supposed to consist. When 
re read the incantations of those terrible beings the 
(Vitches in Macbeth, though some of the ingredients of 
heir hellish composition savour of the grotesque, yet 
s the effect upon us other than the most serious and 
Lppalling that can be imagined? Do we not feel 
pell-bound as Macbeth was? Can any mirth accom­
)any a sense of their presence? We might as well 
augh under a consciousness of the principle of Evil 
limself being truly and really present with us. But 

I The error of supposing that because Othello's colour 
loes not offend us in the reading, it should also not offend 
IS in the seeing, is just such a fallacy as supposing that 

Adam and Eve in a picture shall affect us just as they 
o in the poem. But in the poem we for a while have 
'aradisaical senses given us, which vanish when we see 

man and his wife without clothes in the picture. The 
ainters themselves feel this, as is apparent by the awkward 
ifts they have recourse to, to make them look not quite 

aked; by a sort of prophetic anachronism, antedating the 
[lvention of fig-leaves. So in the reading of the play, we 
ee with Desdemona's eyes; in the seeing of it, we are 
orced to look with our own. 
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attempt to bring these beings on to a stage, and yo 
turn them instantly into so many old women, thi 
men and children are to laugh at. Contrary to the 01 
saying, that 'seeing is believing', the sight actuall 
destroys the faith; and the mirth in which we indul@ 
at their expense, when we see these creatures upon 
stage, seems to be a sort of indemnification which \\ 
make t9 ourselves for the terror which they put us i 
when reading made them an object of belief,-whc 
we surr~ndered up our reason to the poet, as childrc 
to their nurses and their elders; and we laugh at 0\ 

fears, as children who thought they saw somethir: 
in the dark, triumph when the bringing in of a cand 
discovers the vanity of their fears. For this exposUl 
of supernatural agents upon a stage is truly bringir: 
in a candle to expose their own delusiveness. It is tl 
solitary taper and the book that generates a faith i 
these terrors: a ghost by chandelier light, and in goc 
company, deceives no spectators,-a ghost that ca 
be measured by the eye, and his human dimensiOl 
made out at leisure. The sight ofa well-lighted hollS 
and a well-dressed aud~ence, shall arm the mo 
nervous child against any apprehensions: as To] 
Brown says of the impenetrable skin of Achilles wil 
his impenetrable armour over it, 'Bully Dawson woul 
have fought the devil with such advantages.' 

Much has been said, and deservedly, in reprob: 
tion of the vile mixture which Dryden has thrown inl 
the Tempest: doubtless without some such vicious allo' 
the impure ears of that age would never have sate 01 

to hear so much innocence of love as is contained i 
the sweet courtship of Ferdinand and Miranda. Bl 
is the Tempest of Shakespeare at all a subject for sta~ 
represen tation? It is one thing to read of an enchante 
and to believe the wondrous tale while we are readill 
it; but to have a conjurer brought before us in h 
conjuring-gown, with his spirits about him, whic 
none but himSelf and some hundred of favourc 
spectators before the curtain are supposed to se· 
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involves such a quantity of the hateful incredible, that 
IllI our reverence for the author cannot hinder us from 
perceiving such gross attempts upon ,the senses to be 
in the highest degree childish and inefficient. Spirits 
and fairies cannot be represented, they cannot even 
be painted,-they can . only be believed; ,- But the 
elaborate and anxious provision of scenery, which the 
luxury of the age demands, in these cases works a 
quite contrary effect to what is intended. That which 
in comedy, or plays of familiar life, adds so much to 
the life Of the imitation, in plays which appeal to the 
higher faculties, positively destroys the illusion which 
it is introduced to aid. A parlour or a drawing-room, 
-a library opening into a garden,-a garden with an 
alcove in it,-a street, or the piazza of Covent Garden, 
does well enough in a scene; we are content to give as 
much credit to it as it demands; or rather, we think 
little about it,-it is little more than reading at the top 
of a page, 'Scene, a Garden;' we do not imagine 
ourselves there, but we readily admit the imitation of 
familiar objects. But to think by the help of painted 
trees and caverns, which we know to be painted, to 
transport our minds to Prospero, and his island and 
his lonely cell;· or by the aid of a fiddle dexterously 
thrown in,in an interval of speaking, to make us 
believe that we hear ' those supernatural noises of 
which the isle was full :-the Orrery Lecturer at the 
Haymarket might as well hope, by his musical glasses 
cleverly stationed out of sight behind his apparatus, 
to make us believe that we do indeed hear the chrystal 
spheres ring out that chime, which ifit were to inwrap 
our fancy long, Milton thinks, 

Time would run back and fetch the age of gold, 
And speckled vanity , 

I It will be said these things are,done in pictures. Bu\ 
pictures and scenes are very different things. Painting is 
a world of itself, but in scene-painting there is the attempt 
to deceive; and there is the discordancy, never to be got 
over, between painted scenes and real people. 
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Would sicken soon and die, 
And leprous Sin would melt from earthly mould; 
Yea Hell itself would pass away, 
And leave its dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

The Garden of Eden, with our first parents in it, ~ 
not more impossible to be shown on a stage, than thl 
Enchanted Isle, with its no less interesting anc 
innocent first settlers. 

The subject of Scenery is closely connected witl 
that of the Dresses, which are so anxiously attended t( 
on our stage. I remember the last time I saw Macbetl 
played, the discrepancy I felt at the changes of gar· 
ment which he varied-the shiftings and re-shiftings 
like a Romish priest at mass. The luxury of stage· 
improvements, and the importunity of the public eye 
require this. The coronation robe of the Scottisl 
monarch was fairly a counterpart to that which Oul 

king wears when he goes to the Parliament-house,­
just so full and cumbersome, and set out with erminl 
and pearls. And if things must be represented, I sel 
not what to find fault with in this. But in reading 
what robe are we conscious of? Some dim images 0 

royalty-a crown and sceptre, may float before OUI 

eyes, but who shall describe the fashion ofit? Do we 
see in our mind's eye what Webb or any other robe· 
maker could pattern? This is the inevitable conse 
quence of imitating everything, to make all thing: 
natural. Whereas the reading of a tragedy is a fine 
abstraction. It presents to the fancy just so much 0 

external appearances as to make us feel that we arc 
among flesh and blood, while by far the greater anc 
better part of our imagination is employed upon the 
thoughts and internal machinery of the character 
But in acting, scenery, dress, the most contemptible 
things, call upon us to judge of their naturalness. 

Perhaps it would be no bad similitude, to liken the 
pleasure which we take in seeing one of these fine 
plays acted, compared with that quiet delight whicl 
we find in the reading of it, to the different feeling: 
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ith which a reviewer, and a man that is not a 
viewer, reads a fine poem. The accursed critical 

babit,-the being called upon to judge and pro­
~ounce, must make it quite a different thing to the 
former. In seeing these plays acted, we are affected 
lust as judges. When Hamlet compares the two 
pictures of Gertrude's first and second husband, who 

ants to see the pictures? But in the acting, a 
miniature must be lugged out; which we know not to 
pc the picture, but only to show how finely a miniature 
fIDlY be represented. This showing of everything, 
levels all things: it makes tricks, bows, and curtesies, 
of importance. Mrs. S. never got more fame by any­
hing than by the manner in which she dismisses the 

ests in the banquet-scene in Macbeth: it is as much 
remembered as any of her thrilling tones or impressive 
looks. But does such a trifle as this enter into the 
imaginations of the readers of that wild and wonderful 
scene? Does not the mind dismiss the feasters as 
rapidly as it can? Does it care about the gracefulness 
of the doing it? But by acting, and judging of acting, 
all these non-essentials are raised into an importance, 
injurious to the main interest of the play. 

I have confined my observations to the tragic parts 
of Shakespeare. It would be no very difficult task to 
extend the inquiry to his comedies; and to show why 
Falstaff, Shallow, Sir Hugh Evans, and the rest, are 
equally incompatible with stage representation. The 
length to which this essay has run, will make it, I am 
afraid, sufficiently distasteful to the Amateurs of the 
rfheatre, without going any deeper into the subject 
at present. 
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A DEFENCE OF POETRY (I8~ZI) 

ACCORDING to one mode of regarding those twc 
fi classes of mental action, which are called reasoI 
and imagination, the former may be considerCd a 
mind contemplating the relations borne by on, 
thought to another, however produced; and the 
latter, as mind acting upon those thoughts so as tc 
colour them with its own light, and composing fron 
them, as from elements, other thoughts, each con 
taining within itself the principle of its own integrity 
The one is the .,..3 11"0 .. ,,., or the principle of synthesis 
and has for its objects those forms which are commol 
to universal nature and existence itself; the other i 
the .,..3 Aoyl'n,., or principle of analysis, and its actiol 
regards the relations of things, simply as relations 
considering thoughts, not in their integral unity, bu 
as the algebraical representations which conduct tc 
certain general results. R~on is the enumeration 0 

quantities already known; imawation is the percep 
tion of the value of those quantities, both separatel~ 
and as a whole. Rc:!!Son respects the diffc;Eences, anc 

/1 
imagin.ation the similiJ:udes of things. Reason is t, 

. the imagination as the instrument to the agent, as th, 
body to the spirit, as the shadow to the substance. 

Poe!IT, in a general sense, may be defined to b 
'the expression of the imagination': and poetry i 
connate with the origin of man. Man is an instrumen 
over which a series of external and internal impres 
sions are driven, like the alternations of an ever 
changing wind over an Aeolian lyre, which move i 
by their motion to ever-changing melody. But theri 
is a principle within the human being, and perhap 
within all sentient beings, which acts otherwise tha] 
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~ 
the lyre, and produces not melody alone, but 

armony, by an internal adjustment of the sounds or 
otiona thus excited to the impressions which excite 

them. It is as if the lyre could accommodate its 
~hords to the motions of that which strikes them, in a 
~etermined proportion of sound; even as the musician 
Ean accommodate his voice to the sound of the lyre. 
1\ child at play by itself will express its delight by 
Its voice and motions; and every inflexion of tone and rrery gesture will bear exact relation to a correspond­
r,g antitype in the pleasurable impressions which 
lwakened it; it will be the reflected image of that 
tmpression; and as the lyre trembles and sounds after 
lhe wind has died away, so the child seeks, by pro­
longing in its voice and motions the duration of the 
~ffect, to prolong also a consciousness of the cause. 
[n relation to the objects which delight a child, these 
expressions are, what poetry is to higher objects. The 
,.,avage (for the savage is to ages what the child is to 
~ears) expresses the emotions produced in. him by 
~rrounding objects in a similar manner; and lan­
~age and gesture, together with plastic or pictorial 
imitation, become the image of the combined effect 
of those objects, and of his apprehension of them. 
~an in society, with all his passions and his pleasures, 
[lext becomes the object of the passions and pleasures 
pf man; an additional class of emotions produces an 
imgmented treasure of expressions; and language, 
~esture, and the imitative arts, become at once 
the representation and the medium, the pencil and the 
picture, the chisel and the statue, the chord and the 
:larmony. The social sympathies, or those laws from 
which, as from· its elements, society results, begin to 
ievelop themselves from the moment that two human 
beings coexist; the future is contained within the 
present, as the plant within the seed; and equality, 
iliversity, unity, contraSt, mutual dependence, be­
~ome the principles alone capable of affording the 
motives according to which the will of a social being 
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is determined to action, inasmuch as he is social; ar, 
constitute pleasure in sensation, virtue in sentimeI1 
beauty in art, truth in reasoning, and love in tl 
intercourse of kind. Hence men, even in the infanl 
of society, observe a certain order in their words at 
actions, distinct from that of the objects and tl 
impressions represented by them, all expression beir 
subject to the laws of that from which it proceed 
But let us dismiss those more general consideratiol 
which might involve an inquiry into the principles ' 
society itself, and restrict our view to the manner: 
which the imagination is expressed upon its forms. 

In the youth of the world, men dance and sing ar 
imitate natural objects, observing in these actions, : 
in all others, a certain rhythm or order. And, a 
though all men observe a similar, they observe n. 
the same order, in the motions of the dance, in tl 
mdody of the song, in the combinations of languag 
in the series of their imitations of natural objects. Fe 
there is a certain order or rhythm bdonging to eae 
of these classes of mimetic representation, from whie 
the hearer and the spectator receive an intenser aT. 
purer pleasure than from any other: the sense of a 
approximation to this order has been called taste t 
modem writers. Every man in the infancy of a 
observes an order which approximates more or Ie 
closely to that from which this highest delight result 
but the diversity is not sufficiently marked, as that i 
gradations should be sensible, except in those iI 
stances where the predominance of this faculty , 
approximation to the beautiful (for so we may t 
permitted to name the relation between this highe 
pleasure and its cause) is very great. Those in whol 
it exists in excess are poets, in the most universal seru 
of the word; and the pleasure resulting from th 
manner in which they express the influence of societ 
or nature upon their own minds, communicates itse 
to others, and gathers a sort of reduplication from th~ 
community. Their language is vitally metaphorical 
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that is, it marks the before unapprehended relations 
Jf things and perpetuates their apprehension, until 
the words which represent them become, through 
time, signs for portions or classes of thoughts instead of 
pictures of integral thoughts; and then if no new poets 
Ihould arise to create afresh the associations which 
lave been thus disorganized, language will be dead to 
ill the nobler purposes of human intercourse. These 
umilitudes or relations are finely said by Lord Bacon 
to be 'the same footsteps of nature impressed upon the 
.arious subjects of the world';1 and he considers the 
:aculty which perceives them as the storehouse of 
woms common to all knowledge. In the infancy of 
lOCiety every author is necessarily a poet, because 
:anguage itself is poetry; and to be a poet is to appre­
lend the true and the beautiful, in a word, the good 
Nhich exists in the relation, subsisting, first between 
~tence and perception, and secondly between per­
:epti6n and expression. Every original language near 
:0 its source is in itself the chaos of a cyclic poem: the 
:opiousness of lexicography and the distinctions of 
~rammar are the works of a later age, and are merely 
the catalogue and the form of the creations of poetry. 

But poets, or those who imagine and express this 
indestructible order, are not only the authors of 
language and of music, of the dance, and arcllitecture, 
md statuary, and painting; they are the institutors of 
laws, and the founders of civil society, and the in­
ventors of the arts of life, and the teachers who draw 
into a certain propinquity with the beautiful and the 
true, that partial apprehension of the agencies of the 
invisible world which is called religion. Hence all 
)riginal religions are allegorical, or susceptible of 
lliegory, and, like Janus, have a double face of false 
md true. Poets, according to the circumstances of the 
ige and nation in which they appeared, were called, 
in the earlier epochs of the . world, legislators, or 
prophets: a poet essentially comprises and unites both 

I De Augment. Scient., cap. i, lib. iii. 
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these characters. For he not only beholds intensel' 
the present as it is, and discovers those laws accordini 
to which present things ought to be ordered, but h, 
beholds the future in the present, and his thoughts ar, 
the germs of the flower and the fruit of latest tim( 
Not that I assert poets to be prophets in the grO$ 
sense of the word, or that they can foretell the form a 
surely as they foreknow the spirit of events: such i 
the pretence of superstition, which would make poetr 
an attribute of prophecy, rather than prophecy al 
attribute of poetry. A poet participates in the eternal 
the infinite, and the one; as far as relates to his con 
ceptions, time and place and number are not. Th 
grammatical forms which express the moods of time 
and the difference of persons, and the distinction c 
place, are convertible with respect to the highes 
poetry without injuring it as poetry; and the choruse 
of Aeschylus, and the book of Job, and Dante' 
Paradise, would afford, more than any other wri~ 
examples of this fact, if the limits of this essay did no 
forbid citation. The creations of sculpture, painting 
and music, are illustrations still more decisive. 

Language, colour, form, and religious and civi 
habits of action, are all the instruments and material 
of poetry; they may be called poetry by that figur, 
of speech which considers the effect as a synonym 0 

the cause. But poetry in a more restricted sense ex 
presses those arrangements oflanguage, and especiall: 
metrical language, which are created by that imperia 
faculty, whose throne is curtained within the invisibl, 
nature of man. And this springs from the nature itsel 
of language, which is a more direct representation 0 

the actions and passions of our internal being, and i 
susceptible of more ;various and delicate combina 
tions, than colour, form, or motion, and is more plasti, 
and obedient to the control of that faculty of whicl 
it is the creation. For language is arbitrarily pro 
duced by the imagination, and has relation to thought 
alone; but all.other materials, instruments, and con 
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ditions of art, have relations among each other, which 
limit and interpose between conception and expres­
sion. The former is as a mirror which" reflects, the 
latter as a cloud which enfeebles, the light of which 
both are mediums of communication. Hence the fame 
of sculptors, painters, and musicians, although the 
intrinsic powers of the great masters of these arts may 
yield in no degree to that of those who have employed 
language as the hieroglyphic of their thoughts, has 
never equalled that of poets in the restricted sense of 
the term; as two performers of equal skill will produce 
unequal effects from a guitar and a harp. The fame 
oflegislators and founders of religions, so long as their 
institutions last, alone seems to exceed that of poets 
in the restricted sense; but it can scarcely be a ques­
tion, whether, if we deduct the celebrity which their 
Battery of the gross opinions of the vulgar usually 
conciliates, together with that which belonged to 
them in their higher character of poets, any excess 
will remain. 

We have thus circumscribed the word poetry within 
the limits of that art which is the most familiar and 
the most perfect expression of the faculty itself. It is 
necessary, however, to make the circle still narrower, 
and to determine the distinction between measured 
and unmeasured language; for the popular division 
into prose" and verse is inadmissible in accurate 
philosophy. 

' Sounds as well as thoughts have relation both 
between each other and towards that which they 
represent, and a perception of the order of those 
relations has always been found connected with a 
perception of the order of the relations of thoughts. 
Hence the language of poets has ever affected a 
certain uniform and harmonious recurrence of sound, 
without which it were not poetry, and which is 
scarcely less indispensable to the communication of 
its influence, than the words themselves, without 
reference to that peculiar order. Hence the vanity of 
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translation; it were as wise to cast a violet into 
crucible that you might discover the formal principl 
of its colour and odour, as seek to transfuse fro~ 
one language into another the creations of a poet 
The plant must spring again from its seed, or it wiI: 
bear no flower-and this is the burthen of the curs~ 
of Babel. 

An observation of the regular mode of the recur· 
rence of harmony in the language of poetical minds, 
together with its relation to music, produced metre, 
or a certain system of traditional forms of harmon) 
and language. Yet it is by no means essential that a 
poet should accommodate his language to this tradi· 
tional form, so that the harmony, which is its spirit, 
be observed. The practice is indeed convenient and 
popular, and to be preferred, especially in such com· 
position as includes much action: but every great poe1 
must inevitably innovate upon the example of hi! 
predecessors in the exact structure of his peculial 
versification. The distinction between poets and prose 
writers is a vulgar error. The distinction betweeIl 
philosophers and poets has been anticipated. Plate 
was essentially a poet-the truth and splendour 01 
his imagery, and the melody of his language, are the 
most intense that it is possible to conceive. He rejected 
the measure of the epic, dramatic, and lyrical forms, 
because he sought to kindle a harmony in thoughu 
divested of shape and action, and he forbore to invent 
any regular plan of rhythm which would include, 
under determinate forms, the varied pauses of hi! 
style. Cicero sought to imitate the cadence of his 
periods, but with little success. Lord Bacon was a 
poet. J His language has a sweet and majestic rhythm, 
which satisfies the sense, no less than the almost super­
human wisdom of his philosophy satisfies the intellect; 
it is a strain which distends, and then bursts the cir­
cumference of the reader's mind, and pours itself forth 

I See the Filum Labyrinthi, and the Essay on Death 
particularly. 
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together with it into the universal element with which 
it has perpetual sympathy. All the authors ofrevolu­
tions in opinion are not only necessarily poets as they 
ilfe inventors, nor even as their words unveil the 
permanent analogy of things by images which partici­
pate in the life of truth; but as their periods are 
b.armonious and rhythmical, and contain in them­
;e1ves the elements of verse; being the echo of the 
:ternal music. Nor are those supreme poets, who have 
mlployed traditional forms of rhythm on account of 
ihe form and action of their subjects, less capable 
)f perceiving and teaching the truth of things, than 
ihose who have omitted that form. Shakespeare, 
Dante, and Milton (to confine ourselves to modern riters) are philosophers of the very loftiest power. 

A poem is the very image of life expressed in its 
eternal truth. There is this difference between a 
itory and a poem, that a story is a catalogue of 
~etached facts, which have no other connexion than 
lime, place, circUInstance, cause and effect; the other 
~ the creation of actions according to the unchange­
Ible forms of human nature, as existing in the mind 
If the Creator, which is itself the image of all other 
ninds. The one is partial, and applies only to a 
lefinite period of time, and a certain combination of 
:vents which can never again recur; the other is 
miversal, and contains within itself the germ of a 
~Iation to whatever motives or actions have place in 
!he possible varieties of hutnan nature. Time, which 
lestroys the beauty and the use of the story of par­
~cular facts, stripped of the poetry which should 
nvest them, augments that of poetry, and for ever 
levelops new and wonderful applications of the 
:ternal truth which it contains. Hence epitomes have 
K:en called the moths of just history; they eat out the 
,oetry of it. A story of particular facts is as a mirror 
rhich obscures and distorts that which should be 
K:autiful; poetry is a mirror which makes beautiful 
hat which is distorted. 
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The parts of a composition may be poetical, withol 

the composition as a whole being a poem. A singl 
sentence may be considered as a whole, though it rna 
be found in the midst of a series of un assimilate 
portions: a single word even may be a spark c 
inextinguishable thought. And thus all the great hi 
torians, Herodotus, Plutarch, Livy, were poets; an 
although the plan of these writers, especially that c 
Livy, restrained them from developing this facult 
in its highest degree, they made copious and ampl 
amends for their subjection, by filling all the intei 
stices of their subjects with living images. 

Having determined what is poetry, and who al 
poets, let us proceed to estimate its effects upo 
society. ' 

Poetry is ever accompanied with pleasure: all spiri 
on which it falls open themselves to receive the WisdOl 

which is mingled with its delight. In, the infancy c 
the world, neither poets themselves nor their audito: 
are fully aware of the excellence of poetry: for it ac 
in a divine and unapprehended manner, beyond an 
above consciousness; and it is reserved for futul 
generations to contemplate and measure the might 
cause and effect in all the strength and splendour c 
their union. Even in modern times, no living ~ 
ever arrived at the fullness of his fame; thejury whic 
sits in judgement upon a poet, belonging as he do< 
to all time, must be composed of his peers: it must I: 
impanelled by Time from the selectest of the wise c 
many generations. A poet is a nightingale, who si 
in darkness and sings to cheer its own solitude wit 
sweet sounds; his auditors are as men entranced J: 
the melody of an unseen musician, who feel that the 
are moved and softened, yet know not whence or who 
The poems of Homer and his contemporaries were tl 
delight of infant Greece; they were the elements c 
that social system which is the column upon which a 
succeeding civilization has reposed. Homer embodic 
the ideal perfection ofhis age in human character; nc 
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an we doubt that those who read his verses were 
wakened to an ambition of becoming like to Achilles, 
ector, and Ulysses: the truth and beauty of friend­

hip, patriotism, and persevering devotion to an object, 
ere unveiled to the depths in these immortal crea­

ions: the sentiments of the auditors must have been 
efined and enlarged by a sympathy with such great 
nd lovely impersonations, until from admiring they 
mitated, and from imitation they identified them­
elves with the objects of their admiration. Nor let it 
e objected, that these characters are remote from 
oral perfection, and that they can by no means be 

onsidered as edifying patterns for general imitation. 
very epoch, under names more or less specious, has 

deified its peculiar errors; Revenge is the naked idol 
of the worship 'of a semi-barbarous age; and Self­
deceit is the veiled image of unknown evil, before 
which luxury and satiety lie prostrate. But a poet 
considers the vices of his contemporaries as a tem­
porary dress in which his creations must be arrayed, 
and which cover without concealing the eternal pro­
portions of their beauty. An epic or dramatic per­
sonage is understood to wear them around his soul, as 
he may the ancient armour or the modern uniform 
around his body; whilst it is easy to conceive a dress 
more graceful than either. The beauty of the internal 
nature cannot be so far concealed by its accidental 
vesture, but that the spirit of its form shall communi­
cate itself to the very disguise, and indicate the shape 
it hides from the manner in which it is worn. A 
majestic form and graceful motions will express them­
selves through the most barbarous and tasteless cos­
tume. Few poets of the highest class have chosen to 
exhibit the beauty of their conceptions in its naked 
truth and splendour; and it is doubtful whether the 
alloy of costume, habit, &c., be not necessary to 
temper this planetary music for mortal ears. 

The whole .objection, however, of the immorality of 
poetry rests upon a misconception of the manner in 
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which poetry acts to produce the moral improvemen 
of man. Ethical science arranges the elements whicJ 
poetry has created, and propounds schemes and pro 
poses examples of civil and domestic life: nor is it fo 
want of admirable doctrines that men hate, ani 
despise, and censure, and deceive, and subjugate onl 
another. But poetry acts in another and divine 
manner. It awakens and enlarges the mind itself b~ 
rendering it the receptacle of a thousand unappre 
hended combinations of thought. Poetry lifts the vei 
from the hidden beauty of the world, and make 
familiar objects be as if they were not familiar; i 
reproduces all that it represents, and the impersona 
tions clothed in its Elysian light stand thenceforwarc 
in the minds of those who have once contemplatec 
them, as memorials of that gentle and exalted con ten 
which extends itself over all thoughts and actions witl 
which it coexists. The great secret of morals is love 
or a going out of our own nature, and an identifica, 
tion of ourselves with the beautiful which exists it 
thought, action, or person, not our own. A man, tc 
be greatly good, must imagine intensely and compre 
hensively; he must put himself in the place ofanotbel 
and of many others; the pains and pleasures of hi: 
species must become his own. The great instrumen 
of moral good is the imagination; and poetry ad 
ministers to the effect by acting upon the cause 
Poetry enlarges the circumference of the imaginatioI 
by replenishing it with thoughts of ever new delight 
which have the power of attracting and assiznilatin~ 
to their own nature all other thoughts, and whicl 
form new intervals and interstices whose void for evel 
craves fresh food. Poetry strengthens the faculty whicl 
is the organ of the moral nature of man, in the same 
manner as exercise strengthens a limb. A poet there, 
fore would do ill to embody his own conceptions 0 

right and wrong, which are usually those of his place 
and time, in his poetical creations, which participate 
in neither. By this assumption of the inferior office 0: 
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terpreting the effect, in which perhaps after all he 
'ght acquit himself but imperfectly, he would resign 
glory in a participation in the cause. There was 
tie danger that Homer, or any of the eternal poets, 
ould have so far misunderstood themselves as to 
ve abdicated this throne of their widest dominion. 
ose in whom the poetical faculty, though great, is 
intense, as Euripides, Lucan, Tasso, Spenser, have 

quently affected a moral aim, and the effect of their 
try is diminished in exact proportion to the degree 

which they compel us to advert to this purpose. 
Homer and the cyclic poets were followed at a cer­
. interval by the dramatic and lyrical poets of 
thens, who flourished contemporaneously with all 

t is most perfect in the kindred expressions of 
he poetical faculty; architecture, painting, music, the 
(ance, sculpture, philosophy, and, we may add, the 
pr~ of civil life. For although the scheme of Athenian g'ety was deformed by many imperfections which 
e poetry existing in chivalry and Christianity has 

ed from the habits and institutions of modern 
turope; yet never at any other period has so much 
rergy, beauty, and virtue, been developed; never 
r,as blind strength and stubborn form so disciplined 
.nd rendered subject to the will of man, or that will 
F repugnant to the dictates of the beautiful and the 
~e, as during the century which preceded the death 
If Socrates. Of no other epoch in the history of our 
pecies have we records and fragments stamped so 
ribly with the image of the divinity in man. But it 
, poetry alone, in form, in action, or in language, 
rhich has rendered this epoch memorable above all 
,thers, and the storehouse of examples to everlasting 
~me. For written poetry existed at that epoch simul­
~neously with the other arts, and it is an idle inquiry 
o demand which gave and which received the light, 
I'hich all, as from a common focus, have scattered 
,ver the darkest periods of succeeding time. We 
mow no more of cause and effect than a constant 
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conjunction of events: poetry is ever found to co-exi 
with whatever other arts contribute to the happine 
and perfection of man. I appeal to what has alreac 
been established to distinguish between the cause ar 
the effect. 

It was at the period here adverted to, that tl 
drama had its birth; and however a succeeding writ, 
may have equalled or surpassed those few great spec 
mens of the Athenian drama which have been pr 
served to us, it is indisputable tliat the art itself nev, 
was understood or practised according to the tn 
philosophy of it, as at Athens. For the Athenians er 
ployed language, action, music, painting, the dane 
and 'religious institutions, to produce a common effe 
in the representation of the highest idealisms of passic 
and of power; each division in the art was made pe 
feet in its kind by artists of the most consummate ski 
and was disciplined into a beautiful proportion ar 
unity one towards the other. On the modern sta, 
a few only of the elements capable of expressing tl 
image of the poet's conception are employed at one 
We have tragedy without music and dancing; ar 
music and dancing without the highest irnperson 
tions of which they are the fit accompaniment, ar 
both without religion and solemnity. Religious ins! 
tution has indeed been usually banished from tl 
stage. Our system of divesting the actor's face of 
mask, on which the many expressions appropriat< 
to his dramatic character might be moulded into 01 

permanent and unchanging' expression, is favourab 
only to a partial and inharmonious effect; it is fit fi 
nothing but a monologue, where all the attention m: 
be directed to some great master of ideal mimicr 
The modern practice of blending comedy with traged 
though liable to great abuse in point of practice, 
undoubtedly an extension of the dramatic circle; b: 
the comedy should be as in King Lear, universal, ide~ 
and sublime. 'It is perhaps the intervention of tl: 
principle which determines the balance in favour 
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ing Lear against the Oedipus Tyrannus or the Agamem­
, or, if you will" the trilogies with which they are 

nnected; unless the intense power of the choral 
etry, especially . that of the latter, should be con­

Idered as restoring the equilibrium. King Lear, if it 
n sustain this comparison, may be judged to be the 
ost perfect specimen of the dramatic art existing 

the world; in 'spite of the narrow conditions to 
hich the poet was subjected by the ignorance of the 
hilosophy of the drama which has prevailed in 
odern Europe. Calderon, in 'his religious Autos, has 

ttempted to fulfil some of the high conditions of 
~ramatic representation neglected by Shakespeare; 
uch as'the establishing a relation between the drama 

d religion, and the accommodating them to music 
nd dancing; but he omits the observation of condi­

dons still more important, and more is lost than gained 
DY the substitution of the rigidly-defined and ever­
repeated idealisms of a distorted superstition for ,the 
~ving impersonations of the truth of human passion. 
I But I digress.-The connexion of scenic exhibitions 
~th the improvement or corruption of the manners 
Df men; has been universally recognized: in other 
words, the presence or absence of poetry in its most 
perfect and universal 'form, has been found to be con­
~ected with good and evil in conduct or habit. The 
corruption which has been imputed to the drama as 
~n effect, begins" when the poetry employed in its 
constitution ends: I appeal to the history of manners 
Whether the periods of the growth of the one and the 
~ecline of the other have not corresponded with an 
exactness equal to any example of moral cause and 
effect. ~ 

The drama at Athens, or wheresoever, else it may 
have approached to its perfection, ever co-existed with 
the moral and intellectual greatness of the ' age. The 
tragedies of the Athenian poets are as mirrors in which 
the spectator beholds himself, under a thin disguise of 
circumstance, stript of all but that ideal Perfection 
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and energy which every one feels to be the intern 
type of all that he loves, admires, and would becorr. 
The imagination is enlarged by a sympathy with pa~ 
and passions so mighty, that they distend in th~ 
conception the capacity of that by which they are co 
ceived; the good affections are strengthened by pil 
indignation, terror, and sorrow; and an exalted cal 
is prolonged from the satiety of this high exercise 
them into the tumult of familiar life: even crime 
disarmed of half its horror and all its contagion I 
being represented as the fatal consequence of the u 
fathomable agencies of nature; error is thus divest. 
of its wilfulness; men can no longer cherish it as tl 
creation of their choice. In a drama of the high! 
order there is little food for censure or hatred; 
teaches rather self-knowledge and self-respect. Neith 
the eye nor the mind can see itself, unless reflect« 
upon that which it resembles. The drama, so long 
it continues to express poetry, is as a prismatic ax 
many-sided mirror, which collects the brightest ra 
of human nature and divides and reproduces the 
from the simplicity of these elementary forms, ar 
touches them with majesty and beauty, and multipli 
all that it reflects, and endows it with the power 
propagatin~ its like wherever it may fall. 

But in periods of the decay of social life, the dran 
sympathizeS with that decay. Tragedy becomes a co: 
imitation of the form of the great masterpieces 
antiquity, divested of all harmonious accompanimel 
of the kindred arts; and often the very form misunde 
stood, or a weak attempt to teach certain doctrin~ 
which the writer considers as moral truths; and whic 
are usually no more than specious flatteries of sorr 
gross vice or weakness, with which the author, i 
common with his auditors, are infected. Hene 
what has been called the classical and domestic dram; 
Addison's Gato is a specimen of the one; and would 
were not superfluous to cite examples of the other! T 
such purposes poetry cannot be made subservien 
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etry is a sword of lightning, ever unsheathed, which 

umes the scabbard that would contain it. And 
we observe that all dramatic writings of this 

ture are unimaginative in a singular degree; they 
ect sentiment and passion, which, divested of 
agination, are other names for caprice and appetite. 
e period in our own history of the grossest degrada­
n of the drama is the reign of Charles II, when all 
ms in which poetry had been accustomed to be 
pressed became hymns to the triumph of kingly 
wer over liberty and virtue. Milton stood alone 
uminating an age unworthy of him. At such periods 
e calculating principle pervades all the forms of 
amatic exhibition, and poetry ceases to be expressed 
on them. Comedy loses its ideal universality: wit 
cceeds to humour; we laugh from self-complacency 
d triumph, instead of pleasure; malignity, sarcasm, 
d contempt, succeed to sympathetic merriment; we 
rdly laugh, but we smile. Obscenity, which is ever 
asphemy against the divine beauty in life, becomes, 
m the very veil which it assumes, more active ifless 
gusting: it is a monster for which the corruption of 

lciety for ever brings forth new food, which it devours 
secret. 

I The drama being that form under which a greater 
6mber of modes of expression of poetry are suscep­
pie of being combined than any other, the connexion 

poetry and social good is more observable in the 
rama than in whatever other form. And it is indis­
utable that the highest perfection of human society 
as ever corresponded with the highest dramatic 
~cellence; and that the corruption or the extinction 
r the drama in a nation where it has once flourished, 
a mark of a corruption of manners, and an extinc-

en of the energies which sustain the soul of social 
reo But, as Machiavelli says of political institutions, 
~at life may be preserved and renewed, ifmen should 
rise capable of bringing back the drama to its prin­
iples. And this is true with respect to poetry in its 
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most extended sense: all language, institution an 
form, require not only to be produced but to be SUI 

tained: the office and character of a poet partici pa tc 
in the divine nature as regards providence, no Ie: 
than as regards creation. 

Civil war, the spoils of Asia, and the fatal prc 
dominance first of the Macedonian, and then of tl: 
Roman arms, were so many symbols of the extinctio 
or suspension of the creative faculty in Greece. Tl: 
bucolic writers, who found patronage under tl: 
lettered tyrants of Sicily and Egypt, were the late: 
representatives ofiti most glorious reign. TheirpoetI 
is intensely melodioUs; like the odour of the tuberosl 
it overcomes and sickens the spirit with excess of swee 
ness; whilst the poetry of the preceding age was as 
meadow-gale of June, which mingles the fragrance c 
all the flowers of the field, and adds a quickening an 
harmonizing spirit of its own, which endows the sen.! 
with a power of sustaining its extreme delight. TI 
bucolic and erotic delicacy in written poetry is corn 
lative with that softness in statuary, music, and tl: 
kindred arts, and even in manners and institution 
which distinguished the epoch to which I now refe 
Nor is it the poetical faculty itself, or any misappliCl 
tion of it, to which this want of harmony is to J: 
imputed. An equal sensibility to the influence of tl: 
senses and the affections is to be found in the writin! 
of Homer and Sophocles: the former, especially, h. 
clothed sensual and pathetic images with irresistib: 
attractions. Their superiority over these succeedill 
writers consists in the presence of those thoughts whie 
belong to the inner faculties of our nature, not i 
the absence of those which are connected with tl: 

. external: their incomparable perfection consists in 
harmony of the union of all. It is not what the erot: 
poets have, but what they have not, in which the. 
imperfection consists. It is not inasmuch as they weI 
poets, but inasmuch as they were not poets, that th( 
can be considered with any plausibility as connecte 
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th the corruption of their age. Had that corruption 
ailed so as to extinguish in them the sensibility 
pleasure, passion, and natural scenery, which is im­
ted to them as an imperfection, the last triumph 
evil would have been achieved. For the end of social 
rruption is to destroy all sensibility to pleasure; and, 
erefore, it is corruption. It begins at the imagina­
n and the intellect as at the core, and distributes 
elf thence as a paralysing venom, through the affec­

ons into the very appetites, until all become a torpid 
ass in which hardly sense survives. At the approach 
• such a period, poetry ever addresses itself to those 
culties which are . the last to be destroyed, and its 
~ice is heard, like the footsteps of Astraea; departing 
pm the world. Poetry ever communicates all the 
leasure which men are capable of receiving: it is ever 
ill the light of life; the source of whatever of beauti­
U or generous or true can have place in an evil time. 
f will readily be confessed that those among the 
lXurious citizens of Syracuse and Alexandria, who 
[ere delighted with the poems of Theocritus, were 
ss cold, cruel, and sensual than the remnant of their 
~be. But corruption must utterly have destroyed the 
.bric of human society before poetry can ever cease. 
ihe sacred links ofthat chain have never been entirely 
isjoined, which descending through the minds of 
Lany men is attached to those great minds, whence 
I from a magnet the invisible effluence is sent forth, 
[hich at once connects, animates, and sustains the 
fe of all. It is the faculty which contains within itself 
le seeds at once of its own and of social renovation. 
ind let us not circumscribe the effects of the bucolic 
nd erotic poetry within the limits of the sensibility 
f those to whom it was addressed. They may have 
erceived the beauty of those immortal compositions, 
mply as fragments and isolated portions: those who 
re more finely organized, or born in a happier age, 
lay recognize them as episodes to that great poem, 
rhich all poets, like the co-operating thoughts of one 
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great mind, have built up since the beginning of the 
world. 

The same revolutions within a narrower sphere had 
place in ancient Rome; but the actions and forms oj 
its social life never seem to have been perfectly satu. 
rated with the poetical element. The Romans appeal 
to have considered the Greeks as the selectest treasuri~ 
of the selectest forms of manners and of nature, and 
to have abstained from creating in measured language, 
sculpture, music, or architecture, anything which 
might bear a particular relation to their own con· 
dition, whilst it should bear a general one to the 
universal constitution of the world. But wejudge from 
partial evidence, and we judge perhaps partially. 
Ennius, Varro, Pacuvius, and Accius, all great poets, 
have been lost. Lucretius is in the highest, and Virgil 
in a very high sense, a creator. The chosen'delicaC}! 
of expressions of the latter, are as a mist of light whicli 
conceal from us the intense and exceeding truth of lili 
conceptions of nature. Livy is instinct with poetry 
Yet Horace, Catullus, Ovid, and generally the othe 
great writers of the Virgilian age, saw mim and nature 
in the mirror of Greece. The institutions also, and the 
religion of Rome were less poetical than those 0 
Greece, as the shadow is less vivid than the substance 
Hence poetry in Rome seemed to follow, rather tha 
accompany, the perfection of political and domesti 
society. The true poetry of Rome lived in its institu 
tions; for whatever of beautiful, true, and majestic, 
they contained, could have sprung only from th 
faculty which creates the order in which they consis 
The life of Camillus, the death of Regulus; the ex· 
pectation of the senators, in their godlike state, of the 
victorious Gauls: the refusal of the republic to make 
peace with Hannibal, after the battle of Cannae, wer 
not the consequences of a refined calculation of the 
probable personal advantage to result from such a 
rhythm and order in the shows of life, to those who 
were at once the ' poets and the actors of thes 
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mortal dramas. The imagination beholding the 
auty of this order, created it out of itself according 
its own idea; the consequence was empire, and the 
ard everliving fame. These things are not the less 

oetry quia carenl vale sacro. They are the episodes of 
at cyclic poem written by Time upon the memories 

fmen. The Past, like an inspired rhapsodist, fills the 
heatre of everlasting generations with their harmony. 

At length the ancient system of religion and man­
ers had fulfilled the circle of its revolutions. And the 
orld would have fallen into utter anarchy and dark­
ess, but that there were found poets among the 
uthors of the Christian and chivalric systeIllS of 
nanners and religion, who created forIllS of opinion 
.nd action never before conceived; which, copied into 

e imaginations of men, become as generals to the 
lewildered armies of their thoughts. It is foreign to 
he present purpose to touch upon the evil produced 
Iy these systeIllS: except that we protest, on the ground 
f the principles already established, that no portion 
.f it can be attributed to the poetry they contain. 
It is probable that the poetry of Moses, Job, David, 

iolomon, and Isaiah, had produced a great effect 
Ipon the mind of Jesus and his disciples. The scat­
ered fragments preserved to us by the biographers of 
his extraordinary person, are all instinct with the 
nost vivid poetry. But his doctrines seem to have 
leen quickly distorted. At a certain period after the 
Irevalence of a system of opinions founded upon those 
lromulgated by him, the three fofIllS into which Plato . 
lad distributed the faculties of mind underwent a sort 
If apotheosis, and became the object of the worship 
If the civilized world. Here it is to be confessed that 
Light seeIllS' to thicken', and 

The crow makes wing to the rooky wood, 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse, 

. And night's black agents to their preys do rouse. 
~ut mark how beautiful an order has sprung from the 
lust and blood of this fierce chaos! how the world, as 
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from a resurrection, balancing itself on the goldell 
wings of knowledge and of hope, has reassumed its yel 
unwearied flight into the heaven of time. Listen t( 

the music, unheard by outward ears, which is as a 
ceaseless and invisible wind, nourishing its everlastine 
course with strength and swiftness. 

The poetry in the doctrines of Jesus Christ, and the 
mythology and institutions of the Celtic conquerors 01 
the Roman empire, outlived the darkness and the con· 
vulsions connected with their growth and victory, anc 
blended themselves in a new fabric of manners and 
opinion. It is an error to impute the ignorance of the 
dark ages to the Christian doctrines or the predomi. 
nance of the Celtic nations. Whatever of evil theu 
agencies may have contained sprang from the extinc· 
tion of the poetical principle, connected with the pro­
gress of despotism and superstition. Men, from caUSe! 
too intricate to be here discussed, had become insen· 
sible and selfish: their own will had become feeble. 
and yet they were its slaves, and thence the slaves oi 
the will of others; lust, fear, avarice, cruelty, and 
fraud, characterized a race amongst whom no one 
was to be found capable of creating in form, language: 
or institution. The moral anomalies of such a state 0: 
society are not justly to be charged upon any class 01 
events immediately connected with them, and those 
events are most entitled to our approbation whicl: 
could dissolve it most expeditiously. It is unfortunate 
for those who cannot distinguish words from thoughts 
that many of these anomalies have been incorporatec 
into our popular religion. 

It was not until the eleventh century that the effec1l 
of the poetry of the Christian and chivalric systerru 
began to manifest themselves. The principle 0 
equality had been discovered and applied by Plat( 
in his Republic, as the theoretical rule of the mode ir 
which the materials of pleasure and of power, pro· 
duced by the common skill and labour of humaI 
beings, ought to be distributed among them. The 
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'tations of this rule were asserted by him to be 
etermined only by the sensibility of each, or the 
tility to result to all. Plato, following the doctrines 

Timaeus and Pythagoras, taught also a moral and 
tellectual system of doctrine, comprehending at 

nce the past, the present, and the future condition 
man. Jesus Christ divulged the sacred and eternal 
ths contained in these views to mankind, and 
ristianity, in its abstract purity, became the exoteric 

pression of the esoteric doctrines of the poetry 
nd wisdom of antiquity. The incorporation of the 

ltic nations with the exhausted population of the 
outh, impressed upon it the figure of the poetry 

. ting in their mythology and institutions. The 
ult was a sum of the action and reaction of all 

he causes included in it; for it may be assumed as a 
baxim that no nation or religion can supersede any 
,ther without incorporating into itself a portion of 
fat which it supersedes. The abolition of personal 
fnd domestic slavery, and the emancipation of women rom a great part of the degrading restraints of anti­
luity, were among the consequences of these events. 

The abolition of personal slavery is the basis of the 
nghest political hope that it can enter into the mind 
If man to conceive. The freedom of women produced 
he poetry of sexual love. Love became a religion, the 
(loIs of whose worship were ever present. It was as if 
~e statues of Apollo and the Muses had been endowed 
r-rith life and motion, and had walked forth among 
heir worshippers; so that earth became peopled by 
he inhabitants of a diviner world. The familiar ap­
~earance and proceedings of life became wonderful 
lnd heavenly, and a paradise was created as out of the 
rrrecks of Eden. And as this creation itself is poetry, 
f its creators were poets; and language was theinstru­
nent of their art: 'Galeotto fil illibro, e chi 10 scrisse.' 
fhe Proven~al Trouveurs, or inventors, preceded 
?etrarch, whose verses are as spells, which unseal the 
nmost enchanted fountains of the delight whi~ is in 
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the grief of love. It is impossible to feel them witho 
becoming a portion of that beauty which we contenj 
plate: it were superfluous to explain how the gentl 
ness and the elevation of mind connected with th 
sacred emotions can render men more amiable, mo 
generous and wise, and lift them out of the dui 
vapours of the little world of self. Dante understool 
the secret things oflove even more than Petrarch. Hi 
Vita Nuova is an inexhaustible fountain of purity c 
sentiment and language: it is the idealized history c 
that period, and those intervals of his life which wer 
dedicated to love. His apotheosis of Beatrice in Para 
dise, and the gradations of his own love and he 
loveliness, by which as by steps he feigns himself t, 
have ascended to the throne of the Supreme Cause, i 
the most glorious imagination of modem poetry. Th 
acutest critics have justly reversed the judgement c 
the vulgar, and the order of the great acts of th 
'Divine Drama', in the measure of the admiratiol 
which they accord to the Hell, Purgatory, and Para 
dise. The latter is a perpetual hymn of everlastin: 
love. Love, which found a worthy poet in Plato alon 
of all the ancients, has been celebrated by a chorus c 
the greatest writers of the renovated world; and th 
music has penetrated the caverns of society, and it 
echoes still drown the dissonance of arms and supersti 
tion. At successive intervals, Ariosto, Tasso, Shake 
speare, Spenser, Calderon, Rousseau, and the grea 
writers of our own age, have celebrated the dominiol 
of love, planting as it were trophies in the humal 
mind of that sublimest victory over sensuality ani 
force. The true relation borne to each other by th, 
sexes into which human kind is distributed, has be 
come less misunderstood; and if the error which con 
founded diversity with inequality of the powers of th, 
two sexes has been partially recognized in the opinion 
and institutions of modem Europe, we owe this grea 
-benefit to the worship of which chivalry was the law 
and poets the prophets. 
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The poetry of Dante may be considered as the 
·dge thrown over the stream of time, which unites 
e modern and ancient world. The distorted notions 
invisible things which Dante and his rival Milton 
ve idealized, are merely the mask and the mantle 
which these great poets walk through eternity en­
oped and disguised. It is a difficult question to 
termine how far they were conscious of the distinc­
n which must have subsisted in their minds between 

eir own creeds and that of the people:. Dante· at 
t appears to wish to mark the full extent of it by 
dng Riphaeus, whom Virgil calls iustissimus unus, 
Paradise, and observing a most heretical caprice in 

distribution of rewards and punishments. And 
i1ton's poem contains within itself a philosophical 

tation of that system, of which, by a strange and 
1ltural antithesis, it has been a chief popular support. 

~
othing can exceed the energy and magnificence of 
e character of Satan as expressed in Paradise Lost. 
is a mistake to suppose that he could ever have been 

~
ended for the popular personification of evil. Im­
cable hate, patient cunning, and a sleepless refine­

ent of device to inflict the extremest anguish on an 
~emy, these things are evil; and, although venial in 
I slave, are not to be forgiven in a tyrant; although 
ecIeemed by much that ennobles his defeat in one 
~bdued, are marked by all that dishonours his con­
~est in the victor. Milton's Devil as a moral being 
I as far superior to his God, as one who perseveres in 
~me purpose which he has conceived to be excellent 
~ spite of adversity and torture, is to one who in the 
old security of undoubted triumph inflicts the most 
brrible revenge upon his enemy, not from any mis­
~en notion of inducing him to repent of a perse­
france in enmity, but with the alleged design of 
Kasperating him to deserve new torments. Milton 
as so far violated the popular creed (if this shall be 
[dged to be a violation) as to have alleged no 
uperiority of moral virtue to his God over his Devil. 



1!26 SHELLEY 
And this bold neglect of a dicect moral purpose • 
the most decisive proof of the supremacy of Milton 
genius. He mingled as it were the elements of huma 
nature as colours upon a single pallet, and arrange 
them in the composition ofhis great picture accordia 
to the laws of epic truth; that is, according to the la\l 
of that principle by which a series of actions of til 
external universe and of intelligent and ethical beiDf 
is calculated to eXcite the sympathy of succeedin 
generations of mankind. The Divina Commedia an 
Paradise Lost have conferred upon modern mytholog 
a systematic form; and when change and time sha 
have added one more superstition to the mass ofthOli 
which have arisen and decayed upon the earth, corr 
menta tors will be learnedly employed in elucidatin 
the religion of ancestral Europe, only not utterly fOl 
gotten because it will have been 'stamped with tb 
eternity of genius. 

Homer was the first and Dante the second epi 
poet: that is, the second poet, the series of who! 
creations bore a defined and intelligible relation t 
the knowledge and sentiment and religion of the ag 
in which he lived, and of the ages which followed il 
developing itself in correspondence with their develoJ: 
ment. For Lucretius had limed the wings of his swil 
spirit in the dregs of the sensible world; and Virgi 
with a modesty that ill became his genius, had afi"ecte< 
the fame of an imitator, even whilst he created anel 
all that he copied; and none among the flock ofmocl 
birds, though their notes were sweet, Apollonill 
Rhodius, Quintus Calaber, Nonnus, Lucan, Statim 
or Claudian, have sought even to fulfil a single condi 
tion of epic truth . • Milton was the third epic poel 
For if the title of epic in its highest sense be refused t< 
the Aeneid, still less can it be conceded to the Orland 
Furioso, the Gerusalemme Liberata, the Lusiad, or th, 
patrie Queene • . 

Dante and Milton were both deeply penetratec 
with the ancient religion of the civilized world; an< 
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spirit exists in their poetry probably in the same 
roportion as its forms survived in the unreformed 
orship of modern Europe. The one preceded and 
e other followed the Reformation at almost equal 
tervals. Dante was the first religious reformer, and 
uther surpassed him rather in the rudeness and 
crimony, than in the boldness of his censures of papal 
urpation. Dante was the first awakener of entranced 
urope; he created a language, in itself music and 
rsuasion, out of a chaos ofinharmonious barbarisms. 
e was the congregator of those great spirits who pre­
ded over the resurrection of learning; the Lucifer of 
at starry flock which in the thirteenth century shone 
rth from repUblican Italy, as from a heaven, into the 

arkness of the benighted world. His very words are 
tinct with spirit; each is as a spark, a burning atom 

f inextinguishable thought; and many yet lie covered 
the ashes of their birth, and pregnant with a light­

,'ng which has yet found no conductor. All high 
try is infinite; it is as the first acorn, which con­

~ined all oaks potentially. Veil after veil may be 
lmdrawn, and the inmost naked beauty of the mean­rg never exposed. A great poem is a fountain for 
1ver overflowing with the waters of wisdom and 
~elight; and after one person and one age has ex­
~austed all its divine effluence which their peculiar 
'elations enable them to share, another and yet 
mother succeeds, and new relations are ever devel­
Iped, the source of an unforeseen and an unconceived 
lelight. 

The age immediately succeeding to that of Dante, 
retrarch, and Boccaccio, was characterized by a revi­
tal of painting, sculpture, and architecture. Chaucer 
.aught the sacred inspiration, and the superstructure 
If English literature is based upon the materials of 
(talian invention. 

But let us not be betrayed from a defence into a 
:ritical history of poetry and its influence on society. 
Be it enough to have pointed out the effects of poets, 
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in the large and true sense of the word, upon their OWl 

and all succeeding times. 
But poets have been challenged to resign the civi 

crown to reasoners and mechanists, on another plea 
It is admitted that the exercise of the imagination i 
most delightful, but it is alleged that that of reasol 
is more useful. Let us examine as the grounds of thi 
distinction, what is here meant by utility. Pleasure 0 

good, in a general sense, is that which the conscioU! 
ness of a sensitive and intelligent being seeks, ani 
in which, when found, it acquiesces. There are tw 
kinds of pleasure, one durable, universal and penna 
nent; the other transitory and particular. Utility rna 
either express the means of producing the former 0 

the latter. In the former sense, whatever strengtheIl 
and purifies the affections, enlarges the imaginatior 
and adds spirit to sense, is useful. But a narrowe 
meaning may be assigned to the word utility, confiIl 
ing it to express that which banishes the importunit 
of the wants of our animal nature, the surroundin, 
men with security of life, the dispersing the grosse 
delusions of superstition, and the conciliating such 
degree of mutual forbearance among men as rna' 
consist with the motives of personal advantage. 

Undoubtedly the promoters of utility, in this limite. 
sense, have their appointed office in society. The 
follow the footsteps of poets, and copy the sketches c 
their creations into the book of common life. The' 
make space and give time. Their exertions are of th 
highest value, so long as they confine their administra 
tion of the concerns of the inferior powers of our na tur 
within the limits due to the superior ones. But whils 
the sceptic destroys gross superstitions, let him spar 
to deface, as some of the French writers have defaced 
the eternal truths charactered upon the imaginatioIl 
of men. Whilst the mechanist abridges, and the poli 
tical economist combines labour, let them beware tha 
their speculations, for want of correspondence witl 
those first principles which belong to the imaginatioIl 
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o not tend, as they have in modern England, to 
asperate at once the extremes of luxury and want: 
ey have exemplified the saying, 'To him that hath, 

ore shall be given; and from him that hath not, the 
ttle that he hath shall be taken away.' The rich have 
come richer, and the poor have become poorer; and 
e vessel of the state is driven between the Scylla and 
arybdis of anarchy and despotism. Such are the 
ects which must ever flow from an unmitigated 
ercise of the calculating faculty. 
It is difficult to define pleasure in its highest sense; 
e definition involving a number of apparent para­

oxes. For, from an inexplicable defect of harmony 
Cl the constitution of human nature/ the pain of the 
iuerior is frequently connected with the pleasures of 
he superior portions of our being. Sorrow, terror. 

~guish' despair itself, are often the chosen expressions 
an approximation to the highest good. Our sym­
thy in tragic fiction depends on this principle; 

ragedy delights by affording a shadow of the pleasure 
~hich exists in pain. This is the source also of the 
Clelancholy which is inseparable from the sweetest 
relody. The pleasure that is in sdrrow is sweeter than 
pe pleasure of pleasure itself. And hence the saying, 
[t is better to go to the house of mourning, than to 
he house of mirth.' Not that this highest species of 

f
leasure is necessarily linked with pain. The delight 
f love and friendship, the ecstasy of the admiration 
f nature, the joy of the perception and still more of 
he creation of poetry; is often wholly unalloyed. 

The production and assurance of pleasure in this 
ighest . sense is 4Ue utility. Those who produce 
,nd preserve tnlS pleasure are poets or poetical 
Ihilosophers. 

The exertions of Locke, Hume, Gibbon, Voltaire, 
lousseau,I and their disciples, in favour of oppressed 

I Although Rousseau ' has been thus classed, he was 
ssentially a poet. The others, even Voltaire, were mere 
easoners. 

206 
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and deluded humanity, are entitled to the gratitud 
of mankind. Yet it is easy to calculate the degree ( 
moral and intellectual improvement which the wod 
would have exhibited, had they never lived. A litt! 
more nonsense would have been talked for a centur 
or two; and perhaps a few more men, women, an 
children, burnt as heretics, We might not at th 
moment have been congratulating each other on th 
abolition of the Inquisition in Spain. But it exceeC 
all imagination to conceive what would have bee 
the moral condition of the world if neither Dantl 
Petrarch, Boccaccio, Chaucer, Shakespeare, CalderOI 
Lord Bacon, nor Milton, had ever existed; if Raphal 
and Michael Angelo had never been born; if th 
Hebrew poetry had never been translated; ifa reviv, 
of the study of Greek literature had never taken plac~ 
if no monuments of ancient sculpture had been hando 
down to w; and if the poetry of the religion of th 
ancient world had been extinguished together wit 
its belief. The human mind could never, except b 
the intervention of these excitements, have bee 
awakened to the invention of the grosser science 
and that application of analytical reasoning to th 
aberrations of society, which it is now attempted t 
exalt over the direct expression of the inventive ani 
creative faculty itself. 

We have more moral, political and historical wi.! 
dom, than we know how to reduce into practice; w 
have more scientific and economical knowledge tha 
can be accommodated to the just distribution of th 
produce which it multiplies. The poetry in thes 
systems of thought, is concealed by the accumulatiol 
of facts and calculating processes. There is no wan 
of knowledge respecting what is wisest and best i.J 
morals, government, and political economy, or a 
least, what is wiser and better than what men nm 
practise and endure. But we let '/ dare not wait UpOl 
I would, like the poor cat in the adage.' We want th 
creative faculty to imagine that which we know; w 
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want the generous impulse to act that which we 
imagine; we want the poetry of life: our calculations 
have outrun conception; we have eate~ more than we 
can digest. The cultivation of those sciences which 
have enlarged the limits of the empire of man over the 
ex~rnal world, has, for want of the poetical faculty, 
proportionally circumscribed those of the internal 
world; and man, having enslaved the elements, re­
mains himself a slave. To what but a cultivation of 
the mechanical arts in a degree disproportioned to the 

resence of the creative faculty, which is the basis of 
11 knowledge, is to be attributed the abuse of all 

invention for abridging and combining labour, to the 
asperation of the inequality of mankind? From 

~
hat other cause has it arisen that the discoveries 
hich should have lightened, have added a weight to 
e curse imposed on Adam? Poetry, and the prin-

riPle of Self, of which money is the visible incarnation, 
re the God and Mammon of the world. 
The functions of the poetical faculty are twofold; Py one it creates new materials of knowledge and 

power and pleasure; by the other it engenders in the 
mind a desire to reproduce and arrange them accord­
ing to a certain rhythm and order which may be 
balled the beautiful and the good. The cultivation of 
~oetry is never more to be desired than at periods 
rhen, from an excess of the selfish and calculating 
principle, the accumulation of the materials of ex­
~rnallife exceed the quantity of the power of assimi­
lating them to the internal laws of human nature. 
~he body has then become too unwieldy for that 
which animates it. 

Poetry is indeed something divine. It is at once the 
pentre and circumference of knowledge; it is that 
rhich comprehends all science, and that to which all 
;cience must be referred. It is at the same time the 
root and blossom of all other systems of thought; it 
is that from which all spring, and that which adorns 
all; and that which, if blighted, denies the fruit and 
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the seed, and withholds from the barren world t 
nourishment and the succession of the scions of t 
tree of life. It is the perfect and consummate surf a 
and bloom of all things: it is as the odour and 
colour of the rose to the texture of the elements whi 
compose it, as the form and splendour of unfad 
beauty to the secrets of anatomy and corruptio 
What were virtue, love, patriotism, friendship-wh 
were the scenery of this beautiful universe which 
inhabit; what were our consolations on this side of 
grave-and what were our aspirations beyond it, I 

poetry did not ascend to bring light and fire from tho 
eternal regions where the owl-winged faculty of cal 
lation dare not ever soar? Poetry is not like reasoning 
a power to be exerted according to the determina 
tion of the will. A man cannot say, 'I wilt comp 
poetry.' The greatest poet even cannot say it; t; 
the mind in creation is as a fading coal, which so 
invisible influence, like an inconstant wind, awake 
to transitory brightness; this power arises from within 
like the colour of a flower which fades and changes a 
it is developed, and the conscious portions of ou 
natures are unprophetic either of its approach or i~ 
departure. Could this influence be durable in it 
original purity and force, it is impossible to predic 
the greatness of the results; but when compositiol 
begins, inspiration is already on the decline, and th 
most glorious poetry that has ever been communi 
cated to the world is probably a feeble shadow of th, 
original conceptions of the poet. I appeal to th 
greatest poets of the present day, whether it is not al 
error to assert that the finest passages of poetry ar, 
produced by labour and study. The toil and the dela: 
recommended by critics can be justly interpreted t, 
mean no more than a careful observation of the in 
spired moments, and an artificial connexion of th, 
spaces between their suggestions by the intertexturl 
of conventional expressions; a necessity only impose< 
by the limitedness of the poetical faculty itself; fo 
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ilton conceived the Paradise Lost as a whole before 

e executed it in portions. We have his own authority 
Iso for the muse having 'dictated' to him the 'unpre­
editated song'. And let this be an answer to those 

~ho would allege the fifty-six various readings of the 
first line of the Orlando Furioso. Compositions so pro­
~uced are to poetry what mosaic is to painting. This 

tinct and intuition of the poetical faculty is still 
ore observable in the plastic and pictorial arts; a 
eat statue or picture grows under the power of the 

~r~t as a child in the mother's womb; and the very 
F,;ind which directs the hands in formation is incapable 
of accounting to itself for the origin, the gradations; 
r the media of the process. 

Poetry is the record of the best and happiest 
Foments of the happiest and . best minds. We are 
aware of evanescent visitations of thought and feeling 
sometimes associated with place or person, sometimes 
regarding our own mind alone, and always arising 
Foreseen and departing unbidden, but elevating 
~nd delightful beyond all expression: so that even in 
~e desire and regret they leave, there cannot but be 
pleasure, participating as it does in the nature of its 
object: · It is as it were the interpenetration of a diviner 
r,ature through our own; but its footsteps are like 
those of a wind over ~ sea"which the coming calm 
erases, and 'whose ' traces remain only, as on the 
wrinkled sand which paves it. , These and correspond­
. g conditions of being are experi~ced principally by 
those of ,the most delicate sensibility and the most 
enlarged imagination; and the state of mind produced 
by them is at war with every base desire. The enthu­
siasm of virtue, love, patriotism, and friendship, is 
essentially linked with such emotions; and whilst they 
last; self appears as what it is, an atom to a universe. 
Poets are not only subject to these experiences as 
spirits of the most refined organization, but they can 
colour all that they combine with the evanescent 
hues of this ethereal world; a word, a , trait in the 
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representation of a scene or a passion, will touch the 
enchanted chord, and reanimate, in those who have 
ever experienced these emotions, the sleeping, the cold, 
the buriel image of the past. Poetry thus makes immor­
tal all that is best and most beautiful in the world: 
it arrests the vanishing apparitions which haunt the 
interlunations oflife, and veiling them, or in language 
or in form, sends them forth among mankind, bearing 
sweet news of kindred joy to those with whom theiI 
sisters abide-abide, because there is no portal 01 
expression from the caverns of the spirit which the} 
inhabit into the universe of things. Poetry redeeIlll 
from decay the visitations of the divinity in man. 

Poetry turns all things to loveliness; it exalts the 
beauty of that which is most beautiful, and it adell 
beauty to that which is most deformed; it marriel 
exultation and horror, grief and pleasure, eternity and 
change; it subdues to union under its light yoke ali 
irreconcilable things. It transmutes all that it touches, 
and every form moving within the radiance of iu 
presence is changed by wondrous sympathy to ar. 
incarnation of the spirit which it breathes: its secrel 
alchemy turns to potable gold the poisonous water. 
which flow from death through life; it strips the veil 
offamiliarity from the world, and lays bare the naked 
and sleeping beauty, which is the spirit of its forms. 

All things exist as they are perceived; at least it: 
relation to the percipient. 'The mind is its own place, 
and of itself can make a heaven of hell, a hell 01 
heaven.' But poetry defeats the curse which binds m 
to be subjected to the accident of surrounding impres· 
sions. And whether it spreads its own figured curtain, 
or withdraws life's dark veil from before the scene 01 
things, it equally creates for us a being within oUi 
being. It makes us the inhabitants of a world tc 
which the familiar world is a chaos. It reproduces the 
common universe of which we are portions and per· 
cipients, and it purges from our inward sight the film 
of familiarity which obscures from us the wonder 01 
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r being. It compels us to feel that which we per-
ive, and to imagine that which we know. It creates 
ew the universe, after it has been annihilated in our 
. nds by the recurrence of impressions blunted by 
·teration. It justifies the bold and true words of 
asso: Non merita nome di ereatore, se non Iddio ed it Poeta. 
A poet, as he is the author to others of the highest 
. dom, pleasure, virtue and glory, so he ought per­
nally to be the happiest, the best, the wisest, and the 
ost illustrious of men. As to his glory, let time be 
allenged to declare whether the fame of any other 
titutor of human life be comparable to that of a 
et. That he is the wisest, the happiest, and the best, 
asmuch as he is a poet, is equally incontrovertible: 

r.e greatest poets have been men of the most spotless 
rll"tue, of the most consummate prudence, and, ifwe 
vould lool(' into the interior of their lives, the most 
prtunate of men: and the exceptions, as they regard 

~
ose who possessed the poetic faculty in a high yet 
ferior degree, will be found on consideration to con­
ne rather than destroy the rule. Let us for a moment 
oop to the arbitration of popular breath, and usurp­
g and uniting in our own persons the incompatible 

iharacters of accuser, witness, judge, and executioner, 
et us decide without trial, testimony, or form, that 
rertain motives of those who are 'there sitting where 
r~dare not soar', are reprehensible. Let us assume 

t Homer was a drunkard, that Virgil was a flatterer, 
at Horace was a coward, that Tasso was a madman, 

, at Lord Bacon,was a peculator, that Raphael was a 
ibertine, that Spenser was a poet laureate. It is in­
t~nsistent with this division of our subject to cite living 
r'ets, but posterity has done ample justice to the great 
~ames now referred to. Their errors have been weighed 
~nd found to have been dust in the balance; if their 
:ins 'were as scarlet, they are now white as snow' : they 
nave. been washed in the blood of the mediator and 
redeemer, Time. Observe in what a ludicrous chaos 
!he imputations of real or fictitious crime have been 
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confused in the contemporary calumnies agaillll 
poetry and poets; consider how little is, as it appea 
-<>r appears, as it is; look to your own motives, ani 
judge not, lest ye be judged. 

Poetry, as has been said, differs in this respect fror 
logic, that it is not subject to the control of the activ 
powers of the mind, and that its birth and recurrenc 
have no necessary connexion with the consciousne! 
or will. It is presumptuous to determine that thes 
are the necessary conditions of all mental causatior 
when mental effects are experienced unsusceptible e 
being' referred ' to them. The' frequent recurrence e 
the poetical power, it is obviouS to suppose, may pre 
duce in the mind a habit of order and harmony corrt 
lative with its own nature and with its effects upo: 
other minds. But in. the intervals of inspiration, an­
they may ·be frequent without being durable, a POt 
becomes a man, and is abandoned to the sudde 
reflux of the influences under which others habituall 
live. But as he is more delicately organized than Oth( 
men, and sensible to pain and pleasure, both his ow 
and that of-others, in a degree unknown to them, h 
will avoid the one and pursue the other with an ardou 
proportioned to this difference: And he renders hin: 
self obnoxious to calumny, when he neglects to observ 
the circunistances under which these objects of un: 
versal pursuit and flight have disguised themselves i 
one another's garments. ' J 

But there is nothing. necessarily evil in this errol 
and thus ' cruelty, envy, revenge, avarice, and ' th 
passions purely evil, have never formed any portio. 
of the popular imputations on the lives of poets. 

I have thought it most favourable to the cause ( 
truth to set down these remarks according to th 
order in which they were suggested to my mind, by 
consideration of the subject itself, instead of obsen 
ing the formality' of a polemical reply; but if the viel 
which they contain be just, they·will be found to ir 
volve a refutation of'the arguers against poetry, so fa 
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It least as regards the first division of the subject. I 
:an readily conjecture what should have moved the 
:all of some learned and intelligent -writers who 
luarrel with certain versifiers; I confess myself, like 
hem, unwilling to be stunned by the Theseids of the 
loarse Codri of the day. Bavius and Maevius un­
loubtedly' are, as they ever were, insufferable persons. 
~ut it belongs to a philosophical critic to distinguish rther than confound. .. .,' I 

The first part of these remarks has related to poetry 
n its elements and principles; and it has been shown, 
LS well as the narrow limits" assigned them would per­
nit, that what is called poetry, in a restricted sense, 
las a common source with all other fOrIns of order and 
If beauty, according to which the materials of human 
ire are susceptible of being arranged, and which is 
loetry in . a universal sense. 

The second part' will have for its object an appli­
ration of these principles to the present state of the 
'ultivation of poetry, and a defence of the attempt to 
~ealize the modern forxns of manners and opinions, 
lnd compel them into a subordination to the imagina­
~ve and creative faculty. For the literature of England, 
In energetic development of which has ever preceded 
Ir accompanied a great and free development 
If the national will, has arisen as it were from a 
lew birth. In spite of the low-thoughted envy which 
~ould undervalue contemporary merit, our own will 
~e a memorable age in intellectual achievements, and 
~e live among such philosophers and poets as sur­
lass beyond comparison any who have appeared since 
!be last national struggle for civil and religious liberty. 
rhe most unfailing herald, companion, and follower 
,f the awakening of a great people to work a bene­
icia! change in opinion or institution, is poetry. At 
~ch periods there is an accumulation of the power of 
.ommunicating and receiving intense and impas­
. oned conceptions respecting man and nature. The 

, This was never written. 
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persons in whom this power resides may often, as far 
as regards many portions of their nature, have little 
apparent correspondence with that spirit of good of 
which they are the ministers. But even whilst they 
deny and abjure, they are yet compelled to serve, the 
power which is seated on the throne of their own soul. 
It is impossible to read the compositions of the most 
celebrated writers of the present day without being 
startled with the electric life which burns within their 
words. They measure the circumference and sound 
the depths of human nature with a comprehensive and 
all-penetrating spirit, and they are themselves per­
haps the most sincerely astonished at its manifesta­
tions; for it is less their spirit than the spirit of the age. 
Poets are the hierophants of an unapprehended in­
spiration; the mirrors of the gigantic shadows which 
futurity casts upon the present; the words which ex­
press what they understand not; the trumpets which 
sing to battle, and feel not what they inspire; the 
influence which is moved not, but moves. Poets are 
the unacknowledged legislators of the world. 



WILLIAM HAZLIIT 

1778- 1830 

MY FIRST ACQUAINTANCE WITH POETS 

(From The Liberal, No. III, April t823] 
f 

My father was a Dissenting Minister at Wem in 
Shropshire; and in the year 1798 (the figures 

hat compose the date are to me like the 'dreaded 
lame of Demogorgon') Mr. Coleridge came to 
ihrewsbury, to succeed Mr. Rowe in the spiritual 
harge of a Unitarian congregation there. He did 
lot come till late on the Saturday afternoon before he 
~as to preach; and Mr. Rowe, who himself went 
~own to the coach in a state of anxiety and expecta­
fon to look for the arrival of his successor, could find 
fO one at all answering the description but a round­
aced man in a short black coat (like a shooting­
r,cket) which hardly seemed to have been made for 
tim, but who seemed to be-talking at a great rate to his 
hllow-passengers. Mr. Rowe had scarce returned 
p give an account of his disappointment, when 
he round-faced man in black entered, and dissipated 
111 doubts on the subject, by beginning to talk. He 
lid not cease while he stayed; nor has he since, that 
know of. He held the good town of Shrewsbury in 

lelightful suspense -for three weeks that he remained 
here, 'fluttering the proud Salopians like an eagle in 
_ dove-cote'; and the Welsh mountains that skirt 
he horizon with their tempestuous confusion, agree 
o have heard .,?O suc~ mystic sounds si~ce the days of 

High-born Hoel's-harp or soft llewelyn's lay! 

\s we passed along between Wem and Shrewsbury, 
lnd I eyed their blue tops seen through the wintry 
)ranches, or the red rustling leaves of the sturdy oak­
rees by the road-side, a sound was in my ears as of a 
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Siren's song; I..:vas stunned, startled with it, as fron: 
deep sleep; but I had no notion then that I should 
ever be able to express my admiration to others it: 
motley imagery or quaint allusion, till the light of hil 
genius shone into my soul, like the sun's rays glitter; 
ing in the puddles of the road. I was 'at that tim 
dumb, inarticulate, helpless, like a worm by the way­
side, crushed, bleeding, lifeless; bllt now, bursti~ 
from the deadly bands that 'bound them, 

With Styx nine time! round them,' 

my ideas float on winged words, and as they expanc 
their plumes, catch the golden 'light of other years 
My soul has indeed remained in its original bondage 
dark, obscure, with longings inqnite and unsatisfied 
my heart, shut up in the prison-house of this rude clay 
has never found, nor Will it ever find; a heart to speal 
to; but that my understanding also did not reman 
dumb and brutish, or at length found a language tc 
express itself, lowe to Coleridge. ,But this is not t( 
my purpose. , ", . ' • 

My father lived ten ,miles from Shrewsbury, anc 
was in the habit of exchanging visits with Mr. Rowe 
and with Mr. Jenkins of Whitchurch (nine mile: 
farther on) according to the custom' of Dissentin~ 
Ministers in each other's neighbourhood. A line 0 

communication is thus established, bYi which the flame 
of civil and religious liberty is kept alive, and nour' 
ishes its smouldering fire unquenchable, like the fire: 
in the Agamemnon of Aeschylus: placed at differen 
stations, that waited for ten long years to announce 
with their blazing pyramids the destruction of Troy 
Coleridge had agreed to come over to see my father 
according to the courtesy of the country, as Mr 
Rowe's probable successor; but in the meantime 1 
had gone to hear him preach the Sunday after, hl 
arrival. A poet and a philosopher getting up into 2 

Unitarian pulpit to preach the Gospel,:was a ,romance 
in these degenerate days, a sort , of revival of the 
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lrimitive spirit of Christianity, which was not to be 
esisted. 

It was in January, 1798, that I rose one morning 
lefore daylight, to walk ten miles in the mud, to hear 
his celebrated person preach. Never, the longest day 
have to live, shall I have such another walk as this 

old, raw, comfortless one, in the winter of the year 
798. It y a des impressions que ni le temps ni les circon­
tances peuvent effacer. Dusse-je vivre des SleCleS entiers, Ie 
DUX temps de ma jeunesse ne peut renaltre pour moi, ni 
'effacer jamais dans rna memoire. When I got there, the 
Irgim was playing the 100th psalm, and, when it was 
lone, Mr. Coleridge rose and gave out his text, 'And 
le went up into the mountain to pray, HIMSELF, 

.LONE.' As he gave out this text, his voice 'rose like 

. steam of rich distilled perfumes,' and when he came 
o the two last words, which he pronounced loud, 
leep, and distinct, it seemed to me, who was then 
'oung, as if the sounds had echoed from the bottom 
fthe human heart, and as if that prayer might have 
loated in solemn silence through the universe. The 
:lea of St. John came into mind, 'of one crying in the 
l'ilderness, who had his loins girt about, and whose 
DOd was locusts and wild honey.' The preacher then 
ilunched into his subject, like an eagle dallying with 
he wind. The sermon was upon peace and war; upon 
hurch and state--not their alliance, but their separa­
ion-on the spirit of the world and the spirit of 
~hristianity, not as the same, but as opposed to one 
.nother. He talked of those who had 'inscribed the 
ross of Christ on banners dripping with human gore.' 
Ie made a poetical and pastoral excursion,-and to 
how the fatal effects of war, drew a striking contrast 
letween the simple shepherd boy, driving his team 
.field, or sitting under the hawthorn, piping to his 
lock, 'as though he should never be old,' and the 
arne poor country-lad, crimped, kidnapped, brought 
nto town, made drunk at an alehouse, turned into a 
vretched drummer-boy, with his hair sticking on end 
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with powder and pomatum, a long cue at his back, 
and tricked out in the loathsome finery of the pro­
fession of blood. 

Such were the notes our once-lov'd poet sung. 

And for myself, I could not have been more delighted 
if I had heard the music of the spheres. Poetry and 
Philosophy had met together, Truth and Genius had 
embraced, under the eye and with the sanction 01 
Religion. This was even beyond my hopes. Ire· 
turned home well satisfied. The sun that was still 
labouring pale and wan through the sky, obscured b) 
thick mists, seemed an emblem of the good cause; and 
the cold dank drops of dew that hung half-melted OIl 
the beard of the thistle, had something genial and 
refreshing in them; for there was a spirit of hope and 
youth in all nature, that turned everything into good, 
The face of nature had not then the brand of Jm 
DIVINUM on it: 

Like to that sanguine flower inscrib'd with woe. 

On the Tuesday following, the half-inspired speake! 
came. I was called down into the room where he was, 
and went half-hoping, half-afraid. He received m( 
very graciously, and I listened for a long time with. 
out uttering a word. I did not suffer in his opinioIl 
by my silence. 'For those two hours,' he afterward.! 
was pleased to say, 'he was conversing with W. H.'! 
forehead!' His appearance was different from wha1 
I had anticipated from seeing him before. At a 
distance, and in the dim light of the chapel, ther( 
was to me a strange wildness in his aspect, a dusk) 
obscurity, and I thought him pitted with the small· 
pox. His complexion was at that time clear, and 
even bright-

As are the children of yon azure sheen. 
His forehead was broad and high, light as if built 01 
ivory, with large projecting eyebrows, and his eYe! 
rolling beneath them like a sea with darkened lustre. 
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'A certain tender bloom his face o'erspread,' a purple 
tinge as we see it in the pale thoughtful complexions of 
the Spanish portrait-painters, Murillo and Velasquez. 
His mouth was gross, voluptuous, open, eloquent; 
!:lis chin good-humoured and round; but his nose, 
the rudder of the face, the index of the will, was 
imall, feeble, nothing-like what he has done. It 
;night seem that the genius of his face as from a height 
iurveyed and projected him (with sufficient capacity 
md huge aspiration) into the world unknown of 
thought and imagination, with nothing to support 
Ir guide his veering purpose, as if Columbus had 
aunched his adventurous course for the New World 
n a scallop, without oars or compass. So at least I 
:omment on it after the event. Coleridge in his person 
was rather above the common size, inclining to the 
:orpulent, or like Lord Hamlet, 'somewhat fat and 
mrsy.' His hair (now, alas! grey) was then black and 
[lossy as the raven's, 'and fell in smooth masses over 
lis forehead. This long pendulous hair is peculiar to 
nthusiasts, to those whose minds tend heavenward; 
[nd is traditionally inseparable (though of a different 
.olour) from the pictures of Christ. It ought to belong, 
b a character to all who preach Christ crucified, and 
~oleridge was at that time one of those! 

It was curious to observe the contrast between him 
.nd my father, who was a veteran in the cause, and 
hen declining into the vale of years. He had been a 
loor Irish lad, carefully brought up by his parents, 
.nd sent to the University of Glasgow (where he 
tudied under Adam Smith) to prepare him for his 
tlture destination. It was his mother's proudest wish 
o see her son a Dissenting Minister. So if we look 
lack to past generations (as far as eye can reach) we 
ee the same hopes, fears, wishes, followed by the same 
.isappointments, throbbing in the human heart; and 
o we may see them (if we look forward) rising up 
or ever, and disappearing, like vapourish bubbles, 
11 the human breast! Mter being tossed about from 
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congregation to congregation in the heats of the Un 
tarian controversy, and squabbles about the America 
war, he had been relegated to an obscure villag> 
where he was to spend the last thirty years of his li~ 
far from the only converse that he loved, the tal 
about disputed texts of Scripture and the cause j 
civil and religious liberty. Here he passed his day 
repining but resigned, in the study of the Bible, all 
the perusal of the Commentators-huge folios, nj 
easily got through, one of which would outlast a wiJ 
ter! Why did he pore on these from morn to nigl 
(with the exception of a walk in the fields or a turn i 
the garden to gather broccoli-plants or kidney-beal 
ofhis own rearing, with no small degree of pride all 
pleasure) ?-Here were 'no figures nor no fantasies,'­
neither poetry nor philosophy~nothing to dazzl 
nothing to excite modern curiosity; but to his lad 
lustre eyes there appeared, within the pages of tl 
ponderous, unwieldy, neglected tomes, the sacr~ 
name of JEHOVAH in Hebrew capitals: pressf 
down by the weight of the style, worn to the last fadir 
thinness of the understanding, there were glimps( 
glimmering notions of the patriarchal wandering 
with palm-trees hovering in the horizon, and proce 
sions of camels a t the distance of three thousand year 
there was Moses with the Burning Bush, the numb 
of the Twelve Tribes, types, shadows, glosses on tl 
law and the prophets; there were discussions (dt 
enough) on the age of Methuselah, a mighty specul 
tion! there were outlines, rude guesses at the shape· 
Noah's Ark and at the riches of Solomon's TempI 
questions as to the date of the creation, predictions . 
the end of all things; the great lapses of time, tl 
strange mutations of the globe were unfolded wil 
the voluminous leaf, as it turned over; and thou~ 
the soul might slumber with an hieroglyphic veil . 
inscrutable mysteries drawn over it, yet it was in 
slumber ill-exchanged for all the sharpened realiti 
of sense, wit, fancy, or reason. My father's life w; 
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mparativeiy a dream; but it was a dream of infinity 
d eternity, of death, the resurrection, and ajudge-
ent to come! , 
No two individuals were ever more unlike than 

ere the host and his guest. A poet was to my father 
sort of nondescript: yet whatever added grace to the 
nitarian cause was to him welcome. He could hardly 
ve been more surprised or pleased, if our visitor 
d worn wings. Indeed, his thoughts had wings; 

pd as the silken sounds rustled round our little wains­
pted parlour, my father threw back his spectacles 
rer his forehead, his white hairs mixing with its 
lnguine hue; and a smile of delight beamed across his 
Fgged cordial face, to think that Truth had found a 
ew ally in Fancy II Besides, Coleridge seemed to take 
Dnsiderable notice of me, and that of itself was 
[lough. He talked very familiarly, but agreeably, 
nd glanced over a variety of subjects. At dinner­
r.:.e he grew more animated, and dilated in a very 
Illi'ying manner on Mary Wollstonecraft and Mack­
ltosh. The last, he said, he considered (on my 
tther's speaking of his Vindiciae Gallicae as a capital 
erformance) as a clever scholastic man-a master of 
~e topics,-or as the ready warehouseman of letters, 
ho knew exactly where to lay his hand on what he 
anted, though the goods were not his own. He 
~ought him no match for Burke, either in style or 
latter. Burke was a metaphysician, Mackintosh a 
lere logician. Burke was an orator (almost a poet) 
ho reasoned in figures, because he had an eye for 
ature: Mackintosh, on the other hand, was a rhetori­
,an, who had only an eye to commonplaces. On this 
ventured to say that I had always entertained a great 

I My father was one of those who mistook his talent 
rter all. He used to be very much dissatisfie'<i that I pre­
lrred his Letters to his Sermons. The last were forced and 
ry; the first came naturally from him. For ease, half.plays 
(\ words, and a supine, monkish, .indolent pleasantry, I 
ave never seen them equalled. 
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opinion of Burke, and that (as far as I could find) t1 
speaking of him with contempt might be made tl 
test of a vulgar democratical mind. This was the fi 
observation I ever made to Coleridge, and he said 
was a very just and striking one. I remember the l~ 
of Welsh mutton and the turnips on the table that d~ 
had the finest flavour imaginable. Coleridge add< 
that Mackintosh and Tom Wedgwood (of whor 
however, he spoke highly) had expressed a very iJ 
different opinion of his friend Mr. Wordsworth, e 
which he remarked to them-'He strides on so f; 
before you, that he dwindles in the distance!' Goc 
win had once boasted to him of having carried ( 
an argument with Mackintosh for three hours wil 
dubious success; Coleridge told him-' If there had bet 
a man of genius in the room he would have settled tl 
question in five minutes.' He asked me if I had eve 
seen Mary W ollstonecraft, and I said, I had once f( 
a few moments, and that she seemed to me to turn 0 

Godwin's objections to something she advanced wit 
quite a playful, easy air. He replied, that 'this w. 
only one instance of the ascendancy which people e 
imagination exercised over those of mere intellect 
He did not rate Godwin very high' (this was capric 
or prejudice, real or affected) but he had a great id~ 
of Mrs. Wollstonecraft's powers of conversation, nor 
at all of her talent for book-making. We talked a litt: 
about Holcroft. He had been asked if he was n( 
much struck with him, and he said, he thought hin 
self in more danger of being struck by him. I con 
plained that he would not let me get on at all, for h 
required a definition of every the commonest wore 
exclaiming, 'What do you mean by a sensation, Sir 
What do you mean by an idea?' This, Coleridge saie 

I He complained in particular of the presumption of h 
attempting to establish the future immortality of mal 
'without' (as he said) 'knowing what Death was or wh, 
Life was'-and the tone in which he pronounced these tw 
words seemed to convey a complete image of both. 
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'as barricadoing the road to truth :-it was setting up 
turnpike-gate at every step we took. I forget a great 
umber of things, many more than I remember; but 
Ie day passed off pleasantly, and the next morning 
lr. Coleridge was to return to Shrewsbury. When I 
lme down to breakfast, I found that he had just re­
eived a letter from his friend, T. Wedgwood, making 
tm an offer of 1501. a year · if he chose to waive his 
resent pursuit, and devote himself entirely to the 
r dy of poetry and philosophy. Coleridge seemed to 
lake up his mind to close with this proposal in the 
ft oftying on one of his shoes. It threw an additional 
amp on his departure. It took the wayward enthu. 
ast quite from us to cast him into Deva's winding 
~les, or by the shores of old romance. Instead of 
ving at ten miles' distance, of being the pastor of a 
lissenting congregation at Shre~sbury, he was hence­
,rth to inhabit the Hill of Parnassus, to be a Shep­
erd on the Delectable Mountains. Alas! 1 knew not 
Ie way thither, and felt very little gratitude for Mr. 
~edgwood's bounty. 1 was presently relieved from 
lis dilemma; for Mr. Coleridge, asking for a pen and 
lk, and going to a table to write something on a bit 
i card, advanced towards me with undulating step, 
rid giving me the precious document, said that that 
as his address, Mr. Coleridge, Nether-Stowey, Somerset· 
:ire; and that he should be glad to see me there in a 
M' weeks' time, and, if 1 chose, would come half-way 
) meet me. 1 was not less surprised than the shep­
=rd-boy (this simile is to be found in Cassandra) when 
_ sees a thunderbolt fall close at his feet. 1 stammered 
~t my acknowledgements and acceptance of this 
[fer (I thought Mr. Wedgwood's annuity a trifle to 
I as well as 1 could; and this mighty business being 
·ttled, the poet-preacher took leave, and I accom· 
nied him six miles on the road. It was a fine morn· 
g in the middle of winter, and he talked the whole 
ay. The scholar in Chaucer is described as going 

--Sounding on his way. 
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So Coleridge went on his. In digressing, in dilatin@ 
in passing from subject to subject, he appeared to m 
to float in air, to slide on ice. He told me in confidenc 
(going along) that he should have preached two Sel 

mons before he accepted the situation at Shrewsbul'} 
one on Infant Baptism, the other on the Lord's SUpPeJ 
showing that he could 'not administer either, whic 
would have effectually disqualified him for the obje< 
in view. 1 observed that he continually crossed me 0 

the way by shifting from one side of the footpath t 
the other. This struck me as an odd movement; bl: 
I did not at that time connect it with any instabilit 
of purpose or involuntary change of principle, ~ 
I ·have done since. He seemed unable to keep 0 

in a straight line. He spoke ' slightingly of Hum 
(whose Essay on Miracles he said was stolen from a 
objection started in one of South's Sermoris-Cred, 
Judaeus Apella!). I was not very much pleased at th: 
account of Hume, for I had just been reading, wit 
infinite relish, that completest of all metaphysic< 
choke-pears, his Treatise on Human Nature, to which tb 
Essays, in point of scholastic subtlety and close reasor 
ing. are mere elegant trifling, light summer-readin! 
Coleridge even denied the excellence of Hume's ger 
eral style, which I think betrayed a want of tasl 
or candour. He however made me amends by tb 
manner in which he spoke of Berkeley. He dwelt pal 
ticularly on his Essay on Vision as a masterpiece < 
analytical reasoning. So it undoubtedly is. He w. 
exceedingly angry with Dr. Johnson for striking tb 
stone with his foot, in allusion to this author's Theor 
of Matter and Spirit, and saying, 'Thus 1 confute hin 
Sir.' Coleridge drew a parallel (I don't know how h 
brought about the connexion) between Bishop Berk( 
ley and Tom Paine. He said the one was an instanc 
of a subtle, the other of an acute mind, than whic 
no two things could be more distinct. The one was 
shop-boy's quality, the other the characteristic of 
philosopher. He considered Bishop Butler as a tru 
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'losopher, a profound and conscienti~us thinker, a 
nuine reader of nature and his own mind. He did 
t speak of his Analogy, but of his Sermons at the Rolls' 
apel, of which I had never heard. Coleridge some· 
w always contrived to . prefer the. unknpwn to the 
wn. In this instance he was right. The Analogy is a 
ue of sophistry, of wire-drawn, theological special-. 

eading; the Sermons l (with the Preface to them) are 
a fine vein of deep, ~atured reflection, a canc;lid 
peal to our observation ,of human nature, without 
dantry and withou~ bias. I told . Coleridge I had 
itten. a lew remarks, and was sometimes foolish 
ough to. believe that I had mad~ a discovery on the 
~e s~bject (the Natural Disinterest~dness of the Jiuman 
r!nd)...,-and I tried to explain my view of it to Cole­
dge, who listened with great willingness, but I did 
ot succeed in ;making myself understood. I sat down 

the task shortly afterwards for the twentieth time, 
ot new pens and paper, determined to make clear 
ork of it, 'wrote; a few meagre· sentences in the skelIY-, 
n style of a . mathematical ,demonstration, stopped 

alf-way c;lg:vn ,the second page;. and, after, trying in 
in to pump up ~ny ,'Yords, images, n!ltions, appre, 

ensions, facts, or· observations, from that gulf of ab: 
p-action in ~!llc~I had plunged ,myselffor tfour ot: 
~ve years pre.ceding, gave up the attempt as labour in 
rain, and .shed t~ars of helpl~s despondency on. the 
,lank unfinished paper. I can write fast, eno~gh now. 
~ I better ' th.~n.Iwas ,then? I,Ph no! One. truth 
liscovered, one pang of regret at not being able to 
;xpress.it, is better than all the fluency and flippancy 
p the world . . WouI4 ,th.at I co,uld. go ,ba,ck to what I 
~en was! Why can we· no.~ r~vive past. times as we 
ian revisitold .. places? If.I .. had the. quaint Muse of 
f. ir Philip Sidney to assist. me, I would ;write a Sonne~ 
o the Road. betzpeen Wem anrJ Shrewsbury, and immor­
!alize every .step of it by some fond enigmatical con­
:eit. I would swear that the very milestones had ears, 
md that Harmer-hill stooped with ;all its pines, to 
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listen to a poet, as he passed! I remember but on 
other topic of discourse in this walk. He mentione< 
Paley, praised the naturalness and clearness of hi 
style, but condemned his sentiments, thought him i 

mere time-serving casuist, and said that 'the fact (J 

his work on Moral and Political Philosophy beinl 
made a text-book in our Universities was a disgrao 
to the national character.' We parted at the six-mjl, 
stone; and I returned homeward pensive but mucl 
pleased. I had met with unexpected notice from i 

person whom I believed to have been prejudicec 
against me. 'Kind and affable to me had been hi 
condescension, and should be honoured ever witl 
suitable regard.' He was the first poet I had knOWIl 

and he certainly answered to that inspired name. 
had heard a great deal of his powers of conversatioIl 
and was not disappointed. In fact, I never met witl 
any thing at all like them, either before or since. 
could easily credit the accounts which were circulate« 
of his holding forth to a large party of ladies anc 
gentlemen, an evening or two before, on the Berke 
leian Theory, when he made the whole material uni 
verse look like a transparency of fine words; anc 
another story (which I believe he has somewhere tole 
himself) of his being asked to a party at Birmingham 
of his smoking tobacco and going to sleep after dinne 
on a sofa, where the company found him to thei 
no small surprise, which was increased to wonde 
when he started up of a sudden, and rubbing his eYe! 
looked about him, and launched into a three hOUr! 
description of the third heaven, of which he had hac 
a dream, very different from Mr. Southey's Vision 0 

Judgement, and also from that other Vision of Judge 
ment, which Mr. Murray, the Secretary of the Bridg 
Street Junto, has taken into his especial keeping. 
- On my way back, I had a sound in my ears, it wa 
the voice of Fancy: I had a light before me, it was th, 
face of Poetry. The one still lingers there, the othe 
has not quitted my side! Coleridge in truth met m 
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.alf-way on the ground of philosophy, or I should not 
ave been won over to his imaginative creed. I had 
n uneasy, pleasurable sensation all the time, till I was 
J visit him. During those months the chill breath of 
linter gave me a welcoming; the vernal air was balm 
nd inspiration to me. The golden sunsets, the silver 
tar of evening, lighted me on my way to new hopes 
nd prospects. I was to visit Coleridge in the Spring. This 
ircumstance was never absent from my thoughts, and 
:tingled with all my feelings. I wrote to him at the 
ime proposed, and received an answer postponing 
1y intended visit for a week or two, but very cordially 
:rging me to complete my promise then. This delay 
jd not damp, but rather increase my ardour. In 
he meantime I went to Llangollen Vale, by way of 
Ilitiating myself in the mysteries of natural scenery; 
nd I must say I was enchanted with it. I had been 
eading Coleridge's description of England, in his fine 
hie on the Departing Tear, and 1 applied it, can amore, 
D the objects before me. That valley was to me (in a 
nanner) the cradle of a new existence: in the river 
hat winds through it, my spirit was baptized in the 
vaters of Helicon! 

I returned home, and soon after set out on my 
Durney with unworn heart and untried feet. My way 
ay through Worcester and Gloucester, and by Upton, 
vhere I thought of Tom Jones and the adventure of 
he muff. 1 remember getting completely wet through 
me day, and stopping at an inn (1 think it was at 
lewkesbury) where I sat up all night to read Paul and 
7irginia. Sweet were the showers in early youth that 
lrenched my body, and sweet the drops of pity that 
ell upon the books 1 read! I recollect a remark of 
Joleridge's upon this very book, that nothing could 
how the gross indelicacy of French manners and the 
:ntire corruption of their imagination more strongly 
han the behaviour of the heroine in the last fatal 
.eene, who turns away from a person on board the 
:inking vessel, that offers to save her life, because he 
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has thrown off his clothes to assist him in swimminB 
Was this .a time to think of such a circumstance? 
once hinted to Wordsworth, as we were sailing in hi 
boat on Grasmere lake, that I thought he had bol 
rowed the idea of his Poems on the Naming of Places froI 
the local inscriptions of the same kind in Paul an 
Virginia. He did not own the obligation, and state 
some distinction without a .difference, in defence < 
his claim to originality. And the slightest variatio 
would be sufficient for this purpose in his mind; fc 
whatever he added or omitted would inevitably b 
worth all that anyone else had done, and contain th 
marrow of the sentiment.-I was still two days befor 
the time fixed for my arrival, for I had taken care t 
set out early enough. I stopped these two days a 
Bridgewater, and when I was tired of sauntering 0 

the banks' ofits muddy river, returned to the inn, an 
read Camilla. So have I loitered my life away, readin 
books, looking at pictures, going to plays, hearin! 
thinking, writing on what pleased me best. I hav 
wanted only one thing to make me happy; but wan; 
ing that, have . wanted everything! 

I arrived, and was well received. The countr 
about Nether Stowey is beautiful, green and hilly, an 
near the sea-shore. ~ I saw it but the other day, afte 
an interval of twenty years, from a hill near TauntOI 
How was the map of my life spread out before me 
as the map of the country lay at my feet! In th 
afternoon, Coleridge took me over to All-Foxden, 
romantic old family mansion of the St. Aubins, wher 
Wordsworth lived. It was then in the possession of 
friend of the poet's, who gave him the free use of i 
Somehow that period (the time just after the Frene 
Revolution) was, not a -time when nothing was give 
for nothing. The mind opened, and a softness mig!: 
be perceived coming over the heart of individuaL 
oeneath 'the scales that fence' our self-interest. Wo~ 
worth hirrtself was from home, but his sister kept house 
and set before us a frugal repast; and we had fre 
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ccess to her brother's poems, the' Lyrical Ballads, 
hich were . still in manuscript, or in the form of 

ibylline Leaves. I dipped into a few of these with great 
atisfaction, and ' with the faith . of a novice. I slept 
at night in an old room with blue hangings; and 

overed with the round-faced family-portraits of 
he age of George I and II, and from the wooded 
eclivity of the adjoining park that overlooked my 
. dow, at the dawn of day, could I 

--hear"'the loud stag speak~ 
i. ~ . 

In the outset of lif~ (and .particularly at this time 
felt it so) our imagination has a: bOdy to it. We are 
a state between sleeping and waking, and have in­

istinct but glorious glimpses of strange shapes, and 
~ere is always som~thing to come better than what we 
ree. As in our dreams the fulln~s of the blood gives 
rarmthand reality to the coinage of the. brain, so in 
fouth our ideas are clotl1ed, an,!" fed, and .'pampered 
rith our good spirits; we breathe thick with thought­
~ess happiness, the weight . of funire, years presses on 
the strong pulses of the heart, and, we repose with un­
~isturbed faith in .truth and good. 'As. we advance, we 
bhaust our fund of enjoyment and of hope . . We are 
~o longer wrapped in lamb's-wool, ' lull~ in. Elysium: 
IA we taste the pleasures ofIife,' their spirit evapora tes, 
he sense palls; and nothing is left but the phantoms, 

the lifeless shadows of wha t has been! .! 

.That morning, as soon"as breakfast was over, we 
trolled ou~ into the park, 'and seating ourselves 'on the 

trunk of an old ash~tree that ·stretched ;llong , the 
ouncl; Coleridge ' read aloud .. with , a SOnorous. 'and 

musical voice; thd hallao of Betty Fo;:~ I was ' not . 
critically ~r. syeptically' .inclined. .I saw touches of 
truth and ' nature, and took the rest for granted. But 
in the Thorn, .the Mad Mother, and the Complaint of a 
Poor Indian Woman, I felt that deeper power and pathos 
which have been since .~cknow.ledged, 

" In spite of pride, in erring reason's spite, 
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as the characteristics of this author; and the sense 0 

a new style and a new spirit in poetry came over me 
It had to me something of the effect that arises fron 
the turning up of the fresh soil, or of the first welcome 
breath of Spring, 

While yet the trembling year is unconfirmed. 

Coleridge and myself walked back to Stowey tha 
t:vening, and his voice sounded high 

Of Providence, foreknowledge, will, and fate, 
Fix'd fate, free-will, foreknowledge absolute, 

as we passed through echoing grove, by fairy strean 
or waterfall, gleaming in the summer moonlight! H 
lamented that Wordsworth was not prone enough to 
believe in the traditional superstitions of the place 
and that there was a something corporeal, a matter-oj 
fact-ness, a clinging to the palpable, or often to th, 
petty, in his poetry, in consequence. His genius wa 
not a spirit that descended to him through the air; i 
sprung out of the ground like a flower, or unfoldec 
itself from a green spray, on which the goldfinch sang 
He said, however (if I remember right), that this ob 
jection must be confined to his descriptive pieces, tha 
his philosophic poetry had a grand and comprehen 
sive spirit in it, so that his soul seemed to inhabit th 
universe like a palace, and to discover truth by intui 
tion, rather than by deduction. The next day Words 
worth arrived from Bristol at Coleridge's cottage. 
think I see him now. He answered in some degree t, 
his friend's description of him, but was more gaun 
and Don Quixote-like. He was quaintly dress~ 
(according to the costume of that unconstrained period 
in a brown fustian jacket and striped pantalooru 
There was something of a roll, a lounge in his gail 
not unlike his own Peter Bell. There was a severe 
worn pressure of thought about his temples, a fire il 
his eye (as if he saw something in objects more thai 
the outward appearance), an intense high narrm 
forehead, a Roman nose, cheeks furrowed by stron! 
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urpose and feeling, and a convulsive inclination to 
mghter about the mouth, a good deal at variance 
'ith the solemn, stately expression of the rest of his 
Lce. Chantrey's bust wants the marking traits; but 
e was teased into making it regular and heavy: 
[aydon's head of him, introduced into the Entrance 
r Christ into Jerusalem, is the most like his drooping 
.eight of thought and expression. He sat down and 
LIked very naturally and freely, with a mixture of 
lear gushing accents in his voice, a deep gutteral 
Itonation, and a strong tincture of the northern bUff, 
ke the crust on wine. He instantly began to make 
avoc of the half of a Cheshire cheese on the table, 
nd said triumphantly that 'his marriage with expe­
ence had not been so productive as Mr. Southey's in 
:aching him a knowledge of the good things of this 
re.' He had been to see the Castle Spectre by Monk 
,ewis, while at Bristol, and described it very well. He 
Lid 'it fitted the taste of the audience like a glove.' 
bis ad captandum merit was, however, by no means a 
:commendation of it, according to the severe prin­
iples of the new school, which reject rather than court 
opular effect. Wordsworth, looking out of the low, 
Ltticed window, said, 'How beautifully the sun sets on 
1at yellow bank!' I thought within myself, 'With 
,hat eyes these poets see nature!' and ever after, 
·hen I saw the sunset stream upon the objects facing 
, cO:Qceived I had made a discovery, or thanked 
ir. Wordsworth for having made one for me! We 
'ent over to All-Foxden again the day following, and 
vordsworth read us the story of Peter Bell in the open 
ir; and the comment made upon it by his face and 
oice was very different from that of some later critics! 
Vhatever might be thought of the poem, 'his face was 
I a book where men might read strange matters,' and 
e announced the fate of his hero in prophetic tones. 
'here is a chaunt in the recitation both of Coleridge 
nd Wordsworth, which acts as a spell upon the 
earer, and disarms the judgement. Perhaps they 
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have deceived themselves by making habitual usc c 
this ambiguous accompaniment. Coleridge's mannc 
is more full, animated, and varied; \Vordsworth 
more equable, sustained, and internal. The one migl 
be termed more dramatic, the other more lyrical. Colt 
ridge has told me that he himself liked to compose i 
walking over uneven ground, or breaking through tI: 
straggling branches ofa copse wood; whereas Word 
worth always wrote (if he could) walking up an 
down a straight gravel-walk, or in some spot whel 
the continuity of his verse met with no collater: 
interruption. Returning that same evening, I got inl 
a metaphysical argument with Wordsworth, whi 
Coleridge was explaining . the different notes of tl 
nightingale to his sister, in which we neither of us su. 
ceeded in making ourselves perfectly clear and intell 
gible. Thus I passed three weeks at Nether Stowe 
and in the neighbourhood, generally devoting tl 
afternoons to a delightful chat in an arbour made. 
bark by the poet's friend Tom Poole, sitting under t\\ 
fine elm-trees, and listening to the bees hummir 
round us, while we quaffed our flip. It was agre~ 
among other things, that we should make a jaw 
down the Bristol Channel, as far as Lynton. We s, 
off together on foot, Coleridge, John Chester, and 
This Chester was a native of Nether Stowey, one, 
those who were attracted to Coleridge's discourse: 
flies are to honey, or bees in swarming-time to tl 
sound of a brass pan. He 'followed in the chace, ill 
a dog who hunts, not like one that made up the CI1 
He had on a brown cloth coat, boots, and cordur< 
breeches, was low in stature, bow-legged, had a drl 
in his walk like adrover, which he assisted by a haz 
switch, and kept on a sort of trot by the side of Col 
ridge, like a running footman by a state coach, th, 
he might not lose a syllable or sound, that fell fro: 
Coleridge's lips. He told me his private opinion, th, 
Coleridge was a wonderful man. He scarcely openc 
his liDS, much less offered an opinion the whole wa~ 
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t of the three, had I to choose during tha t journey, 
would be John Chester. He afterwards followed 
ole ridge into Germany, where the Kantean philo­
phers were puzzled how to bring him under any of 

heir categories. When he sat down at table with his 
01, John's felicity was complete; Sir Walter Scott's, 

r Mr. BIackwood's, when they sat down at the same 
ble With the King, was not more so. We passed 
unster on our right, a small town between the brow 

f a hill and the sea. 1 remember eyeing it wistfully 
it lay below us: contrasted with the woody scene 

round, it looked as clear, as pure, as embrowned and 
~eal as any landscape 1 have seen since, of Gaspar 
oussin's or Domenichino's. We had a long day's 
arch-( our feet kept time to the echoes of Cole­

·dge's tongue)-through Minehead and by the Blue 
nchor, and on to Lynton, which we did not reach 

ill near midnight, and where we had some difficulty 
n makmg a lodgement. We, however, knocked the 
reople of the house up at last, and we were repaid for 
~ur apprehensions and fatigue by some excellent 
rashers of fried bacon and eggs. The view in coming 
lIong had been splendid. We walked for miles and 
hiles on dark brown heaths overlooking the channel, 
rth the Welsh ,hills beyond, and at times descended 
nto little sheltered valleys close by the sea-side, with 
l smuggler's face scowling by us, and then had to 
lscend conical hills with a path winding up through 
l coppice to a barren top, like a monk's shaven crown, 
rom one of which 1 pointed out to Coleridge's notice 
~e bare masts of a vessel on the very edge of the hori­
~on, and within the red-orbed disk of the setting sun, 
ike his own spectre-ship in the Ancient Mariner. At 
rynton the character of the sea-coast becomes more 
narked and rugged. There is a place called the 
Walley of Rocks' (I suspect this was only the poetical 
~ame for it) bedded among precipices overhanging the 
~a, with rocky caverns beneath, into which the waves 
lash, and where the sea-I{ull for ever wheels it$ 
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screaming flight. On the tops of these are hug~ stonl 
thrown transverse, as if an earthquake had tosse 
them there, and behind these is a fretwork of perper 
dicular rocks, something like the 'Giant's Causeway 
A thunder-storm came on while we were at the in! 
and Coleridge was running out bareheaded to enjo 
the commotion of the elements in the 'Valley' 
Rocks', but as if in spite, the clouds only muttered 
few angry sounds, and let fall a few refreshing drop 
Coleridge told me that he and Wordsworth were 1 
have made this place the scene of a prose-tale, whic 
was to have been in the manner of, but far superi< 
to, the Death of Abel, but they had relinquished tl 
design. In the morning of the second day, we breal 
fasted luxuriously in an old-fashioned parlour on te 
toast, eggs, and honey, in the very sight of the be, 
hives from which it had been taken, and a garden fu 
of thyme and wild flowers that had produced it. a 
this occasion Coleridge spoke of Virgil's Georgics, bl 
not well. I do not think he had much feeling for tl 
classical or elegant. It was in this room that we fOUll 
a little worn-out copy of the Seasons, lying ina windo,; 
seat, on which Coleridge exclaimed, 'Thai is tn 
fame!' He said Thomson was a great poet, rath, 
than a good one; his style was as meretricious as b 
thoughts were natural. He spoke of Cowper as tl 
best modern poet. He said the Lyrical Ballads WeJ 

an experiment about to be tried by him and Word 
worth, to see how far the public taste would endUi 
poetry written in a more natural and simple style tha 
had hitherto been attempted; totally discarding tl 
artifices of poetical diction, and making use only I 

such words as had probably been common in the mo 
ordinary language since the days of Henry II. Son: 
comparison was introduced between Shakespeare all 
Milton. He said 'he hardly knew which $0 prefe 
Shakespeare appeared to him a mere stripling in tl! 
art; he was as tall and as strong, with infinitely mOl 
activity than Milton, but he never appeared to ha, 
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come to man's estate; or ifhe had, he would not have 
been a man, but a monster.' He spoke with contempt 
Jf Gray, and with intolerance of Pope. He did not 
like the versification of the latter. He observed that 
'the ears of these couplet-writers might be charged 
with having short memories, that could not retain the 
~rmony of whole passages.' He thought little of 
runius as a writer; he had a dislike of Dr. Johnson; 
md a much higher opinion of Burke as an orator and 
tJolitician, than of Fox or Pitt. He however thought 
ilin very inferior in richness of style and imagery to 
lome of our elder prose-writers, particularly Jeremy 
faylor. He liked Richardson, but not Fielding; nor 
:ould I get him to enter into the merits of Caleb 
Williams. I In short, he was profound and discrimin­
lting with respect to those authors whom he liked, 
md where he gave his judgement fair play; capri­
:ious, perverse, and prejudiced in his antipathies and 
iistastes. We loitered on the 'ribbed sea-sands', in 
iuch talk as this, a whole morning, and I recollect met 
.vith a curious sea-weed, of which John Chester told 
1S the country name! A fisherman gave Coleridge an 
lCCOunt of a boy that had been drowned the day be­
'Ore, and that they had tried to save him at the risk of 
:heir own lives. He said 'he did not know how it was 
hat they ventured, but, Sir, we have a nature towards 
me another.' This expression, Coleridge remarked to 
ne, Was a fine illustration of that theory of disinter­
:stedness which I (in common with Butler) had adop­
:ed. I broached to him an argument of mine to prove 

I He had no idea of pictures, of Claude or Raphael, and 
It this time I had as litde as he. He sometimes gives 
I striking account at present of the Cartoons at Pisa by 
3uffamalco and others; of one in particular, where Death 
s seen in the air brandishing his scythe, and the great and 
nighty of the earth shudder at his approach, while the 
leggars and the wretched kneel to him as their deliverer. 
'Ie would, of course, understand so broad and fine a moral 
IS this at any time. 
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that 'likeness was not mere association of ideas. I sai< 
that the mark in the sand put one in mind of a man': 
foot, not because it was part of a former impression 0 

a man's foot (for it was quite new) but because it wa 
like the shape of a man's foot. He assented to tho 
justness of this distinction (which I have explained a 
length elsewhere, for the benefit of the curious) ant 
John Chester listened; not from any interest in tho 
subject, but because he was astonished that I shouI< 
be able to suggest anything to Coleridge that he die 
not already know. We returned on the third morning 
and Coleridge remarked the silent cottage-smok. 
curling up the valleys where, a few evenings before 
we had seen the lights gleaming through the dark. 

In a day or two after we arrived at Stowey, we se 
out, I on my return home, and he for Germany. I 
was a Sunday morning, and he was to preach that da~ 
for Dr. Toulmin of Taunton. I asked him if he hac 
prepared anything for the occasion? He said he hac 
not even thought of the text, but should as soon a 
we parted. I did not go to hear him,-this was ~ 
fault,-but we met in the evening at Bridgewater 
The next day we had a long day's walk to Bristol, ane 
sat down, I recollect, by a well-side on the road, tc 
cool ourselves and satisfy our thirst; when Coleridge 
repeated to me some descriptive lines of his tragedJ 
of Remorse; which I must say became his mouth an< 
that occasion better than they, some years after, die 
Mr. Elliston's and the Drury Lane boards,-

Oh memory! shield me from the world's poor strife, 
And give those scenes ,thine everlasting life. 

I saw no more of him for a year or two, durin~ 
which period he had been wandering in the Ham 
Forest in Germany; and his return was cometary 
meteorous, unlike his setting out. It was not till som( 
time after that I knew his friends Lamb and Southey, 
The last always appears to me (as I first saw him) 
with a commonplace book under his arm, and the first 
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ith a bon-mot in his mouth. It was at Godwin's that 
[ met him with Holcroft and Coleridge, where they 

re disputing fiercely which was the best-Man as 
was, or man as he is to be. 'Give me', says Lamb, 
an as he is not to be.' This saying was the beginning 

f a friendship between us, which I believe still con­
·nues.-Enough of this for the present. 

206 

But there is matter for another rhyme, 
And I to this may add a second tale. 

G 
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SACRED POETRY (1825) 

The Star in the East; with other Poems. By 
Josiah Conder. London. 1824 

THERE are many circumstances about this little 
volume, which tend powerfully to disarm criti· 

cism. In the first place, it is, for the most part, of a 
sacred character: taken up with those subjects which 
least of all admit, with propriety, either in the authoI 
or critic, the exercise of intellectual subtlety. For the 
practical tendency, indeed, of such compositions, both 
are most deeply responsible; the author who publishes, 
and the critic who undertakes to recommend or to 
censure them. But if they appear to be written with 
any degree of sincerity and earnestness, we naturally 
shrink from treating them merely as literary efforts. 
To interrupt the current of a reader's sympathy in 
such a case, by critical objections, is not merely to 
deprive him of a little harmless pleasure, it is to dis­
turb him almost in a devotional exercise. The most 
considerate reviewer, therefore, of a volume of sacred 
poetry, will think it a subject on which it is easier to 
say too much than too little. 

In the present instance, this consideration is en­
forced by the unpretending tone of the volume, which 
bears internal evidence, for the most part, of not 
having been written to meet the eye of the world. 
I t is in vain to say that this claim on the critic's favour 
is nullified by publication. The author may give it up, 
and yet the work may retain it. We may still feel that 
we have no right to judge severely of what was not, at 
first, intended to come before our judgement at all. 
This of course applies only to those compositions, 
which indicate, by something within themselves, t.i:J.is 
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eedom from the pretension of authorship. And such 
re most of those to which we are now bespeaking our 
eaders' attention. 

Most of them, we say, because the first poem in the 
volume, The Star in tM East, is of a more ambitious and 
ess pleasing character. Although in blank verse, it is, 

m fact, a lyrical effusion; an ode on the rapid progress 
and final triumph of the Gospel. It looks like the 
composition of a young man: harsh and turgid in 

arts, but interspersed with some rather beautiful 
ouches. The opening lines are a fair specimen. 

o to have heard th' unearthly symphonies, 
Which o'er the starlight peace of Syrian skies 
Came floating like a dream, that blessed night 
When angel songs were heard by sinful men, 
Hymning Messiah's advent! 0 to have watch'd 
The night with those poor shepherds, whom, when firs' 
The glory of the Lord shed sudden day-
Day without dawn, starting from midnight, day 
Brighter than morning-on those lonely hills 
Strange fear surpris'd-fear lost in wondering joy, 
When from th' angelic multitude swell'd forth 
The many-voiced consonance of praise:-
Glory in th' highest to God, and upon earth 
Peace, towards men good will. But once before, 
In such glad strains of joyous fellowship, 
The silent earth was greeted by the heavens, 
When at its first foundation they looked down 
From their bright orbs, those heavenly ministries, 
Hailing the new-born world with bursts of joy. 

Notwithstanding beauties scattered here and there, 
there is an effort and constrained stateliness in the 
poem, very different from the rapidity and simplicity 
of many of the shorter lyrics, which follow under the 
titles of Sacred and Domestic Poems. Such, for in­
stance, as the Poor Man's Hymn 

As much have I of worldly good 
As e'er my master had: 

I diet on as dainty food, 
And am as richly clad, 



KEBLE 
Tho' plain my garb, though scant my board, 
All Mary's Son and Nature's Lord. 

The manger was his infant bed, 
His home, the mountain-cave, 

He had not where to lay his head, 
He borrow'd even his grave. 

Earth yielded him no resting spot,­
Her Maker, .but she knew him not. 

All much the world's good will I bear, 
Its favours and applause, 

All He, whose blessed name I bear,-
Hated without a cause, 

Despis'd, rejected, mock'd by pride, 
Betray'd, forsaken, crucified. 

Why should I court my Master's foe? 
Why should I fear its frown? 

Why should I seek for rest below, 
Or sigh for brief renown?-

A pilgrim to a better land, 
An heir of joys at GOD'S right hand? 

Or the following sweet lines on Home, which occu 
among the Domestic poems: 

That is not home, where day by day 
I wear the busy hours away. 
That is not home, where lonely night 
Prepares me for the toils of light-
'Tis hope, and JOY, and memory, give 
A home in which the heart can hve­
These walls no lingering hopes endear, 
No fond remembrance chains me here, 
Cheerless I heave the lonely sigh-
Eliza, canst thou tell me why? 
'Tis where thou art is home to me, 
And home without thee cannot be. 

There are who strangely love to roam, 
And find in wildest haunts their home; 
And some in halls of lordly state, 
Who yet are homeless, desolate. 
The sailor's home is on the main, 
The warrior's, on the tented plain, 
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The maiden's, in her bower of rest, 
The infant's, on his mother's breast­
But where thou art is home to me, 
And home without thee cannot be. 

There is no home in halls of pride, 
They are too high, and cold, and wide. 
No home is by the wanderer found: 
'Tis not in place: it hath no bound. 
It is a circling atmosphere 
Investing all the heart holds dear;­
A law of strange attractive force, 
That holds the feelings in their course; 

It is a presence undefin'd, 
O'er-shadowing the conscious mind, 
Where love and duty sweetly blend 
To consecrate the name of friend;­
Where' er thou art is home to me, 
And home without thee cannot be. 
My love, forgive the anxious sigh-
I hear the moments rushing by, 
And think that life is fleeting fast, 
That youth with us will soon be past. 
Oh! when will time, consenting, give 
The home in which my heart can live? 
There shaH the past and fururemeet, 
And o'er our couch, in union sweet, 
Extend their cherub wings, and shower 
Bright influence on the present hour, 
Oh! when shall Israel's mystic guide, 
The pillar'd cloud, our steps decide, 
Then, resting, spread its guardian shade, 
To bless the home which love hath made? 
Daily, my love, shall thence arise 
Our hearts' united sacrifice; 
And home indeed a home will be, 
Thus consecrate and shar'd with thee. 

We will add one more specimen of the same kind, 
which forms a natural and pleasing appendix to the 
preceding lines. 

Louise! you wept, that mom of gladness 
Which made your Brother blest; 
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And tears of half-reproachful sadness 

Fell on the Bridegroom's vest: 
Yet, pearly tears were those, to gem 
A Sister's bridal diadem. 
No words could haIf so well have spoken. 

What thus was deeply shown 
By Nature's simplest, dearest token, 

How much was then my own; 
Endearing her for whom they fell, 
And Thee, for having loved so well. 
But now no more-nor let a Brother, 

Louise, regretful see, 
That still 'tis sorrow to another, 

That he should happy be. 
Those were, I trust, the only tears 
That day shall cost through coming years. 
Smile with us. Happy and light-hearted, 

We three the time will while. 
And, when sometimes a season parted, 

Still think of us, and smile. 
But come to us in gloomy weather; 
We'll weep, when we must weep, together. 

Now, what is the reason of the great difference be­
tween these extracts and that from the Star in the East? 
-a difference which the earlier date of the latter, 
so far from accounting for, only makes the more 
extraordinary. In some instances, the interval of time 
is very short, but at all events more eH'ort and turgid­
ness might have been expected in the earlier poems, 
more simplicity and care and a more subdued tone 
in the later. We suspect a reason, which both poets 
and poetical readers are too apt to leave out of sight. 
There is a want of truth in the Star in the East-not 
that the author is otherwise than quite in earnest­
but his earnestness seems rather an artificial glow, to 
which he has been worked up by reading and con­
versation of a particular cast, than the overflowing 
warmth of his own natural feelings, kindled by cir­
cumstances in which he was himself placed. In a 
word, when he writes of the success of the Bible 
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iety, and the supposed amelioration of the world 

consequence, he writes from report and fancy only; 
ut when he speaks of a happy home, of kindly affec­
. ons, of the comforts which piety can administer in 
isappointment and sorrow; either we are greatly 
istaken, or he speaks from real and present experi­

The poetical result is what the reader has seen: 

--mens onus reponit, et peregrino 
Labore fessi venimus Larem ad nostrum-

e turn gladly from our fairy voyage round the world 
refresh ourselves with a picture, which we feel to 
drawn from the life, of a happy and innocent fire­

de. Nor is it, in the slightest degree, derogatory to 
n author's talent to say that he has failed, compara­

lively, on that subject of which he must have known 
romparatively little. 
I. Letus here pause a moment to explain what is meant 
IYhen we speak of such prospects as are above alluded e' being shadowy and unreal in respect of what is 

tter of experience. It is not that we doubt the 
cenor of the Scripture, regarding the final conversion 
hr the whole world, or that we close our eyes to the 
Wonderful arrangements, if the expression may be 
!J:sed, which Divine Providence seems everywhere 
lIlaking, with a view to that great consummation. 
One circumstance, in particular, arrests our attention, 
~ pervading the whole of modern history, but gradu­
~lly standing out in a stronger light as the view draws 
~earer our own times: we mean the rapid increase of 
holonization from Christian nations onb'. So that the 
larger half of the globe, and what in the nature of 
fhings will soon become the more populous, is already, 
In profession, Christian. The event, therefore, is un­
~uestionable: but experience, we fear, will hardly 
warrant the exulting anticipations, which our author, 
In common with many of whose sincerity there is no 
reason to doubt, has raised upon it. It is but too con­
ceivable that the whole world may become nominally 
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Christian, yet the face of things may be very lit~ 
changed for the better. And any view of the progre: 
of the gospel, whether in verse or in prose, whie: 
leaves out this possibility, is so far wanting in trud 
and in that depth of thought which is as necessary j 
the higher kinds of poetical beauty as to philosopb 
or theology itself. 

This, however, is too solemn and comprehensi, 
a subject to be lightly or hastily spoken of. It 
enough to have glanced at it, as accounting, in son: 
measure, for the general failure of modem poets i 
their attempts to describe the predicted triumph 4 
the gospel in the latter days. 

To return to the sacred and domestic poems, tht 
advantageously distinguished from that which giv4 
name to the volume. Affection, whether heavenly ( 
earthly, is the simplest idea that can be; and in tl: 
graceful and harmonious expression of it lies the pm 
dpal beauty of these poems. In the descriptive part 
and in the development of abstract sentiment, thel 
is more of effort, and occasionally something very m 
affectation: approaching, in one instance (the Nigh 
ingaie,) far nearer than we could wish, to the mOl 
vicious of all styles, the style of Mr. Leigh Hunt an 
his miserable followers. 

Now, these are just the sort of merit and the SOl 

of defect, which one might naturally expect to fin 
united; the very simplicity of attachment, whic 
qualifies the mind for sacred or domestic poetl1 
making its movements awkward and constrainec 
when scenes are to be described, or thoughts ill 
ravelled of more complication and less immediat 
interest. This is the rather to be observed, as man 
other sacred poets have become less generally pleasin 
and useful, than they otherwise would have beer 
from this very circumstance. The simple and touch 
ing devoutness of many of Bishop Ken's lyrical effu 
sions has been unregarded, because of the ungracefu 
contrivances, and heavy movement of his narrati~ 
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rhe same may be said, in our own times, of some 
~arts of Montgomery's writings. His bursts of sacred 
>Oetry, compared with his Greenland, remind us of 
I person singing enchantingly by ear, but becoming 
anguid and powerless the moment he sits down to a 
lote-book. 

Such writers, it is obvious, do not sufficiently trust 
o the command which the simple expression of their 
eelings would obtain over their readers. They think 
t must be relieved with something of more variety 
md imagery, to which they work themselves up 
vith laborious, and therefore necessarily unsuccessful, 
:fforts. The model for correcting their error is to be 
ound in the inspired volume. We can, in general, be 
lut incompetent judges of this, because we have been 
lSed to it from our boyhood. But let us suppose a 
lerson, whose ideas of poetry were entirely gathered 
rom modem compositions, taking up the Psalms for 
he first time. Among many other remarkable differ­
:nces, he would surely be impressed with the sacred 
vriter's total carelessI].ess about originality, and what 
5 technically called effect. He would say, 'This is 
omething better than merely attractive poetry; it is 
Lbsolute and divine truth.' The same remark ought 
o be suggested by all sacred hymns; and it is, indeed, 
:reatly to be lamented, that such writers as we have 
ust mentioned should have ever lost sight of it­
hould have had so little confidence in the power of 
implicity, and have condescended so largely to the 
aborious refinements of the profane Muse. 

To put the same truth in a light somewhat different; 
t is required, we apprehend, in all poets, but particu­
arly in sacred poets, that they should seem to write 
vith a view of unburthening their minds, and not for 
he sake of writing; for love of the subject, not of 
he employment. The, distinction is very striking in 
lescriptive poetry. Compare the landscapes of Cowper 
vith those of Burns. There is, if we mistake not, 
he same sort of difference between them, as in the 
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conversation of two persons on scenery, the one origin 
ally an enthusiast in his love of the works of natur 
the other driven, by disappointment or weariness, t 
solace himself with them as he might. It is a contras 
which every one must have observed, when suc 
topics come under discussion in society; and thos 
who think it worth while, may find abundant iIlu 
stration of it in the writings of this unfortunate bu 
illustrious pair. The one all overflowing with the lov , 
of nature, and indicating, at every turn, that whatevel 
his lot in life, he could not have been happy withou 
her. The other visibly and wisely soothing himself1 
but not without effort, by attending to rural objectsl 
in default of some more congenial happiness, of whi 
he had almost come to despair. The latter, in conse 
quence, laboriously sketching every object that cam 
in his way: the other, in one or two rapid lines, whicli 
operate, as it were, like a magician's spell, presenting 
to the fancy just that picture, which was wanted to 
put the reader's mind in unison with the writer's. 
We would quote, as an instance, the description oj 
Evening in the Fourth Book of the Task: 

Come Ev'ning, once again, season of peace; 
Return, sweet Ev'ning, and continue long I 
Methinks I see thee in the streaking west 
With matron-step slow-moving, while the night 
Treads on thy sweeping train; one hand employ'd 
In letting fall the curtain of repose 
On bird and beast, the other charg'd for man 
With sweet oblivion of the cares of day: 
Not sumptuously adorn'd, nor needing aid, 
Like homely-featur'd night, of dust 'ring gems; 
A star or two, just twinkling on thy brow, 
Suffices thee; save that the moon is thine 
No less than her's, not worn indeed on high 
With ostentatious pageantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in thy purple zone, 
Resplendent less, but of an ampler round. 
Come then, and thou shalt find thy vot'ry calm, 
Or make me so. Composure is thy gift. 
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And we would set over against it that purely 
pastoral chant: 

Now rosy May comes in wi' flowers 
To deck her gay, green spreading bowers; 
And now comes in my happy hours, 

To wander wi' my Davie. 
Meet me on the warlock knowe, 

Dainty Davie, dainty Davie. 
There I'll spend the day wi' you. 

My ain dear dainty Davie. 
The crystal waters round us fa', 
The merry birds are lovers a', 
The scented breezes round us blaw, 

A wandering wi' my Davie. 
Meet me, &c. 

When purple morning starts the hare 
To steal upon her early fare, 
Then thro' the dews I will repair, 

,To meet my faithful Davie. 
Meet me, &c. 

When day, expiring in the west, 
The curtain draws 0' nature's rest, 
I flee to his arms I lo'e best, 

And that's my ain dear Davie. 
Meet me, &c. 

There is surely no need to explain how this instinc­
tive attachment to his subject is especially requisite 
,n the sacred poet. If even the description of material 
)bjects is found to languish without it, much more 
.... ill it be looked for when the best and highest of all 
lfl"ections is to be expressed and communicated to 
)thers. The nobler and worthier the object, the 
~reater our disappointment to find it approached 
.... ith anything like languor or constraint. 

We must just mention one more quality, which 
nay seem, upon consideration, essential to perfection 
n this kind: viz. that the feelings the writer expresses 
thould appear to be specimens of his general tone 
)f thought, not sudden bursts and mere flashes of 
~oodness. Wordsworth's beautiful description of the 
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Stock-dove might not unaptly be applied to him. He 
should sing 

'of love with silence blending, 
Slow to begin, yet never ending, 
Ofsenous faith and inward glee'. 

Some may, perhaps, object to this, as a dull and 
languid strain of sentiment. But before we yield to 
their censures we would inquire of them what style 
they consider, themselves, as most appropriate to 
similar subjects in a kindred art. If grave, simple, 
sustained melodies-if tones of deep but subdued 
emotion are what our minds naturally suggest to us 
upon the mention of sacred music-why should there 
not be something analogous, a kind of plain chant, 
in sacred poetry also? fervent, yet sober; awful, but 
engaging: neither wild and passionate, nor light and 
airy; but such as we may with submission presume 
to be the most acceptable offering in its kind, as being 
indeed the truest expression of the best state of the 
affections. To many, perhaps to most, men, a tone 
of more violent emotion may sound at first more 
attractive. But before we indulge such a preference, 
we should do well to consider, whether it is quite 
agreeable to that spirit, which alone can make 'us 
worthy readers of sacred poetry. "Evil£ov;; "o,1fms', 
it is true; there must be rapture and inspiration, but 
these will naturally differ in their character as the 
powers do from whom they proceed. The worship­
pers of Baal may be rude and frantic in their cries and 
gestures; but the true Prophet, speaking to or of the 
true GOD, is all dignity and calmness. 

If then, in addition to the ordinary difficulties of 
poetry, all these things are essential to the success of 
the Christian lyrist-if what he sets before us must 
be true in substance, and in manner marked by a 
noble simplicity and confidence in that truth, by ~ 
sincere attachment to it, and entire familiarity with 
it-then we need not Wllnder that so few should have 



SACRED POETRY 173 
become eminent in" this branch of their art, nor need 
we have recourse to the disheartening and unsatis­
factory solutions which are sometimes given of that 
circumstance.' 

'Contemplative piety,' says Dr. Johnson, 'or the inter­
course between God and the human soul, cannot be 
poetical. Man, admitted to implore the mercy of his 
Creator, and plead the merits of his Redeemer, is already 
in a higher state than poetry can confer." 

The sentiment is not uncommon among serious, 
but somewhat fearful, believers; and though we 
believe it " erroneous, we desire to treat it not only 
with tenderness, but with reverence. They start at 
the very mention of sacred poetry, as though poetry 
were in its essence a profane amusement. ' It is, un­
questionably, by far the safer extreme to be too much 
afraid of venturing with the imagination upon sacred 
ground. Yet; if it be an error, and a practical error, 
it may be worth while cautiously to examine the 
grounds of it. In the generality, perhaps, it is not so 
much a deliberate opinion, as a prejudice against the 
use of the art; arising out of its abuse. But the great 
writer just referred to has endeavoured to establish 
it by direct reasoning. He argues the point, first, from 
the nature of poetry, and afterwards from that of 
devotion. " • 

The essence of poetry is invention; such invention as, by 
producing something unexpected, surprises and delights. 
The topics of devotion arc few. 

It is to be hoped that many men's experience will 
refute 'the latter part of this statement. How can the 
topics of devotion be few, when we are taught to 
make every part of life, every scene in nature, an 
occasion-in other words, a 'topic--of devotion? It 
might as well be said that connubial love is an unfit 
subject for poetry, -as being incapable of novelty, 
because, after ail, it is only ringing the changes upon 

" I Life of Waller. 
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one simple affection, which every one understands. 
The novelty there consists, not in the original topic, 
but in continually bringing ordinary things, by happy 
strokes of natural ingenuity, into new associations 
with the ruling passion. 

There's not a bonny flower that springs 
By fountain, shaw, or green; 

There's not a bonnie bird that sings 
But minds me of my Jean. 

Why need we fear to extend this most beautiful and 
natural sentiment to 'the intercourse between the 
human soul and its Maker', possessing, as we do, the 
very highest warrant for the analogy which subsists 
between conjugal and divine love? 

Novelty, therefore, sufficient for all the purposes 
of poetry, we may have on sacred subjects. Let us 
pass to the next objection. 

Poetry pleases by exhibiting an idea more grateful to 
the mind than things themselves afford. This effect pro­
ceeds from the display of those parts of nature which 
attract, and the concealment of those which repel, the 
imagination; but religion must be shown as it is, suppres­
sion and addition equally corrupt it; and, such as it is, it 
is known already. 

A fallacy may be apprehended in both parts of this 
statement. There are, surely, real landscapes which 
delight the mind as sincerely and intensely as the 
most perfect description could; and there are family 
groups which give a more exquisite sensation of 
domestic happiness than anything in Milton, or even 
Shakespeare. It is partly by association with these, 
the treasures of the memory, and not altogether by 
mere excitement of the imagination, that Poetry does 
her work. By the same rule sacred pictures and sacred 
songs cannot fail to gratify the mind which is at all 
exercised in devotion; recalling, as they will, whatever 
of highest perfection in that way she can remember 
in herself, or has learned of others. 

Then again, it is not the religious doctrine itself, 
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so much as the effect of it upon the human mind and 
heart, which the sacred poet has to describe. What 
is said of suppression and addition may be true enough 
with regard to the former, but is evidently incorrect 
when applied to the latter: it being an acknowledged 
difficulty in all devotional writings, and not in devo­
tional verse only, to keep clear of the extreme of 
languor on the one hand, and debasing rapture on 
the other. This requires a delicacy in the perception 
and enunciation of truth, of which the most earnest 
believer may be altogether destitute. And since, 
probably, no man's condition, in regard to eternal 

, things, is exactly like that of any other man, and yet 
it is the business of the sacred poet to sympathize with 
all, his store of subjects is clearly inexhaustible, and 
his powers of discrimination-in other words, of sup­
pression and addition-are kept in continual exercise. 

Nor is he, by any means, so straitly limited in the 
other and more difficult branch of his art, the ex­
hibition of religious doctrine itself, as is supposed in 
the following statement: 

Whatever is great, desirable, or tremendous, is com­
prised in the name of the Supreme Being. Omnipotence 
cannot be exalted; infinity cannot be amplified; perfection 
cannot be improved. 

True: all perfection is implied in the name of GOD; 
and so all the beauties and luxuries of spring are com­
prised in that one word. But is it not the very office 
of poetry to develop and display the particulars of 
such complex ideas? in such a way, for example, as 
the idea of GOD'S omnipresence is developed in the 
I39th Psalm? and thus detaining the mind for a 
while, to force or help her to think steadily on truths 
which she would hurry unprofitably over, how 
strictly soever they may be implied in the language 
which she uses. It is really surprising that this great 
and acute critic did not perceive that the objection 
applies as strongly against any kind of composition 
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of which the Divine Nature is the subject, as against 
devotional poems. 

We forbear to press the consideration that, even 
if the objection were allowed in respect of natural 
religion, it would not hold against the devotional 
composition of a Christian; the object of whose wor­
ship has condescended also to become the object of 
description, affection, and sympathy, in the literal 
sense of these words. But this is, perhaps, too solemn 
and awful an argument for this place; and therefore 
we pass on to the concluding statement of the passage 
under consideration, in which the writer turns his 
view downwards, and argues against sacred poetry 
from the nature of man, as he had before from the 
nature ofGoD. 

The employments of pious meditation are faith, thanks· 
giving, repentance and supplication. Faith, invariably 
uniform, cannot be invested by fancy with decorations. 
Thanksgiving, the most joyful of all holy effusions, yet 
addressed to a Being without passions, is confined to a few 
modes, and is to be felt rather than expressed. 

What we have said of the variation of the devout 
affections, as they exist in various persons, is sufficient, 
we apprehend, to answer this. But the rest of the 
paragraph requires some additional reflection: 

Repentance, trembling in the 'presence of the Judge, ~ 
not at leisure for cadences and epithets. 

This is rather invidiously put, and looks as if the 
author had not entire confidence in the truth of what 
he was saying. Indeed, it may very well be questioned; 
since many of the more refined passions, it is certain, 
naturally express themselves in poetical language. 
But repentance is not merely a passion, nor is its only 
office to tremble in the presence of the Judge. So far 
from it, that one great business of sacred poetry, as 
of sacred music, is to quiet and sober the feelings 01 
the penitent-to make his compunction as much 0/ 
'a reasonable service' as possible. 
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To proceed: 

Supplication of man to man may diffuse itself through 
nany topics of persuasion: but supplication to God can 
'nly cry for mercy. 

Certainly, this would be true, if the abstract nature 
~f the Deity were alone considered. But if we turn 
6 the sacred volume, which corrects so many of our 
trring anticipations, we there find that, whether in 
'ondescension to our infirmities, or for other wise 
lurposes, we are furnished with inspired precedents 
br addressing ourselves to God in all the various 
ones, and by all the various topics, which we should 
lSe to a good and wise man standing in the highest 
nd nearest relation to us. This is so palpably the 
ase throughout the scriptures, that it is quite surpris-

~
g how a person of so much serious thought as Dr. 

ohnson could have failed to recollect it when arguing 
n the subject of prayer. In fact, there is a simple 

t, by which, perhaps, the whole of his reasoning 
n Sacred Poetry might be fairly and decisively tried. 

~t the reader, as he goes over it, bear in mind the 
salms of David, and consider whether every one of 
. statements and arguments is not there practically 

lefuted. 
It is not, then, because sacred subjects are peculiarly 

mapt for poetry, that so few sacred poets are popular. 
~e have already glanced at some of the causes to 
which we attribute it-we ought to add another, 
rhich strikes us as important. Let us consider how 
he case stands with regard to books of devotion in 

rose. 
We may own it reluctantly, but must it not be 

~wned? that if two new publications meet the eye at 
~nce, of which no more is known than that the one 
~ what is familiarly called a good book, the other a work 
~f mere literature, nine readers out of ten will take up 
~e second rather than the first? If this be allowed, 
ihatever accounts for it will contribute to accoUIlt 
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also for the comparative failure of devotional poe 
For this sort of coldness and languor in the read 
must act upon the author in more ways than 0 

The large class who write for money or applause 
of course be carried, by the tide of popularity, towar 
some other subject. Men of more sincere min 
either from true or false delicacy, will have little h 
to expose their retired thoughts to the risk of mocke 
or neglect; and, if they do venture, will be check 
every moment, like an eager but bashful music· 
before a strange audience, not knowing how far t 
reader's feelings will harmonize with their own. T 
leaves the field open, in a great measure, to hard 
or more enthusiastic spirits; who offending contin~ 
ally, in their several ways, against delicacy, the one 
wildness, the other by coarseness, aggravate the e 
which they wished to cure; till the sacred subject its 
comes at iast to bear the blame due to the indifferen<l 
of the reader and the indiscretion of the writer. 

Such, we apprehend, would be a probable aCCOUI 
of the condition of sacred poetry, in a country whet 
religion was coldly acknowledged, and literatut 
earnestly pursued. How far the description rna 
apply to England and English literature, in their var 
ous changes since the Reformation-how far it rna 
hold true of our own times-is an inquiry which woul 
lead us too far at present; but it is surely worth cor 
sidering. It goes deeper than any question of mer 
literary curiosity. It is a sort oftest of the genuinenel 
of those pretensions, which many of us are, perhap: 
too forward to advance, to a higher state of moralit 
and piety, as well as knowledge and refinement, tha: 
has been known elsewhere or in other times. 

Those who, in spite of such difficulties, desire i: 
earnest to do good by the poetical talent, which the 
may happen to possess, have only, as it should seem 
the following alternative. Either they must veil, a 
it were, the sacredness of the subject-not necessaril' 
by allegory, for it may be done in a thousand othe 
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rays-and so deceive the world of taste into deva­
onal reading-

Succhi amari intanto ei beve, 
E dall' inganno sua vita riceve-

r else, directly avowing that their subject as well as 
urpose is devotion, they must be content with a 
nailer number of readers; a disadvantage, however, 
Jmpensated by the fairer chance of doing good to 
lch. 
It may be worth while to endeavour to trace this 

istinction, as exemplified in the most renowned of 
le sacred poets of England; and to glean from such 
survey the best instruction we can, in the happy art 
f turning the most fascinating part of literature to 
le highest purposes of religion. 
We must premise that we limit the title of 'sacred 

oet' by excluding those who only devoted a small 
ortion of their time and talent now and then, to 
Icred subjects. In all ages of our literary history it 
)ems to have been considered almost as an essential 
art of a poet's duty to give up some pages to scriptural 
:ory, or to the praise of his Maker, how remote so 
ver from anything like religion the general strain of 
is writings might be. Witness the Lamentation of 
1ary Magdalene in the works of Chaucer, and the 
eautiful legend of Hew of Lincoln, which he has 
ISCrted in his Canterbury Tales; witness also the 
ymns of Ben Jonson. But these fragments alone will 
ot entitle their authors to be enrolled among sacred 
oets. They indicate the taste of their age, rather than 
leir own; a fact which may be thought to stand 
lther in painful contrast with the literary history of 
Iter days. 
There is another class likewise, of whom little need 

e said in this place; we mean those who composed, 
:rictly and only, for the sake of unburthening their 
wn minds, without any thought of publication. But 
s Chaucer's sacred effusions indicate chiefly the 
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character of the times, so poems such as those 
now allude to, mark only the tum of mind of 
individual ""Titers; and ,our present business is rath 
with that sort of poetry which combines both so 
of instruction; that, namely, which bears inter 
evidence of having been 'written by sincere men, wi 
an intention of doing good, and with considerati 
of the taste of the age in which they lived. 

Recurring then to the distinction above laid do 
between the direct and indirect modes of sac 
poetry; at the head of the two classes, as the read 
may perhaps have anticipated, we set the glorio 
names of Spenser and of Milton. The claim ofSpe 
to be considered as a sacred poet does by no mea 
rest upon his hymns 'alone: although even thosewo 
be enough alone to embalm and consecrate the wh 
volume which contains them; as a splinter of the 
cross is supposed by Catholic sailors to ensure 
safety of the vessel . . But whoever will attentiv 
consider the "Faerie QUltne itself, will find that it I 
almost throughout, such as might have been expect~ 
from the author of those truly sacred hymns. It 
a continual, deliberate endeavour to enlist the restI~ 
intellect and chivalrous feeling of an inquiring ar 
romantic age, on the side of goodness and faith, 
purity and justice. 

This position is to be made good, not solely, 
perhaps chiefly, yet with no small force, from t 
allegorical structure of the poem. Most of us, pe 
haps, are rather disposed to undervalue this co: 
trivance; and even among the genuine admirers 
Spenser, there are not a few who on purpose leave 
out of their thoughts; finding, as they say, that it on 
embarrasses their enjoyment of the poetry. This 
certainly far from reasonable: it is a relic of childi! 
feeling, and mere love of amusement, which ill b 
comes anyone who is old enough to appreciate the re 
beauties of Spenser. Yet it is so natural, so obvious 
to be expected, that we must suppose a scholar a~ 
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hilosopher (for such Spenser was, as well as a poet) to 
ave been aware of it, and to have made up his mind to 
, with all its disadvantages, for some strong reason 
r other. And what reason so likely as the hope of 

ing seriously useful, both to himself and his readers? 
To himself, because the constant recurrence to his 
legory would serve as a check upon a fancy other­
. e too luxuriant, and would prevent him from 
dulging in such liberties as the Italian poets, in 

ther respects his worthy masters, were too apt to 
ke. The consequence is, that even in his freest 

assages, and those which one would most wish 
~written, Spenser is by no means a seductive poet. 
vice in him, however truly described, is always made 
fontemptible or odious. The same may be said of 
~lton and Shakespeare; but Milton was of a cast 
If mind originally austere and rigorous. He looked 
m vice as a judge; Shakespeare, as a satirist. Spenser 
rVas far more indulgent than either, and acted there­
p're the more wisely in setting himself a rule, which 
ftlOuld make it essential to the plan of his poem to 
~ always recommending some virtue; and remind 
~m, like a voice from heaven, that the place on which 

re was standing was holy ground. 
Then as to the benefit which' the readers of the 

Faerie Queene may derive from its allegorical form; a 
lood deal surely is to be gained from the mere habit 
Iflooking at things with a view to something beyond 
!heir qualities merely sensible; to their sacred and 
~oral meaning, and to the high associations they were 
ntended to create in us. Neither the works nor the 
!'lord of Cod, neither poetry nor theology, can be duly 
fomprehended without coristantmental exercise of this 
ond. The comparison of the Old Testament with the 
New is nothing else from beginning to end. And with­
mt something of this sort, poetry, and all the other 
lrts, would indeed be relaxing to the tone of the mind. 
rhe allegory obviates this ill effect, by serving as a 
'requent remembrancer of this higher application. 
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Not that it is necessary to bend and strain every thin 
into conformity with it; a little leaven, of the genuin 
kind, will go a good way towards leavening the whol 
lump. And so it is in the Faerie Q.ueene; for one stanz 
of direct allegory there are perhaps fifty of poetic< 
embellishment; and it is in these last, after all, tha 
the chief moral excellency of the poem lies; as we ar 
now about to show. 

But to be understood rightly, we would premis( 
that there is a disposition,-the very reverse of tha 
which leads to parody and caricature,-which i 
common indeed to all generous minds, but is perhar 
unrivalled in Spenser. As parody and caricatur 
debase what is truly noble, by connecting it with 101 

and ludicrous associations; so a mind, such as we ar 
now speaking of, ennobles what of itself might seer 
trivial; its thoughts and language, on all occasion: 
taking a uniform and almost involuntary directio 
towards the best and highest things. 

This, however, is a subject which can be hardl 
comprehended without examples. The first whic 
occurs to us is the passage which relates the origi 
of Belphrebe. 

Her birth was of the womb of morning dew, 
And her conception of the joyous prime, 
And all her whole creation did her show 
Pure and unspotted from all loathly crime 
That is ingenerate in fleshly slime. 
So was this Virgin born, so was she bred, 
So was she trained up from time to time, 
In all chaste virtue and true bounti-hed, 
Till to her due perfection she was ripened. 

It is evident how high and sacred a subject wa 
present to the poet's mind in composing this stanza 
and any person who is well read in the Bible, wit 
a clue like this may satisfy himself that all Spenser 
writings are replete with similar tacit allusions to th 
language and the doctrines of sacred writ; allusior 
breathed, if we may so speak, rather than uttered, an 
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uch fitter to be silently considered, than to be 

ragged forward for quotation or minute criticism. 
f course, the more numerous and natural such 
lusions are, the more entirely are we justified in the 
enomination we have ventured to bestow on their 
uthor, of a truly 'sacred' poet. 
It may be felt, as some derogation from this high 
aracter, what he has himself avowed-that much 

fhis allegory has a turn designedly given it in honour 
f Queen Elizabeth; a turn which will be called 
ourtly or adulatory according to the humour of the 
·tic. But, in the first place, such was the custom 
the times; it was adopted even in sermons by men 

hose sincerity it would be almost sacrilege to ques­
on. Then, the merits of Queen Elizabeth in respect 

the Protestant cause were of that dazzling order, 
hich might excuse a little poetical exuberance in her 
raise. And, what is very deserving of consideration, 
is certain that the most gentle and generous spirits 

re commonly found laying themselves open to this 

~arge of excessive compliment in addressing princes 
d patrons. Witness the high style adopted by the 

enerable Hooker, in speaking of this very Queen 
plizabeth: 'Whose sacred power, matched with in­
Fomparable goodness of nature, hath hitherto been 
Pod's most happy instrument, by him miraculously 
f.ept for works of so miraculous preservation and 
:afety unto others,' &c. Another instance of the same 
tind may be seen in Jeremy Taylor's dedication of 
~is Worthy Communicant to the Princess of Orange. Nor 
F it any wonder it should be so, since such men feel 

~ost ardently the blessing and benefit as well as the 
ifficulty of whatever is right in persons of such 

wtIted station; and are also most strongly tempted to 
!>ear their testimony against the illiberal and envious 
tensures of the vulgar. All these things, duly weighed, 
nay seem to leave little, if anything, in their pane­
ITrical strains of this greatest of laureates, to be ex­
rused by the common infirmity of human nature' 
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little to detract from our deliberate conviction that 
he was seriously guided, in the exercise of his art, try 
a sense of duty, and zeal for what is durably important. 

Spenser then was essentially a sacred poet; but the 
delicacy and insinuating gentleness of his dispositiOll 
were better fitted to the veiled than the direct mode 
of instruction. His was a mind which would have 
shrunk more from the chance of debasing a sacred 
subject by unhandsome treatment, than of incurrins 
ridicule by what would be called unseasonable at· 
tempts to hallow things merely secular. It was natural 
therefore for him to choose not a scriptural story, bU1 
a tale of chivalry and romance; and the populaI 
literature, and, in no small measure, the pageantI') 
and manners of his time, would join to attract hi! 
efforts that way. In this way too he was enabled, 
with more propriety and grace, to introduce allusions, 
political or courtly, to subjects with which his reader! 
were familiar; thus agreeably diversifying his allegory, 
and gratifying his affection for his friends and patrons, 
without the coarseness of direct compliment. 

In Milton, most evidently, a great difference Wa! 

to be expected: both from his own character and 
from that of the times in which he lived. ReligiOIl 
was in those days the favourite topic of discussion; 
and it is indeed painful to reflect, how sadly it Wa! 

polluted by intermixture with earthly passions: the 
most awful turns and most surprising miracles of the 
Jewish history being made to serve the base purpose.! 
of persons, of whom it is hard to say whether the}' 
were more successful in misleading others, or ill 
deceiving themselves. It was an effort worthy of a 
manly and devout spirit to rescue religion from such 
degradation, by choosing a subject, which, being 
scriptural, would suit the habit of the times, yet, from 
its universal and eternal importance, would give: 
least opportunity for debasing temporary application. 
Then it was the temper of the man always to speak 
out. He carried it to a faulty excess, as his prose works 
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too amply demonstrate. The more unfashionable his 

oral was, the more he would have disdained to veil 
it: neither had he the shrinking delicacy of Spenser 
to keep him back, through fear of profaning things 

allowed by an unworthy touch. 
Thus the great epic poem of our language came to 

be, avowedly, a sacred poem. One hardly dares to 
wish any thing other than it is in such a composition; 
yet it.may be useful to point out in what respects the 

oral infirmity of the times, or of the author, has 
affected the work j so that we are occasionally tempted 
to regret even Milton's choice. But as the leading 
ITor of his mind appears to have been intellectual 
ride, and as the leading fault of the generation with 
hich he acted was unquestionably spiritual pride, so 

the main defects of his poetry may probably be attri­
uted to the same causes. 
Thero is a studious undervaluing of the female 

character, which may be most distinctly perceived 
y comparing the character of Eve with that of the 
ady in Comus: the latter conceived, as we imagine, 
efore the mind of the poet had become so deeply 

tainted with the fault here imputed to him. A remark­
able instance of it is his describing Eve as unwilling, 

r unworthy, to discourse herself with the angel. 

Such pleasure she reserved, 
Adam relating, she sole auditress.-

The sentiment may be natural enough, since the 
f rimaeval curse upon women: but does it not argue 
father too strong a sense of her original inferiority, 
to put it into her mind before the fall? 

What again can be said for the reproachful and 
linsulting tone, in which, more than once, the good 
angels are made to address the bad ones? or of the 

~attractivecolours, in which, perhaps unconsciously, 
e poet has clothed the Author of Evil himself? It 

. a well-known complaint among many of the readers 
of Paradise Lost, that they can hardly keep themselves 
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from sympathizing, in some sort, with Satan, as tb 
hero of the poem. The most probable account 0 

which surely is, that the author hhnself partool 
largely of the haughty and vindictive republica] 
spirit which he has assigned to the character, am 
consequently, though perhaps unconsciously, dre, 
the portrait with a peculiar zest. 

These blemishes are in part attributable to th 
times in which he lived: but there is another no, 
to be mentioned, which cannot be so accounted for 
we mean a want of purity and spirituality in his con 
ceptions of Heaven and heavenly joys. His Paradis 
is a vision not to be surpassed; but his attempts t~ 
soar higher are embarrassed with too much of eartl 
still clinging as it were to his wings. Remarks of thi 
kind are in general best understood by comparison 
and we invite our readers to compare Milton witl 
Dante, in their descriptions of Heaven. The one a 
simple as possible in his imagery, producing intensl 
effect by little more than various combinations of thre 
leading ideas-light, motion, and music-as if hi 
feared to introduce anything more gross and earthly 
and would rather be censured, as doubtless he oftCl 
is, for coldness and poverty of invention. Wherea 
Milton, with very little selection or refinement, trans 
fers to the immediate neighbourhood of God's thron~ 
the imagery of Paradise and Earth. Indeed he seem 
himself to have been aware of something unsatisfac 
tory in this, and has inserted into the mouth of al 
angel, a kind of apology for it: 

Though what if earth 
Be but the shadow of heav'n, and things therein 
Each to other like, more than on earth is thought? 

These are blemishes, and sometimes almost temp 
us to wish that even Milton had taken some subjec 
not so immediately and avowedly connected witl 
religion. But they do not affect his claim to be con 
sidered as the very lodestar and pattern of that clas 
of sacred poets in England. As such we have her~ 
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onsidered him next to Spenser; not that there were 
anting others of the same order before him. In fact, 

~
ost of the distinguished names in the poetical annals 
Elizabeth, James I, and Charles I, might be in­

uded in the list. It may be enough just to recollect 

~
yton and Cowley, Herbert, Crashaw and Quarles. 

The mention of these latter names suggests the 
ark, how very desirable it is to encourage as 

~
dulgent and, if we may so term it, catlwlic a spirit 
may be, in poetical criticism. From having been 

ver-praised in their own days, they are come now 

~
be as much undervalued; yet their quaintness of 
nner and constrained imagery, adopted perhaps in 

mpliance with the taste of their age, should hardly 

~
ffice to overbalance their sterling merits. We speak 
pecially of Crashaw and Quarles: for Herbert is a 
me too venerable to be more than mentioned in our 

resent discussion. 
Mter Milton, sacred poetry seems to have greatly 

eclined, both in the number and merit of those who 
tivated it. No other could be expected from the 

nflicting evils of those times: in which one party 
as used to brand everything sacred with the name 
r Puritanism, and the other to suspect every thing 

etical of being contrary to morality and religion. 
Yet most of the great names of that age, especially 
ong the Romanists, as Dryden, Pope, and before 

~
m Habington, continued to dedicate some of their 
try to religion. By their faith they were remote 

m the controversies which agitated the established 
urch, and their devotion might indulge itself with­

rut incurring the suspicion of a fanatical spirit. Then 
pe solemnity, of their worship is fitted to inspire 
p,lendid and gorgeous strains, such as Dryden's para­
Ihrase of the Veni Creator; and their own fallen 
brtunes in England, no less naturally, would fill them 
rith a sense of decay very favourable to the plaintive 
enderness of Habington and Crashaw. 

A feeling of this kind, joined to the effect of 
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distressing languor and sickness, may be discerne( 
occasionally, in the writings of Bishop Ken; thoug 
he was far indeed from being a Romanist. We sha 
hardly find, in all ecclesiastical history, a greener SIX 
than the later years of this courageous and affectiona1 
pastor; persecuted alternately by both parties, an 
driven from his station in his declining age; yet Singill 
on, with unabated cheerfulness, to the last. His poen 
are not popular, nor probably ever will be, for reasol 
already touched upon; but whoever in earnest lovj 
his three well-known hymns, and knows how to vall 
such unaffected strains of poetical devotion, will fiD 
his account, in turning over his four volumes, ha 
narrative and half lyric, and all avowedly on sacrc 
subjects; the narrative often cumbrous, and the lyr 
verse not seldom languid and redundant: yet a 
breathing such an angelic spirit, interspersed wi1 
such pure and bright touches of poetry, that such 
reader as we have supposed will scarcely find it in h 
heart to criticize them. 

Between that time and ours, the form of sacrc 
poetry which has succeeded best in attracting publ 
attention, is the didactic: of which Davies in Que( 
Elizabeth's reign, Sir Richard Blackmore in Kir 
William's, Young in the middle, and Cowper in tl 
close, of the last century, may fairly be taken : 
specimens, differing from each other according to tl 
differences of their respective literary eras. Davie 
with his Lucretian majesty (although he wants tl 
moral pathos of the Roman poet), representing apt 
enough the age of Elizabeth; Blackmore, with b 
easy paragraphs, the careless style of King CharlC! 
days; Young, with his pointed sentences, transferrir 
to graver subjects a good deal of the manner of Pop 
and Cowper, with his agreeable but too unsparir 
descriptions, coming nearer to the present day, whi( 
appears, both in manners and in scenery, to deligl 
in Dutch painting, rather than in what is rna 
delicately classical. 
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With regard to the indirect, and, perhaps, more 
effective, species of sacred poetry, we fear: it must be 
acknowledged, to the shame of the last century, that 
there is hardly a single specimen of it (excepting, 
perhaps, Gray's Elegy, and possibly some of the most 
perfect of Collins's poems) which has obtained any 
celebrity. We except the writers of our own times, 
who do not fall within the scope of this inquiry. 

To Spenser, therefore, upon the whole, the English 
reader must revert, as being, pre-eminently, the 
sacred poet of his country: as most likely, in every 
way, to answer the purposes of his art; especially in 
an age of excitation and refinement, in which the 
gentler and more homely beauties, both of character 
and of scenery, are too apt to be despised: with passion 
and interest enough to attract the most ardent, and 
grace enough to win the most polished; yet by a silent 
preference everywhere inculcating the love of better 
and more enduring things; and so most exactly ful­
filling what he has himself declared to be 'the general 
end of all his book'-'to fashion a gentleman, or noble 
person, in virtuous and gentle discipline': and going 
the straight way to the accomplishment of his own 
high-minded prayer: 

That with the: glory of so goodly sight, 
The hearts of men, which fondly here admire 
Fair-seeming shows, and feed on vain delight, 
Transported with celestial desire 
Of those fair forms, may lift themselves up higher, 
And learn to love, with zealous humble duty, 
Th' eternal fountain of that heavenly beauty. 
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THIS work is well adapted for the purpose it h 
in view-the illustration of the Greek drama. 

has been usual for the young student to engage in 
perusal of this difficult branch of classical literatur 
with none of that previous preparation or collater 
assistance which it pre-eminently requires. Not 
mention his ordinary want of information as regarl 
the history of the drama, which, though necessal 
to the full understanding the nature of that kind 
poetry, may still seem too remotely connected wi! 
the existing Greek plays to be an actual deficienc: 
nor, again, his ignorance of the dramatic dialect ar 
metres, which, without external helps, may possibly I 
overcome by minds of superior talent while engag( 
upon them; at least without some clear ideas of t1 
usages of the ancient stage, the Greek dramas are h1 
partially intelligible. The circumstances under whi( 
the representation was conducted, the form ax: 
general arrangements of the theatre, the respecti1 
offices and disposition of the actors, the nature all 
duties of the chorus, the proprieties of the scene itsel 
are essential subjects of information, yet they al 
generally neglected. The publication before us is 
compilation of the most useful works or parts ofworl 
on the criticism, history, and antiquities of the dram; 
among which will be found extracts from Bentley 
Dissertation on the Epistles of Phalaris and from Schlegel 
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ork on Dramatic Literature; the more important 
arts of Twining's Translation of Aristotle's Poetics, 
nd critical remarks, by Dawes, Porson, Ehnsley, 
ate, and the writers in the Museum Criticum. 
If we were disposed to find fault with a useful work, 

e should describe it as over-liberal of condensed 
'tical information. Such ample assistance is given 

o the student, that little is left to exercise his own 
rsonal thought and judgement. This is a fault of 

ot a few publications of the present day, written for 
ur universities. From a false estimate of the advan­
ges of accurate scholarship, the reader is provided 
ith a multitude of minute facts, which are useful to 
, xnind, not when barely remembered, but chiefly 
hen he has acquired them for himself. It is of 
mparatively trifling importance, whether the scholar 
ows the force of OV JLV or IDa 'Yelp; but it may con­

iderably improve his acumen or taste, to have gone 
through a process of observation, comparison, and 
, duction, more or less original and independent of 

mmarians and critics. It is an officious aid which 
nders the acquisition of a language mechanical. 
ommentators are of service to stimulate the mind, 

and suggest thought; and though, when we view the 
wide field of criticism, it is impossible they should do 

re, yet, when that field is narrowed to the limit of 
academical success, there is a danger of their indulging 

dolence, or confirming the contracted views of dull­
ness, These remarks are not so much directed against 

valuable work like the present, the very perusal of 
which may be made an exercise for the mind, as 

gainst an especi\ll fault of the age. The uses of know­
ledge in forming the intellectual and moral character, 
are too commonly overlooked; and the possession itself 

ing viewed as a peculiar good, short ways are on 
all subjects excogitated for avoiding the labour of 
learning; whereas the very length and process of the 
'ourney is in many the chief, in all an important 
advantage. 
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But, dismissing a train of thought which would soo 

lead us very far from the range of subjects which th 
Theatre qf the Greeks introduces to our notice, we pre 
pose to offer some speculations of our own on Gree 
tragedy and poetry in general, founded on the dO( 
trine of Aristotle as contained in the publicatio 
before us. A compilation of standard works, (an 
such in its general character is the Greek Theatre, 
scarcely affords the occasion of lengthened criticisI 
on itself; whereas it may be of use to the classio 
student to add some further illustrations of the subjec 
which is the common basis of the works compiled. 

Aristotle considers the excellence of a tragedy t 
depend upon its plot-and, since a tragedy, as sud 
is obviously the exhibition of an action, no one ca 
deny his statement to be abstractedly true. Accore 
ingly he directs his principal attention to the econom 
of the fable; determines its range of subjects, delineate 
its proportions, traces its progress from a complia 
tion of incidents to their just and satisfactory arrang< 
ment, investigates the means of making a train ( 
events striking or affecting, and shows how the Cl 

hibition of character may be made subservient to th 
purposes of the action. His treatise is throughol 
interesting and valuable. It is one thing, howevel 
to form the beau ideal of a tragedy on scientific prir 
ciples; another to point out the actual beauty of 
particular school of dramatic composition. The Grec 
tragedians are not generally felicitous in the constru( 
tion of their plots. Aristotle, then, rather tells us wh~ 
tragedy should be, than what Greek tragedy reall 
was. And this doubtless was the intention of th 
philosopher. Since, however, the Greek drama h2 
obtained so extended and lasting a celebrity, and y< 
its excellence does not fall under the strict rules of th 
critical art, we should inquire in what it consists. 

Tha t the charm of Greek tragedy does not ordinariI 
arise from scientific correctness of plot, is certain a 
a matter of fact. Seldom does any great interest aris 
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from the action; which, instead of being progressive 
and sustained, is commonly either a mere necessary 
condition of the drama, or a convenience for the 
introduction of matter more important than itself. 
It is often stationary-often irregular-sometimes 
either wants or outlives the catastrophe. In the plays 
of Aeschylus it is always simple and inartificial- in 
four out of the seven there is hardly any plot at all;­
and, though it is of more prominent importance in 
those of Sophocles, yet even here the Oedipus at Colonos 
is a mere series of incidents, and the Ajax a union of 
two separate tales; while in the Philoctetes, which is 
apparently busy, the circumstances of the action are 
but slightly connected with the denouement. The care­
lessness of Euripides in the construction of his plots 
is well known. The action then will be more justly 
viewed as the vehicle for introducing the personages 
of the drama, than as the principal object of the poet's 
art; it is not in the plot, but in the characters, senti­
ments, and diction, that the actual merit and poetry 
of the composition is placed. To show this to the 
satisfaction of the reader, would require a minuter 
investigation of details than our present purpose 
admits; yet a few instances in point may suggest 
others to the memory. E.g. in neither the Oedipus 
Coloneus nor the Philoctetes, the two most beautiful 
plays of Sophocles, is the plot striking; but how ex­
quisite is the delineation of the characters of Antigone 
and Oedipus, in the former tragedy, particularly in 
their interview with Polynices, and the various descrip­
tions of the scene itself which the Chorus furnishes! 
In the Philoctetes, again, it is the contrast between the 
worldly wisdom 'of Ulysses, the inexperienced frank­
ness of Neoptolemus, and the simplicity of the afflicted 
Philoctetes, which constitutes the principal charm of 
the drama. Or we may instance the spirit and nature 
displayed in the grouping of the characters in the 
Prometheus which is almost without action;-the stub­
born enemy of the new dynasty of gods; Oceanus 

206 H 
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trimming, as an accomplished politician, with the 
change of affairs; the single-hearted and generow 
Nereids; and Hermes the favourite and instrumen~ 
of the usurping potentate. So again, the beauties oj 
the Thebae are almost independent of the plot;-it il 
the Chorus which imparts grace and interest to th~ 
actionless scene; and the speech of Antigone at th~ 
end, one of the most simply striking in any play, has, 
scientifically speaking, no place'in the tragedy, whicli 
should already have been brought to its conclusion, 
Amid the multitude of the beauties of the irregulal 
Euripides, it is obvious to notice the characters oj 
Alcestis and the Clytemnestra of the Electra; th~ 
soliloquies of Medea; the picturesque situation of Ion, 
the minister of the Pythian temple; the opening scem 
of the Orestes; and the dialogues between Phaedra and 
her attendant in the Hippolytus, and the old man and 
Antigone in the Phoenissae;-passages which are eithel 
unconnected with the development of the plot, or oj 

an importance superior to it. Thus the Greek drama, 
as a fact, was modelled on no scientific principle. 11 
was a pure recreation of the imagination, revelling 
without object or meaning beyond its own exhibition. 
Gods, heroes, kings, and dames, enter and retire: thC1l 
may have a good reason for appearing-they rna}' 
have a very poor one; whatever it is, still we have no 
right to ask for it;-the question is impertinent. Le1 
us listen to their harmonious and majestic language­
to the voices of sorrow, joy, compassion, or religiow 
emotion-to the animated odes of the chorus. Wh}' 
interrupt so divine a display of poetical genius b}' 
inquiries degrading it to the level of every-day events, 
and implying incompleteness in the action till a cata­
strophe arrives? The very spirit of beauty breathes 
through every part of the composition. We may liken 
the Greek drama to the music of the Italian school; 
in which the wonder is, how so much richness of 
invention in detail can be accommodated to a style 
so simple and uniform. Each is the development of 
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grace, fancy, pathos, and taste, in the respective 
media of representation and sound. 

However true then it may be, that one or two of 
the most celebrated dramas answer to the requisitions 
of Aristotle's doctrine, still, for the most part, Greek 
Tragedy has its own distinct and peculiar praise, 
which must not be lessened by a criticism conducted 
on principles, whether correct or not, still leading to 
excellence of another character. This being; ' as we 
hope, shown, we shall be still bolder, and proceed to 

uestion even the sufficiency of the rules of Aristotle 
or the production of dramas of the highest order. 
hese rules, it would appear, require a plot not merely 
atural and unaffected, as a vehicle of more poetical 

tter, but one laboured and complicated as the sole 
legitimate channel of tragic effect; and thus tend to 
~~draw the mind of the poet from the spontaneous 
exhibition of pathos or imagination, to a minute 
Ililigence in the formation of a plan. To explain our 
rews on the subject, we will institute a short com-

~
rison between three tragedies, the Agamemnon, the 

edipus, and the Bacchae, one of each of the tragic 
I ts, where, by reference to Aristotle's principles, we 
~nk it will be found that the most perfect in plot is 
rot the most poetical. 
I Of these the action of the Oedipus Tyrannus is fre­
Huently instanced by the critic as a specimen of judge-

ent and skill in the selection and combination of the 
incidents; and in this point of view it is truly a masterly 

mposition. The clearness, precision, certainty, and 
'gour, with which the line of the action moves on 
o its termination, is admirable. The character of 

Oedipus too is finely drawn, and identified with the 
evelopment of the action. ' 
The Agamemnon of Aeschylus presents us with the 

low and difficult birth of a portentous secret-an 
~vent of old written in the resolves of destiny, a crime 
~ng meditated in the bosom of the human agents. 

e Chorus here has an importance altogether wanting 
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in the Chorus of the Oedipus. They throw a pall 
of ancestral honour over the bier of the hereditary 
monarch, which would have been unbecoming in the 
case of the upstart king of Thebes. Till the arrival of 
Agamemnon, they occupy our attention, as the pro­
phetic organ, not commissioned indeed but employed 
by heaven, to proclaim the impending horrors. Suc­
ceeding to the brief intimation of the watcher who 
opens the play, they seem oppressed with forebodings 
of woe and crime which they can neither justify nor 
analyse. The expression of their anxiety forms the 
stream in which the plot flows-every thing, even 
news of joy, takes a colouring from the depth of their 
gloom. On the arrival of the king, they retire before 
Cassandra, a more regularly commissioned pro­
phetess; who, speaking first in figure, then in plain 
terms, only ceases that we may hear the voice of the 
betrayed monarch himself, informing us of the striking 
of the fatal blow. Here then the very simplicity of the 
fable constitutes its especial beauty. The death of 
Agamemnon is intimated at first-it is accomplished 
at last: throughout we find but the growing in volume 
and intensity of one and the same note-it is a work­
ing up of one musical ground, by fugue and imitation, 
into the richness of combined harmony. But we look 
in vain for the progressive and thickening incidents 
of the Oedipus. 

The action of the Bacchae is also simple. It is the: 
history of the reception of the worship of Bacchus in 
Thebes; who, first depriving Pen thew of his reason, 
and thereby drawing him on to his ruin, establishes 
his divinity. The interest of the scene arises from 
the gradual process by which the derangement of the 
Theban king is effected, which is powerfully and ori. 
ginally described. It would be comic, were it uncon· 
nected with religion. As it is, it exhibits the grave 
irony of a god triumphing over the impotent presump­
tion of man, the sport and terrible mischievousness of 
an insulted deity. It is an exemplification of the adage, 
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quem deus vult perdere, prius dementat. So delicately 
balanced is the action along the verge of the sublime 
and grotesque, that it is both solemn and humorous, 
without violence to the propriety of the composition: 
the mad and merry fire of the Chorus, the imbecile 
mirth of old Cadmus and Tiresias, and the infatuation 
of Pentheus, who is ultimately induced to dress him­
self in female garb to gain admittance among the 
Bacchae, are made to harmonize with the terrible 
catastrophe which concludes the life of the intruder. 
Perhaps the victim's first discovery of the disguised 
deity is the finest conception in this splendid drama. 
His madness enables him to discern the emblematic 
horns on the head of Bacchus, which were hid from 
him when in his sound mind; yet this discovery, 
instead of leading him to an acknowledgement of the 
divinity, provides him only with matter for a stupid 
and perplexed astonishment. 

KIl! TIl.Vpo: ~f"" "P&,09& 'WEL091l: 80KEi., 
KilL ocp K.p"T. KpaTL .. poO ... q,VK.V .... 
aM' 1} .. OT' 1}091l 9~p; T.TIlVpWOIlL yap O~.I 

Thi5 play is on the whole the most favourable speci­
men of the genius of Euripides-not breathing the 
sweet composure, the melodious fullness, the majesty 
and grace of Sophocles; nor rudely and overpower­
ingly tragic as Aeschylus; but brilliant, versatile, ima­
ginative, as well as deeply pathetic. 

Here then are two dramas of extreme poetical 
power, but deficient in skilfulness of plot. Are they 
on that account to be rated below the Oedipus, which, 
in spite ofits many beauties, has not even a share of 
the richness and sublimity of either? 

Aristotle, then, it must be allowed, treats dramatic 
composition more as an exhibition of ingenious work­
manship, than as a free and unfettered effusion of 

I A Bull, thou seem'st to lead US; on thy head 
Horns have grown forth: wast heretofore a beast? 
For such thy semblance now. 
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genius. The inferior poem may, on his principle, be 
the better tragedy. He may indeed have intendee 
solely to delineate the outward framework most suit· 
able to the reception of the spirit of poetry, not te 
discuss the nature of poetry itself. If so, it cannot b! 
denied that, the poetry being given equal in the twe 
cases, the more perfect plot will merit the greatel 
share of praise. And it may seem to agree with thu 
view of his meaning, that he pronounces Euripides, 
in spite of the irregularity of his plots, to be, after all 
the most tragic of the Greek dramatists, inasmucl: 
(i.e.) as he excels in his appeal to those passions whicl: 
the outward form of the drama merely subserves. Sill 
there is surely too much stress laid by the philosopheJ 
upon the artificial part; which, after all, leads te 
negative, more than to positive excellence; and should 
rather be the natural and (so to say) unintentional 
result of the poet's feeling and imagination, than b! 
separated from them as the direct object of his care. 
Perhaps it is hardly fair to judge of Aristotle's senti· 
ments by the fragment of his work which has come 
down to us. Yet as his natural taste led him to delighl 
in the explication of systems, and in those large and 
connected views which his vigorous talent for thinkinB 
through subjects supplied, we may be allowed to su!· 
pect him of entertaining too cold and formal concep­
tions of the nature of poetical composition, as if ill 
beauties were less subtle and delicate than they reall) 
are. A word has power to convey a world of informa· 
tion to the imagination, and to act as a spell upon the 
feelings: there is no need of sustained fiction-often nc 
room for it.' Some confirmation of the judgement we 

, The sudden inspiration, e.g. of the blind Oedipus, iD 
the second play bearing his name, by which he is enabled, 
OJhKTOS 1jY"'ln)pos ['without a guide'], to lead the way to hi! 
place of death, in our judgement, produces more poetical 
effect than all the skilful intricacy of the plot of the Tyran· 
nus. The latter excites an interest which scarcely last! 
beyond the first reading-the former deem repetita placebit. 
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have ventured to pass on the greatest of analytical 
philosophers, is the account he gives of the source of 
poetical pleasure; which he almost identifies with a 
gratification of the reasoning faculty, placing it in the 
satisfaction derived from recognizing in fiction a re­
semblance to the realities of life-uvpi3atv€, 8wJpoWra. 
I'QV8aVEtV Kat avlloyttEa8a&., Tl £KaaTov. 1 

But as we have treated, rather unceremoniously, a 
deservedly high authority, we will try to compensate 
for our rudeness, by illustrating his general doctrine 
of the nature of poetry, which we hold to be most true 
and philosophical. 

Poetry, according to Aristotle, is a representation of 
the ideal. Biography and history represent individual 
characters and actual facts; poetry, on the contrary, 
generalizing from the phenomena of nature and 
life, supplies us with pictures drawn not after an 
existing pattern, but after a creation of the mind. 
Fidelity is the primary merit of biography and history; 
the essence ofpoetryisjiction. Poesis nihil aliud est (says 
Bacon) quam historiae imitatio ad placitum. It delineates 
that perfection which the imagination suggests, and to 
which as a limit the present system of divine Provi­
dence actually tends. Moreover, by confining the 
attention to one series of events and scene of action, 
it bounds and finishes off the confused luxuriance of 
real nature; while, by a skilful adjustment of circum­
stances, it brings into sight the connexion of cause and 
effect, completes the dependence of the parts one on 
another, and harmonizes the proportions of the whole. 
It is then but the type and model of history or bio­
graphy, ifwe may be allowed the comparison, bearing 
some resemblance to the abstract mathematical for­
mula of physics, before it is modified by the contin­
gencies of gravity and friction. Hence, while it re­
creates the imagination by the superhuman loveliness 
of its views, it provides a solace for the mind broken 

I In seeing the picture one is at the same time learning, 
-gathering the meaning of things. 
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by the disappointments and sufferings of actual life 
and becomes, moreover, the utterance of the inwarc 
emotions of a right moral feeling, seeking a purity anc 
a truth which this world will not give. 

It follows that the poetical mind is one full of the 
eternal forms of beauty and perfection; these are it 
material of thought, its instrument and medium 0 

observation-these colour each object to which i 
directs its view. It is called imaginative or creative 
from the originality and independence of its mode 
of thinking, compared with the common-place anc 
matter-of-fact conceptions of ordinary minds, whicl 
are fettered down to the particular and individual. A 
the same time it feels a natural sympathy with every 
thing great and splendid in the physical and mora 
world; and selecting such from the mass of commOi 
phenomena, incorporates them, as it were, into the 
substance of its own creations. From living thus in I 

world of its own, it speaks the language of dignity 
emotion, and refinement. Figure is its necessary moo 
ium of communication with man; for in the feeblenes 
of ordinary words to express its ideas, and in thl 
absence of terms of abstract perfection, the adoptiol 
of metaphorical language is the only poor mean 
allowed it for imparting to others its intense feelings 
A metrical garb has, in all languages, been appro 
priated to poetry-it is but the outward developmen 
of the music and harmony within. The verse, far fron 
being a restraint on the true poet, is the suitable inde: 
of his sense, and is adop~ed by his free and deliberat 
choice. 

We shall presently show the applicability of ou 
doctrine to the various departments of poetical com 
position; first, however, it will be right to voluntee 
an explanation which may save it from much mil 
conception and objection. Let not our notion b 
thought arbitrarily to limit the number of poet.! 
generally considered such. It will be found to lowe 
particular works, or parts of works, rather than th 
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iters themselves; sometimes to condemn only the 
ehicle in which the poetry is conveyed. There is an 

ambiguity in the word poetry, which is taken to 
ignify both the talent itself, and the written com­

ition which is the result of it. Thus there is an 
pparent, but no real contradiction, in saying a poem 

y be but partially poetical; in some passages more 
o than in others; and sometimes not poetical at all. 

e only maintain-not that writers forfeit the name 
fpoet who fail at times to answer to our requisitions, 
ut-that they are poets only so far forth and inas­
uch as they do answer to them. We may grant, for 

• tance, that the vulgarities of old Phoenix in the 
'nth Iliad, or of the nurse of Orestes in the ChoephoToe, 
r perhaps of the grave-diggers in Hamlet, are in 

themselves unworthy of their respective authors, and 
efer them to the wantonness of exuberant genius; 

d yet maintain that the scenes in question contain 
uch incidental poetry. Now and then the lustre of 

he true metal catches the eye, redeeming whatever 
is unseemly and worthless in the rude ore; still the 
ore is not the metal. Nay sometimes, and not unfre­
quently in Shakespeare, the introduction of un poetical 
matter may be necessary for the sake of relief, or as 
a vivid expression of recondite conceptions, and (as 
't were) to make friends with the reader's imagina­
tion. This . necessity, however, cannot make the 
additions in themselves beautiful and pleasing. Some­
times, on the other hand, while we do not deny the 
"ncidental beauty of a poem, we are ashamed and 
indignant on witnessing the unworthy substance in 
which that beauty is imbedded. This remark applies 
strongly to the immoral compositions to which Lord 
Byron devoted his last years. Now to proceed with 
our proposed investigation: 

We will notice descriptive poetry first. Empedocles 
wrote his physics in verse, and Oppian his history of 
animals. Neither were poets-the one was an his­
torian of natlire, the other a sort of biographer of 
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brutes. Yet a poet may make natural history 0 
philosophy the material of his composition. Bu 
under his hands they are no longer a bare collectiol 
off acts or principles, but are painted with a meaning 
beauty, and harmonious order not their own. Thom 
son has sometimes been commended for the nove!t 
and minuteness of his remarks upon nature. This i 
not the praise of a poet; whose office rather is tl 
represent known phenomena in a new connexion 0 

medium. In L'Allegro and II Penseroso the poetica 
magician invests the commonest scenes of a countr 
life with the hues, first of a mirthful, then of a pensiv, 
mind.' Pastoral poetry is a description of rustic 
agriculture, and cattle, softened off and correcte. 
from the rude health of nature. Virgil, and mucl 
more Pope and others, have run into the fault 0 

colouring too highly ;-instead of drawing generalize. 
and ideal forms of smpherds, they have given u 
pictures of gentlemen and beaux. Their compositiOl 
may be poetry, but it is not pastoral poetry. 

The difference between poetical and historica 
narrative may be illustrated by the 'Tales Founded 01 

Facts', generally of a religious character, so commOl 
in the present day, which we must not be thought tl 
approve, because we use them for our purpose. Th, 
author finds in the circumstances of the case man' 
particulars too trivial for public notice, or irrelevan 
to the main story, or partaking perhaps too much 0 

the peculiarity of individual minds :-these he omit! 
He finds connected events separated from each othe 
by time or place, or a course of action distribute< 

, It is the charm of the descriptive poetry of a religiou 
mind, that nature is viewed in a moral connexion. Ordinar 
writers (e.g.) compare aged men to trees in autumn-: 
gifted poet will reverse the metaphor. Thus:-

'How quiet shows the woodland scene! 
Each flower and tree, its duty done, 

Reposing in decay serene, 
Like wtary mm when age is won,' &c. 
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among a multitude of agents j he limits ' the seen'! or 
duration of the tale, and dispenses with his host of 
characters by condensing the mass of incident and 
action in the history of a few. He compresses long 
controversies into a concise argument-and exhibits 
characters by dialogue-and (if such be his object) 
brings prominently forward the course of Divine 
Providence by a fit disposition of his materials. Thus 
he selects, combines, refines, colours-in fact, poetizes. 
His facts are no longer actual but ideal-a taleJouruled 

facts is a tale generalizedJrom facts. The authors of 
evenl of the Peak, and of Brambletye House, have given 

their respective descriptions of the profligate times 
f Charles II. Both accounts are interesting, but for 
ifferent reasons. That of the latter writer has the 
delity of history; Walter Scott's picture is the hideous 
cality unintentionally softened and decorated by the 
oetry of his own mind. Miss Edgeworth sometimes 
pologizes for certain incidents in her tales, by stating 
hey took place 'by one of those strange chances which 

cur in life, but seem incredible when found in 
riting'. Such an excuse evinces a misconception of 
e principle of fiction, which, being the perfection of 
e actual, prohibits the introduction of any such 

nomalies of experience. It is by a similar impropriety 
at painters sometimes introduce unusual sunsets, or 

ther singular phenomena of lights and forms. Yet 

~
me of Miss Edgeworth's works contain much poetry 

f narrative. Maruzuvring is perfect in its way-the 
lot and characters are natural, without being too 
al to be pleasing. 
Character is made poetical by a like process. The 

riter draws indeed from experience; but unnatural 
~eculiarities are laid aside, and harsh contrasts re-

'

onCiIed. If it be said, the fidelity of the imitation 
is often its greatest merit, we have only to reply, that 
'n such cases the pleasure is not poetical, but consists 
in the mere recognition. All novels and tales Which 
introduce real characters, are in the same degree 
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unpoetical. Portrait-painting, to be poetical, should 
furnish an abstract representation of an individual: 
the abstraction being more rigid, inasmuch as tht 
painting is confined to one point of time. The artisl 
should draw independently of the accidents of atti­
tude, dress, occasional feeling, and transient action 
He should depict the general spirit of his subject­
as if he were copying from memory, not from a fe\l 
particular sittings. An ordinary painter will de· 
lineate with rigid fidelity, and will make a caricature 
But the learned artist contrives so to temper hi: 
composition, as to sink all offensive peculiarities anc 
hardnesses of individuality, without diminishing the 
striking effect of the likeness, or acquainting the casua 
spectator with the secret of his art. Miss Edgeworth': 
representations of the Irish character are actual, anc 
not poetical-nor were they intended to be so. The1 
are interesting, because they are faithful. If there ~ 
poetry about them, it exists in the personages them 
selves, not in her representation of them. She is onl1 
the accurate reporter in word of what was poetical if 
fact. Hence, moreover, when a deed or incident ~ 
striking in itself, a judicious writer is led to describe 
it in the most siInple and colourless terms, his OWl 

being unnecessary; e.g. if the greatness of the actiO! 
itself excites the imagination, or the depth of thl 
suffering interests the feelings. In the usual phrase 
the circumstances are left to 'speak for themselves'. 

Let it not be said that our doctrine is adverse te 
that individuality in the delineation of character 
which is a principal charm of fiction. It is not neces 
sary for the ideality of a composition to 'avoid thosl 
minuter shades of difference between man and man 
which give to poetry its plausibility and life; bu 
merely such violation of general nature, such iIn 
probabilities, wanderings, or coarsenesses, as inter 
fere with the refined and delicate enjoyment of th< 
imagination; which would have the elements 0 

beauty extracted out of the confused multitude 0 
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mlinary actions and habits, and combined with 
:onsistency and ease. Nor does it exclude the intro­
iuction of imperfect or odious characters. The 
)riginal conception of a weak or guilty mind may 
lave its intrinsic beauty. And much more so, when 
.t is connected with a tale which finally adjusts what­
wer is reprehensible in the personages themselves. 
:tichard and Iago are subservient to the plot. Moral 
:xcellence of character may sometimes be even a 
ault. The Clytemnestra of Euripides is so interesting, 
hat the divine vengeance, which is the main subject 
If the drama, seems almost unjust • . Lady Macbeth, 
m the contrary, is ' the conception of one deeply 
earned in the poetical art. She is polluted with the 
nost heinous crimes, and meets the fate she deserves. 
{et there is nothing in the picture to offend the taste, 
LOd much to feed the imagimi tien. '. Romeo and Juliet 
lre too good for the termination to which the plot 
eads-so are Ophelia and the bride of Lammermoor. 
:n these cases there is something inconsistent with 
:orrect beauty, and therefore unpoetical. We do not 
ay the fault could be avoided without sacrificing 
nore than would be gained; still it is a fault. It is 
carcely possible for a poet satisfactorily to connect 
nnocence with ultimate unhappiness, when the 
LOtion of a future life is excluded. Honours paid to 
he memory of the dead are some alleviation of the 
larshness. In his use of the doctrine of a future life, 
;outhey is admirable. Other writers are content 
o conduct their heroes to temporal happiness­
;outhey refuses present comfort to his Ladurlad, 
rhalaba, and Roderick, but carries them on through 
uffering to another world. The death of his hero is 
he termination of the action; yet so little in two of 
hem, at least, does this catastrophe excite sorrowful 
eelings, that some readers may be startled to be re­
ninded of the fact. If a melancholy is thrown over the 
:onclusion of the Roderick, it is from the peculiarities 
If the hero's previous history. 
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Opinions, feelings, manners, and customs, ar 

made poetical by the delicacy or splendour wit! 
which they are expressed. This is seen in the orIA 
elegy, sonnet, and ballad; in which a single idea perhap 
or familiar occurrence, is invested by the poet wit: 
pathos or dignity. The ballad of Old Robin Gray wi 
serve, for an instance, out of a multitude; agau 
Lord Byron's Hebrew Melody, beginning 'Were m 
bosom as false', &c.; or Cowper's Lines on his Mother' 
Picture; or Milman's 'Funeral Hymn' in the Ma~ 
of Antioch; or Milton's Sonnet on his Blindness; () 
Bernard Barton's Dream. As picturesque speciIneIll 
we may name Campbell's Battle of the Baltic; () 
Joanna Baillie's Chough and Crow; and for the mar 
exalted and splendid style, Gray's Bard; or Milton' 
Hymn on the Nativity; in which facts, with which ever 
one is familiar, are made new by the colouring of 
poetical imagination. It must all along be observec 
that we are not adducing instances for their ow 
sake; but in order to illustrate our general doctrine 
and to show its applicability to those compositioIJ 
which are, by universal consent, acknowledged t 
be poetical. 

The department of poetry we are now speakin 
of, is of much wider extent than might at first sigll 
appear. It will include such moralizing and philc 
sophical poems as Young's Night Thoughts, and Byron' 
Childe Harold.' There is much bad taste, at presenl 
in the judgement passed on compositions of this kine 
It is the fault of the day to mistake mere eloquenc 
for poetry; whereas, in direct opposition to the Call 

ciseness and siInplicity of the poet, the talent of th 
orator consists in making much of a single idea 
'Sic dicet ilk ut verset saepe multis modis tandem et unal 
rem, ut haereat in eadem commoreturque smtentia.' This i 
the great art of Cicero himself, who, whether he i 
engaged in statement, argument, or raillery, neve 

, We would here mention Rogers's Italy, ifsuch a cursor 
nonce could convey our high opinion of its merit. 
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ceases till he has exhausted the subjeCt; gOlng' round 
about it, and placing it in every different light, yet 
without repetition to offend or weary the reader. 
This faculty seems to consist in the power of throwing 
off harmonious sentences, which, while they have a 
respectable proportion of meaning, yet are especially 
intended to charm the ear. In popular poems, 
common ideas are unfolded with copiousness, and 
set off in polished verse-and this is called poetry. 
In the Pleasures if Hope we find this done with ex­
quisite taste; but it is in his minor poems that the 
author's powerful and free poetical 'genius rises to its 
natural elevation. In Childe Harold, too, the writer is 
carried through his Spenserian stanza with the un­
weariness and equable fullness of accomplished 
eloquence; opening, illustrating, and heightening 
one idea, before he passes on to another. His com­
position. is an extended funeral oration over buried 
joys and pleasures. His laments over Greece, Rome~ 
and the fallen in various engagements, have quite the 
character of panegyrical orations; while by the very 
attempt to describe the celebrated buildings and 
sculptures. of antiquity, he seems to confess that they 
are the poetical text, his the rhetorical comment. 
Still it is a work of splendid talent, though, as a 
whole, not of the highest poetical excellence. Juvenal 
is, perhaps, the only ancient author who habitually 
substitutes declamation for poetry. I 

1 The difference between oratory and poetry is well 
illustrated by a passage in a recent tragedy. 

Col. Joined! by what tie? 
Rim. By hatred-

By danger-the two hands that tightest grasp 
Each other-the two cords that soonest knit 
A fast and stubborn tie; your true love knot 
Is nothing to it. Faugh! the supple touch 
Of pliant interest, or the dust of time, 
Or the pin-point of temper, loose or rot 
Or snap love's silken band. Fear and old hate, 
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The philosophy of mind may equally be made sub 

servient to poetry, as the philosophy of nature. It i 
a common fault to mistake a mere knowledge of the 
heart for poetical talent. Our greatest masters have 
known better;-they have subjected metaphysic 
to their art. In Hamlet, Macbeth, Richard, and DthelkJ 
the philosophy of mind is but the material of the poet 
These personages are ideal; they are effects of the 
contact of a given internal character with given out 
ward circumstances, the results of combined condi 
tions determining (so to say) a moral curve of origina 
and inimitable properties. Philosophy is exhibitec 
in the same subserviency to poetry in many parts 0 

Crabbe's Taus of the Hall. In the writings of thi 
author there is much to offend a refined taste; but a 
least in the work in question there is much,of a highl~ 
poetical cast. It is a representation of the action aD( 
re-action of two minds upon each other and UPOI 

the world around them. Two brothers of differen 
characters and fortunes, and strangers to each other 
meet. Their habits of mind, the {ormation of those 
habits by external circumstances, their respective 
media of judgement, their points of mutual attractiol 
and repulsion, the mental position of each in relatiOi 
to a variety of trifling phenomena of every-day nature 
and life, are beautifully developed in a series of talc 
moulded into a connected narrative. Wc are temptcc 
to single out the fourth book, which gives an accoun 
of the childhood and education of the younge: 
brother, and which for variety of thought as well a 
fidelity of description is in our judgement beyom 
praise. The Waverley novels would afford us speci 
mens of a similar excellence. One striking peculiarit] 

They are sure weavers-they work for the storm, 
The whirlwind, and the rocking surge; their knot 
Endures till death. 
The idea is good, and, if expressed in a line or two, migh 

have been poetry-spread out into nine or ten lines, i 
yields but a languid and ostentatious .declamation. 
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of these tales is the author's practice of describing 
a group of characters bearing the same general features 
of mind, and placed in the same general circum­
stances; yet so contrasted with each other in minute 
differences of mental constitution, that each diverges 
from the common starting-place into a path peculiar 
to himself. The brotherhood of villains in Kenilworth, 
of knights in Ivanhoe, and of enthusiasts in Old 
Mortality are instances of this. This bearing of char­
acter and plot on each other is not often found in 
Byron's poems. The Corsair is intended for a remark­
able personage. We pass by the inconsistencies of his 
character, considered by itself. The grand fault is 

at, whether it be natural or not, we are obliged to 
accept the author's word for the fidelity ofhis portrait. 

e are told, not shown, what the hero was. There 
. nothing in the plot which results from his peculiar 
ormation of mind. An every-day bravo might 

ually well have satisfied the requirements of the 
ction. Childe Harold, again, if he is any thing, is a 
ing professedly isolated from the world, and un­
uenced by it. One might as well draw Tityrus's 

tags grazing in the air, as a character of this kind; 
rhich yet, with more or less alteration passes through 
~~ccessive editions in his other poems. Byron had very 
~ttle versatility or elasticity of genius; he did not 
. now how to make poetry out of existing materials. 
I e declaims in his own way, and has the upper hand 

long. as he is allowed to go on; but, if interrogated 
n principles of nature and good sense, he is at once 

put out and brought to a stand. Yet his conception 
bf Sardanapalus and Myrrha is fine and ideal, and 

the style of excellence which we have just been 
dmiring in Shakespeare and Scott. 

These illustrations of Aristotle's doctrine may 
ffice. 
Now let us proceed to a fresh position; which, as 

r=rore, shall first be broadly stated, then modified 
and explained. How does originality differ from the 
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poetical talent? Without affecting the accuracy ( 
a definition, we may call the latter the originality ( 
right moral feeling. 

Originality may perhaps be defined as the powc 
of abstracting for oneself, and is in thought wh~ 
strength of mind is in action. Our opinions aI 
commonly derived from education and societ) 
Common Ininds transInit as they receive, good an 
bad, true and false; Ininds of original talent fee 
a continual propensity to investigate subjects an 
strike out views for themselves;-so ·that even 01 
and established truths do not escape modificatio 
and accidental change when subjected to this proce: 
of mental digestion. Even the style of original writel 
is stamped with the peculiarities of their mind 
When originality is found apart from good sens. 
which more or less is frequently the case; it shoVl 
itself in paradox and rashness of sentiment, an 
eccentricity of outward conduct. Poetry, .on the oth< 
hand, cannot be separated from . its good sense, ( 
taste, as it is called; which is one of its elements. ] 
is originality energizing in the world of beauty; tlJ 
originality of grace, purity, refinement, and feelint 
We do not hesitate to say, that poetry is ultimate] 
founded on correct moral perception;-that whel 
there is no sound principle in exercise there will 1: 
no poetry, and that on the whole (originality bern 
granted) in proportion to the standard of a writer 
moral character, will his compositions vary in poetic: 
excellence. This position, however, requires SOlI 

explanation. I 

I A living prelate, in his Academical Prelections, ev( 
suggests the converse of our position-'Neque enim fad 
crediderim de eo qui semel hac imbutus fuerit disciplina, qui ; 
id tota mentis acie assuefactus fuerit incumbere, ut quid sit ; 
rebus decens,. quid pulchrum, q!lid congruwn, penitus intueretu 
quin idem harum rerum perpetuum amorem foveat, et cum ab h 
studiis discesserit, etiam ad reliqua vitae officia earom imagine 
quasi animo injixam transferat.' 
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Of course, then, we do not mean to imply that a.. 
poet must necessarily display virtuous and religious 
feeling;-we are not speaking of the actual material 
of poetry, but of its sources. A right moral state of 
heart is the formal and scientific condition of a 
poetical mind. Nor does it follow from our position 
that every poet must in fact be a man of consistent 
and practical principle; except so far as good feeling 
commonly produces or results from good practice. 
Burns was a man of inconsistent practice-still, it is 
known, of much really sound principle at bottom. 
Thus his acknowledged poetical talent is in no wise 
inconsistent with the truth of our doctrine, which will 
refer the beauty which exists in his compositions to 
the remains of a virtuous and diviner nature within 
him. Nay, further than this, our theory holds good 
even though it be shown that a bad man may write 
a poem. As motives shorf of the purest lead to actions 
intrinsically good, so frames of mind short of virtuous 
will produce a partial and limited poetry. But even 
where it is exhibited, the poetry of a vicious mind 
will be inconsistent and debased; i.e. so far only such, 
as the traces and shadows of holy truth still remain 
upon it. On the other hand, a right moral feeling 
places the mind in the very centre of that circle from 
which all the rays have their origin and range; 
whereas minds otherwise placed command but a 
portion of the whole circuit of poetry. Allowing for 
human infirmity and the varieties of opinion, Milton, 
Spenser, Cowper, Wordsworth, and Southey, may 
be considered, as far as their writings go, to approxi­
mate to this moral centre. The following are added 
as further illustrations of our meaning. Walter 
Scott's centre is chivalrous honour; Shakespeare 
exhibits the .q8os, the physiognomy of an unlearned 
and undisciplined piety; Homer the religion of nature 
and the heart, at times debased by polytheism. All 
these poets are religious :-the occasional irreligion 
of Virgil's poetry is painful to the admirers of his 
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general taste and delicacy. Dryden's Alexander's Fe~ 
is a magnificent composition, and has high poetic~ 
beauties; but to a delicate judgement there is som( 
thing intrinsically unpoetical in the end to which i 
is devoted, the praises of revel and sensuality. ] 
corresponds to a process of clever reasoning erecte, 
on an untrue foundation-the one is a fallacy, th 
other is out of taste. Lord Byron's Manfred is in pari 
intensely poetical; yet the refined mind naturall 
shrinks from the spirit which here and there revea: 
itself, and the basis on which the fable is built. FrOI 
a perusal of it we should infer, according to the ahov 
theory, that there was right and fine feeling in th 
poet's mind, but that the central and consister. 
character was wanting. From the history of his life w 
know this to be the fact. The connexion between war 
of the religious principle and want of poetical feelin~ 
is seen in the instances of Hume and Gibbon; wh 
had radically unpoetical minds. Rousseau is not a 
exception to our doctrine, for his heart was naturall 
religious. Lucretius too had much poetical talent 
but his work evinces that his miserable philosoph 
was rather the result of a bewildered judgement tha 
a corrupt heart. 

According to the above theory, revealed religio 
should be especially poetical-and it is so in fae 
While its disclosures have an originality in them t 
engage the intellect, they have a beauty to satisf 
the moral nature. It presents us with those ide. 
forms of excellence in which a poetical mind delight: 
and with which all grace and harmony are associatec 
I t brings us into a new world-a world of overpowd 
ing interest, of the sublimest views, and the tendero 
and purest feelings. The peculiar grace of mind of tIl 
New Testament writers is as striking as the actua 
effect produced upon the hearts of those who hay 
imbibed their spirit. At present we are not concerne 
with the practical, but the poetical nature of reveale, 
truth. With Christians a poetical view of things is 
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uty-we are bid to colour all things with hues of 
ith, to see a divine meaning in every event, and a 
perhuman tendency. Even our friends around 
e invested with unearthly brightness-no longer 
perfect men, but beings taken into divine favour, 
mped with his ' seal, and in training for future 
ppiness. It may be added that the virtues pecu­
rly Christian are especially poetical;-meekness, 

entleness, compassion, contentment, ' modesty, not 
mention the devotional virtues: whereas the ruder 

nd more ordinary feelings are the instruments of 
etoric more justly than of poetry-anger, indigna-

on, emulation, martial spirit, and love of inde­
dence. 

A few remarks on poetical composition, and we 
ve done.-The art of composition is merely acces-
ry to the poetical talent. But where that talent 
ists it necessarily gives its own character to the style, 
d renders it perfectly different from all others. As 
e poet's habits ofrnind lead to contemplation rather 
an communication with others, he is more or less 

bscure, according to the particular" style of poetry 
e has adopted; less so, in epic or narrative and 
~ramatic representation-more so, in odes and 
F,horuses. He will be obscure, moreover, from the 
~epth of his feelings, which require a congenial reader 
f? enter into them-and from their acuteness, which 
shrinks from any formal accuracy in the expression 
pf them. And he will be obscure, not only from the 
carelessness of genius and from the originality of his 
~onceptions, but (it may be) from natural deficiency 
fn the power of clear and eloquent expression, which, 
~e must repeat, " is a talent distinct from poetry, 
though often mistaken for it. 

Dexterity in "composition, or eloquence as it may be 
palled in a contracted sense of the word, is however 
f.;anifestly more or less necessary in every branch of 
fterature, though its elements may be different in 
each. Poetical eloquence consists, first.in the power 
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of illustration-which the poet uses, not as the oratol 
voluntarily, for the sake of clearness or ornament 
but almost by constraint, as the sole outlet and expr~ 
sion of intense inward feeling. The spontaneOl: 
power of comparison is in some poetical min~ 
entirely wanting; these of course cannot show ~ 
advantage as poets.-Another talent necessary t 
composition is the power of unfolding the meanin 
in an orderly manner. A poetical mind is often to 
impatient to explain itself justly; it is overpowere 
by a rush of emotions, which sometimes want ( 
power, sometimes the indolence of inward enjoymen 
prevents it from describing. Nothing is more difficu: 
than to analyse the feelings of our own minds; an 
the power of doing so, whether natural or acquired, : 
clearly distinct from experiencing them. Yet, thoug 
distinct from the poetical talent, it is obviously nee!:! 
sary to its exhibition. Hence it is a common prais 
bestowed upon writers, that they express what w 
have often felt but could never describe. The pOWI! 
of arrangement, which is necessary for an extendo 
poem, is a modification of the same talent;-bein 
to poetry what method is to logic. Besides thes 
qualifications, poetical composition requires tha 
command of language which IS the mere effect ( 
practice. The poet is a compositor; words are hi 
types; he must have them within reach, and in UII 

limited abundance. Hence the need of carefullabou 
to the accomplished poet-not in order that hi 
diction may attract, but that language may be su1:: 
jected to him. He studies the art of composition a 
we might learn dancing or elocution; not that w 
may move or speak according to rule, but that b 
the very exercise our voice and carriage may becom 
so unembarrassed as to allow of our doing what w 
will with them. 

A talent for composition then is no essential par 
of poetry, though indispensable to its exhibition 
Hence it would seem that attention to the languagl 
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its own salu evidences not the true poet but the 
ere artist. Pope is said to have tuned our tongue. 
e certainly owe much to him-his diction is rich, 
usical, and expressive. Still he is not on this account 
poet; he elaborated his composition for its own sake. 
we give him poetical praise on this account, we 

ay as appropriately bestow it on a tasteful cabinet­
ker. This does not forbid us to ascribe the grace 
his verse to an inward principle of poetry, which 

pplied him with archetypes of the beautiful and 
lendid to work by. But a similar internal gift must 

. rect the skill of every fancy-artist who subserves the 
uxuries and elegancies of life. On the other hand, 

ough Virgil is celebrated as a master of composi-
'on, yet his style is so identified with his concep­
'ons, as their outward development, as to preclude 
e possibility of our viewing the one apart from the 

pther. In Milton, again, the harmony of the verse is 
but the echo of the inward music which the thoughts If the poet breathe. In Moore's style the ornament 
ontinually' outstrips the sense. Cowper and Walter 
cott, on the other hand, are slovenly in their versi­
cation. Sophocles writes, on the whole, without 

/tudied attention to the style; but Euripides fre­
fluently affects a simplicity and prettiness which 
~osed him to the ridicule of the comic poets. 

~
tly, the style of Homer's poems is perfect in their 

rticular department. It is free, manly, simple, 
picuous, energetic, and varied. It is the style of 

one who rhapsodized without deference to hearer or 
ludge, in an age prior to the temptations which more 
or less prevailed over succeeding writers-before the 

eatre had degraded poetry into an exhibition, and 
riticism narrowed it into an art. 
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THE HERO AS POET. DANTE; SHAKESPEAR 

[From Heroes and Hero-worship, 1840] 

THE Hero as Divinity, the Hero as Prophet, a: 
productions of old ages; not to be repeated in tl 

new. They presuppose a certa:in rudeness of conce] 
tion, which the progress of mere scientific knowled! 
puts an end to. There needs to be, as it were, a wor: 
vacant, or almost vacant of scientific forms, if m( 
in their loving wonder are to fancy their fellow-m2 
either a god or one speaking with the voice of a goo 
Divinity and Prophet are past. We are now to se 
our Hero in the less ambitious, but also less questiol 
able~ character of Poet; a character which does n. 
pass. The Poet is a heroic figure belonging to all age 
whom all ages possess, when once he is produce, 
whom the newest age as the oldest may produce;­
and will produce, always when Nature pleases. L 
Nature send a Hero-soul; in no age is it other th2 
possible that he may be shaped into a Poet. 

Hero, Prophet, Poet,-many different names, i 
different times and places, do we give to Great Mel 
according to varieties we note in them, according . 
the sphere in which they have displayed themselve 
We might give many more names, on this san 
principle. I will remark again, however, as a fa 
not unimportant to be understood, that the differel 
sphere constitutes the grand origin of such distinctiOI 
that the Hero can be Poet, Prophet, King, Priest c 
what you will, according to the kind of world he fine 
himself born into. I confess, I have no notion of 
truly great man that could not be all sorts of me: 
The Poet who could merely sit on a chair, and COIl 

pose stanzas, would never make a stanza worth mud 
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::Ie could not sing the Heroic warrior, unless he him­
.elf were at least a Heroic warrior too. I fancy there 

~
in him the Politician, the Thinker, Legislator, 

hilosopher ;-in one or the other degree, he could 
ve been, he is all these. So too I cannot under-

~
tand how a Mirabeau, with that great glowing heart, 
·th the fire that was in it, with the bursting tears 
at were in it, could not have written verses, trage­

ies, poems, and touched all hearts in that way, had 
is course of life and education led him thitherward. 

~
e grand fundamental character is that of Great 

an; that the man be great. Napoleon has words in 
. which are like Austerlitz Battles. Louis Four­

ieenth's Marshals are a kind of poetical men withal; 
~e things Turenne says are full of sagacity and 
Feniality, like sayings of Samuel Johnson. The great 

~
art, the clear deep-seeing eye: there it lies; no man 

hatever, in what province soever, can prosper at all 
·thout these. Petrarch and Boccaccio did diplo­
atic messages, it seeIns, quite well: one can easily 
lieve it; they had done things a little harder than 

Ihese! Burns, a gifted song-writer, might have made a 
I(till better Mirabeau. Shakespeare,-one knows not 
hat he could not have made, in the supreme degree. 
True, there are aptitudes of Nature too. Nature 

oes not make all great men, more than all other 
\nen, in the self-same mould. Varieties of aptitude 
~oubtless; but infinitely more of circumstance; and 
~r oftenest it is the latter only that are looked to. 
ut it is as with common men in the learning of 
ades. You take any man, as yet a vague capability 
f a man, who could be any kind of craftsman; and 
ake him into a smith, a carpenter, a mason: he is 

I en and thenceforth that and nothing else. And if, 
Addison complains, you sometimes see a street-

orter staggering under his load on spindle-shanks, 
d near at hand a tailor with the frame of a Samson 
ndling a bit of cloth and small Whitechapel needle, 
it cannot be considered that aptitude of Nature 
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alone has been consulted here eitherl-The Gre: 
Man also, to what shall he be bound apprentice 
Given your Hero, is he to become Conqueror, Kin 
Philosopher, Poet? It is an inexplicably complex COl 

troversial-calculation between the world and hill 
He will read the world and its laws; the world wi' 
its laws will be there to be read. What the wort 
on this matter, shall permit and bid is, as we sai, 
the most important fact about the world.-

Poet and Prophet differ greatly in our loose model 
notions of them. In some old languages, again, tI 
titles are synonymous; Vates means both Proph 
and Poet: and indeed at all times, Prophet and PO( 

well understood, have much kindred of meanin 
Fundamentally indeed they are still the same; in tlJ 
most important respect especially, That they ha' 
penetrated both of them into the sacred mystery 
the Universe; what Goethe calls 'the open secre! 
'Which is the great secret?' asks one.-'The op 
secret,'-open to all, seen by almost none! Th: 
divine mystery, which lies everywhere in all Being 
'the Divine Idea of the World, that which lies at tI 
bottom of Appearance,' as Fichte styles it; of whic 
all Appearance, from the starry sky to the grass ' 
the field, but especially the Appearance of Man ar 
his work, is but the vesture, the embodiment th: 
renders it visible. This divine mystery is in all tim 
and in all places; veritably is. In most times ar 
places it is greatly overlooked; and the Univers 
definable always in one or the other dialect, as tl 
realized Thought of God, is considered a trivia 
inert, commonplace matter,-as if, says the Satiri.! 
it were a dead thing, which some upholsterer had pl 
together! It could do no good, at present, to spec 
much about this; but it is a pity for every one of 1 

ifwe do not know it, live ever in the knowledge of i 
Really a most mournful pity;-a failure to live at al 
if we live otherwise! 
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But now, I say, whoever may forget this divine 
ystery, the Vates, whether Prophet or Poet, has 
netrated into it; is a man sent hither to make it 
ore impressively known to us. That always is his 
essage; he is to reveal that to us,-that sacred 
ystery which he more than others lives ever present 
·th. While others forget it, he knows it;-I might 
y, he has been driven to know it; without consent 
ked of him, he finds himself living in it, bound to 
e in it. Once more, here is no Hearsay, but a direct 
ight and Belief; this man too could not help being 

sincere man! Whosoever may live in the shows of 
·ngs, it is for him a necessity of nature to live in the 

fact of things. A man, once more, in earnest 
·th the Universe, though all others were but toying 
·th it. He is a Vates, first of all, in virtue of being 
ncere. So far Poet and Prophet, participators in 

[
e 'open secret,' are one. 
With respect to their distinction again: The Vates 

~
Phet, we might say, has seized that sacred mystery 

ther on the moral side, as Good and Evil, Duty and 
hibition; the Vates Poet on what the Germans call 

I e a:sthetic side, as Beautiful, and the like. The one 
~ may call a revealer of what we are to do, the other 
r what we are to love. But indeed these two pro­
inces run into one another, and cannot be disjoined. 

~
e Prophet too has his eye on what we are to love: 
weise shall he know what it is we are to do? The 

·ghest Voice ever heard on this Earth said withal, 
onsider the lilies of the field; they toil not, neither 

they spin: yet Solomon in all his glory was not 

~
yed like one of these.' A glance, that, into the 
est deep of Beauty. 'The lilies of the field,'-

essed finer than earthly princes, springing up there 
~ the humble furrow-field; a beautiful eye looking 
ut on you, from the great inner Sea of Beauty! How 
buld the rude Earth make these, if her Essence, 
Ilgged as she looks and is, were not inwardly Beauty? 
r In this point of view, too, a saying of Goethe's, 
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which has staggered several, may have meanin 
'The Beautiful', he intimates, 'is higher than 
Good; the Beautiful includes in it the Good.' T 
true Beautiful; which however, I have said SODl4 
where, 'differs from the false, as Heaven does fr 
Vauxhall!' So much for the distinction and identi 
of Poet and Prophet.-

In ancient and also in modern periods, we fin 
a few Poets who are accounted perfect; whom it w 
a kind of treason to find fault with. This is nob 
worthy; this is right: yet in strictness it is only 
illusion. At bottom, clearly enough, there is no pc: 
fect Poet! A vein of Poetry exists in the hearts of 
men; no man is made altogether of Poetry. We III 
all poets when we read a poem well. The 'imagiru 
tion that shudders at the Hell of Dante,' is not tlu 
the same faculty, weaker in degree, as Dante's oWll 
No one but Shakespeare can embody, out of Sall 
Grammaticus, the story of Hamlet as Shakespeare die 
but every one models some kind of story out of i 
every one embodies it better or worse. We need ne 
spend time in defining. Where there is no specif 
difference, as between round and square, all defin 
tion must be more or less arbitrary. A man that h 
so much more of the poetic element developed in hb 
as to have become noticeable, will be called Poet 1: 
his neighbours. World-Poets too, those whom we al 
to take for perfect Poets, are setded by critics in tl 
same way. One who rises so far above the gener. 
level of Poets will, to such and such critics, seem 
Universal Poet; as he ought to do. And yet it is, all 
must be, an arbitrary distinction. All Poets, all mel 
have some touches of the Universal; no man 
wholly made of that. Most Poets are very soon fo 
gotten: but not the noblest Shakespeare or Home 
of them can be remembered for ever;-a day com 
when he too is not! 

Nevertheless, you will say, there must be a diffe 
ence between true Poetry and true Speech ne 
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tical: what is the difference? On this point many 
'ngs have been written, especially by late German 
ities, some of which are not very intelligible at 
t. They say, for example, that the Poet has an 
itude in him; communicates an Unendlichkeit, a 

rtain character of 'infinitude', to whatsoever he 
lineates. This, though not very precise, yet on 
vague a matter is worth remembering: if well 

editated, some meaning will gradually be found in 
For my own part, I find considerable meaning 

the old vulgar distinction of Poetry being metrical, 
ving music in it, being a Song. Truly, if pressed 
give a definition, one might say this as soon as 

ything else: If your delineation be authentically 
. ai, musical not in word only, but in heart and 

bstance, in all the thoughts and utterances of it, 
the whole conception of it, then it will be poetical; 
not, not.-Musical: how much lies in that! A 

. al thought is one spoken by a . mind that has 
etrated ,into the inmost heart of the thing; de­
ed the inmost mystery of it, namely the melody that 
hidden in it; the inward harmony of coherence 

'ch is its soul, whereby it exists, and has a right to 
e, here in this world. All inmost things, we may 
y, are melodious; naturally utter themselves in 
ng. The meaning of Song goes deep. Who is 
ere that, in logical words, can express the effect 
usic has on us? A kind of inarticulate unfathomable 
eech, which leads us to the edge of the Infinite, 
d lets us for moments gaze into that! 
Nay all speech, even the commonest speech, has 

pmething of song in)t: not a parish in the world but 
las its parish-accent;-the rhythm or tune to which 

~
peoPle there sing what they have to say! Accent 

a kind of chanting; all men have accent of their 
,-though they only notice that of others. Observe 
how all passionate language does of itself become 

~usical,-with a finer music than the mere accent; 
~e speech of a man even in zealous anger becomes a 
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chant, a song. All deep things are Song. It seen: 
somehow the very central essence of us, Song; as if a 
the rest were but wrappages and hulls! The prime 
element of us; of us, and of all things. The Greel 
fabled of Sphere-Harmonies: it was the feelin 
they had of the inner structure of Nature; that th 
soul of all her voices and utterances was perfect music 
Poetry, therefore, we will call musical Thought. Th 
Poet is he who thinks in that manner. At bottom, : 
turns still on power of intellect; it is a man's sincerit 
and depth of vision that makes him a Poet. See dee 
enough, "and you see musically; the heart of NatuI 
being everywhere music, if you can only reach it. 

The Vales Poet, with his melodious Apocalypse c 
Nature, seems to hold a poor rank among us, in COlI 
parison with the Vates Prophet; his function, and 0\; 
esteem of him for his function, alike slight. Th 
Hero taken as Divinity; the Hero taken as Prophel 
then next the Hero taken only as Poet: does it nc 
look as if our estimate of the Great Man, epoch aft! 
epoch, were continually diminishing? We take hiI 
first for a god, then for one god-inspired; and no' 
in the next stage of it, his most miraculous word gail 
from us only the recognition that he is a Poe 
beautiful verse-maker, man of genius, or such-like!­
It looks so; but I persuade myself that intrinsicall 
it is not so. If we consider well, it will perhaps appec 
that in man still there is the same altogether peculi. 
admiration for the Heroic Gift, by what name soevc 
called, that there at any time was. 

I should say, ifwe do not now reckon a Great Ma 
literally divine, it is that our notions of God, of tl: 
supreme unattainable Fountain of Splendou 
Wisdom and Heroism, are ever rising higher; nc 
altogether that our reverence for these qualities, • 
manifested in our like, is getting lower. This is wort 
taking thought of. Sceptical Dilettantism, the cur. 
of these ages, a curse which will not last for ever, d~ 
indeed in this the highest province of human thing 
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is in all provinces, make sad work; and our reverence 
or great men, all crippled, blinded, paralytic as it is, 
rmes out in poor plight, hardly recognizable. Men 
rorship the shows of great men; the most disbelieve 
hat there is any reality of great men to worship. 

~
e dreariest, fatallest faith; believing which, one 

ould literally despair of human things. Nevertheless 
k, for example, at Napoleon! A Corsican lieu-

~
nant of artillery ; that is the show of him: yet is he 
ot obeyed, worshipped after his sort, as all the Tiaraed 
nd Diademed of the world put together could not 
e? High Duchesses, and ostlers of inns, gather 
ound the Scottish rustic, Burns ;-a strange feeling 
welling in each that they never heard a man like 
is; that, on the whole, this is the man! In the secret 

eart of these people it still dimly reveals itself, 
hough there is no accredited way of uttering it at 
iresent, that this rustic, with his black brows and 
lashing sun-eyes, and strange words moving laughter 
~d tears, is of a dignity far beyond all others, in­
pmmensurable with all others. Do not we feel it so? 
~ut now, were Dilettantism, Scepticism, Triviality, 
lnd all that sorrowful brood, cast-out of us,-as, by 
~od's blessing, they shall one day be; were faith in the 
rows of things entirely swept out, replaced by clear 
lith in the things, so that a man acted on the impulse 

that only, and counted the other non-extant; what 
new livelier feeling towards this Burns were it! 
Nay here in these ages, such as they are, have we 

ot two mere Poets, if not deified, yet we may say 
tified? Shakespeare and Dante are Saints of 

'oetry; really, if we will think of it, canonized, so that it 
impiety to meddle with them. The unguided instinct 

f the world, working across all these perverse im­
ediments, has arrived at such result. Dante and 

akespeare are a peculiar Two. They dwell apart, 
~ a kind of royal solitude; none equal, none second 
() them: in the general feeling of the world, a certain 
anscendentalism, a glory as of complete perfection, 
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invests these two. They are canonized, though 
Pope or Cardinals took hand in doing it! Such, 
spite of every perverting influence, in the most 
heroic times, is still our indestructible reverence 
heroism.-We wiIllook a little at these Two, the P 
Dante and the Poet Shakespeare: what little it 
permitted us to say here of the Hero as Poet will m 
fitly arrange itself in that fashion. 

Many volumes have been written by way of cor 
mentary on Dante and his Book; yet, on the who 
with no great result. His Biography is, as it wet 
irrecoverably lost for us. An unimportant, wand 
ing, sorrowstricken man, not much note was tak 
of him while he lived; and the most of that h 
vanished, in the long space that now intervenes. 
is five centuries since he ceased writing and Iivi 
here. After all commentaries, the Book itself 
mainly what we know of him. The Book;-and 01 

might add that Portrait commonly attributed 
Giotto, which, looking on it, you cannot help inclinit 
to think genuine, whoever did it. To me it is a m 
touching face; perhaps of all faces that I know, tI 
most so. Lonely there, painted as on vacancy, wi 
the simple laurel wound round it; the deathlc 
sorrow and pain, the known victory which is at 
deathless ;-significant of the whole history of Dant 
I think it is the mournfullest face that ever w 
painted from reality; an altogether tragic, helll 
affecting face. There is in it, as foundation of it, tI 
softness, tenderness, gentle affection as of a child; b 
all this is as if congealed into sharp contradictio 
into abnegation, isolation, proud hopeless pain. 
soft ethereal soul looking out so stern, implacabl 
grim-trenchant, as from imprisonment of thid 
ribbed ice! Withal it is a silent pain too, a sile 
scornful one: the lip is curled in a kind of god-IiI 
disdain of the thing that is eating-out his heart,­
as if it were withal a mean insignificant thing, » 
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Ie whom it had power to torture and strangle were 
Teater than it. The face of one wholly in protest, 
nd lifelong unsurrendering battle, against the world. 
dfection all converted into indignation: an implac­
ble indignation; slow, equable, silent, like that of 
god! The eye too, it looks out as in a kind of surprise, 
kind of inquiry, Why the world was of such a sort? 

:bis is Dante: so he looks, this 'voice of ten silent 
enturies', and sings us 'his mystic unfathomable song'. 
The little that we know of Dante's Life corre­

:londs well enough with this Portrait and this Book. 
Ie was born at Florence, in the upper class of society, 
1 the year 1265. His education was the best then 
oing; much school-divinity, Aristotelean logic, some 
.atin classics,-no inconsiderable insight into certain 
rovinces of things: and Dante, with his earnest 
Itelligent nature, we need not doubt, learned better 
Ian most all that was learnable. He has a clear 
ultivated understanding, and of great subtlety; this 
est fruit of education he had contrived to realize 
'om these scholastics. He knows accurately and well 
,hat ·lies close to him; but, in such a time, without 
rinted books or free intercourse, he could not know 
rell what was distant: the small clear light, most 
Iminous for what is near, breaks itself into singular 
liaroscuro striking on what is far off. This was Dante's 
:arning from the schools. In life, he had gone 
uough the usual destinies; been twice out campaign­
Ig as a soldier for the Florentine State, . been on 
mbassy; had in his thirty-fifth year, by natural 
radation of talent and service, become one of the 
:hief Magistrates of Florence. He had met in boy­
ood a certain Beatrice Portinari, a beautiful little 
irl of his own age and rank, and grown-up thence­
)rth in partial sight of her, in some distant inter­
Durse with her. All readers know his graceful 
ffecting account of this; and then of their being 
.arted; of her being wedded to another, and of her 
eath soon after. She makes a great figure in Dante's 
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Poem; seems to have made a great figure in his 1m 
Of all beings it might seem as if she, held apart froll 
him, far apart at last in the dim Eternity, were th 
only one he had ever with his whole strength of affec 
tion loved. She -died: Dante himself was wedded 
but it seems not happily, far from happily. I fanc) 
the rigorous earnest man, with his keen excitabilitiel 
was :lot altogether easy to make happy. 

We will not complain of Dante's miseries: had a 
gone right with him as he wished it, he might hav 
been Prior, Podesta, or whatsoever they call it, ( 
Florence, well accepted among neighbours,-and th 
world had wanted one of the most notable words ev( 
spoken or sung. Florence would ' have had anoth( 
prosperous Lord Mayor; and the ten dumb centuri( 
continued voiceless, and the ten other listenin 
centuries (for there will be ten of them and mor( 
had no Divina Comrmdia to hear! We will complai 
of nothing. A nobler destiny was appointed for th 
Dante; and he, struggling like a man led toward 
death and crucifixion, could not help fulfilling i 
Give him the choice of his happiness! He knew no 
more than we do, what was really happy, what w~ 
really miserable. 

In Dante's Priorship, the Guelf-Ghibelline, Bianch: 
Neri, or some other confused disturbances rose t 
such a height, that Dante, whose party had seeme 
the stronger, was -with his friends cast unexpectedl 
forth into banishment; -doomed thenceforth to a liJ 
of woe and wandering. His property was all cor 
fiscated and more; he had the fiercest feeling that. 
was entirely unjust, nefarious in the sight of God an 
man. He tried what was in him to get reinstated 
tried even by warlike surprisal, with arms in his hand 
but it would not do; bad only had become worse 
There is a record, I believe, still extant in the Florenc 
Archives, dooming -this Dante, wheresoever caugh 
to be burnt alive. Burnt alive; so it stands, they sa~ 
a very curious civic document. Another curiot 
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document, some considerable number of years later, 
is a Letter of Dante's. to the Florentine Magistrates, 
written in answer to a milder proposal of theirs, that 
he should return on condition of apologizing and 
paying a fine. He answers, with fixed . stern pride: 
'If I cannot return without calling myself guilty, 
I will never return, nunquam revertar.' 

For Dante there was now no home in this -world. 
He wandered from patron to patron, from place to 
place; proving, in his own bitter words, 'How hard is 
the path, Come e duro · calle.' The , wretched are not 
cheerful .company. Dante,- poor-and banished, with 
his proud earnest nature; with his moody humours, 
was .not a . man to conciliate men. Petrarch reports 
of him that being at Can . della Scala's court, and 
blamed one day for his gloom and taciturnity, he 
answered in no courtier-like way. Della Scala stood 
among his courtiers, with mimes and buffoons 
(nehulones ac histnones) making him heartily merry; 
when, turning to Dante, he .said: 'Is it not strange, 
now, that this poor fool should make himself so enter­
taining; while you, a wise . man, sit .there day after 
day, artd ,have nothing to amuse· us ·with at all?' 
Dante answered bitterly: 'No, not strange; your 
Highness is to recollect the Proverb, Like to Like;'-:­
given the amuser, the amusee must also be given! 
Such <a man, with his proud silent ways, with his 
sarcasms and sorrows, was not made to succeed at 
court. By degrees, it came to be evident to him that 
he had no longer any resting-place, or hope of benefit, 
in this earth . . The. earthly world had cast him forth, 
to wander, wander; no living heart to love him now; 
for his sore miseries there was no solace here. . ... 

The deeper naturally would the Eternal World 
impress itself on him; that awful reality over which, 
after all, this Time-world, with its Florences and 
banishments, only flutters as an · unreal shadow. 
Florence thou shalt never see: but Hdl and Purgatory 
.and Heaven thou s~alt surdy see! What is FIMc:nce, 
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Can della Scala, and the World and Life altogether 
ETERNITY: thither, of a truth, not eIsewhither, a 
thou and all things bound! The great soul of Dant 
homeless on earth, made its home more and mor' 
in that awful other world. Naturally his thoughi 
brooded on that, as on the one fact important fo 
him. Bodied or bodiless, it is the one fact import 
ant for all men:-but to Dante, in that age, it wa 
bodied in fixed certainty of scientific shape; he n 
more doubted of that Malebolge Pool, that it a: 
lay there with its gloomy circles, with its alti guai, ani 
that he himself should see it, than we doubt that w 
should see Constantinople if we went thither. Dante' 
heart, long filled with this, brooding over it i 
speechless thought and awe, bursts forth at lengt: 
into 'mystic unfathomable song'; and this his Divir. 
Comedy, the most remarkable of all modern Book: 
is the result. 

It must have been a great solacement to Dante 
and was, as we can see, a proud thought for him 2 

times, That he, here in exile, could do this work; th2 
no Florence, nor no man or men, could hinder hir 
from doing it, or even much help him in doing i 
He knew too, partly, that it was great; the greate! 
a man could do. 'If thou follow thy star, S, tu seg! 
tua steIla,'-so could the Hero, in his forsakenness, i 
his extreme need, still say to himself: 'Follow tho 
thy star, thou shalt not fail of a glorious heaven 
The labour of writing, we find, and indeed coul 
know otherwise, was great and painful for him 
he says, This Book, 'which has made me lean fc 
many years.' Ah yes, it was won, all of it, with pai 
and sore toil,-not in sport, but in grim earnest. H 
Book, as indeed most good Books are, has bee 
written, in many senses, with his heart's blood. It: 
his whole history, this Book. He died after finishin 
it; not yet very old, at the age of fifty-six ;-broker 
hearted rather, as is said. He lies buried in his deatI: 
city Ravenna:· Hie claud or Dantes patriis extorris ab on 
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The Florentines begged back his body, in a century 
after; the Ravenna people would not give it. 'Here 
am I Dante laid, shut out from my native shores.' 

I said, Dante's Poem was a Song: it is Tieck who 
calls it 'a mystic unfathomable Song'; and such is 
literally the character of it. Coleridge remarks very 
pertinently somewhere, that wherever you find a 
sentence musically worded, of true rhythm and 
melody in the words, there is something deep ' and 
good in the meaning too. For body and soul, word 
and idea, go strangely together here as everywhere. 
Song: we said before, it was the Heroic of Speech I 
All old Poems, Homer's and the rest, are authentically 
Songs. I would say, in strictness, that all right Poems 
are; that whatsoever is not sung is properly no Poem, 
but a piece of Prose cramped into jingling lines,­
to the great injury of the grammar, to the great grief of 
the reader, Tor most part! What we want to get at is 
the lIwught the man had, if he had any: why should he 
twist it into jingle, if he could speak it out plainly? It 
is only when the heart of him is rapt into true passion 
of melody; and the very tones of him, according to 
Coleridge's remark, become musical by the greatness, 
depth and music of his thoughts, that we can give 
him right to rhyme and sing; that we call him a Poet, 
and listen to him as the Heroic of Speakers,-whose 
speech is' Song. Pretenders to this are many; and' to 
an earnest reader" I doubt, it is for most part a very 
melancholy, not to sayan insupportable business, that 
of reading rhyme,! Rhyme that had no inward 
necessity to be rhymed;-it ought to have told us 
plainly, without any jingle, what it was aiming at. 
I would advise all men who can speak their thought; 
not to sing it;' to understand that, in a serious time, 
among serious men" there is no vocation in them for 
singing it. Precisely' as we love the true song, and 'are 
charmed by it as ' by something divine, so shall we 
hate the false ' song, and account it a mere wooden 
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noise, a thing hollow, superfluous, altogether an in 
sincere. and offensive thing. 

I give Dante my highest praise when I say of hi 
Divine Comedy that it is, in all senses, genuinely a Song 
In the very sound of it there is a canto fermo; it pro 
ceeds as by a ' chant. The language, his simple 1m:. 
rima, doubtless helped him in this. One reads aloni 
naturally with a sort of lilt. But I add, that it coull 
not be otherwise; for .the essence and material of th 
work- are themselves rhythmic; Its depth, and rap 
passion and sincerity, makes it musical;-go de~ 
enough, there. is music everywhere. A. true inwarl 
symmetry, what .one calls an architectural harmon) 
reigns in it, proportionates ,.it ~ all: architectural 
which also partalies of the character of music. Th 
three kingdoms, Iriferno, Purgatorio, Paradiso, look ou 
on one another like compartments of a great edifice; : 
great supernatural, world-cathedral;.piled up then: 
stern, solemn,awful; Dante's World of Souls! It il 
at bottom, the sincerest of all Poems; sincerity, her 
too, we find to be the measure of worth. It came dee] 
out of the author's heart of hearts; and it goes deeJ: 
and through long generations, into ours. The peopl 
ofVeronafwhen they saw him on the streets, used t, 
say, 'Eccovi I' uom ch' e stato all' Inferno, See, there i 
the man that was in Hell!' Ah, yes, he had been il 
Hell ;-in Hell enough, in long severe sorrow ani 
struggle; as the like of him is pretty sure to have beelJ 
Commedias that come-out divine are not accomplishel 
otherwise. Thought, true labour of any kind, highe!i 
virtue itself, is. it not the daughter of Pain? Born a 
out of the black whirlwind;-true effort, in fact, as c 
a captive struggling to fr~e himself: that is Thoughl 
In all ways we are 'to become perfect through suffil 
ing.'-But, as I say, no work known to me is so elabo 
rated as this of Dante's • . It has all been as if molter 
in the hottest furnace of his soul. It had made hill 
'lean' for many years. Not the general whole only 
every compartment of it is worked-out, with intens 
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into truth, into clear visuality. Each 
nswers to the other; each fits in its place, like a 
arble stone accurately hewn and, polished. It is 
e soul of Dante, and in this the soul of the Middle 
ges, rendered for ever' rhythmically visible there. 
o light task; a right intense one: but a task which is 
ne. :.. 1 
Perhaps one would say, intensiry, with the much 
at depends on it, is the prevailing character of 
ante's genius. Dante does not , come before us as" 
large catholic mind; rather as a narrow, and even 

ectarian mind: it is partly the fruit of his age and 
ition, but partly too of his own nature. His great-

ess has, in all senses, concentered itself into fiery 
phasis and depth. He is 'world-great not because 

e is · world-wide, but because he is world-deep. 
hrough all objects he pierces as it were down 'into 
e heart of Being. I know nothing' so intense as lante. 'Consider, for example, Ito begin with the 

utermost development of his' intens. ity, consider how 
e paints. He has a great power of vision; seizes the 
ery type ofa thing; presents that and nothing more. 
ou remember that first view he gets of the Hall of 
ite: red pinnacle, red-hot cone of iron glowing 
rough the dim immensity of gloom;--5o vivid, so 

~istinct, visible at once and for ever! It is as an 
emblem of the whole genius of Dante. There is a 
previty, an abrupt precision in him: Tacitus is , not 
~riefer, more condensed; and then in Dante it seems 
l natural condensation, spontaneous to the man. 
pne smiting word; and then there is silence, nothing 
nore said. His silence is more eloquent than words. 
[t is strange with what a sharp decisive grace he 
Inatches the true likeness of a matter:' cuts into the 
natter as with a pen of fire. Plutus, the blustering 

E
·ant, collapses at Virgil's rebuke; it is 'as the sails 
ink, the mast being suddenly broken'. Or that poor 

rdello, with the cotto aspetto, 'face baked', parched 
rown and lean; and the 'fiery sriow' that falls on 
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them there, a 'fiery snow without wind', slow, dt 
liberate, never-ending! Or the lids of those Tomb! 
square sarcophaguses, in that silent dim-bumin 
Hall, each with its Soul in torment; the lids laid ope 
there; they are to be shut at the Day of Judgemen 
through Etemity . . And how Farinata rises; and ho' 
CavaIcante falls-at hearing of his Son, and the pa: 
tense 'fue'! The very movements in Dante ha, 
something brief; swift, decisive, almost military. J 

is of the inmost essence of his genius this sort of pain 
ing. The fiery, swift Italian nature of the man, ! 

silent, passionate, with its quick abrupt movement 
its silent 'pale rages', speaks itself in these things. 

For though this of painting is one of the outermo 
developments of a man, it comes like all else from tl: 
essential faculty of him; it is physiognomical of tl: 
whole man. Find a man whose words paint you 
likeness, you have found a man worth somethin~ 
mark his manner of doing it, as very characterist 
of him. In the first place, he could not have di 
cerned the object at all, or seen the vital type of i 
unless he had, what we may call, sympathized with it,­
had sympathy in him to bestow on objects. He mu 
have been sincere about it too; sincere and symp: 
thetic: a man without worth cannot give you tl: 
likeness of any object; he dwells in vague outwarc: 
ness, fallacy and trivial hearsay, about all object 
And indeed may we not say that intellect altogethc 
expresses itself in this power of discerning what a 
object is? Whatsoever of faculty a man's mind Illll 
have will come out here. Is it even of business, 
matter to be done? The gifted man is he who se 
the essential point, and leaves all the rest aside: 
surplusage: it is his faculty too, the man of business 
faculty, that he discern the true likeness, not the fall 
superficial one, of the thing he has got to ' work u 
And how much of moraliry is in the kind of insight \I 

get of anything; 'the eye seeing in all things what 
brought with it the faculty of seeing!' To the mea 
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eye all things are trivial, as certainly as to the jaun­
diced they are yellow. Raphael, the Painters tell us, E the best of all Portrait-painters withal. No most 
Jifted eye can exhaust the significance of any object. 
~n the commonest human face there lies more than 

aphael will take away with him. ~ . 
Dante's painting is not graphic only, brief, true, 

nd of a vividness as of fire in dark night; taken on 
he wider scale, it is everyway noble, and , the out-
ome of a great soul. Francesca and her Lover, what 
ualities in that! A thing woven as out of rainbows, 
n a ground of eternal black. A small flute-voice of 

nite wail speaks there, ' into our very heart .of 
earts. A touch of womanhood in it too: della bella 

sona, che mi fu tolta; and how, even in the Pit of 
, it is a solace that he will never part from her! 

addest tragedy in these alti guai. And the racking 
'nds, in that aeT bruno, whirl them away again, to 
ail for ever!-Strange to think: Dante was ' the 

riend ' of this poor. Francesca's father; Francesca 
erself may have sat upon the Poet's knee, as a bright 
nocent little child. Infinite pity, yet also infinite 

r.gour of law: it is so Nature is made; it is so Dante 
~iscerned that she was made. What a paltry notion 

that of his 'Divine Comedy's .. being a poor splenetic 
potent . terrestrial ,libel; putting those into Hell 

hom he could not be avenged upon on earth! I 
uppose if ever pity, tender as a mother's, was in the 
eart of any man, it was in Dante's. But a man who 
oes not know rigour cannot pity either. His very 

pity will be cowardly, egoistic,-sentimentality, or 
itde better. ' I mow not in the world an affection 

ual to that of Dante. It is a tenderness, a trembling, 
onging, pitying love: like the wail of Aeolean harps, 
oft, soft; like a child's young heart;~and then that 
tern, sore-saddened heart! These longings of his 
wards his Beatrice; their meeting together in the 
aradiso; his gazing in her pure transfigured eyes, her 
at had been purified by death so long, separated 
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from him 90 far :---one likens it to the song of ang 
it is among the purest utterances of affection, perh 
the very purest, that ever came out of a human so 

For the intense Dante is intense in all things; 
has got into the essence of all. His intellectual insi 
as painter, on occasion too as reasoner, is but tl 
result of all other sorts of interisity. Morally gre~ 
above all, we must call him; it is the beginning of 
His scorn, his griefare as transcendent as his love; 
as indeed, what are they but the inverse or converse 
his love? 'A Dio spiacenti, ed a' nemici sui, Hateful 
God and to the enemies of God:' lofty scorn, u: 
appeasable silent reprobation and aversion; · 'N! 
ragionam di lor, We will not speak of them, look 0 

and pass.' Or think of this: 'They have not the h4 
to die, Non han speranza di morte.' One day, it had ris 
sternly benign on the scathed heart of Dante, that 
wretched, never. resting, worn ashe was, would f~ 
surely die; 'that Destiny itself could not doom hi! 
not to die.' Such words are in this man. ' For rigoll 
earnestness and depth, he is "not to be paralleled , 
the modern world; " to seek his parallel we must ~ 
into the Hebrew Bible. and live with the antiqi 
Prophets there. ' I " 

I do not agree with . much " modern criticism, : 
greatly preferring the "Inferno to the two other par 
of the Divine Commedia. Such preference belong 
I imagine~ to our general Byronism of taste, and 
like to be a transient feeling. The PUTgatorio all 
Paradiso, especially the former, one would almost sa" 
is even more excellent than it. It is a noble thing tru 
Purgatorio, 'Mountain ' of Purification'; an emblel 
of the noblest conception of that age. If Sin is I 

fatal, and Hell is and must be so rigorous, awfu 
yet in Repentance too "is man purified; Repentan< 
is the grand Christian act. It is beautiful how Danl 
works it out. The tremolar dell' onde, that 'trembIin! 
of the ocean·waves, under the first pure gleam ( 
morning, dawning afar on the wandering Two, is ~ 
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he type of an altered mood. Hope has now dawned; 
lever-dying Hope, if in company still with heavy 
orrow. The obscure sojourn of,daemons and repro­
late is under foot; a soft breathing of penitence 
nounts higher and higher" to the Throne of Mercy 
!self. 'Pray for me,' . the denizens of that .Mount of 
'ain all ~ay to him. 'Tell my Giovanna to pray for 
ne,' my daughter Giovann.a; .'1, think her mother 
Dves me no more!' They toil painfully up by that 
vinding steep, 'bent-down like corbels of a .building,' 
orne of them,-crushed t9gether so 'for the ,sin ' of 
,ride'; yet nevertheless. in years, in ages and aeons, 
hey shall have reached the top, which is Heaven's 
:ate, and by Mercy shall have been admitted in. The 
Dy too of all, when one has ' prevailed; the whole 
,fountain shakes with joy; and a psalm of praise rises, 
vhen one soul has perfected repentance, and got its 
in and misery left behind I. I call all this a noble 
mbodiment, of a true noble thought. , 

But, indeed the Three ' compartments mutually 
upport one another, are indispe.nsable to one another. 
['he ,ParadisoLa kind of inarticulate music to me, is 
he redeeming side of the Inferno; the Inferno without 
t were .untrue. , All thre,e make up the true Unseen 
,,"orId, as figured,in. the Christianity of the Middle 
\ges; a thing for eve,: memorable, for ever true, in 
he essenc,e of it, to all men. · It was perhaps delineated 
n 'no human soul with sucll depth of veracity as in 
his of Dante's; a man sent to sing it, to keep it long 
nemorable. Very notable with what brief simplicity 
Ie passes out of th", every-day reality, ' into the In­
risible one; and in the second or thir<~ stanza, we 
ind ourselves in the World of Spirits; and dwell 
here, as among things palpable, indubitable! To 
)ante they were so; the real world, as it is called, and 
ts facts, ' was ~>ut the threshold to an infinitely higher 
?act of a World. At bottom, the one was as preter­
latural as the other. Has not each man a soul? He 
¥ill not only be 'a spirit, but.is one. To the earnest 



CARLYLE 
Dante it is all one visible Fact; he believes it, sees i1 
is the Poet of it in virtue of that. Sincerity, I sa 
again, is the saving merit, now as always. 

Dante's Hell, Purgatory, Paradise, are a symbc 
withal, an emblematic representation of his Beli4 
about this Universe:--some Critic in a future ag4 
like those Scandinavian ones the other day, who h: 
ceased altogether to think as Dante did, may find th 
too all an 'Allegory', perhaps an idle Allegory! It 
a sublime embodiment, or sublimest, of the soul « 
Christianity. It expresses, as in huge world-Wid 
architectural emblems, how the Christian Dante fe 
Good and Evil to be the two polar elements of th 
Creation, on which it all turns; that these two diffi 
not by preferability of one to the other, but by iI 
compatibility absolute and infinite; that the one 
excellent and high as light and Heaven, the oth« 
hideous, black as Gehenna and the Pit of Hel 
Everlasting Justice, yet with Penitence, with evel 
lasting Pity,-all Christianism, as Dante and tl: 
Middle Ages had it, is emblc;med there. Emblemec 
and yet, as I urged the other day; with what entir 
truth of purpose; how unconscious of any embleInin~ 
Hell, Purgatory, Paradise: these things were fl( 

fashioned as emblems; was there, in our Moder 
European Mind, any thought at all of their bern 
emblems! Were they not indubitable awful fact 
the whole heart of man taking them for practical] 
true, all Nature " everywhere confirming them? S 
is it always in these things. Men do not belie, 
an Allegory. The future Critic, whatever his ne' 
thought may be, who considers this of Dante to ha\ 
been all got-up as an Allegory, will commit one 501 

mistake I-Paganism 'we recognized as a veraciO\ 
expression of the earnest awe-struck feeling of rna 
towards the Universe; veracious, true once, and sti 
not without worth for us. But mark here the diffeJ 
ence of Paganism and Christianism; one great diffel 
ence. - Paganism emblemed chiefly "the 'Operatio[ 
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f' Nature; the destinies, efforts, combinations, vicissi­
Ildes of things and men in this world; Christianism 
Dlblemed the Law of Human Duty, the Moral Law 
C Man. One was for the sensuous nature: a rude 
.elpless utterance 9f the first Thought of men,-the 
bief recognized virtue, Courage, Superiority to Fear. 
-~be other was not for the sensuous nature, but for 
e moral. > W~at a progress is here, if in that one 
peet only!- r, ' • . ' , 
And so in this Dante, as we .said, had ten silent 
nturies, in a very strange way, found a voice. 

~e Divina Comrmdia is of Dante's writing; yet in 
th it belongs to ten Christian centuries, only the 

rishing of it is Dante's. So always. The craftsman 
~.ere, the smith with that metal of his, with these 

~
ls' with these cunning methods,-how litde of all 

c does is properly his work! All past inventive men 
ork there with him;':"'as indeed with all of us, in all 
ings. Dante is the spokesman of the Middle Ages; 
e Thought they lived by stands here, in everlasting 

~
USiC' These sublime ideas of his, terrible and beau­
ul, are the fruit of the Christian Meditation of aU 
e good men who had 'gone before him, Precious 
eyj but also is not he precious? Much, had not he 
ken, would have been dumb; not dead, yet living 

oiceless. -, ~ 
On the whole, ' is it not an utterance, this mystic 
ng, at once of one of the greatest human souls, and 
the highest thing that Europe had hitherto realized 

r itself? ChriStianism, as Dante sings it, is another 
an Paganism in the rude Norse mind; -another than 
astard Christianism' half articulately spoken in the 
ab desert, seven hundred years before!-;The 

oblest idea made ,real hitherto among men, is sung, 
rd emblemed forth abidingly, by one of the noblest 
~en • . In the one sense and in the other, are we npt 

r
ght glad to possess it? As I calculate, it may last 
et for long thousands of years. For the thing that is. 

• ~.~ t ,-' - - ... ~ .. 
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uttered from the inmost parts of a man's ~oul, differ 
altogether from what is uttered by the outer parl 
The outer is of the day, under the empire of mode 
the outer passes away, in swift endless changes; th 
inmost is the same yesterday, to-day, and for eve! 
True souls, in all generations of the world, who 100 
on this Dante, will find a brotherhood in him; th 
deep sincerity of his thoughts, his woes and hope 
will speak likewise to their sincerity; they will feel th2 
this Dante too was a brother. Napoleon in Saini 
Helena is charmed with the genial veracity of 01 
Homer. ·The oldest Hebrew Prophet, under a vestur 
the most diverse from ours, does yet, because he spea~ 
from the he·art of man, speak' to all men's hearts. 1 
is the one sole secret of continuing long memorable 
Dante, for depth of sincerity, is like an antique Pre 
phet too; his words, like theirs, come from his ver 
heart. One need not wonder if it were predicted th. 
his Poem might be the most enduring thing ou 
Europe has yet made·; for nothing so endures as 
truly spoken word. All cathedrals, pontificalitie 
brass and stone, and outer . arrangement never s 
lasting, a.re brief in comparison to an unfathomabl 
heart-song like this: one feek as if it · might survive 
still of Importance to men, when these had all sun 
into newirrecognizable combinations, and ha 
ceased individually to be. Europe has made mud 
great cities, great empires, encyclopaedias, creed 
bodies of opinion and practice: but it has made litt] 
of the class of Dante's Thought. Homer yet is, ver 
tably present face to face with every open soul of ill 
and Greece, where is it? Desolate for thousands e 
years; away, vanished; a bewildered heap.of stone 
and rubbish, the life and existence of it all gone. ill 
a dream; like the dust of King 'Agamemnon ! Gree( 
was; Greece, except in the words it spoke, is not. 

The uses of ' this Dante? We will not say muc 
about his 'uses'. A human soul who has once got int 
that primal 'element of Song, and sung forth fitl 
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somewhat therefrom, has worked" in the depths of our 
existence j feeding through long times the life-Toot.!' 
of all excellent human things whatsoever,-in a way 
that 'utilities' will not succeed well in calculating! 
We will not estimate the Sun by the quantity of gas­
light it saves US; Dante shall be invaluable, or of 
no value. One remark I may make: the contrast in 
this respect between the Hero-Poet and the Hero­
Prophet. In a hundred years, Mahomet, as we saw, 
had his Arabians at Grenada and at Delhi; Dante's 
Italians seem to be yet very much where they were. 
Shall we say, then, Dante's effect on the world was 
small in comparison? Not so: his arena is far more 
restricted; but also it is far nobler, clearer;-perhaps 
not less but more important. Mahomet speaks to 
great masses of men, in the coarse dialect adapted 
to such; a dialect filled with inconsistencies, crudities, 
follies: on the great masses alone can he act, and there 
with good and with evil strangely blended. Dante 
speaks to the noble, the pure and great, in all times 
and places. Neither does he grow obsolete, as the 
other does. Dante burns as a pure star, fixed there 
in the firmament, at which the great and the high of 
all ages kindle themselves: he is the possession of all 
the chosen of the world for uncounted time. Dante, 
one calculates, may long survive Mahomet. In this 
way the balance may be made straight again. . 

But, at any rate, it is not by what is called their 
effect on the world by what we can judge of their 
effect there, that a man and his work are measured. 
Effect? Influence? Utility? Let a man do his work; 
the fruit of it is the care of Another than he. It will 
grow its own fruit; and whether embodied in Caliph 
Thrones and Arabian Conquests, so that it 'fills all 
Morning and Evening Newspapers', and all Histories, 
which are a kind of distilled Newspapers; or not 
embodied so at allj-what matters that? That is not 
the realfruit of it! The Ara bian Caliph, in so far only as 
he did something, was something. If the great Cause 
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of Man, and Man's work in God's Earth, got n~ 
furtherance from the Arabian Caliph, then no matte: 
how many scimitars he drew, how many gold piastrd 
pocketed, and what uproar and blaring he made i 
this world,-he was but a loud-sounding inanity an< 
futility; at bottom, he was not at all. Let us honou: 
the great empire of Silence, once more! The boundles 
treasury which we do not jingle in our pockets, 0: 

count up and present before men! It is perhaps, 0 

all things, the usefulest for each of us to do, in thesl 
loud times.--

As Dante, the Italian man, was sent into our worle 
to embody musically the Religion of the Middle Ages 
the Religion of our Modern Europe, its Inner Life 
so Shakespeare, we may say, embodies for us the 
Outer Life of our Europe as developed then, it: 
chivalries, courtesies, humours, ambitions, wha' 
practical way of thinking, acting, looking at the 
world, men then had. As in Homer we may sill 
construe Old Greece; so in Shakespeare and Dante 
after thousands of years, what our Modern Europe 
was, in Faith and in Practice, will still be legible 
Dante has given us the Faith or soul; Shakespeare 
in a not less noble way, has given us the Practice 0 ] 

body. This latter also we were to have; a man Wll! 

sent for it, the man Shakespeare. Just when thai 
chivalry way of life had reached its last finish, anc 
was on the point of breaking down into slow or swif 
dissolution, as we now see it everywhere, this othel 
sovereign Poet, with his seeing eye, with his perennia 
singing voice, was sent to take note of it, to give long. 
enduring record of it . . Two fit men: Dante, . deep 
fierce as the central fire of the world; Shakespeare 
wide, . placid, far-seeing, as the Sun, the upper light 01 
the world. Italy produced the one world-voice; we 
English had the honour of producing the other. 

Curious enough how, as it were by mere accident, 
this man came to us. I think always, so great, quie~ 
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mplete and self-sufficing is this Shakespeare, had 
e Warwickshire Squire not prosecuted him for 

eer-stealing, we had perhaps never heard of him as 
Poet! The woods and skies, the rustic Life of Man 
Stratford there, had been enough for this man! 

ut indeed that strange outbudding of our whole 
nglish Existence, which we call the Elizabethan 
ra, did not it too come as ofits own accord? The 

Tree Igdrasil' buds and withers by its own laws,-
00 deep for our scanning. Yet it does bud and wither, 

d every bough and leaf of it is there, by fixed eternal 
ws; not a Sir Thomas Lucy but comes at the hour 
t for him. Curious, I say, and not sufficiently con­
idered: how everything does co-operate with all; 
ot a leaf rotting on the highway but is indissoluble 

rtion of solar and stellar systems; no thought, word 
r act of man but has sprung withal out of all men, 

d works sooner or later, recognizably or irrecogniz­
bly, on all men! It is all a Tree: circulation of sap 

d influences, mutual communication of every 
'nutest leaf with the lowest talon of a root, with 
ery other greatest and minutest portion of the 
hole. The Tree Igdrasil, that has its roots down in 
e Kingdoms of Hela and Death, and whose boughs 
erspread the highest Heaven!-
In some sense it may be said that this glorious 

lizabethan ' Era with its Shakespeare, as the out­
me and flowerage of all which had preceded it, is 

tself attributable to the Catholicism of the Middle 
ges. The Christian Faith, which was the theme of 

~
ante's Song, had produced this Practical Life 
hich Shakespeare was to sing. For Religion then, 
it now and always is, was the soul of Practice; 

e primary vital fact in men's life. And remark here, 
rather curious, that Middle-Age Catholicism was 

bolished, so far as Acts of Parliament could abolish 
, before Shakespeare, the noblest product of it, made 
is appearance. He did make his appearance never-
eless. Nature at her. own time. with Catholicism 
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or what else might be necessary, sent him forth 
taking small thought of Acts of Parliament. KillE 
Henrys, Queen-Elizabeths go their way; and Natw 
too goes hers. Acts of Parliament, on the whole, at 
small, notwithstanding the noise they make. Wh2 
Act of Parliament, debate at St. Stephens, on til 
hustings or elsewhere, was it that brought th 
Shakespeare into being? No dining at Freemason 
Tavern, opening subscription-lists, selling of share 
and infinite other jangling and true or false endeavou; 
ing! This Elizabethan Era, and all its nobleness an 
blessedness, came without proclamation, preparatio 
of ours. Priceless Shakespeare was the free gift , 
Nature; given altogether silently;-received alt( 
gether silently, as if it had been a thing of litt 
account. And yet,very literally, it is a priceless thinl 
One should look at that side of matters too. 

Of this Shakespeare of ours, perhaps the opinio 
one sometimes hears a little idolatrously expresse 
is, in fact, the right one; I think the best judgemel 
not of this country only, but of Europe at large, 
slowly pointing to the 'conclusion, That Shakespeal 
is the chief of all Poets hitherto; the greatest intellel 
who, in our recorded world, has left record of himse 
in the way of Literature. On the whole, I know n, 
such a power of vision, such a faculty of thought, 
we take all the characters of it, in any other mal 
Such a calmness of depth; placid joyous strengtl 
all things imaged in that great soul of his so tn 
'and clear, as in a tranquil unfathomable sea! It h; 
'been said, that in the constructing of Shakespeare 
Dramas there is, apart' from all other 'faculties' : 
'they are called, an understanding manifested, equ 
,to that in Bacon's Novum Organum. That is true; ar: 
,it is not a truth that strikes every . one. It 'wou: 
become more apparent if we tried, any of uS for hin 

'self, how, out of Shakespeare's dramatic material 
·we could fashion such a result! The built house seen 
;all so fit,-everyway as it should be, as if it came thel 
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Y its own law and the nature of thi~gs,-~e f~rget 
le rude disorderly quarry it was shaped from. The 
ery perfection of the house, as if Nature herself had 
lade it, hides the builder's merit. Perfect, more 
erfect than any other man, we may call Shakespeare 
1 this: he discerns, knows as by instinct, what condi­
on he works under, what his materials are, what hIS 
wn force and its relation to them is . . It is not a 
:ansitory glance of insight that ' will sufPce; it is 
eliberate illumination of the whole matter; it is 
calmly seeing eye; a great intellect, in short. How 
man, of some wide thing that he has witnessed, will 

onstruct a narrative, what kind of picture ,and de­
neation he will give of it,-is the best measure you 
ould get of what intellect is in the man. Which 
ircumstance is vital and shall stand prominent; 
rhich unessential, fit to be suppressed; where is the 
rue beginning, the true sequence and ending? To 
,nd out this, you task the whole force of insight that 
I in the man. He must understand the thing; according 
:> the depth of his understanding, will the fitness of 
.is answer be. You will try him,so. Do~ like join 
:self to like; does the spirit of 'method stir in that 
onfusion, so that its embroilment becomes order? 
Jan' the man'say, Fiat lux, Let thex:e 'b~ light; and out 
.f chaos make a world? Precisely- as 'there is light in 
'Unself, will he accomplis1! this. . , 

Or indeed we may say again, it is in what I called 
'ortrait-painting, delineating of men and things, 
specially of men, that Shakespeare is gr'eat. All the 
;reatness of the than comeS out' decisively here. It is 
mexampled, I think, that calm creative perspicacity 
If Shakespeare. The thing he looks at reveals not this 
Ir that face' of it, but its inmost' heat't and generic 
ecret: it dissolves itself as in light before him, so that 
Ie discerns the perfect structure of it. Creative, we 
aid: poetic creation, what is this . too' but seeing the 
hing sufficiently? ,< The word that will describe the 
hing, follows of itself from such ' clear intense sight 
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of the thing. And is not Shakespeare's moraliry, hi.! 
valour, candour, tolerance, truthfulness; his whole 
victorious strength and greatness, which can triump~ 
over such obstructions, visible there too? Great as the 
world! No twisted, poor convex-concave mirror, reo 
flecting all objects with its own convexities and con· 
cavities; -a perfectly level mirror;-that is to sa) 
withal, if"we will understand it, a man justly relatec 
to all things ?lnd men, a good man. It is truly a lord!) 
spectacle how this great soul takes in all kind! of meI 
and objects, a Falstaff, an Othello, a Juliet, a Coril> 
lanus; sets tliem all forth to us in their round com 
pleteness; loving, just, the equal brother of all 
Novum Organum, and all the intellect you will find it 
Bacon, is of a quite secondary order; earthy, material 
poor in comparison with this. Among modern men 
one finds, in strictness, almost nothing of the same 
rank. Goethe alone, since the days of Shakespeare 
reminds me of it. Of him too you say that he saID the 
ot-Ject; you may lay what he himself says of Shake· 
speare: 'His characters are like watches with dial· 
plates of transparent crystal; they show you the hOUl 
like others, ' and the inward mechanism also is at 
visible.' 

The seeing eye! It is this that discloses the inne] 
harmony of things; what Nature meant, what musica 
idea Nature has wrapped up in these often roug~ 
embodiments. Something she did mean. To the 
seeing eye that something were discernible. Are the) 
base, miserable things? You can laugh over them 
you can weep over them; you can in some way 0] 

other genially relate yourself to them;-you can, a1 

lowest, hold your peace about them, turn away yOUl 
own and others' face from them, till the hour come 
for practically exterminating and extinguishing them. 
At bottom, it is the Poet's first gift, as it is all men's, 
that he' have intellect enough. He will be a Poet iJ 
he have: a Poet in word; or failing that, perhaps stir 
better, a Poet in act. Whether he write at all; and if so, 

I (.... 6-' 
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whether in prose or in verse, will depend ori accidents: 
who knows on what extremely trivial accidents,­
perhaps on his having had a singing-master, on his 

~
eing taught to sing in his boyhood! But the faculty 
hich enables him to discern the inner heart of f 
ings, and the harmony tha't dwells there (for what­
ever exists has a harmony in the heart of it, or it 
ould not hold together and exist), is not the result 
'ham. "' .roden"_ but the gil> or N.tu~ henel'; I 
e primary outfit for a Heroic Man in what sort \ 

oever. To the Poet, as to every other, we say first 
f all, See. If you· cannot do that, it is of no use to 
eep stringing rhymes together, jingling sensibilities 
gainst each other, and name yourself a Poet; there 
s no hope for you. If you can, there is, in prose or 

~
erse, in action or speculation, all manner of hope. 

e crabbed old Schoolmaster used to ask, when they 
rought him a new pupil, 'But are ye sure he's not a 
~unce?'Why, really one might ask the same thing, 
in regard to every man proposed for whatsoever 

~
' unction; and consider it as the one inquiry needful: 

eye sure he's not a dunce? There is, in this world, 
o other entirely fatal person. ,-" 
For, in fact, I say the degree of vision that dwells 

In a man is a correct measure of t~e man. If called 
to define Shakespeare's'faculty, I should say superi~ 
brity of Intellect, and think I had included all undez: 

at. What indeed are faculties? We talk of faculties 
if they were distinct, things separable; as if a man 

ad intellect, imagination, fancy, &c., as he has 
hands, feet and arms: That is a capital error.' Then 
gain, we hear of:a man's 'intellectual nature', and 

of his 'moral nature', a's if these again were divisible, 
nd existed apart. Necessities of lariguage do perhaps 
rescribe such 'forms of utterance; we must speak, I 
m aware, in tha~ way, ifwe are to speak at all. But 
ords ought not to harden into things for· us. It seems· 

o me, our apprehension of this matter is, for inost part, 
dically falsified thereby. We ought to know withal, 
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~nd to keep for ever in mind, that these divisions al 
at botto!ll but names; that man's spiritual nature, tl: 
vital Force which dwells in him, is essentially one al1 
indivisible; that ,what we call imagination, fane 
'understanding, and so forth, are but different figur' 
of the same Power of Insight, all indissolubly COl 
)lected with each other, physiognomically relate< 
that if we knew one of them, we might k]loW all , 
them. Moralityitself, what we call the moral quali: 
of a man, what is this but another side of the one vit 
Force whereby he is and works? All that a man do, 
is physiognomical of him. You may see how a rna 
would fight, . by th~ way in which ,he sings; h 
courage, or want of courage, . is, yisible in the word I 
utters, in the, opinion he. has formed, no less than i 
the stroke he strikes. Heis one; and preaches the san 
Self abroad in all ·these ways. ., 

Without 4ands a man might have feet, and coul 
still walk: but; consider it,-without morality, int( 
lect w!!re impossible for him; a thoroughly immor 
man could not know anything at all! To know a thin 
what we can call knowing, a man must first love tl 
thing, sympathize with it: that is, .be .virtuouslY relat( 
to it.·.If. he have not the justiCe to put down his ovo 
selfishness at every turn, the courage to stand by tl 
dangerous-true at every turn; how shall he .kno\\ 
His virtues, all of them, will lie recorded in his kno'l' 
ledge. Nature, with her truth, reIllains to the bad, I 
the selfish and the pusillanimous for ever a seal( 
book: what such can know of Nature is mean, supe 
ficial, small; for the uses of the day merely.-But dOl 
not the very Fox know something of Nature? Exact! 
so: it knows where the geese lodge! The human Re; 
nard, very frequent everywhere in the world, wh: 
more does he know but this and the like of this? Na' 
it should be considered too; that if the , Fox had TIl 

a certain vulpine moraliry, he could not even kno' 
where the geese were, or get at the geese! Ifhe Spel 

his time in splenetic atrabili:,:r reflections on his ow 
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nisery, his ill usage by Nature, Fortune and other 
floxes, and so forth; and had not courage, prompti­
:ude, practicality, and other suitable vulpine gifts and 
p-aces, he would catch no geese. We may say of the 
l"ox too, that his morality and insight are of the same 
limensions; different faces of the same internal unity 
Jf vulpine life!-These things are worth stating; 
or the contrary of them acts with manifold very 
:mleful perversion, in this time: what limitations, 
nodifications they require, your own candour will 
upply. 
If I say, therefore, that Shakespeare is the greatest of 

:ntellects, I have said all concerning him. But there is 
nore in Shakespeare's intellect than we have yet seen. 
:t is what I call an unconscious intellect; there is more 
rirtue in it than he himself is aware of. Novalis 
)eautifully remarks of him, that those Dramas of his 
Lre Products of Nature too, deep as Nature herself. 
: find a great truth in this saying. Shakespeare's Art 
s not Artifice; the noblest worth of it is not there by 
)lan or precontrivance. It grows up from the deeps of 
'l'ature, through this noble sincere soul, who is a voice 
)f Nature. The latest generations of men will find 
lew meanings in Shakespeare, new elucidations of 
heir own human being; 'new harmonies with the 
nfinite structure of the Universe; concurrences with 
ater ideas, affinities with the higher powers and senses 
)fman.' This well deserves meditating. It is Nature's 
righest award to a true simple great soul, that he 
:et thus to be a part if herself. Such a man's works, 
vhatsoever he with utmost conscious exertion and 
orethought shall accomplish, grow up witha1 uncon­
ciously, from the unknown deeps in him ;-as the oak­
ree grows from the Earth's bosom, as the mountains 
md waters shape themselves; with a· symmetry 
~ounded on Nature's own laws, conformable to all 
['ruth whatsoever. How much in Shakespeare lies 
tid; his sorrows, his silent struggles known to himself; 
nuch that was not known at all, not speakable at. all: 
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like roots, like sap and forces working underground 
Speech is great; but Silence is greater. 

Withal the joyful tranquillity of this man is notable 
I will not blame Dante for his misery: it is as battl 
without victory; but true battle,-the first, indisper 
sable thing. Yet I call Shakespeare greater than Danb 
in that he fought truly, and did conquer. Doubt 
not, he had his own sorrows: those Sonnets of his wi 
even testify expressly in what deep waters he ha 
waded, and swum struggling for his life ;-as wh~ 
man like him ever failed to have to do? It seems to m 
a heedless notion, our common one, that he sat m 
a bird on the bough; and sang forth, free and offham 
never knowing the troubles of other men. Not 90; wit 
no man is it 90. How could a man travel forward frO! 
rustic deer-poaching to such tragedy-writing, and nc 
fall in with sorrows by the way? Or, still better, ho' 
could a man delineate a Hamlet, a Coriolanus, a Mac 
beth, so many suffering heroic hearts, ifhis own heroi 
heart had never suffered ?-And now, in contrast wit 
all this, observe his mirthfulness, his genuine overflov 
ing love of laughter! You would say, in no point doc 
he exaggerate but only in laughter. -Fiery objurgation 
words that pierce and burn, are to be found in Shake 
speare; yet he is always in measure here; never whl 
Johnson would remark as a specially 'good hater 
But his laughter seems to pour from him in floods; II 
heaps all manner of ridiculous nicknames on the bu 
he is bantering, tumbles and tosses him in all sorts e 
horse-play; you would say, roars and laughs. An 
then, if not always the finest, it ' is always a geni: 
laughter. Not at mere weakness, at misery or pover!) 
never. No man who can laugh, what we calliaughinl 
will laugh at these things. It is some poor charactc 
only desiring to laugh, and have the credit of wit, thl 
does so. Laughter means sympathy; good laughter 
not 'the crackling of thorns under the pot'. Even I 

stupidity and pretension this Shakespeare does n( 
lauih otherwise than genially. Dogberry and Verge 
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~
kle our very hearts; and we dismiss them covered 

'th explosions of laughter: but we like the poor 
lows only the better for our laughing; and hope 
ey will get on well there, and continue Presidents of 
e City-watch.-Such laughter, like sunshine on the 

eep sea, is very beautiful to me. 

~ we have no room to speak of Shakespeare's in­
'vidual works; though perhaps there is much still 
aiting to be said on that head. Had we, for instance, 
~l his plays reviewed as Hamlet, in Wilhelm Meister, is! 
~ thing which might, one day, be done. August 
rilhelm Schlegel has a remark on his Historical Plays, 
lenry Fifth and the others, which is worth remember­
~g. He calls them a kind of National Epic. Marl­
iOrough, you recollect, said, he knew no English 
~istory but what he had learned from Shakespeare. 
rhere are really, if we look to it, few as memorable 
~istories; The great salient points are admirably 

~
ized; all rounds itself off, into a kind of rhythmic 
herence; it is, as Schlegel says; epu;;-as indeed all 

elineation by a great thinker will be. ' There are 
ight beautiful things in those Pieces, which indeed 

!gether form one beautiful thing. That battle of 
gincourt strikes me.as one of the most perfect things, 
its sort, we anywhere have of Shakespeare's. The 

escription of the two hosts: the worn-out, jaded 
~nglish; the dread hour; big with destiny, when the 
/attle shall begin; and then that deathless valour: 'Ye 
iood yeomen, whose limbs were made in England!' 
fhere is a noble Patriotism in it,-far other than the 
indifference' you sometimes hear ascribed to Shake­
peare. A true English heart breathes, calm and 
~ong, through the whole business; not boisteroUs, 
Irotrusive; all the better for that. There is a sound in 
t like the ring of steel. This 'man too had a right 
uoke ill him, had it come to that! 

But I will say, of Shakespeare's works generally, 
!hat we have no full impress of him there; even as full 
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as we have of many men. His works are so man 
windows, through which we see a glimpse of the worl 
that was in him. All his works seem, comparativel 
speaking, cursory, imperfect, written under crampin 
circumstances; giving only here and there a note ( 
the full utterance of the man. Passages there are th~ 
come upon you like splendour out of Heaven; burs 
of radiance, illuminating the, very heart of the thin~ 
you say, 'That is true, spoken once and forever; where 
soever and whensoever. there is an open human sou 
that will be recognized as true!' , Such bursts, hov 
ever, make us' feel that the surrounding matter is n( 
radiant; that it is, in part, temporary, conventiona 
Alas, Shakespeare had to write for the Globe Pla~ 
house: his great soul had to crush itself, as it coull 
into that and no other mould. It was with him, thel 
as it is with us all. No man works save under cond 
tions. The sculptor cannot set his. own free Thougl 
before us; but his Thought as he could translate 
into the stone that was given, with the tools that weI 
given. DisJecta membra are all that we find of any Poe 
or of any man.' 

/ 

Whoever looks intelligently at this Shakespeal 
may recognize that he too was a Proplwt, in his wa1 
of an insight analogous to the Prophetic, though 1: 
took it up in another strain. Nature seemed to th 
man also divine; unspeakable, deep as Tophet, big 
as Heaven: 'We are such stuff as Dreams are mad 
of!' That scroll in Westminster Abbey, which fe' 
read with understanding, is of the depth of an 
Seer. But the man sang; did not preach, excel 
musically. We called Dante the melodious Priest ( 
Middle-Age Catholicism. - May we not call Shake 
speare the still more melodious Priest of a true Cathl 
licism, the 'Universal Church' of the Future and ofa 
times? No narrow superstition, harsh asceticism, it 
tolerance, fanatical fierceness or perversion: a Revel~ 
tion, so far as it goes, that such a thousandfold bidde 
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eauty and divineness dwells in all Nature; which let 
II men worship as they can! We may say without 
ffence, that there rises a kind of universal Psalm out 
r this Shakespeare too; not unfit to make itself heard 
mong the still more sacred Psalms. Not in dishar~ 
lony with these, if we understood them, but in 
nison!-I cannot call this Shakespeare a 'Sceptic', 
I some do; his indifference to the creeds and theo­
ogical quarrels of his time misleading them. No: 
either unpatriotic, though · he says little about his 
atriotism; no sceptic, though he says little about hiS 
aith.Such 'indifference' was the fruit of his great­
~ withal: his whole heart was in his own grand 
Ihere of worship (we may call it such); these other 
mtroversies, vitally important to other men, were 
Jt vitaL to him. " . 
But call it worship, . call it what you will, is it not 
right glorious thing and set of things, this that Shake­
leare has brought us? , For myself, I feel that there is 
:tually a kind of sacredness in the fact of such a man 
eing sent into. this Earth;- Is he not an eye to us all; 
blessed heaven-sent Bringer of Light?-And, at 

ottom, was it not perhaps far better that this Shake­
leare, everyway an unconscious man, was conscious of 
:, Heavenly 'message? ' He did not feel, like Maho­
let, because he saw into thoseintemal Splendours, 
lat he specially was the 'Prophet of God': and was he 
:>t greater ,than ' Mahomet in that? ' Greater; and 
lso, if we compute strictly, as we did in Dante's case, 
lore successful. ' It was intrinsically an error that 
otion of Mahomet's, .of his supreme Prophethood; 
Ild has come down to us inextricably involved in 
Tor to this day; dragging along with it such a' coil of 
.bles, impurities, intolerances, as makes it a question­
ble step for me here and now to say, as I have done, 
lat Mahomet was a true Speaker at all, and not 
lther an ambitious charlatan, perversity, and simula­
:urn, no Speaker, but a Babbler! Even in Arabia, as 
compute, Mahomet will have exhausted himself and 
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become obsolete, while this Shakespeare, this DaIl 
may still be young;-while this Shakespeare may st 
pretend to be a Priest of Mankind, of Arabia as 
other places, for unlimited periods to come! COl 
pared with any speaker or singer one knows, ev 
with Aeschylus or Homer, why should he not, f 
veracity and universality, last like them? He is sine, 
as they; reaches deep down like them, to the univer. 
and perennial . . But as for Mahomet, I think it h: 
been better for him not to be so conscious! Alas, po 
Mahomet; all that he was conscious of was a mere errc 
a futility and triviality,-as indeed such ever is. T 
truly great in him too was the unconscious: that: 
was a wild Arab lion of the desert, and did speak a 
with that great thunder-voice of his, not by wor 
which he thought to be great, but by actions, by fo 
ings, by a history which were great! His Koran b 
become a stupid piece of prolix absurdity; we do Il 
believe, like him, that God wrote that! The Grc 
Man here too, as always, is a Force of Nature: Whl 
soever is truly great in him springs up from the : 
articulate deeps. 

d ( I 

Well: this is our poor Warwickshire Peasant, w: 
rose to be Manager of a Playhouse, so that he COli 

live without begging; whom the Earl ofSouthampt, 
cast some kind glances on; whom -Sir Thomas LUI 
many thanks to him, was for sending to the Trea 
mill! We did not account him a god, like Odin, wh 
he dwelt with US;""""70n which point there were much 
be said. But I will say rather, or repeat: In spite 
the sad state Hero-worship now lies in, consider wI 
this Shakespeare has actually become among , 
Which Englishman we ever made, in this land of ou 
which million of Englishmen, would we not give' 
rather than the Stratford Peasant? There is no re 
ment of highest Dignitaries that we would sell him Ii 
He is the grandest thing we have yet done. For 0 

honour among foreign nations, as an ornament to 0 
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~glish Household, what item is there that we would 
lOt surrender rather than him? Consider now, if they 

ed us, Will you give up your Indian Empire or your 
espeare, you English; never have had any Indian 

mpire, or never have had any Shakespeare? Really 
were a grave question. Official persons would 
wer doubtless in official language; but we, for our 

rt too, should not we be forced to answer: Indian 
pire, or no Indian Empire; we cannot do without 
kespeare! Indian Empire will go, at any rate, 
e day; but this Shakespeare does not go, he lasts 

r ever with us; we cannot give up our Shakespeare! 
Nay, apart from spiritualities; and considering him 
erely as a real, marketable, tangibly-useful posses­
on. England, before long, this Island of ours, will 
old but a small fraction of the English: in America, 

New Holland, east and west to the very Antipodes, 
ere will be a Saxondom covering great spaces of the 
lobe. And now, what is it that can keep all these 

ether into virtually one Nation, so that they do not 
lout and fight, but live at peace, in brotherlike 
tercourse, helping one another? This is justly re­
rded as the greatest practical problem, the thing all 
anner of sovereignties and governments are here to 
complish: what is it that will accomplish this? Acts 
Parliament, administrative prime-ministers cannot. 

erica is parted from us, so far as Parliament could 
art it. Call it not fantastic, for there is much reality 

it: Here, I say, is an English King, whom no time 
chance, Parliament or combination of Parliaments, 
n dethrone! This _King Shakespeare, does not he 
ine, in crowned sovereignty, over us all, as the 
blest, gentlest, yet strongest of rallying-signs; inde­

ctible; really more valuable in that point of view, 
an any other means or appliance whatsoeveri' We 
n fancy him as radiant aloft over all the Nations of 
nglishmen, a thousand years hence. From Para­

tta, from New York, wheresoever, under what sort 
Parish-Constable soever, English men and women 
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are, they will say to one another: 'Yes, this Sha. 
speare is ours: we produced him, we speak and thiJ 
by him; we are of one blood and kind with him.' T 
most common-sense politician, too, if he pleases, m 
think of tha t. 

Yes, truly, it is a great thing for a Nation.that 
get an articulate voice; that it produce a man w: 
will speak forth melodiously what the heart of 
means! Italy, for example, poor Italy lies dismel 
bered, scattered asunder, not appearing in any pro! 
color treaty as a unity at all; yet the noble Italy 
actually one: Italy produced its Dante: Italy c 
speak! The Czar of all the Russias, he is strong, wi 
so many bayonets, Cossacks, and cannons: and de 
a great feat in keeping such a tract of Earth politica 
together; but he cannot yet speak. Something grc 
in him, but it is a dumb greatness. He has had 
voice of genius, . to be heard of, all men and tim 
He must learn to speak. He'is a' great dumb mons1 
hitherto. His cannonS and Cossacks will all ha 
rusted into nonentity, while that Dante's voice is s' 
audible. The Nation that has a - Dante is bou 
together as no diunb Russia can be.-We must hI 
end what we had to say of the He.ro-Poet. 



JAMES HEN}tY LEIGH HUNT 

1784-1859 
AN ANSWER TO THE QUESTION 

WHAT IS, POETRY? (1844) 

OETRY, strictly and artisticaliy so called, tha't 
is to say, considered not merely as poetic feeling, 

~iCh is more or less shared by all the world, but as 
e operation of that feeling, such as we see it in the 
et's book, is the utterance of a passion for truth, 

Eauty, and power, embodying and illustrating its 
iOl:cep~ons by imagination, a~d ~ancy, 'and ,mpd~­
tmg Its language on the prmclple of vanety In 

niformity. Its means are whatever the , universe 
ontains; and its ends" pleasure and exaltation. 
oetry stands between nature and convention, 
eeping alive among us the enjoyment of the external 

d the spiritual world: it has constituted the most 
during fame of nations; and, next to Love and 

eauty, which are'its parents, is the greatest proof to 
nan of the pleasure to be found in' all things, and of 

e probable riches of infinitude. . ' 
Poetry is a passion,· because it seeks the deepest 
pressions; and because it must undergo, in order 
convey, them. . . , 
It is a passion for' truth, because without truth the 
pression would be false or defective. , 
It is a passion for 'beauty, because its office 'is to 
alt and refine by means of pleasure, and because 

eauty is nothing but the loveliest form of pleasure. 
It is a passion for power, because power is' impres-

on triumphant, whether over the poet; as desired by 
. elf, or over the' reader, as affected by the poet. ' , , . . 

, I Passio, suffering in a good sense,-ardent subjection 
f one's-self to emotion. "" '. r.\ ' 
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It embodies and illustrates its impressions 1 

imagination, or images of the objects of which 
treats, and other images brought in to throw light; 
those objects, in order that it may enjoy and imp. 
the feeling of their truth in its utmost conviction al 
affluence. 

It illustrates them by fancy, which is a lighter pI 
of imagination, or the feeling of analogy coming she 
of seriousness, in order that it may laugh with what 
loves, and show how it can decorate it with fai 
ornament. 

It modulates what it utters, because in running t 
whole round of beauty it must needs include beau 
of sound; and because, in the height of its enjoymel 
it must show the perfection of its triumph, and rna 
difficulty itself become part of its facility and joy. 

And lastly, Poetry shapes this modulation in 
uniformity for its outline, and variety for its par 
because it thus realizes the last idea of beauty its~ 
which includes the charm of diversity within t 
flowing round of habit and ease. 

Poetry is imaginative passion. The quickest al 
subtlest test of the possession of its essence is in expre 
sion; the variety of things to be expressed shows t 
amount of its resources; and the continuity of the so: 
completes the evidence of its strength and greatne 
He who has thought, feeling, expression, imaginatic 
action, character, and continuity, all in the large 
amount and highest degree, is the greatest poet. 

Poetry includes whatsoever of painting can 
made visible to the mind's eye, and whatsoever 
music can be conveyed by sound and proporti; 
without singing or instrumentation. But it far Sl 

passes those divine arts in suggestiveness, range, al 
intellectual wealth;-the first, in expression 
thought, combination of images, and the triuml 
over space and time; the second, in all that can 
done by speech, apart from the tones and modul 
tions of pure sound. Painting and music, howev; 
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nclude all those portions of the gift of poetry that 
:an be expressed and heightened by the visible and 
nelodious. Painting, in a certain apparent manner, 
I things themselves; music, in a certain audible 
nanner, is their very emotion and grace., Music and 
lainting are proud to be related to poetry, and poetry 
oves and is proud of them. 

Poetry begins where matter of fact or of science 
:eases to be merely such, and, to exhibit a further 
ruth; that is to say, the connexion it has with the 
vorld of emotion, and its power to produce imagina­
ive pleasure. Inquiring of a gardener, for instance, 
vhat flower it is we see yonder, he answers, 'a lily'. 
rhis is matter of fact. The botanist P,fonounces it to 
)e of the order of 'Hexandria Monogynia'. This is 
natter of science. It is the 'lady' of the garden, says 
ipenser; and here we begin to have a poetical sense of 
ts fairness and grace. ,It is 

The plant and flower of light, 
• ' "I 

ays Ben Jonson; and poetry then shows us the 
)eauty of the flower in all its mystery and splen-
lour. - , 

If it be asked, how we know perceptions like these 
:0 be true, the answer is, by the fact of their existence 
-by the consent and delight of poetic readers. And 
is feeling is the earliest teacher, and, perception the 
)DIy final proof, of things the most demonstrable by 
lcience, so the remotest imaginations of the poets may 
lften be found to have the closest connexion with 
natter of fact; perhaps might always 'be so, if the 
lubtlety of our perceptions were a match for the 
:auses of them. Consider this image ofBenJonson's­
If a lily being the flower of light. Light, undecom­
Josed, is white; and as the lily is white, and light is 
""hite, and whiteness itself is nothing but light, the 
:wo things, so far, are not merely similar, but 
:den tical. A poet might add, by an analogy drawn 
rom the connexion of light and colour, ~at there is a 
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'g;rden dawn' issuing o{;t of the white lily, in the ri 
yellow of the stamens. I have no desire to push tI 
similarity farther than it may be worth. Enough l: 
been stated to show that, in poetical as in ott 
analogies, 'the same feet of Nature', as Bacon sa' 
may be seen 'treading in different paths'; and tt 
the most scornful, that is to say, dullest disciple 
fact, should be cautious how he betrays the shallo 
ness of his philosophy by discerning no poetry in 
depths. 

But the poet is far from dealing only with the 
subtle and analogical truths. Truth of every ld 
belongs to him, provided it can bud into any kind 
beauty, or is capable of being illustrated and il 
pressed by the poetic faculty. Nay, the simplest tru 
is often so beautiful and impressive of itself, that one 
the greatest proofs of his genius consists in his leavi 
it to stand alone, illustrated by nothing but the lig 
of its own tears or smiles, its own wonder, migl 
or playfulness. Hence the complete effect of rna 
a simple passage in our old English 'ballads a 
romances, and of the passionate sincerity in geneJ 
of the greatest early poets, such as Homer al 
Chaucer, who flourished before the existence of 
'literary world', and were not perplexed by a he 
of notions and opinions, or by doubts how emoti 
ought to be expressed. The greatest of their succesS( 
never write equally to the purpose, except when th 
can dismiss everything from their minds but the Ii 
simple truth. In the beautiful poem of Sir Eger, ' 
Graham and Sir Gray-Steel (see it in Ellis's Specimens, 
Laing's Early Metrical. Tales), a knight thinks hiros, 
disgraced in the eyes of his mistress:-

Sir Eger said, 'If it be so, 
Then wot I well I must forgo , 

-f Love-liking, and manhood, all clean!' 
The water rush'd oui Q/ his een1r ,. 

Sir Gray-Steel is 'killed: 
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Gray-Steel into his death thus thraws· 
He walters' and th4 grass up draws; 

A little while then lay h4 still 
(Friends that him saw, liked full ill) 
And bled into his amwur bright. 

!Z59 

The abode of Chaucer's Reeve, or Steward, in the 
':anteThury Tales, is painted in two lines, which nobody 
ver wished longer: , J 

His wonning3 was full fair upon an heath, 
With greeny trees yshadowed was his place. 

Every one knows the words of Lear, 'most matter­
(-fact, most melancholy.' 

Pray, do not mock me; 
I am a very foolish fond old man, 
Fourscore and upwards: 
Not an hour more, nor less; and, to deal plainly, 

, I fear I , am not in my perfect mind. 

It is thus, by exquisite pertinence, melody, and the 
nplied power of writing with exuberance, ifneed be, 
1at beauty and truth become identical in poetry, 
nd that pleasure, or at the very worst, a b~m in our 
:ars, is drawn out of pain. , 'I 
It is a great and rare thing, and shows a, lovely 

nagination, when the poet can write a commentary, 
! it were, of his own, on such sufficing passages of 
ature, and be thanked for the addition. There is 
n instance of this kind in Warner, an old Elizabethan 
oet, than which I know nothing sweeter in the world. 
[e is speaking of Fair Rosamond, and of a blow 
iven her by Queen Eleanor. 

With that she dash'd her on the lips, 
So dyed double red: 

Hard was the h4art that gave 1h4 blow, 
Soft were those lips that bled. 

Ther.e are different kinds and degrees!Jf inlagina-
I throes? & weiters,-'-throws himSelf about. " 

.. ., a dwelling. ~ '" , 



HUNT 
tion, some of them necessary to the formation of ever 
true poet, and all of them possessed by the greates 
Perhaps they may be enumerated as follows:-Firs' 
that which presents to the mind any object or cil 
cumstance in every-day life; as when we imagin 
a man holding a sword, or looking out ofa window;­
Second, that which presents real, but not every-da 
circumstances; as King Alfred tending the loaves, c 
Sir Philip Sidney giving up the water to the dyin 
soldier;-Third, that which combines character an 
events directly imitated from real life, with imitativ 
realities of its own invention; as the probable pari 
of the histories of Priam and Macbeth, or what rna 
be called natural fiction as distinguished from SUpel 
natural;-Fourth, that which conjures up things an 
events not to be found in nature; as Homer's god 
and Shakespeare's witches, enchanted horses an 
spears, Ariosto's hippogriff, &c. ;-Fifth, that whicl 
in order to illustrate or aggravate one image, intr< 
duces another; sometimes in simile, as when Hom{ 
compares Apollo descending in his wrath at noon-da 
to the coming of night-time: sometimes in metaphol 
or simile comprised in a word, as in Milton's 'mote 
that people the sunbeams'; sometimes in concentratin 
into a word the main history of any person or thin~ 
past or even future, as in the 'starry Galileo' of Byror 
and that ghastly foregone conclusion of the epithc 
'murdered' applied to the yet living victim in Keats 
story from Boccaccio,-

So the two brothers and their mUTder'd man 
Rode towards fair Florence;-

sometimes in the attribution of a certain representa 
tive quality which makes one circumstance stand fo 
others; as in Milton's grey-fly winding its 'sultry horn' 
which epithet contains the heat of a summer's day;­
Sixth, that which reverses this process, and makes ; 
variety of circumstances take colour from one, lik 
nature seen with jaundiced or glad eyes, or under th 
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influence of storm or sunshine; as when in Lycidas, 
or the Greek pastoral poets, the flowers and the flocks 
are made to sympathize with a man's death; or, in 
the Italian poet, the river flowing by the sleeping 
Angelica seems talking of love-

Parea che l'erba Ie fiorisse intorno, 
E d' amor ragionasse quella riva! 

Orlando innamorato, Canto iii. 
or in the voluptuous homage paid to the sleeping 
Imogen by the very light in the chamber, and the re­
action of her own beauty upon itself; or in the 'witch 
element' of the tragedy of Macbeth and the May­
day night of Faust;-Seventh, and last, that which 
by a single expression, apparently of the vaguest 
kind, not only meets but surpasses in its effect the 
extremest force of the most particular description; 
as in that exquisite passage of Coleridge's Christabel, 
where the unsuspecting object of the witch's malignity 
is bidden to go to bed: 

Quoth Christabel, So let it be! 
And as the lady bade, did she. 
Her gentle limbs did she undress, 
And lay down in her loveliness;-

a perfect verse surely, both for feeling and music. 
The very smoothness and gentleness of the limbs is in 
the series of the letter l's. 

I am aware of nothing of the kind surpassing that 
most lovely inclusion of physical beauty in moral, 
neither can I call to mind any instances of the 
imagination that turns accompaniments into acces­
sories, superior to those I have alluded to. Of the 
class of comparison, one of the most touching (many 
a tear must it have drawn from parents and lovers) 
is in a stanza which has been copied into the Friar of 
Orders Grey, out of Beaumont and Fletcher: 

Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 
Thy sorrow is in vain; 

For violets pluck'd the sweetest showers 
Will ne'er make grow again. 
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And Shakespeare and Milton abound in the vel 
grandest; such as Antony's likening his changir 
fortunes to the cloud-rack; Lear's appeal to the oj 
age of the heavens; Satan's appearance in the horizol 

' like a fleet 'hanging in the clouds'; and the con 
parisons of him with the comet and the eclips 
Nor unworthy of this glorious company, for i 
extraordinary combination of delicacy and vastn~ 
is that enchanting one of Shelley's in the Adonais: 

Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass, 
Stains the white radiance of eternity. 

I multiply these particulars in order to impress up<: 
the reader's mind the great importance of imagin: 
tion in all its phases, as a constituent part of tl 
highest poetic faculty. . . 

The happiest instance I .remember of imaginati, 
metaphor, is Shakespeare's moonlight 'sleeping' c 
a bank; but half his poetry may be said to be mac 
up of it, metaphor indeed being the common coin· 
discourse. Of imaginary creatures, none out of tl 
pale of mythology and the East are equal, perhap 
in point of invention, to Shakespeare's Ariel aI: 
Caliban; though poetry may grudge to prose the eli 
covery of a Winged Woman, especially such as sl 
has been described by her inventor in the story . 
Peter Wilkins; and in point of treatment, the Mammc 
and Jealousy of Spenser, some of the monsters I 

Dante, particularly his Nimrod, his interchangemen 
of creatures into one another, and (if I am nl 
presumptuous in anticipating what I think will I 
the verdict of posterity) the Witch in Coleridgf 
Christabel, may rank even with the creations I 

Shakespeare. It may be doubted, indeed, wheth, 
Shakespeare had bile and nightmare enough in hil 
to have thought of such detestable horrors as tho: 
of the interchanging adversaries (now serpent, no 
man), or even of the huge, half-blockish enormil 
of Nimrod,-in Scripture, the 'mighty hunter' all 
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uilder of the tower of Babe1,-in Dante, a tower of a 
ran in his own person, standing with some of his 
1rother giants up to the middle in a pit in hell, blowing 
f horn to which a thunderclap is a whisper, and 
lallooing after Dante and his guide in the jargon 

~I f a lost , tongue! The transformations are too odious 
quote: but of the towering giant we cannot refuse 

,urselves the 'fearful joy' of a specimen. It was twi­
~?ht, Dante tells us, and he and his guide Virgil were 
fently pacing through one of th,e dreariest regions of 
ell, when the sound of a tremendous hom made him 
m all his' attention to the spot from which it came. 
e there discovered through the dusk, .what seemed 
be the towers of a city. Those are no towers, said 

is guide; they are giants, standing up to the middle 
one of these circular pits: 

I look'd again; and as th~ eye makes fout, 
By little and little, what the mist conceal'd 
In which, till clearing up, the sky was steep'd; 
So, looming through the gross and darksome air, 
As we drew nigh, those mighty bulks grew plain, 
And error quitted me, and terror join'd: 
For in like manner as all round its height 
Montereggione crowns itself with towers, . 
So tower'd above the circuit of that pit, 
Though but half out of it, and half within, 
The horrible giants that fought Jove, and still 
Are threaten'd when he thunders. As we near'd 
The foremost, I discern'd his mighty face, 
His shoulders, breast, and more than half his trunk, 
With both the arms down hanging by the sides. 
His face appear'd to me, in length and breadth, 
Huge as St. Peter's pinnacle at Rome, 
And of a like proportion all his bones. 
He open'd; as we went, his dreadful mouth, 
Fit for no sweeter psalmody; and shouted 
Mter us, in the words of some strange tongue, 
Rarel ma-ee amech zabee almee!-
'Dull wretch!' my leader cried, 'keep to thine horn, 
And so vent better whatsoever rage 
Or other passion stuff thee. Feel thy throat " 
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And find the chain upon thee, thou confusion! 
Lo! what a hoop is clench'd about thy gorge.' 
Then turning to myself, he said, 'His howl 
Is its own mockery. This is Nimrod, he 
Through whose ill thought it was that humankind 
Were tongue-confounded. Pass him, and say nought: 
For as he speaketh language known of none, 
So none can speak save jargon to himself.' 

Inferno, Canto xxxi, ver. 3, 

Assuredly it could not have been easy to find 
fiction so uncouthly terrible as this in the hype 
chondria of Hamlet. Even his father had evidentl 
seen no such ghost in the other world. All h 
phantoms were in the world he had left. Timon, Lea 
Richard, Brutus, Prospero, Macbeth himself, nor 
of Shakespeare's men had, in fact, any thought bl 
of the earth they lived on, whatever supernatur: 
fancy crossed them. The thing fancied was still 
thing of this world, 'in its habit as it lived,' or [ 
remoter acquaintance than a witch or a fairy. I 
lowest depths (unless Dante suggested them) wei 
the cellars under the stage. Caliban himself is a eros 
breed between a witch and a clown. No offence I 
Shakespeare; who was not bound to be the greate 
of healthy poets, and to have every morbid inspir: 
tion besides. What he might have done, had he s, 
his wits to compete with Dante, I know not: all 
know is, that in the infernal line he did nothing iii 
him; and it is not to be wished he had. It is far bett. 
that, as a higher, more universal, and more beneficel 
variety of the genus Poet, he should have been d 
happier man he was, and left us the plump cheel 
on his monument, instead of the, carking visage ' 
the great, but over-serious, and comparatively on 
sided Florentine. Even the imagination of Spense 
whom we take to have been a 'nervous gentIemal 
compared with Shakespeare, was visited with no SU( 

dreams as Dante. Or, if it was, he did not choo: 
to make himself thinner (as Dante says he did) wil 
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dwelling upon them. He had twenty visions of 
nymphs and bowers, to one of the mud of Tartarus. 
Chaucer, for all he was 'a man of this world' as well 
lis the poets' world, and as great, perhaps a greater 
enemy of oppression than Dante, besides being one 
~f the profoundest masters of pathos that ever lived, 

~
d not the heart to conclude the story of the 

. hed father and his children, as finished by the 
exorable anti-Pisano But enough of Dante in this 

lace. Hobbes, in order to daunt the reader · from 

E
decting to his friend Davenant's want of invention, 
ys of these fabulous creations in general, in his 
tter prefixed to the poem of Gondibert, that 'im­
netrable armours, enchanted castles, invulnerable 

Podies, iron men, flying horses, and a thousand other' 
,uch things, are easily feigned by them that dare'. 
fhese are girds at Spenser and Ariosto. But, with leave 
~f Hobbes (who translated Homer as if on purpose 
to show what execrable verses could be written by a 
~hilosopher), enchanted castles and flying horses are 
~~t easily feigned as Ariosto and Spenser feigned them; 
rn~d that just makes all the difference. For proof, see 
f?e accounts of Spenser's enchanted castle in Book 
the Third, Canto Twelfth, of the Faerie Q.ueene;' and 
let the reader of I talian open the Orlando Furioso at its 
first introduction of the Hippogriff (Canto iii, st. 4), 
I here Bradamante, coming to an inn, hears a great 
oise, and sees all the people looking up at something' 

the air; upon which, looking up herself, she sees a 
ight in shining armour riding towards the sunset 

pon a creature with variegated wings, and then 
, ipping and disappearing among the hills. Chaucer's 

ed of brass, that was , ' 
So horsly and so quick of eye, 

copied from the life. You might pat him and feel 
. brazen muscles: Hobbes, in objecting to what 
e thought childish, made a childish mistake. His 

. 'ticism is just such as a boy might pique him~elf 
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upon, who was educated on mechanical principle! 
and thought he had outgrown his Goody TW(J 
shoes. With a wonderful dimness of discernment i; 
poetic matters, considering his acuteness in othen 
he fancies he has settled the question by pronouncin 
such creations 'impossible'l To the brazier they ar 
impossible, no ' doubt; but not to the poet. Thei 
possibility, if the poet wills it, is to be conceded 
the - problem is, the creature being given, how t 
square its actions with probability, according to th 
nature assumed of it. Hobbes did not see, that th 
skill and beauty of these fictions lay in bringing ther 
within those very regions of truth and likelihood i 
~hich he thought th!,!y could not exist. Hence th 
serpent Python of.Chaucer, 
.'r " sleeping'againSt the sun upon aday, 

when Apollo slew -him. Hence the chariot-drawin 
dolphins of Spenser, softly swimming along the shor 
lest they should hurt themselves against the stom 
and gravel. Hence Shakespeare's Ariel, living unde 
blossoms, and, r~ding at evening on the bat; and b: 
domestic namesake in the Rape of the Lock (the imagin2 
tion of the drawing-room) saving a lady's petticm 
from the coffee with his plumes, and directing atoII 
of snuff into a coxcomb's nose. In the Orlando FurW! 
(Canto xv, st. 65) is a wild story of a cannibal necre 
mancer, who laughs at being cut to pieces, comin 
together again like ,quicksilver, and picking up h 
head when it is cut off, sometimes by the hair, sam! 
times by the nose! This, which would be purd 
childish and ridiculous in the hands of an inferior poe 
becomes interesting, nay grand, in Ariosto's, from th 
beauties of his style, and its conditional truth t 
nature. The monster has a fated hair on his head, ... 
a single hair,---:-which must be taken from it befo. 
he can be killed. De~apitation itself is of no cons 
quence, without that proviso. The Paladin Astolfl 
who has fought this phenomenon on ho~eback, an 
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succeeded in getting the head and galloping off wjth 
it, is therefore still at a loss what to be at. How is he 
to discover such a needle in such a bottle of hay? 
The trunk is spurring after him to recover it, and he 
seeks for some evidence of the hair in vain. At length 
he bethinks him of scalping the head. He does so; and 
the moment the operation arrives.at the place of the 
hair, theface of the head becomes pale, the eyes ,tum in their 
sockets, and the lifeless pursuer tumbles' Jrom his 
horse.· 

Then grew the visage pale, and ~eadly wet; 
The eyes turn'd in their sockets, drearily; 
And all things show'd the villain's sun. was set. 
His trunk that was in chase, fell from its horse, 
And giving the last shudder, was a corse. 

, . I 

It is thus, and thus only, by making Nature his 
companion wherever he goes, even ,in the most 
~upernatural region, that the poet, in the words of a 
very instructive phrase, takes the world along with 
him. It is true, he must not (as ~he Platonists 'Vould 
say) humanize weakly or mistakenly in that region; 
otherwise he runs the chance .of forgetting to be true 
to the supernatural itself, and so betraying a want of 
imagination from that quarter. His nymphs,will have 
nl) taste of' their woods and waters; his gods and 
goddesses be only so many fair or frowning ladies and 
gentlemen, such as we see in ordinary paintings; he 
will be in no danger of having his angels likened to a 
sort of wild-fowl, as Rembrandt has made them in his 
Jacob's Dream. His Bacchuses will never remind us, 
like Titian's, of the force and fury, as well as of the 
graces, of wine. His Jupiter will reduce no females to 
ashes; his fairies be nothing fantastical; his gnomes 
not 'of the earth, earthy'. And this again will be 
wanting to Nature; for it will be wanting to the 
supernatural, as Nature would ha'[e made it, working 
in a supernatural direction. Nevertheless, the poet, 
even for imagination's sake, must not become a bigot 
to imaginative truth, dragging it down into the region 
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of the mechanical and the limited, and losing sight 
its paramount privilege, which is to make beauty, i 
a human sense, the lady and queen of the univers 
He would gain nothing by making his ocean-nymp 
mere fishy creatures, upon the plea that such onI 
could live in the water: his wood-nymphs with fac 
of knotted oak: his angels without breath and son 
because no lungs could exist between the earth'. 
atmosphere and the empyrean. The Grecian ten 
dency in this respect is safer than the Gothic; nay. 
more imaginative; for it enables us to imagine 
heyond imagination, and to bring all things healthil, 
round to their only present final ground of sympathy] 
-the human. When we go to heaven, we may ideal 
ize in a superhuman mode, and have aitogethe 
different notions of the beautiful: but till then w( 
must be content with the loveliest capabilities of eart1l 
The sea-nymphs of Greece were still beautiful women, 
though they lived in the water. The gills and fins oj 
the ocean's natural inhabitants were confined to theiJ 
lowest semi-human atte~dants: or if Triton himse~ 
was not quite human, it was because he represented 
the fiercer part of the vitality of the seas, as they did 
the fairer. 

To conclude this part of my subject, I will quot( 
from the greatest of all narrative writers two passages; 
--one exemplifying the imagination which bring! 
supernatural things to bear on earthly, without con· 
founding them; the other, that which paints event! 
and circumstances after real life. The first is when 
Achilles, who has long absented himself from th( 
conflict between his countrymen and the Trojans, 
has had a message from heaven bidding him reappeal 
in the enemy's sight, standing outside the camp-waU 
upon the trench, but doing nothing more; that is to 
say, taking no part in the fight. He is simply to be 
seen. The two armies down by the sea-side are con­
tending which shall possess the body of Patroclusj 
and the mere sight of the dreadful Grecian chief-
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IUpernaturalIy indeed impressed upon them, in order 
:hat nothing may be wanting to the full effect of his 
:ourage and conduct upon courageous men-is to 
ietermine the question. We are to imagine a slope 
)f ground towards the sea, in order to elevate the 
:rench; the camp is solitary; the battle ('a dreadful 
:oar of men,' as Homer calls it) is raging on the sea­
ihore; and the goddess Iris has just delivered her 
nessage, and disappeared. 

But up Achilles rose, the lov'd of heaven; 
And Pallas on his mighty shoulders cast , • 
The shield of Jove; and round about his, ht;ad 
She put the glory of a golden mist, 
From which there burnt a fiery-flaming light. 
And as, when smoke goes heavenward from a town. 
In some far island which its foes besiege, 
Who all day long with dreadful marti<i.lness 
Have pour'd from their own town; soon as the sun 
Has set, thick lifted fires are visible, ' , 
Which, rushing upward, make a light in the sky, 
And let the neighbours know, who may perhaps 
Bring help across the sea; so from the head 
Of great Achilles went up an effulgence: J 

, . ' 

Upon the trench he stood, without the wall, 
But mix'd not with the Greeks, for he rever'd 
His mother's word; and so, thus standing there, 
He shouted; and Minerva, to his shout, 
Added a dreadful cry; and there arose , 
Among the Trojans an unspeakable tumult. 
And as the clear voice of a trumpet, blown 
Against a town by spirit-withering foes, 
So sprang the clear voice of Aeacides. 
And when they heard the brazen cry, their hearts 
Allleap'd within them; and the proud-maned horses 
Ran with the chariots round, for they foresaw 
Calamity; and the charioteers were smitten, 
When they beheld the ever-active fire 
Upon the dreadful head of the great-minded one 
Burning; for bright-eyed Pallas made it burn. 
Thrice o'er the trench divine Achilles shouted; 
And thrice the Trojans and their great allies 
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Roll'd back; and twelve of all their noblest men 
Then perish'd, crush'd by their own arms and chariots. 

Iliad, xviii. 203. 

Of course there is no further question about the bod} 
of Patroclus. It is drawn out of the press, and reo 
ceived by the awful hero with tears. 

The other passage is where Priam, kneeling before 
Achilles, and imploring him to give up the dead body 
of Hector, reminds him of his own father; who, what· 
ever (says the poor old king) may be his troubles witli 
his enemies, has the blessing of knowing that his SOIl 

is still alive, and may daily hope to see him return. 
Achilles, in accordance with the strength and nobl( 
honesty of the passions in those times, weeps aloud 
himself at this appeal, feeling, says Homer, 'desire' 
for his father in his very 'limbs'. He joins in grid 
with the venerable sufferer, and can no longer with· 
stand the look of 'his grey head and his grey chin'. 
Observe the exquisite introduction of this last word. 
It paints the touching fact of the chin's being im· 
ploringly thrown upward by the kneeling old man, 
and the very motion of his beard as he speaks. 

So saying, Mercury 'vanished up to heaven: 
And Priam then alighted from his chariot, 
Leaving Idaeus with it, who remain'd 
Holding the mules and horses; and the old man 
Went straight indoors, where the belov'd of Jove 
Achilles sat, and found him . . In the room 
Were others, but apart; and two alone, 
The hero Automedon, and AIcimus, 
A branch of Mars,. stood by him. They had been 
At meals, and had not yet remov'd the board. 
Great Priam came, without their seeing him, 
And kneeling down, he c1asp'd Achilles' knees, 
And kiss'd those terrible, homicidal hands, 
Which had deprived him of so many sons. 
And as a man who is press'd heavily 
For having slain another, flies away 
To foreign lands, and comes into the house 
Of some great man, and is beheld with wonder, 
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o did Achilles wonder to see Priam; 

d the rest wonder'd, looking at each other. 
ut Priam, praying to him, spoke these words;­

God-like Achilles, think of thine own father! 
o the same age have we both come, the same 
eak pass; and though the neighbouring chiefs may vex 
im also, and his borders find no help, 
et when he hears that thou art still alive, 
e gladdens inwardly, and daily hopes 

':0 see his dear son coming back from Troy. 
~ut I, bereav'd old Priam! I had once 

~
rave sons in Troy, and now I cannot say 
hat one is left me. Fifty children had I, "-
~hen the Greeks came; nineteen were of one womb; , 
~ ne rest my women bore me in my house. 
~e knees of many of these fierce Mars has loosen'd; 
~nd he who had no peer,. Troy's prop and theirs, • 
flim hast thou kill'd now, fighting for his country, 
flector; and for his sake am I come here 
J'o ransom him, bringing a countless ransom. 
But thou, Achilles, fear the gods, and think 

f thine own father, and have mercy on me: 
or I am much more wretched, and have borne 

at never mortal bore, I think on earth, 
fo lift unto my lips the hand of him 

ho slew·my boys.' 
He ceased; and there arose 

~harp longing in Achilles for his father; 
~d taking Priam by the hand, he gently 
~ut him away; for ·both shed tears to think 
Df other times; the one most bitter ones 
For Hector, and with wilful wretchedness 
~ay right before Achilles: and the other, 
~or his own father now, and now his friend; 
~d the whole house might hear them as they moan'd. 
~ut when divine Achilles had refresh'd 
fIis soul with tears, and sharp desire had left 
lis heart and limbs, he got up from his throne, 
~d rais'd the old man by the hand, and took 
~ity on his grey head and his grey chin. 

• Iliad, xxiv. 468. 
o lovely and im~ortal privilege of genius! that 

:an stretch its hand out of the wastes of time, 
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thousands of years back, and touch our eyelids with 
tears. In these passages there is not a word which. 
man of the most matter-of-fact understanding mighl 
not have written, if he had thought if it. But in poetry, 
feeling and imagination are necessary to the percep­
tion and presentation even of matters of fact. They, 
and they only, see what is proper to be told, and wha1 
to be kept back; what is pertinent, affecting, ant 
essential. Without feeling, there is a want of delicaq 
and distinction; without ' imagination, there is nc 
true embodiment. In poets, even good of their kind 
but without a genius for narration, the action woule 
have been encumbered or diverted with ingenioUl 
mistakes. The over-contemplative would have giver 
us too many remarks; the over-lyrical, a style toe 
much carried away; the over-fanciful, conceits anc 
too many similes; the unimagina tive, the facts wi thou 
the feeling, -and not even those. We should have beeI 
told nothing of the 'grey chin', of the house hearin! 
them as they moaned; or of Achilles gently puttinl 
the old man aside; much less of that yearning for hi 
father, which made the hero tremble in every limb 
Writers without the greatest passion and power de 
not feel in this way, nor are capable of expressing th, 
feeling; though there is enough sensibility am 
imagination all over the world to enable mankind te 
be moved by it, when the poet strikes his truth inti 
their hearts. 

The reverse of imagination is exhibited in purl 
absence of ideas, in commonplaces, and, above all 
in conventional metaphor, or such images and thei 
phraseology as have become the common properr 
of discourse and writing. Addison's Galo is full a 
them. 

Passion unpitied and successless love 
Plant daggers in my breast. 
I've sounded my Numidians, man by man, 
And find them ripe for a revolt. 
The virtuous Marcia towers above her sex. 
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)fthe same kind is his 'courting the yoke'-'distract­
ng my very heart'-'calling up all' one's 'father' in 
me's soul-'working every nerve'-'copying a bright 
:xample'; in short, the whole play, relieved now and 
hen with a smart sentence or turn of words. The 
ollowing is a pregnant example of plagiarism and 
veak writing. It is from another tragedy of Addison's 
ime-the Mariamne of Fenton: 

Mariamne, with superior charms, 
Triumphs o'er reason; in her looks she bears 
A paradise of ever-blooming sweets; 
Fair as the first idea beauty prints 
In the young lover's soul; a winning grace 
Guides every gesture, and obsequious love 
Attends on all her steps. 

'Triumphing o'er reason' is an old acquaintance of 
:verybody's. 'Paradise in her look' is from the Italian 
>oets through Dryden. 'Fair as the first idea', &c., is 
rom Milton, spoilt;-'winning grace' and 'steps' from 
v1ilton and Tibullus, both spoilt. Whenever beauties 
Lre stolen by such a writer, they are sure to be spoilt: 
ust as when a great writer borrows, he improves. 

To come now to Fancy,-she is a younger sister 
.f Imagination, without the other's weight of thought 
md feeling. Imagination indeed, purely so called, is 
Lll feeling; the feeling of the subtlest and most affect­
ng analogies; the perception of sympathies in the 
latures of things, or in their popular attributes. Fancy 
! a sporting with their resemblance, real or supposed, 
md with airy and fantastical creations. 

-Rouse yoursc::lf;and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop/rom the lion's mane, 
Be shook to air. Troilus and Cressida, Act iii, sc. 3. 

rhat is imagination;-the strong mind sympathizing 
vith the strong beast, and the weak love identified with 
he weak dew-drop. 

Oh!-and I forsooth 
In love! I that have been love's whip! 
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. A very headle w a hU11Ulrous sigh!-
A domineering pedant o'er the boy,-
This whimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy, 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf; Dan Cupid, 
lUgent Q/ Iove-rhymtS, lord Q/ folded arms, 
The anointed sovereign Q/ sighs and groans, &c. 

Love's Lobour 's Lost, Act iii, sc. I 

That is fancy;-a combination of images not in th 
nature connected, or brought together by the feeli 
but by the will and pleasure; and having just enou 
hold of analogy to betray it into the hands of 
smiling subjector. 

Silent icicles 
QuietlY shining to the quiet moon. 

Coleridge's Frost at Midnight. 

That, again, is imagination;-analogical sympa 
'and exquisite of its kind it is. 

'You are now sailed into the north Q/ my lady's opin' 
where you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman's bea: 
unless you do redeem it by some laudable attempt.' 

Twelfth Night, Act iii, sc. 2. 

And that is fancy;-one image capriciously suggestl 
by another, and but half connected with the subje 
of discourse; nay, half opposed to it; for in the gaie 
of the speaker's animal spirits, the 'Dutchman's bear 
is made to represent the lady! 

Imagination belongs to Tragedy, . or the serio 
muse; Fancy to the comic. Macbeth, Lear, Parad, 

, Lost, the poem of Dante, are full of imagination: tl 
Midsummer Night's Dream and the Rape of the Lock, 
fancy: Romeo and Juliet, the Tempest, the Faerie Quee~ 
and the Orlando Furioso of both. The terms we 
formerly identical, or used 'as such; and neither 
the best that might be found.\: The term Imaginatic 
is too confined: often too mat~rial. It presents t( 
invariably the idea of a solid body;-of 'images' i 
the sense of the plaster-cast cry about the street 
Fancy, on the other hand, while it means nothing b1 
a spiritual imqge or apparition (f/la.VTau",a; appearano 



WHAT IS POETRY? 275 ' 
Iantom) , has rarely that freedom from visibility which ! 
one of the highest privileges of imagination. Viola, 

I T we{fth Night, speaking of some beautiful music, 
.ys: - ) 

It gives a very echo to the seat J I 

Where Love is throned. 
1 this charming thought, fancy and imagination are · 
1mbined; yet the fancy, the assumption of Love's 
tting on a throne, is the image of a solid body; while ) 
Ie imagination, the sense of sympathy between the 
lossion of love and impassioned music, presents us no 
J.age at all. Some new term is wanting to express 
Ie more spiritual sympathies of what is called 
nagination. · L l' 

One of the teachers ofImagination is Melancholy; 
Id like Melancholy, as Albert Diirer has painted her, . 
Ie looks out among the stars, and is busied with 
dritual affinities and the mysteries of the universe. 
loncy turns her sister's wizard instruments into toys. 
le takes a telescope in her hand,' and puts a mimic 
ar on her forehead, and sallies forth as an emblem 
. astronomy. Her tendency is to the child-like and 
Jortive. She chases butterflies, while her sister' takes 
ght with angels. She is t~e genius of fairies, of 
Illantries, of fashions; of whatever is quaint and light, 
10WY and capricious; of the poetical part of wit. 
le adds wings and feelings to the images of wit; and 
:lights as much to people nature with smiling ideal 
mpathies, as wit does to bring antipathies together, ) 
Id make them strike light ,on absurdity. Fancy, 
)wever, is not incapable of sympathy with Imagina­
In. She is often found in her company; always, in 
Ie case of the greatest poets; often .in ,that of less, ' 
lough with them she is the greater favourite. Spenser 
is great imagination and fancy too, but more of 1 
Ie latter; Milton both also, the very greatest, but 
ith imagimi.tion predominant; Cnaucer,' the strong­
t imagination of real ' life, beyond any Writers 
1t Homer, Dante, and Shakespeare; and in comic '\ 
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painting inferior to none; Pope has hardly any imagim 
tion, but he has a great deal offancy; Coleridge littl 
fancy, but imagination exquisite. Shakespeare alone 
of all poets that ever lived, enjoyed the regard of hot 
in equal perfection. A whole fairy poem of his wril 
ing [the Oberon-Titania scenes from the Midsummel 
Night's Dream] will be found in the present volume. 
See also his famous description of Queen Mab and he 
equipage, in Romeo and Juliet: 

Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners' legs; 
The cover, of the "wings of grasshoppers: 
Her traces of the smallest spider.'s web; 

r ~::r collars of the moonshine's watery beams, &c. 
That is Fancy, in its playful creativeness. As a sma 
but pretty rival specimen, less known, take the descriI 
tion of a fairy palace from Drayton's Nymphidia: 

This palace standeth in the air, " 
By necromancy placed there, 
That it no tempest needs to fear, 

which way so'er it blow it: 
Arid somewhat southward tow'rd the noon, 
Whence lies a way up to the moon, 
And thence the Fairy can as soon 

Pass to the earth below it. 
The walls of spiders' legs are made, 
Well morticCd and finely laid: 
He was the master of his trade 

It curiously that builded: 
The windows of the eyes of cats: 

(because they see best at night) 
And for 'the roof instead of slats 
Is cover'd with the skins of bats 

~ith moonrhine that are gilded. 

Here also is a fairy bed, very delicate, from the san: 
poet's Muse's Elysium: ' . 

Of lea~es of roses, while and red, 
,Sh.all",be the covering of the bed; 

I Leigh Hunt's Imaginatum and Fancy, or SelectIOns fro 
till. EngZish Poets, 1,844. 
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The curtain~, valiens, ' tester aU; 
Shall be the flower imperial; 
And for the fringe it all along 
With azure hare-bells shall be hung. 
Of lilies shall tM pill~ws be, 
With down stuft qf th4 bu!urjfy. , 3 , , 

)ffancy, so full of gusto as to border on imagination, 
ir John Suckling, in his Ballad on a Wedding, has given 
)me of the most playful and charming specimens in 
le language. They glance like twinkles of the eye, 
r cherries bedewed: 

Her feet beneath her petticoat, 
Like little mice stole in and out; 

As if tMY fear' d th4 light: 
But oh! she dances such a wayl . 
No sun upon an Easter day .) 

Is half so fine a sight. ' • 'I 

t is very daring, and has a sort of playful grandeur, 
) compare a lady's dancing with the sun. But as the 
lD has it all to himself in the heavens, so she, in the 
laze of her beauty, on earth. This is imagination 
lirly displacing fancy. The following has enchanted 
verybody: . 

Her lips were red, and one was thin • 
Compared with that was next her chin, 

Some bee had stung it newlJ· 1 ) 

:very reader has stolen a kiss at that lip, gay or grave. 
With regard to the principle of Variety in Uni­

)rmity by which verse ought to be modulated, and 
neness of irripression diversely produced, it has been 
ontended by some, that Poetry need not be written 
1 verse at all; that prose is as good a medium, pro­
ided poetry be conveyed .through it; and that to 
'link otherwise is to confound letter with spirit, or 
)rm with essence. But the opinion is a prosaical 
listake. Fitness and unfitness for song, or metrical 
xcitement, just make all the 'difference between a 
()etical and prosaical subject; and ' the reason why 
erse is necessary to the form of p<>etry, is, that the 
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perfection of poetical spirit demands it;-that tl 
circle of its enthusiasm, beauty and power, is incor 
plete without it. I do not mean to say that a po 
can never show himself a poet in prose; but th. 
being one, his de.sire and necessity will be to write 
verse; and that, if he were unable to do so, he wou 
not; and could not; deserve his title. Verse to tl 
true poet is no clog. It is idly called a trammel ar 
a difficulty;" It is a help. It springs from the san 
enthusiasm as the rest of his impulses, and is necessa: 
to their satisfaction and effect. Verse is no more 
clog than the condition of rushing upward is a cl, 
to fire, or than the roundness and order of the gl01 
we live on is a clog to the ' freedom and variety th 
abound within its sphere. Verse is no dominat, 
over the poet, except inasmuch as the bond is re< 
procal, and the poet dominates over the verse. Th. 
are ' lovers, r playfully challenging each other's ru1 
and delighted equally to rule and to obey. Verse 
the final proof to the poet that his' mastery over 1 
art is complete. It is the shutting up of his powers 
'measuriful content'; the answer ,of form to his spin 
of strength and ease to his guidance. It is the willi! 
action, the proud and fiery happiness, of the wing( 
steed on whose back he has vaulted, 

To witch the world with wondrous horsemanship. 

Verse, in short, is that finishing, and rounding, ar 
'tuneful planetting' of the poet's creations, which 
produced of necessity by the smooth tendencies 
their energy or inward working, and the harmonio' 
dance into which they are attracted round the 01 

of the beautiful. I Poetry, in its complete sympatl 
with beauty, must, of necessity, leave no sense of tl 
beautiful, and no power over its forms, unmanifeste. 
and verse flows as inevitably from this condition 
its integrity, as other laws of proportion do from aI 
other . kind of embodiment of beauty (say that of tl 
human figure), hoyvever free and .various the mov 
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rnents may be that play within their-limits. What 
p-eat poet ever wrote his poems in prose? or where is 
l good prose poem, of any length, to be found? The 
Joetry of the Bible is understood to be in verse, in the 
)riginal. Mr. Hazlitt has said a good word for those 
Jrose enlargements of some fine old song, which are 
mown by,the name of Ossian; and in passages they 
leserve what he said; but he judiciously abstained 
rom saying anything about the form. Is Gesner's 
fJeath of Abel a poem? or Hervey's Meditations? The 
~ilgrim'i Progress has · been : called one; and, un­
loubtedly, . Bunyan had- a genius ' which tended to 
nake him a poet, and oile of no mean order: and yet · 
t was of as ungenerous and low a sort as was com-\ 
mtible with so lofty an affinity; and this is the reason 
vhy it stopped where it di~. He had a craving after: 
he beautiful, but not enough of it in hims~lf to echo 
o its music. On the other hand, -the possession of 
he beautiful will not be sufficient without force to 
ltter it. The author of Telemachus had a soul full of 
)eauty and tenderness. He was .not a man who, if 
Ie had had a wife and . children, would have run 
.way from them, as Bunyan's hero did, to get a place 
)y himself in heaven. He was 'a little lower than .the 
.ngels', like our own Bishop J ewelIs and Berkeleys; 
.nd yet he was no poet. He was too delicately, not 
o say feebly, absorbed in his devotions, to join in the 
nergies of the seraphic choir. , 

Every poet, then, is a versifier; every fine poet an 
:x:cellent one; and he.is the best whose verse exhibits 
he greatest amount .of strength, sweetness, straight­
Jrwardness, unsuperfluousness, variery, and oneness;­
'neness, that is to say, consistency, in the general 
rnpression, metrical and moral; and variety, or every 
'ertinent diversity of tone and rhythm, in the process. 
'trength is the muscle of verse, and shows itself in the 
lumber and force of the marked syllables; as, 

SonorouS metal blowing martial sounds. 
Paradise Lost 
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r Behemoth, biggest bom of earth, upheav'd 
His vastness. Id. 

Blow winds and crack your cheeks! rage! blow! 
You cataracts and hurricimoes, spout, 
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd'the cOcks 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
VaUnt couriers of oak-cleaving thunderbOlts, 
Singe my white head! and thou, all-shaking thUnder, 
Strike fiat the thick rotUndity 0' the world! 

Lear. 

Unexpected locations of th~ accent double thi 
force, and render it characteristic of passion all( 
abruptness. And here comes into play the reader' 
corresponding fineness of ear, and his retardation 
and accelerations in accordance with those of th, 
poet: 

Then in the keyhole turns 
The intricate wards, and every bolt and bar 
Unfastens.-On a sudden open fiy 
With impetuous recoil and jarring sound 
The infernal doors, and on their hinges grate 
Harsh thunder. Paradise Lost, Book II. 
AbOminable-unuttl!rable-and worse 
Than fables yet have feigned. Id. 

,\yaIlowing Unwil!ldy--l!normous in their gait. Id. 

Of unusual passionate accent, there is an exquisit 
specimen in the Faerie Queene, where Una is lamentin: 
her desertion by the Red-Cross Knight: 

But he, my lion, and my noble lord, 
How does he find in cruel heart to hate 
Her that him lov'd, and ever most ador'd 

As the gOd ofmJ life? I Why hath he me abhorr'd? 
v . ( ( 

I Pray let not the reader consent to read this first hal 
of the line in any 'manner less marked and peremptory. I 
is a striking instance of the beauty of that 'acceleratiol 
and retardation of true verse' which Coleridge speaks 01 
There is to be a hurry on the words as the, and a passionat 
emphasis and passing stop on the word god; and so of th 
next three words. 
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The abuse of strength is harshness and heaviness; 

he reverse of it is weakness. There is a noble senti­
nent-it appears both in Daniel's and Sir John 
3eaumont's works, but is most probably the latter's,­
."hich is a perfect outrage of strength in the sound of 
he words: 

Only the firmest and the constant'st MMts 
God sets to act the stout'st and hardest parts. 

,tout'st and constant'st for 'stoutest' and 'most ron­
tant'! It is as bad as the intentional crabbedness of 
he line in Hudibras: 

He that hangs or beats out's brains, 
The devil's in him if M feigns. 

1eats out's brains, for 'beats out his brains'. Of heavi­
less, Davenant's Gondibert is a formidable specimen, 
Llmost throughout: 

With silence (order's help, and mark of care) 
They chide that noise which heedless youth affect; 

Stili course, for use, for health they cleanness wear, 
And save in weIl-flx'd arms, all nlceness check'd. 

They thought, those that, unarm'd, expOs'd frailUfe, 
But naked nature valiantly betray'd; 

Who was, though naked, safe, till pride made strife, 
But made defence must lise, now danger's made. 

~nd so he goes digging and lumbering on, like a 
leavy preacher thumping the pulpit in italics, and 
poiling many ingenious reflections. 

Weakness in versification is want of accent and 
:mphasis. It generally accompanies prosaicalness, 
md is the consequence of weak thoughts, and of the 
Lffectation of a certain well-bred enthusiasm. The 
vritings of the late Mr. Hayley were remarkable for 
t; and it abounds among the lyrical imitators of 
Jowley, and the whole of what is called our French 
chool of poetry, when it aspired above its wit and 
sense'. It sometimes breaks down in a horrible, 
IOpeless manner, as if giving way at the first step. 
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The following ludicrous passage in Congreve, in 
tended to be particularly fine, contains'. an instance 

And lo! Silence himself is here; 
Methinks I see the midnight god appear. 

In all his downy pomp array'd, 
Behold the reverend shade. 

An ancient sigh he sits upon!!! .. 
Whose memory of sound is long since gone, 
And purposely annihilated for his throne!!! . 

Ode on the singing qf Mrs. Arabella Hunt. 

See also the would-be enthusiasm of Addison abou 
music: 

For ever consecrate the day 
To music and Cecilia; 

Music, the greatest good that mortals know, 
And all of heaven we have below, 
Music can noble,HINTS impart!!! I 

It is observable that the unpoetic masters of ridi 
cule are apt to make the most ridiculous mistakes, whe 
they come to affect a strain higher than the one the 
are accustomed to. But no wonder. Their habi1 
neutralize the enthusiasm it requires. ' 

Sweetness, though not identical with smoothnes: 
any more than feeling is with sound, always include 
it; and ' smoothness is a thing so little to be regarde. 
for its own sake, and indeed so worthless in poetr 
but for some taste of sweetness, that I have not though 
necessary to mention it by itself; though such an ali 
in-all in versification was it regarded not a hundre. 
years back, that Thomas Warton himself, an idolate 
of Spenser, ventured to Wish the following line in th 
Faerie Queene, 
. And was admired much of fools, women, and boys­

altered to 
I ' And was admired much of women, fools, and boys-

thus destroying the fine scornful emphasis on th 
first syllable of 'women'! (an ungallant intimatior 
by the way, agains.t ,the~ fair sex, very startling in thi 
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no less woman-loving than great ·poet). 'Any poe­
taster can be smooth. Smoothness abounds in all 
lmall poets, as sweetness does in the greater. Sweet­
ness is the smoothness of grace and delicacy,-of the 
Iympathy with the pleasing and lovely. Spenser is 
full of it,-Shakespeare-:-Beaumont and Fletcher­
Coleridge. Of Spenser's and Coleridge's versification 
it is the prevailing characteristic. Its main secrets 
U"e a smooth progression between variety and same­
:less, and a voluptuous sense of the continuous,­
:linked sweetness long drawn out'. Observe the first 
md last lines of the stanza in the Faerie Q.ueene,· de­
lCribing a shepherd brushing away the gnats;~the 
>pen and the close e's in the one, 

M ge~tle shepherd in sweet eventide-
md the repetition of the word oft, and the fall from 
:he vowel a, into the two u's in the other,-

. .. , \ 
She brushl?th oft, and oft doth mar their murmillings. 

:;0 in his description of two substances in the handling, 
loth equally smooth: ., 
ruzch S11I()other seems than each, and each than each seemssmoother. 

An abhndance of examples from his poetry will be 
bund in the volume before us. His beauty revolves 
lD itself with conscious loveliness. And Coleridge is 
N"orthy to be named with him, .as the reader will see 
llso, and has seen already. Let him take a sample 
neanwhile from the poem called the Day Dream! 
)bserve both the variety and sameness of the vowels, 
md the repetition of the soft consonants: 

My eyes make pictures when they're shut:­
I see a fountain~ large and fair, 

A willow and a ruin'd hut, 
And thee and me and Mary there. 

o Mary! make thy gentle lap our pillow; 
Bend o'er us, like a bower, my beautiful green willow. 

By Straightforwardness is meant the flow of words, 
D theiI: pat)1ral order, free alike j (ro~ Iner(: proSc;:, 
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and from those inversions to which bad poets recl 
in order to escape the charge of prose, but chiefly 

·accommodate their rhymes. In Shadwell's play 
Psyche, Venus gives the sisters of the heroine ! 

answer, of which the following is the entire substanc 
literally, in so many words. The author had nothiI 
better for her to say: 

I receive your prayers with kindness, and will gi 
success to your hopes. I have seen, with anger, mankil 
adore your sister's beauty and deplore her scorn: whil 
they shall do no more. For I'll so resent their idolatl 
as shall content your wishes to the full. 

Now in default of all imagination, fancy, and e 
pression, how was the writer to turn these words in 
poetry or rhyme? Simply by diverting them fro 
their natural order, and twisting the halves of tl 
sentences each before the other. 

With kindness I your prayers receive, 
And to your hopes success will give. 

r have, with anger, seen mankind adore 
Your sister's beauty and her scorn deplore; 

Which they shall do no more. 
For their idolatry I'll so resent, 
As shall your wishes to the full content!! 

This is just as if a man were to allow that there w: 
no poetry in the words, 'How do you find yourself 
'Very well, I thank you'; but to hold them inspirel 
if altered into 

Yourself how do you find? 
Very well, you I thank. 

It is true, the best writers in Shadwell's age we] 
addicted to these inversions, partly for their ow 
reasons, as far as rhyme was concerned, and partl 
because they held it to be writing in the classical an 
Virgilian manner. What has since been calle 
Artificial Poetry was then flourishing, in contrl 
distinction to Natural; or Poetry seen chiefly throug 
art and books, and not in its first sources. But whe 
the artificial poet partook of the natural, or, in othc 
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'ords, was a true poet after his kind, his best was 
lways written in his most natural and straightfor­
'ard manner. Hear Shadwell's antagonist Dryden. 
rot a particle of inversion, beyond what is used for 
Ie sake of emphasis in common discourse, and this 
Illy in one line (the last but three), is to be found in 
is immortal character of the Duke of Buckingham: 

A man so various, that he seemed to be 
Not one, but all mankind's epitome: 
Stiffin opinions, always in the wrong, 
Was everything by starts, and rwthing long; 
But in the course of one revolving moon 
Was chemist, fiddler, statesman, and buffoon: 
Then all for women, rhyming, dancing, drinking, 
Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking. 
Blest madmanl who could every hour employ 
With something new to wish or to erifoy! 
Railing and praising were his usual themes; 
And both, to show his judgement, in extremes: 
So over violent, or over civil, 
That every man with him was god or devil. 
In squandering wealth was his peculiar art; 
Nothing went unrewarded but desert. 
Beggar'd by fools, whom still he found too late, 
He had his jest, and they had his estate. 

Inversion itself was often turned into a grace in 
lese poets, and may be in others, by the power of 
eing superior to it: using it only with a classical air, 
nd as a help lying next to them, instead of a salvation 
rhich they are obliged to seek. In jesting passages 
Iso it sometimes gave the rhyme a turn agreeably 
lilful, or an appearance of choosing what lay in its 
lay; as if a man should pick up a stone to throw at 
nother's head, where a less confident foot would 
ave stumbled over it. Such is Dryden's use of the 
lord might-the mere' sign of a tense-in his pre­
~nded ridicule of the monkish practice of rising to 
ing psalms in the night • . 

And much they griev'd to see so nigh their hall 
The bird that warn'd St. Peter of his fall; 
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That he shOuld raise his mitred crest on high, 
And clap his wings and call his family 
To sacred rites; and vex th' ethereal powers 
With midnight matins at uncivil hours; 
Nay more, his quiet neighbours should molest 
Just in the sweetness Q[ their morning rest. 

(What a line full of 'another doze' is that!) 
Beast Q[ Q bird! supinely, when he might 
Lie snug and sleep, to rise before the light! 
What if his dull forefathers used that cry? 
Could he not let a bad example die? 

I the more gladly quote instances like those ( 
Dryden, to illustrate the points in question, becaw: 
they are specimens of the very highest kind of writin 
in the heroic couplet upon subjects not heroical. jl 
to prosaicalness in general, it is sometimes indulge 
in by young writers on the plea of its being natura! 
but this is a mere confusion of triviality with propriet] 
and is usually the result of indolence. 

Unsuperfiuousnessis rather a matter of style i 
general, than of the sound and order of words: an 
yet versification is so much strengthened by it, an 
so much weakened by its opposite, that it could.D< 
but come within the category of its requisites. Whe 
superfluousness of words is not occasioned by ove] 
flowing animal spirits, as in Beaumont and Fletchel 
or by the very genius of luxury, as in Spenser (i 
which cases it is enrichment as well as overflow: 
there is no worse sign for a' poet altogether, 'excel 
pure barrenness. Every word that could be take 
away from a poem, unreferable to either of the abov 
reasons for it, is a damage; and many such are death 
for there is nothing that posterity seems so determine 
to resent as ' this want of respect for its time an 
trouble . . The world is too rich in books to endure i 
Even. true poets have died of this Writer's Evi 
Trifling ones have survived, with scarcely any pre 
tensions but the terseness of their trifles. What hop 
can remain;for wordy mediocrity? Let the discerriin 
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ader take up any poem, pen in hand, for the purpose 
discovering how many words he can strike out of 

t that give him no requisite ideas, no relevant ones 
pat he cares for, and no reasons for the rhyme beyond 
ts necessity, and he will see what blot and havoc 
e will make in many an admired production of 

day,-what marks of its inevitable fate. Bulky 
I thors in particular, however safe they may think 
pemselves, would do well to consider what parts of 
heir cargo they might dispense with in their pro­
losed voyage down the gulfs of time; for many a 
allant vessel, thought indestructible in its age, has 
erished ;-many a load of words, expected to be in 
ternal demand, gone to join the wrecks of self-love, 
'~r rotted in the warehouses of change and vicissitude. 
have said the more on this point, because in an age 
hen the true inspiration has undoubtedly been re­

.wakened by Coleridge and his fellows, and we have 
o many new poets coming forward, it may be as well 
o give a general warning against that tendency to 
.n accumulation and ostentation of thoughts, which 
I meant to be a refutation in full of the pretensions 
If all poetry less cogitabund, whatever may be the 
bquirements of its class. Young writers should bear 
n mind, that even some of the very best materials for 
loetry are not poetry built; and that the smallest 
narble shrine, of exquisite workmanship, outvalues 
.II that architect ever chipped away. Whatever can 
Ie so dispensed with is rubbish. . 

Variery in versification consists in whatsoever can 
Ie done for the prevention of monotony, by diversity 
If stops and cadences, distribution of emphasis, and 
Etardation and acceleration of time; for the whole 
fal secret of versification · is a musical secret, and is 
tot attainable to any vital effect, save by the ear of 
"enius. All the mere knowledge of feet and numbers, 
f accent and cjuarttity, will no more impart it, than 
. knowledge of the 'Guide to Music' will make · a 
leethoven or a .Paisiello. I t is a matter of sensibility 
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and imagination; of the beautiful in poetical passiOrJ 
accompanied by musical; of the imperative necessit 
for a pause here, and a cadence there, and a quicke 
or slower utterance in this or that place, created b 
analogies of sound with sense, by the fluctuations ( 
feeling, by the demands of the gods and graces tha 
visit the poet's harp, as the winds visit that of Aeol 
The same time and quantity which are occasiono 
by the spiritual part of this secret, thus become il 
formal ones,-not feet and syllables, long and shoT1 
iambics or trochees; which are the reduction of : 
to its less than dry bones. You might get, for instanc 
not only ten and eleven, but thirteen or fourtee 
syllables into a rhyming, as well as blank, heroia 
verse, if time and the feeling permitted; and i 
irregular measure this is often done; just as musiciar 
put twenty notes in a bar instead of two, quavel 
instead of minims, according as the feeling they at 
expressing impels them to fill up the time with shol 
and hurried notes, or with long; or as the choriste 
in a cathedral retard or precipitate the words of 
chant, according as the quantity of its notes, and 
colon which divides the verse of the psalm, consp' 
to demand it. Had the moderns borne this princip 
in mind when they settled the prevailing systems 
verse, instead of learning them,- as they appear 
have done, from the first drawling and one-syllabI 
notation of the church hymns, we should have r , 
tained all the advantages of the more numerous vers 
fications of the ancients, without being compelled 

-, fancy that there was no alternative for us betwe 
our syllabical uniformity and the hexameters or oth 
special forms unsuited to our tongues. But to lea 
this question alone, we will present the reader wi 
a few sufficing specimens of the difference betwe 
monotony and variety in versification, first fro 
Pope, Dryden, and Milton, and next from Gay a 
Coleridge. The following is the boasted melody of 
nevertheless exquisite poet of the Rape of the Leek, 
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:xqulSlte in his wit and fancy, though not in his 
lUmbers. The reader will observe that it is literally 
'te-saw, like the rising and falling of a plank, with a 
ight person at one end who is jerked up in the briefer 
ime, and a heavier one who is set down more leisurely 
It the other. It is in the otherwise charming descrip­
ion of the heroine of tha t poem: 

On her white breast-a sparkling cross she wore, 
Which Jews might kiss-and infidels adore; 
Her lively looks-a sprightly mind disclose, 
Quick as her eyes-and as unfix'd as those; 
Favours to none-to all she smiles extends, 
Oft she rejects-but never once offends; 
Bright as the sun-her eyes the gazers strike, 
And like the sun-they shine on all alike; 
Yet graceful ease-and sweetness void of pride, 
Might hide her faults-if belles had faults to hide; 
If to her share-some female errors fall, 
Look on her face-and you'll forget them all. 

Compare with this the description of Iphigenia in 
Ine of Dryden's stories from Boccaccio: 

t happen'd"":'on a summer's holiday, } 
~hat to the greenwood shade-he took his way, 
lor Cymon shunn'd the church-and used not much to 

pray. 
lis quarter-staff-which he could ne'er forsake, 
lung half before-and half behind his back: 
Ie trudg'd along-not knowing what he sought, 
lnd whistled as he went-for want of thought. 

~y chance conducted-or by thirst constrain'd, 
~he deep recesses ofa grove he gain'd:-
Vhere-in a plain defended by a wood, } 
;rept through the matted grass-a crystal flood, 
~y which-an alabaster fountain stood; 
~nd on the margent of the fount was laid­
~ttended by her slaves-a sleeping maid; 
.ike Dian and her nymphs-when, tir'd with sport, 
~o rest by cool Eurotas they resort.-
~he dame herself-the goddess well express'd, 
~ot more distinguished by her purple vest-

206 L 
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Than by the charming features of the face­
And e'en in slumber-a superior grace: 
Her comely limbs-compos'd with decent care,} 
Her body shaded-by a light cyrnar, 
Her bosom to the view-was only bare; 
Where two beginning paps were scarcely spied­
For yet their places were but signified.-
The fanning wind upon her bosom blows-
To meet the fanning wind-the bosom rose; 
The fanning wind-and purling stream-continue her 

repose. 
For a further variety take, from the same authOl 

Theodore and Honoria, a passage in which the couple 
are run one into the other, and all of it modulate, 
like the former, according to the feeling demand< 
by the occasion: 

Whilst listening to the murmuring leaves he stood­
More than a mile immers'd within the wood-
At once the wind was laid. I-The whispering sound 
Was dumb. I-A rising earthquake rock'd the ground 
With deeper brown the grove was overspread-} 
A sudden horror seiz'd his giddy head-
And his ears tinkled-and his colour fled. 

Nature was in alarm.-Some danger nigh 
Seem'd threaten'd-though unseen to mortal eye. 
Unus'd to fear-he summon'd all his soul, 
And stood collected in himself-and whole: 
Not long.-
But for a crowning specimen of variety of pa 

and accent, apart from emotion, nothing can surpa 
the account, in Paradise Lost, of the Devil's search ~ 
an accomplice: 

There was a place, 
Now not-though Sin-not Tlme--flrst wrought the chang 
Where Tigris-at the foot of Paradise, 
Into a gulf-shot under ground-till part 
Rose up a fountain by the Tree of Life. 
In with the river sunk-and with it rose 
Satan-involv'd in rising mist-then sought 
Where to lie hld.-Sea he had search'd-and land 
From Eden over Pontus-and the pool 
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aeOtjs-ilp beyond the river Db; 
ownward as far antarctic;-and in length 

West from Orontes-to the ocean barr'd 
~t Darien-thence to the land where flows 
panges and Indus.-Thils the orb he roam'd 
With narrow search;-and with inspection deep 
Consider'd every creature-which of all 
MOst opportune might serve his wiles-and found 
!rhe serpent-subtlest beast of all the field. 

If the reader cast his eye again over this passage, 
e will not find a verse in it which is not varied and 

h.armonized in the most remarkable manner. Let 
llim notice in particular that curious balancing of the 
~nes in the sixth and tenth verses: 

In with the river sunk, &c. 
and 

Up beyond the river Db. 

It might, indeed, be objected to the versification 
of Milton, that it exhibits too constant a perfection 
of this kind. It sometimes forces upon us too great 
fl sense of consciousness on the part of the composer. 
We miss the first sprightly runnings of verse,-the 
ease and sweetness of spontaneity. Milton, I think, 
also too often condenses weight into heaviness. I 

Thus much concerning the chief of our two most 
p'opular measures. The other, called octo-syllabic, or 
the measure of eight syllables, offered such facilities 
for namby-pamby, that it had become a jest as early as 
the time of Shakespeare, who makes Touchstone call 
it the 'butterwoman's rate to market', and the 'very 
false gallop . of verses'. It has been advocated, in 
opposition to the heroic measure, upon the ground 
that ten syllables lead a man into epithets and other 
mperfluities, while eight syllables compress him into 
a sensible and pithy gentleman. But the heroic 
measure laughs at it. So far from compressing, it 
converts one line into two, and sacrifices' everything 
to the quick and importunate return of the rhyme. 
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With Dryden, compare Gay, even in the strength 0 
Gay,-

The wind was high, the window shakes; 
With sudden start the miser wakes; 
Along the silent room he stalks, 

(A miser never 'stalks'; but a rhyme was desired fo 
'walks') 

Looks back, and trembles as he walks: 
Each lock and every bolt he tries. 
In every creek and corner pries; 
Then opes the chest with treasure stor'd, 
And stands in rapture o'er his hoard; 

('Hoard' and 'treasure stor'd' are just made for on 
another) 

But now, with sudden qualms possess'd, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breast; 
By conscience stung, he wildly stares, 
And thus his guilty soul declares. 

And so he denounces his gold, as miser never de 
nounced it; and sighs, because 

Virtue resides on earth no more! 

Coleridge saw the mistake which had been mad 
with regard to this measure, and restored it to th, 
beautiful freedom of which it was capable, by callinl 
to mind the liberties allowed its old musical professor 
the minstrels, and dividing it by time instead (] 
syllables ;- by the beat of four into which you might ge 
as many syllables as you could, instead of allottinj 
eight syllables to the poor time, whatever it migh 
have to say. He varied it further with altemat 
rhymes and stanzas, with rests and omissions precisel' 
analogous to those in music, and rendered it alt(] 
gether worthy to utter the manifold thoughts anc 
feelings of himself and his lady Christa bel. He eve] 
ventures, with an exquisite sense of solemn strangenes 
and licence (for there is witchcraft going forward), t, 
introduce a couplet of blank verse, itself as mysticall 
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nd beautifully modulated as anything in the music 
fGluck or Weber. 

'Tis the middle of night by the castle clock, 
And the owls have awaken'd the crowing cock; 
Tu-whit!-Tu-whoo! 
And hark, again! the crowing cock, 
How drowsily he crew. 
Sir Leoline, the baron rich, 
Hath a toothless mastiff bitch; 
From her kennel beneath the rock 
She maketh answer to the clock, 
Four for tM quarters t!nd twUve for tM hoUr. 
Ever and aye, by shine and shower, 
Sixteen short howls, not over loud: 
Some say, she sees my lady's shroud. 

Is the night chilly and dO.rk? 
The night is chilly, but nOt dark. 
The thin grey cloud is spread on high. 
It covers, but not hides, the sky. 
The moon is behind, and at the full, 
And yet she looks both small and dull. 
The night is chilly, the cloud is grey; 

rhese are not superfluities. but mysterious returns 
r importunate feeling) 

'Tis a month before the month of May, 
And the spring comes slowly up this wqy. 
The lovely lady, Christabel, 
Whom her father loves so well, 
What makes her in the wood so late, 
A furlong from the castle-gate? 

She had dreams all yesternight 
Of her own betrothed knight; 
And she in the midnight wood will pray 
For the weal Of her lover that's far away. 

She stole along, she nothing spoke, 
The sighs she heav'd were soft and low, 
And nought was green upon the oak, 
But moss and rarest mistletoe; 
She kneels beneath the huge oak tree. 
And in silence prayeth she. 
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The lady sprang up suddenly, 
The lovely lady, Christabel! 
It moan'd as near as near can be, 
But what it is, she cannot tell. 
On the other side it seems to be 
Of th~ hUge, broad-breasted, old oak tree. 

The night is chill, the forest bare; 
Is it the wind that moaneth bleak? 

(This 'bleak moaning' is a witch's) 
There is not wind enough in the air 
To move away the ringlet curl 
From the lovely lady's cheek­
There is not wind enough to twirl 
Tn. one rU Uaj, the last of its clan, 
That damls tis Oftln tis dame it can, 
Hanging sO light and hanging sO high, 
On tM topTIUISt twig tMt looks up 4t thl s9. 
Hush, beating heart of Christabel! 
Jesu Maria, shield her well! 
She folded her arms beneath her cloak, 
And stole to the other side of the oak. 

What sees she there? 

There she sees a damsel bright, 
Drest in a robe of silken white, 
That shadowy in the moonlight shone: 
The neck that made that white robe wan, 
Her stately neck and arms were bare: 
Her blue-vein'd feet unsandall'd were; 
And wildly glitter'd, here and there, 
The gems entangled in her hair. 
I guess 'twasfrighiful there to see 
A lady so richly clad as she-
Beautiful exceedingly. 

The principle of Variety in Uniformity is hel 
worked out in a style 'beyond the reach of art 
Everything is diversified according to the demand « 
the moment, of the sounds, the sights, the emotion 
the very uniformity of the outline is gently variee 
and yet we feel that the whole is one and of eM san 
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racter, the single and sweet unconsciousness of the 

eroine making all the rest seem more conscious, and 
:hastly, and expectant. It is thus that versification 
'tself becomes part of the sentiment of a poem, and vindi­
~tes the pains that have been taken to show its 
bportance. I know of no very fine versification 
~naccompanied with fine poetry; no poetry of a mean 

r
l rder accompanied with verse of the highest. 

As to Rhyme, which might be thought too insignifi­
~nt to mention, it is not at all so. The universal consent 
~f modern Europe, and of the East in all ages, has 
rade it one of the musical beauties of verse for all 
~oetry but epic and dramatic, and even for the former 

·th Southern Europe,-a sustainment for the enthu­
'asm, and a demand to enjoy. The mastery of it 
ronsists in never writing it for its own sake, or at least 
~ever appearing to do so; in knowing how to vary it, 
l? give it novelty, to render it more or less strong, to 
~ivide it · (when not in couplets) at the proper inter­
~als, to repeat it many times where luxury or animal 
~irits demand it (see an instance in Titania's speech 
!o the Fairies), to impress an affecting or startling 
:emark with it, and to make it, in comic poetry, a new 
nd surprising addition to the jest. 

Large was his bounty and his soul sincere, 
Heav'n did a recompense as largely send; 

He gave to misery all he had, a tear; 
He gain'd from heav'n ('twas all he wish'd) afrimd. 

Gray's Elegy. 
The fops are proud of scandal; for they cry 
At every lewd, low character, 'That's 1'. 

Dryden's Prologw: to the Pilgrim. 
What makes all doctrines plain and clear? 
About two hundred pounds a-year. 
And that which was proved true before, 
Prove false again ? Two hundred mort. 

Hudibras. 
Compound for sins they are inc/in'd ro, 
By damning those they have no mind ro. Id. 



HUNT 
-Stor'd with deletery med'cines, 
Which whosoever took is dead since. Hudibras. 

Sometimes it is a grace in a master like Butler tA 
force his rhyme, thus showing a laughing wilful powe 
over the most stubborn materials: 

Win 
The women, and make them draw in 
The men, as Indians with aflmau 
Tame elephant inveigle the male. . /d. 

He made an instrument to know 
If the moon shines at full or no; 
That would, as soon as e'er she shone, straight 
Whether 'twere day or night dmwnstrate; 
Tell what her diameter to an inch is, 
And prove that she's not made of grem cheese. la 

Pronounc~ it, by all means, grinches, to make th, 
joke more wilful. The happiest triple rhyme, perhaps 
that ever was written, is in Don Juan: 

But oh! ye lords of ladies intellectual, 
Inform us truIy,-haven't they hen-peck'd you all? 

The sweepingness of the assumption completes the 
flowing breadth of effect. 

Dryden confessed that a rhyme often gave hin 
a thought. Probably the happy word 'sprung' in the 
following passage from Ben Jonson was suggested b) 
it; but then the poet must have had the feeling in him 

-Let our trumpets sound, 
And cleave both air and ground 

With beating of our drums. 
Let every lyre be strung, 
Harp, lute, theorbo, sprung 

With touch of dainry thumbs. 

Boileau's trick for appearing to rhyme naturally 
was to compose the second line of his couplet first ! 
which gives one the crowning idea of the 'artificial 
school of poetry'. Perhaps the most perfect mastet 
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f rhyme, the easiest and most abundant, was the 
eatest writer of comedy that the world has seen,­
oliere. 

~
f a young reader should ask, after all, What is 

e quickest way of knowing bad poets from good, 
e best poets from the next best, and so on? the 
wer is, the only and twofold way: first, the perusal r the best poets with the greatest attention; and, 

~cond, ·the cultivation of that love of truth and 
FUty which made them what they are. Every true 
eader of poetry partakes a more than ordinary 
rrtion of the poetic nature; and no one can be 
ompletely such, who does not love, or take an interest 
1, everything that interests the poet, from the firma­
~ent to the daisy,-from the highest heart of man to 
~e most pitiable of the low. It is a good practice to 
rad with pen in hand, marking what is liked or 
oubted. It rivets the attention, realizes the greatest 
mount of enjoyment, and facilitates reference. It 
~ables the reader also, from .time _ to time, to see 
hat progress he makes with his own mind, and how 
grows up towards the stature of its exalter. 
If the same person should ask, What class of poetry 
the highest? I should say, undoubtedly, the Epic; 
r it includes the drama, with narration besides; or 
fe speaking and action of the characters, with the 

~
aking of the poet himself, whose utmost address 

taxed to relate all well for so long a time, particu­
ly in the passages least sustained by enthusiasm. 

, ether this class has included the greatest poet, is 
~other question still under trial; for Shakespeare 
:rplexes all such verdicts, even when the claimant 
Homer; though, if a judgement may be drawn 

om his early narratives (Venus and Adonis, and the 
2pe of Lucrece), it is to be doubted whether even 
~akespeare could have told a story like Homer, 
~ng to that incessant activity and superfoetation of 
lought, a little less of which might be occasionally 
~ired even in his plays;-if it were possible, once 
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possessing anything of his, to wish it away. Next t 
Homer and Shakespeare come such narrators as th 
less universal, but still intenser Dante; Milton, wit 
his dignified imagination; the universal, profoundl 
simple Chaucer; and luxuriant, remote Spenser­
immortal child in poetry's most poetic solitudes: the 
the great second-rate dramatists; unless those wb 
are better acquainted with Greek tragedy than I an 
demand a place for them before Chaucer: then tt 
airy yet robust universality of Ariosto; the heart: 
out-of-door nature of Theocritus, also a universalis 
the finest lyrical poets (who only take short flight 
compared with the narrators); the purely conten 
plative poets who have more thought than feelin! 
the descriptive, satirical, didactic, epigrammatic. 
is to be borne in mind, however, that the first po 
of an inferior class may be superior to followers i 
the train of a higher one, though the superiority is 1 
no means to be taken for granted; otherwise POI 
would be superior to. Fletcher, and Butler to Pop 
Imagination, teeming with action and characte 
makes the greatest poets; feeling and thought tl 
next; fancy (by itself) the next; wit the last. ThougJ 
by itself makes no poet at all; for the mere concll 
sions of the understanding can at best be only so mar 
intellectual matters of fact. Feeling, even destitu 
of conscious thought, stands a far better poetic 
chance; feeling being a sort of thought without tl 
process of thinking,-a grasper of the truth withol 
seeing it. And what is very remarkable, feelir 
seldom makes the blunders that thought does. A 
idle distinction has been made between taste ar 
judgement. Taste is the very maker of judgemer: 
Put an artificial fruit in your mouth, or only hand 
it, and you will soon perceive the difference betw~ 
judging from taste or tact, and judging from tI 
abstract figment called judgement. The latter do 
but throw you into guesses and doubts. Hence tI 
conceits that astonish us in the gravest, and eve 
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ubtlest, thinkers, whose taste is not proportionate 
;0 their mental perceptions; men like Donne, for 
~tance; who, apart from accidental personal im­
~ressions, seem to look at nothing as it really is, but 
mly as to what may be thought of it. Hence, on the 
,ther hand, the delightfulness of those poets who 
lever violate truth of feeling, whether in things real 
'r imaginary; who are always consistent with their 
,bject and its requirements; and who run the great 
'ound of nature, not to perplex and be perplexed, 
mt to make themselves and us happy. And luckily, 
lelightfulness is not incompatible with greatness, 
willing soever as men may be in their present im­
lerfect state to set the power to subjugate above the 
lOWer to please. Truth, of any great kind whatso­
:ver, makes great writing. This is the reason why 
uch poets as Ariosto, though not writing with a 
ionstant detail of thought and feeling like Dante, are 
ustly considered great as well as delightful. Their 
:reatness proves itself by the same truth of nature, 
md sustained power, though in a different way. 
rheir action is not so crowded and weighty; their 
phere has more territories less fertile; but it has 
:nchantments of its own, which excess of thought 
~ould spoil,-luxuries, laughing graces, animal 
pirits; and not to recognize the beauty and greatness 
,f these, treated as they treat them, is simply to be 
lefective in sympathy. Every planet is not Mars or 
;aturn. There is also Venus and Mercury. There is 
,ne genius of the south, and another of the north, 
md others uniting , both. The reader who is too 
houghtless or too sensitive to like intensity of any 
ort, and he who is too thoughtful or too dull to like 
lnything but the greatest possible stimulus of reftec­
ion or passion, are equally wanting in complexional 
itness for a thorough enjoyment of books. Ariosto 
K:casionally says as fine things as Dante, and Spenser 
IS Shakespeare; but the business of both is to enjoy; 
md in order to partake their enjoyment to its full 
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extent, you must feel what poetry is in the general as 
well as the particular, must be aware that there are 
different songs of the spheres, some fuller of notes, 
and others of a sustained delight; and as the former 
keep you perpetually alive to thought or passion, so 
from the latter you receive a constant harmonious 
sense of truth and beauty, more agreeable perhaps 
on the whole, though less exciting. Ariosto, for 
instance, does not tell a story with the brevity and 
concentrated passion of Dante; every sentence is not 
so full of matte~, nor the style so removed from the 
indifference of prose; yet you are charmed with a 
truth of another sort, equally characteristic of the 
writer, equally drawn from nature and substituting 
a healthy sense of enjoyment for intenser emotion. 
Exclusiveness of liking for this or that mode of truth, 
only shows, either that a reader's perceptions are 
limited, or that he would sacrifice truth itself to his 
favourite form of it. Sir Walter Raleigh, who was 
as trenchant with his pen as his sword, hailed the 
Faerie Queene of his friend Spenser in verses in which 
he said that 'Petrarch' was thenceforward to be no 
more heard of; and that in all English poetry, there 
was nothing he counted 'of any price' but the effu­
sions of the new author. Yet Petrarch is still living; 
Chaucer was not abolished by Sir Walter; and 
Shakespeare is thought somewhat valuable. A 
botanist might as well have said, that myrtles and 
oaks were to disappear, because acacias had come up. 
It is with the poet's creations, as with nature's, great 
or small. Wherever truth and beauty, whatever their 
amount, can be worthily shaped into verse, and 
answer to ' some demand for it in our hearts, there 
poetry is to be found; whether in productions grand 
and beautiful as some great event, or some mighty, 
leafy solitude, or no bigger and more pretending than 
a sweet face or a bunch ofvioletsj whether in Homer's 
epic or Gray's Elegy, in the enchanted gardens of 
Ariosto and Spenser, or the very pot-herbs of the 
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choolmistress of Shenstone, the balms of the simplicity 
f a cottage. Not to know and feel this, is to be 

iieficient in the universality of Nature herself, who is 
iI. poetess on the smallest as well as the largest scale, 
nd who calls upon us to admire all her productions; 

!lot indeed with the same degree of admiration, but 
·th no refusal of it, except to defect. 
1 cannot draw this essay towards its conclusion 

oetter than with three memorable words of Milton; 
ho has said, that poetry, in comparison with 

;cience, is 'simple, sensuous, and passionate'. By 
;imple, he means unperplexed and self-evident; by 
;ensuous, genial and full of imagery; by passionate, 
excited and enthusiastic. 1 am aware that different 
.onstructions have been put on some of these words; 
out the context seems to me to necessitate those 
before us. I quote, however, not from the original, 
but from an extract in the Remarks on Paradise Lost 
by Richardson. 

What the poet has to cultivate above all things is 
love and truth;-what he has to avoid, like poison, 
Is the fleeting and the false. He will get no good by 
proposing to be 'in earnest at the moment'. His 
~arnestness must be innate and habitual; born with 
aim, and felt to be his most precious inheritance. 
'I expect neither profit nor general fame by my 
writings,' says Coleridge, in the Preface to his 
Poems; 'and I consider myself as having been amply 
repaid without either. Poetry has been to me its 
"own exceeding great reward"; it has soothed my afRic­
tions; it has multiplied and refined my enjoyments; 
[t has endeared solitude; and it has given me the 
aabit of wishing to discover the good and the beautiful 
In all that meets and surrounds me.' 

'Poetry', says Shelley, 'lifts the veil from the hidden 
beauty of the world, and makes familiar objects be as if 
!hey were notfamiliar. It reproduces all that it repre­
sents; and the impersonations clothed in its Elysian 
light stand thenceforward in the minds of those who 
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have once contemplated them, as memorials of thai 
gentle and exalted content which extends itself OVCl 

all thoughts and actions with which it co-exists. The 
great secret of morals is love, or a going out of ow 
own nature, and an identification of ourselves wit! 
the beautiful which exists in thought, action, 01 

person, not our own. A man, to be greatly good 
must imagine intensely and comprehensively; he 
must put himself in the place of another, and of man) 
others: the pains and pleasures of his species mus' 
become his own. The great instrument of moral goo< 
is imagination; and poetry administers to the effec 
by acting upon the cause.' 

I would not willingly say anything after perC) 
rations like these; but as treatises on poetry ma1 
chance to have auditors who think themselves callec 
upon to vindicate the superiority of what is termec 
useful knowledge, it may be as well to add, that ~ 
the poet may be allowed to pique himself on anyone 
thing more than another, compared with those whc 
undervalue him, it is on that power of undervaluin~ 
nobody, and no attainments different from his own 
which is given him by the very faculty ofimaginatioI 
they despise. The ' greater includes the less. The1 
do not see that their inability to comprehend hirr 
argues the smaller capacity. No man recognizes the 
worth of utility more than the poet: he only desirCl 
that the meaning of the term may not come shorl 
of its greatness, and exclude the noblest necessitiel 
of his fellow-creatures. He is quite as much pleased 
for instance, with the facilities for rapid conveyance 
afforded him by the railroad, as the dullest con· 
finer of its advantages to that single idea, or as the 
greatest two-idea'd man who varies that single ide~ 
with hugging himself on his 'buttons' or his good 
dinner. But he sees also the beauty of the country 
through which he passes, of the towns, of the heavens, 
of the steam-engine itself, thundering and fuming 
along like:a magic horse, of the affections that arc 



WHAT IS POETRY? 
carrying, perhaps, half the passengers on their journey, 
nay, of those of the great two-idea'd man; and, 
beyond all this, he discerns the incalculable amount 
Df good, and knowledge, and refinement, and mutual 
consideration, which this wonderful invention is 
fitted to circulate over the globe, perhaps to the 
displacement of war itself, and certainly to the 
diffusion of millions of enjoyments. 

'And a button-maker, after all, invented it!' cries 
:>ur friend. • 

Pardon me-it was a nobleman. A button-maker 
may be a very excellent, and a very poetical man 
too, and yet not have been the first man visited by a 
lense of the gigantic powers of the combination of 
water and fire. l It was a nobleman who first thought 
)f this most poetical bit of science. It was a nobleman 
who first thought of it-a captain who first tried it­
and a button-maker who perfected it. And he who 
put the . nobleman on such thoughts was the great 
philosopher, Bacon, who said that poetry had 'some­
thing divine in it', and was necessary to the satis­
faction of the human mind. 
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THE CHOICE OF SUBJECTS IN POETRY 
[Preface to 'P;)ems', 1853] 

I N two small volumes of Poems, published anon) 
mously, one in 1849, the other in 1852, many ( 

the Poems which compose the present volume hav 
already appeared. The rest are now published fa 
the first time. 

I have, in the present collection, omitted the Poer. 
from which the volume published in 1852 took it 
title. I have done so, not because the subject of i 
was a Sicilian Greek born between two and thre 
thousand years ago, although many persons woul. 
think this a sufficient reason. Neither have I don 
so because I had, in my own opinion, failed in th 
delineation which I intended to effect. I intende. 
to delineate the feelings of one of the last of th 
Greek religious philosophers, one of the family c 
Orpheus and Musaeus, having survived his felloW! 
living on into a time when the habits of Greek though 
and feeling had begun fast to change, character tl 
dwindle, the influence of the Sophists to prevail. Inti 
the feelings of a man so situated there entered mucl 
that we are accustomed to consider as exclusivel' 
modern; how much, the fragments of Empedocle 
himself which remain to us are sufficient at least t. 
indicate. What those who are familiar only with th, 
great monuments of early Greek genius suppose to h 
its exclusive characteristics, have disappeared; thl 
calm, the cheerfulness, the disinterested objectivi~ 
have disappeared: the dialogue of the mind wit! 
itself has commenced; modern problems have pre 
sented themselves; we hear already the doubts, w. 
witness the discouragement, of Hamlet and of Faust 
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The representation of such a man's feelings must 

)e interesting, if consistently drawn. We all naturally 
ake pleasure, says Aristotle, in any imitation or 
'epresentation whatever: this is the basis of our love 
,f Poetry: and we take pleasure in them, he adds, 
>ecause all knowledge is naturally agreeable to US; 
lot to the philosopher only, but to mankind at large. 
~very representation therefore which is consistently 
lrawn may be supposed to be interesting, inasmuch 
is it gratifies this natural interest in knowledge of 
11 kinds. What is not interesting, is that which does 
lot add to our knowledge of any kind; that which is 
raguely conceived and loosely drawn; a representa­
ion which is general, indeterminate, and faint, 
nstead of being particular, precise, and firm. 

~Any accurate representation may therefore be ex­
ected to be interesting; but, if the representation 

a poetical one, more than this is demanded. It is 
lemanded, not only that it shall interest, but also 
hat it shall inspirit and rejoice the reader: that it 
hall convey a charm, and infuse delight. For the 
~uses, as Hesiod says, were born that they might be 
~ forgetfulness of evils, and a truce from cares'; and 
t is not enough that the Poet should add to the 
[lowledge of men, it is required of him also that he 
hould add to their happiness. 'All Art', says Schiller, 
is dedicated to Joy, and there is no higher and no 
[lore serious problem, than how to make men happy. 
!'he right Art is that alone, which creates the highest 
njoyment.' 

A poetical work, therefore, is not yet justified when 
t has been shown to be an accurate, and therefore 
nteresting, representation; it has to be shown also 
hat it is a representation from which men can derive 
njoyment. In presence of the most tragic circum­
tances, represented in a work of Art, the feeling r enjoyment, as is well known, may still subsist: 
he representation of the most utter calamity, of the 
Iveliest anguish, is !lot sufficient to destroy it: " ili:e 
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more tragic the situation, the deeper becomes tI 
enjoyment; and the situation is more tragic in pr 
portion as it becomes more terrible. 

What then are the situations, from the represent 
tion of which, though accurate, no poetical enjo 

' ment can be derived? They are those in which tI 
suffering finds no vent in action; in which a contin 

. ous state of mental distress is prolonged, unreliev« 
by incident, hope, or resistance; in which there 
everything to be endured, ' nothing to be done. 1 
such situations there is inevitably something morbi 
in the description of them something monotonol 
When they occur in actual life, they are painful, n 
tragic; the representation of them in poetry is pain! 
also. 

To this class of situations, poetically faulty as 
appears to me, that of Empedocles, as I have e 
deavoured to represent him, belongs; and I ha' 
therefore excluded the . Poem from the present c( 
lection. . 

And why, if may be asked, have I entered in 
this explanation respecting a matter so unimporta 
as the admission or exclusion of the Poem in qUestiOI 
I have done 50, because I was anxious to avow th 
the sole reason for its exclusion was that which h 
been stated above; and that it has not been excludl 
in deference to the .opinion which many critics 
the present day appear to entertain against subjec 
chosen from distant times and countries: against t1 
choice, in short, of any subjects but modern ones. 

'The Poet,' it is said, and by an intelligent criti 
'the Poet who would really fix the public attentic 
must leave the exhausted past, and draw his subjec 
from matters of present import, and therefore both 
interest and novelty.' 

Now this .view I believe to be completely fals 
It is worth examining, inasmuch as it is a fair samp 
of a class of critical dicta everywhere current at t1 
present day, having a philosophical form and ai 
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.ut no real basis in fact; and which are calculated to 
itiate the judgement of readers of poetry, while they 
Kert, so far as they are adopted, a misleading in­
uence on the practice of those who write it. 

What are the eternal objects of Poetry, among 
II nations and at all times? They are actions; human 
ctions; possessing an inherent interest in themselves, 
nd which are to be communicated in an interesting 
~anner by the art of the Poet. Vainly will the latter 
nagine that he has everything in his own power; 
;lat he can make an intrinsically inferior action 
qually delightful with a more excellent one by his 
:eatment of it: he may indeed compel us to admire 
is skill, but his work will possess, within itself, an 
~curable defect. 
The Poet, then, has in the first place to select an 

Kcellent action; and what actions are the most 
kcellent? Those, certainly, which most powerfully 
ppeal to the great primary human affections: to 
ilose elementary feelings which subsist permanently 
~ the race, and which are independent of time. 
i'hese feelings are permanent and the same; that 
rhich interests them is permanent and the same also. 
'he modernness or antiquity of an action, therefore, 
as nothing to do with its fitness for poetical represen­
ition; this depends upon its inherent qualities. Tothe 
lementary part of our nature, to our passions, that 
rhich is great and passionate is eternally interesting; 
nd interesting solely in proportion to its greatness and 
~ its passion. A great human action of a thousand 
ears ago is more interesting to it than a smaller human 
ction of to-day, even though upon the representation 
f this last the most consummate skill may have been 
fpended, and though it has the advantage of ap­
ealing by its modern language, familiar manners, 
nd contemporary allusions, to all our transient feel­
~gs and interests. These, however, have no right to 
emand of a poetical work that it shall satisfy them; 
leir claims are to be directed. elsewhere. Poetical 
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works belong to the domain of our permanent pa 
sions: let them interest these, and the voice of a 
subordinate claims upon them is at once silenced. 

Achilles, Prometheus, Clytemnestra, Dido-wh: 
modern poem presents personages as interesting, ev( 
to us moderns, as these personages of an 'exhaust( 
past'? We have the domestic epic dealing with tl 
details of modern life which pass daily under our eye 
we have poems representing modern personages : 
contact with the problems of modern life, mora 
intellectual, and social; these works have been pr. 
duced by poets the most distinguished of their nati( 
and time; yet I fearlessly assert that Hermann al 
Dorothea, Childe Harold, Jocelyn, The Excursion, lea, 
the reader cold in comparison with the effect prl 
duced upon him by the latter books of the Iliad, 1 
the Orestea, or by the episode of Dido. And why 
this? Simply because in the three latter cases tI! 
action is greater, the personages nobler, the situatiol 
more intense: and this is the true basis of the intere 
in a poetical work, and this alone. 

It may be urged, however, that past actions rna 
be interesting in themselves, but that they are n 
to be adopted by the modern Poet, because it 
impossible for him to have them clearly present 
his own mind, and he cannot therefore feel the 
deeply, nor represent them forcibly. But this is n 
necessarily the case. The externals of a past actio 
indeed, he cannot know with the precision of 
contemporary; but his business is with its essential 
The outward man of Oedipus or of Macbeth, tJ 
houses in which they lived, the ceremonies of the 
courts, he cannot accurately figure to himself; b 
neither do they essentially concern him. His busine 
is with their inward man; with their feelings an 
behaviour in certain tragic situations, which enga 
their passions as men; these have in them nothi 
local and casual; they are as accessible to the model 
Poet as to a contemporary. 
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The date of an action, then, signifies nothing: 
e action itself, its selection and construction, this 
what is all-important. This the Greeks under-

rood far more clearly than we do. The radical 
ifference between their poetical theory and ours 
onsists, as it appears to me, in this: that, with them, 
Ile poetical character of the action in itself, and the 
nduct of it, was the first consideration; with us, 
tention is fixed mainly on the value of the separate 
oughts and images which occur in the treatment 

f an action. They regarded the whole; we regard 
e parts. With them, the action predominated over 

Ile expression of it; with us, the expression pre­
minates over the action. Not that they failed in 
pression, or were inattentive to it; on the contrary, 
ey are the highest models of expression, the unap­

,roached masters of the grand style: but their expres­
Ion is so excellent because it is so admirably kept 
~ its right degree of prominence; because it is so 
!mple and so well subordinated; because it draws 
~ force directly from the pregnancy of the matter 
rhich it conveys. For what reason was the Greek 
ragic poet confined to so limited a range of subjects? 
fcause there are so few actions which unite in 
Ilernselves, in the highest degree, the conditions of 
Kcellence: and it was not thought that on any but 
n excellent subject could an excellent Poem be 
onstructed. A few actions, therefore, eminently 
l:iapted for tragedy, maintained almost exclusive pos­
ession of the Greek tragic stage; their significance 
ppeared inexhaustibk; they were as permanent prob­
'ms, perpetually offered to the genius of every 
esh poet. This too is the reason of what appears to 
s moderns a certain baldness of expression in Greek 
ragedy; of the triviality with which we often ' re­
,roach the remarks of the Chorus, where it takes 
art in the dialogue: that the action itself, . the 
tuation of Orestes, or Merope, or Alcmaeon, was 
~ stand the central point of interest, unforgotten, 
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absorbing, principal; that no accessories were for 
moment to distract the spectator's attention from thi 
that the tone of the parts was to be perpetually ke' 
down, ' in order not to impair the grandiose effe 
of the whole. The terrible old mythic story on whie 
the drama was founded stood, before he entered tl 
theatre, traced in its bare outlines upon the spe 
tator's mind; it stood in his memory, as a group 
statuary, faintly seen, at the end of a long and da 
vista: then came the Poet, embodying outlines, d 
veloping situations, not a word wasted, not a senl 
ment capriciously thrown in; stroke upon stroke, tl 
drama proceeded: the light deepened upon the groul 
more and more it revealed itself to the riveted ga: 
of the spectator: until at last, when the final worl 
were spoken, it stood before him in broad sunligl 
a model of immortal beauty. 

This was what a Greek critic demanded; this w 
what a Greek poet endeavoured to effect. It signifie 
nothing to what time an action belonged; we do n 
find that the Persae occupied a particularly high ral 
among the dramas of Aeschylus, because it repr 
sented a matter of contemporary interest: this w 
not what a cultivated Athenian required; he require 
that the permanent elements of his nature shou 
be moved; and dramas of which the action, thou~ 
taken from a long-distant mythic time, yet w 
calculated to accomplish this in a higher degree th~ 
that of the Persae, stood higher in his estimati< 
accordingly. The Greeks felt, no doubt, with th{ 
exquisite sagacity of taste, that an action of prese: 
times was too near them, too much mixed up wi' 
what was accidental and passing, to form a sufficient 
grand, detached, and self-subsistent object for a trag 
poem: such objects belonged to the domain of tI 
comic poet, and of the lighter kinds of poetry. F. 
the more serious kinds, for pragmatic poetry, to u 
an excellent expression of Polybius, they were mo: 
difficult and severe in the range of subjects which the 
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, ermitted. Their theory and practice alike, the 
dmirable treatise of Aristotle, and the unrivalled 
orles of their poets, exclaim with a thousand tongues 
'All depends upon the subject; choose a fitting action, 

~enetrate yourself with the feeling of its situations; 
!his done, everything else will follow.' . 

But for all kinds of poetry alike there was one point 
. n which they were rigidly exacting; the adaptability 
If the subject to the kind of poetry selected, arid the 
~reful construction of the poem. 

How different a way of thinking from this is ours! 
e can hardly at the present day understand what 

WIenander meant, when he told a man who inquired 
IS to the progress of his comedy that he had finished 
It, not having yet ' written a single line, because 
le had constructed the action of it in his mind. A 
nodern critic would have assured him that the merit 
~f his piece depended on the brilliant things which 
lrose under his pen as he went along. We have 
!)Oems which seem to exist · merely for the sake of 
lingle lines and passages; not for the sake of produc­
ng any total-impression. We have critics who seem 
:0 direct their attention merely to detached expres­
dons, to the language about the ' action, not to the 
lction itself. I verily think that the majority of them 
ao not in their hearts believe that there is such a 
ching as a total-impression to be derived from a poem 
1t all, or to be demanded from a poet; they think 
the term a commonplace of metaphysical criticism. 
fhey will permit the Poet to select any action he 
pleases, and to suffer that action to go as it will, 
provided he gratifies them with occasional bursts of 
fine writing, and with a shower of isolated thoughts 
and images. That is, they permit him to leave their 
poetical sense ungratified, provided that he gratifies 
their rhetorical sense and their curiosity. Of his 
neglecting to gratify these, there is little danger; he 
needs rather to be warned against the danger ' of 
attempting to gratify these alone; he needs rather to 
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be perpetually reminded to prefer his action to every 
thing else; so to treat this, as to permit its inheren 
excellences to develop themselves, without interrupo 
tion from the intrusion of his personal peculiarities: 
most fortunate when he most entirely succeeds iI1 
effacing himself, and in enabling a noble action t( 
subsist as it did in nature. 

But the modern critic not only permits a fals~ 
practice; he absolutely prescribes false aims.-'i\ 
true allegory of the state of one's own mind in a 
representative history,' the Poet is told, 'is perhap! 
the highest thing that one can attempt in the way 01 
poetry.'-And accordingly he attempts it. An allegory 
of the state of one's own mind, the highest problem 
of an art which imitates actions! No assuredly, it i! 
not, it never can be so: no great poetical work has 
ever been produced with such an aim. Faust itself, 
in which something of the kind is attempted, wonder­
ful passages as it contains, and in spite of the unsur­
passed beauty of the scenes which relate to Margaret, 
Faust itself, judged as a whole, and judged strictly 
as a poetical work, is defective: its illustrious author, 
the greatest poet of modern times, the greatest critic of 
all times, would have· been the first to acknowledge 
it; he only defended his work, indeed, by asserting 
it to be 'something incommensurable', 

The confusion of the present times is great, the 
multitude of voices counselling different things be­
wildering, the number of existing works capable of 
attracting a young writer's attention and of becoming 
his models, immense: what he wants is a hand to 
guide him through the confusion, a voice to prescribe 
to him the aim which he should keep in view, and to 
explain to him that the value of the literary works 
which offer themselves to his attention is relative to 
their power of helping him forward on his road to­
wards this aim. Such a guide the English writer at 
the present day will nowhere find. Failing this, all 
that can be looked for, all indeed that can be desired, 
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s, that his attention should be fixed on excellent 
nodels; that he may reproduce, at any rate, some­
hing of their excellence, by penetrating himself with 
heir works and by catching their spirit, if he cannot 
Je taught to produce what is excellent independently. 

Foremost among these models for the English writer 
tands Shakespeare: a name the greatest perhaps of 
tIl poetical names; a name never to be mentioned 
vithout reverence. I will venture, however, to ex­
lress a doubt, whether the influence of his works, 
:xcellent and fruitful for the readers of poetry, for 
he great majority, has been of unmixed advantage 
o the writers of it. Shakespeare indeed chose 
:xcellent subjects; the world could afford no better 
han Macbeth, or Romeo and Juliet, or Othello: 
Ie had no theory respecting the necessity of choosing 
ubjects of present import, or the paramount interest 
tttaching to allegories of the state of one's own mind; 
ike all great poets, he knew well what constituted a 
lOetical action; like them, wherever he found such 
Lll action, he took it; like them, too, he found his 
lest in past times. But to these general character­
,tics of all great poets, he added a special one of 
tis own; a gift, namely, of happy, abundant, and 
ngenious expression, eminent and unrivalled: so emi­
tent as irresistibly to strike the attention first in him, 
:nd even to throw into comparative shade his other 
'xcellences as a poet. Here has been the mischief. 
[,hese other excellences were his fundamental ex­
ellences as a poet; what distinguishes the artist from 
he mere amateur, says Goethe, is Architectonice in the 
tighest sense; that power of execution, which creates, 
orms, and constitutes: not the profoundness of single 
houghts, not the richness of imagery, not the abun­
lance of illustration. But these attractive accessories 
,f a poetical work being more easily seized than the 
pirit of the whole, and these accessories being 
Klssessed by Shakespeare in an unequalled degree, 
, young writer having recourse to Shakespeare as 
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his model runs great risk of being vanquished a 
absorbed by them, and, in consequence, of repr 
ducing, according to the measure of his po~r, th 
and these alone. Of this preponderating quality 
Shakespeare's genius, accordingly, almost the who 
of modern English poetry has, it appears to me, f4 
the influence. To the exclusive attention on the pa 
of his imitators to this it is in a great degree owin 
that of the majority of modern poetical works the d 
tails alone are valuable, the composition worthl 
In reading them one is perpetually reminded of th~ 
terrible sentence on a modern French poet-il dit to 
ce qu'il veut, mais malheureusement il n' a rim Ii dire. 

Let me give an instance of what I mean. I wi 
take it from the works of the very chief amon 
those who seem to have been formed in the sch 
of Shakespeare: of one whose exquisite genius a 
pathetic death render him for ever interesting. I 
take the poem of Isabella, or the Pot of Basil, by Kea 
I choose this rather than the Endymion, because th 
latter work (which a modern critic has classed wit 
the Faerie Queene!), although undoubtedly thel 
blows through it the breath of genius, is yet as 
whole so utterly incoherent, as not strictly to mer: 
the name of a poem at all. The poem of Isabell( 
then, is a perfect treasure-house of graceful an 
felicitous words and images: almost in every stanz 
there occurs one of those vivid and picturesqu 
turns of expression, by which the object is made t 
flash upon the eye of the mind, and which thri 
the reader with a sudden delight. This one shOl 
poem contains, perhaps, a greater number of happ 
single expressions which one could quote than a 
the extant tragedies of Sophocles. But the actior 
the story? The action in itself is an excellent on( 
but so feebly is it conceived by the Poet, so loosel 
constructed, that the effect produced by it, in an 
for itself, is absolutely null. Let the reader, aft~ 
he has finished the poem of Keats, turn to the sam 
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tory in the Decameron: he will then feel how preg­
lant and interesting the same action has become in 
he hands of a great artist, who above all things 
lelineates his object; who subordinates expression 
o that which it is designed to express. 

I have said that the imitators of Shakespeare, 
ixing their attention on his wonderful gift of expres­
ion, have directed their imitation to this, neglecting 
lis other excellences. These excellences, the funda­
aental excellences of poetical art, Shakespeare no 
loubt possessed them-possessed many of them in 
. splendid degree; but it may perhaps be doubted 
~hether even he himself did not sometimes give scope 
o his faculty of expression to the prejudice of a 
ligher poetical duty. For we must never forget that 
:hakespeare is the great poet he is from his skill in 
liscerning and firmly conceiving an excellent action, 
rom his power of intensely feeling a situation, of 
atimately associating himself with a character; not 
mm his gift of expression, which rather even leads 
lim astray; degenerating sometimes into a fondness 
:>r curiosity of expression, into an irritability of fancy, 
vhich seems to make it impossible for him to say a 
hing plainly, even when the press of the action 
lemands the very directest language, or its level 
haracter the very simplest. Mr. Hallam, than whom 
t is impossible to find a saner and more judicious 
ritic, has had the courage (for at the present day 
t needs courage) to remark, how extremely and 
aultily difficult Shakespeare's language often is. It 
I so: you may find main scenes in some of his greatest 
ragedies, King Lear for instance, where the language 
I so artificial, so curiously tortured, and so difficult, 
hat every speech has to be read two or three times 
!Cfore its meaning can be comprehended. This over­
uriousness of expression is indeed but the exces­
ive employment of a wonderful gift-of the power of 
aying a thing in a happier way than any other man; 
levertheless, it is carried so far that one understands 
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what M. Guizot meant, when he said that Shak 
speare appears in his language to have tried 
styles except that of simplicity. He has not 
severe and scrupulous self-restraint of the ancien~ 
partly, no doubt, because he had a far less cultivat~ 
and exacting audience: he has indeed a far wide 
range than they had, a far richer fertility of thought 
in this respect he rises above them: in his stro 
conception of his subject, in the genuin~ way . 
which he is penetrated with it, he resembles them 
and is unlike the moderns: but in the accura~ 
limitation of it, the conscientious rejection of supel 
fiuities, the simple and rigorous development of j 
from the first line of his work to the last, he falls belo 
them, and comes nearer to the moderns. In his chi 
works, besides what he has of his own, he has 
elementary soundness of the ancients; he has thei 
important action and their large and broad manne 
but he has not their purity of method. He is therefoIi 
a less safe model; for what he has of his own i 
personal, and inseparable from his own rich nature 
it may be imitated and exaggerated, it cannot b. 
learned or applied as an art; he is above all suggestive 
more valuable, therefore, to young writers as mel 
than as artists. But clearness of arrangement, rigou 
of development, simplicity of style-these may t, 
a certain extent be learned: and these may, I all 

convinced, be learned best from the ancients, who 
although infinitely less suggestive than Shakespear( 
are thus, to the artist, more instructive. 

What then, it will be asked, are the ancients tt 
be our sole models? the ancients with their com 
paratively narrow range of experience, and thei 
widely different circuInstances? Not, certainly, tha 
which is narrow in the ancients, nor that in whicl 
we can no longer sympathize. An action like th, 
action of the Antigone of Sophocles, which turns UpOl 
the conflict between the heroine's duty to her brother' 
corpse and that to the laws of her country, is m 
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I)nger one in which it is possible that we should 
eel a deep interest. I am speaking too, it will be 
emembered, not of the best sources of intellectual 
timulus for the general reader, but of the best models 
of instruction for the individual writer. This last 
nay certainly learn of the ancients, better than 
.nywhere else, three things which it is vitally impor­
ant for him to know:-the all-importance of the 
hoice of a subject; the necessity of accurate con­
truction; and the subordinate character of expression. 
Ie will learn from them how unspeakably superior 
I the effect of the one moral impression left by a 
reat action treated as a whole, to the effect produced 
'Y the most striking single thought or by the happiest 
nage. As he penetrates into the spirit of the great 
lassical works, as he becomes gradually aware of 
neir intense significance, their noble simplicity, and 
neir calm pathos, he will be convinced that it is this 
ffect, unity and profoundness of moral impression, 
.t which the ancient Poets aimed; that it is this 
thich constitutes the grandeur of their works, and 
thich makes them immortal. He will desire to direct 
.is own efforts towards producing the same effect . 
• hove all, he will deliver hiInself from the jargon 
,f modern criticism, and escape the danger of pro­
.ucing poetical works conceived in the spirit of the 
lassing time, and which partake of its transitoriness. 

The present age makes great claims upon us: we 
,we it service, it will not be satisfied without our 
dmiration. I know not how it is, but their com­
:lerce with the ancients appears to me to produce, 
a those who constantly practise it, a steadying and 
omposing effect upon their judgement, not of liter­
.ry works only, but of men and events in general. 
~hey are like persons who have had a very weighty 
nd impressive experience; they are more truly 
nan others under the empire of facts, and more 
adependent of the language current among those 
~ith whom they live. They wish neither to applaud 
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nor to revile their age: they wish to know what it 
what it can give them, and whether this is what th 
want. What they want, they know very well; th 
want to educe and cultivate what is best and noble 
in themselves: they know, too, that this is no easy ta 
--Xa.\l1TOV, as Pittacus said, xa.\(1TOV £o8)..ov EJ.L~ 
-and they ask themselves sincerely whether their a 
and its literature can assist them in the attem) 
If they are endeavouring to practise any art, th 
remember the plain and simple proceedings of t 
old artists, who attained their grand results 1 
penetrating themselves with some noble and si 
nificant action, not by inflating themselves with 
belief in the pre-eminent importance and greatnc 
of their own times. They do not talk of their missic 
nor of interpreting their age, nor of the coming POl 
all this, they know, is the mere delirium of vanit 
their business is not to praise their age, but to affo 
to the men who live in it the highest pleasure whi 
they are capable of ' feeling. If asked to afford tl 
by means of subjects drawn from the age itself, th 
ask what special fitness the present age has for suppJ 
ing them: they are told that it is an era of progre 
an age commissioned to carry out the great ideas 
industrial development and social amelioration. Th 
reply that with all this they can do nothing; that t 
elemetlts they need for the exercise of their art a 
great actions, calculated powerfully and delightful 
to affect what is permanent in the human soul; th 
so far as the present age can supply such actions, th 
will gladly make use of them; but that an age wantil 
in moral grandeur can with difficulty supply sue 
and an age of spiritual discomfort with difficulty . 
powerfully and delightfully affected by them. 

A host of voices will indignantly rejoin that t 
present age is inferior to the past neither in mOl 
grandeur nor in spiritual health. He who possesses tl 
discipline I speak of will content himself with remer 
bering the judgements passed upon the present as 
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~ this respect, by the two men, the one of strongest 
ead, the other of widest culture, whom it has pro­
~ced; by Goethe and by Niebuhr. It will be suffi­
ient for him that he knows the opinions held by these ro great men respecting the present age and its 
rerature; and that he feels assured in his own mind 
1at their aiIns and demands upon life were such as 
e would wish, at any rate, his own to be; and their 
Idgement as to what is impeding and disabling such 
I he may safely follow. He will not, however, main­
lin a hostile attitude towards the false pretensions 
f his age; he will content hiInself with not being 
verwhelmed by them. He will esteem himself for­
nate if he can succeed in banishing from his mind 

fl feelings of contradiction, and irritation, and im­
atience; in order to delight hiInself with the con­
:mplation of some noble action of a heroic time, and 
~ enable others, through his representation of it, to 
elight in it also. 
I am far indeed from making any claim, for myself, 

~at I possess this discipline; or for the following 
oems, that they breathe its spirit. But I say, that in 
~e sincere endeavour to learn and practise, amid the 
ewi.ldermg confusion of our times, what is sound 
nd true ' in poetical art, I seemed to myself to find 
~e only sure guidance, the only solid footing, among 
~e ancients. They, at any rate, knew what they 
ranted in Art, and we do not. It is this uncertainty 
rhich is disheartening, and not hostile criticism. How 
ften have I felt this when reading words of dis­
aragement or of cavil: that it is the uncertainty as to 
·hat is really to be aimed at which makes our difficulty, 
ot the dissatisfaction of the critic, who himself 
lffers from the same uncertainty. Non me tuafirvida 
'rrent Dicta: Dii me terrent, et Jupiter hostis. ' 
Two kinds of dilettanti, says Goethe, there are in 

oetry: he who neglects the indispensable mechanical 
art, and thinks he has done enough if he shows 
?irituality and feeling; and he who seeks.to arrive 
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at poetry merely by mechanism, in which he ca; 
acquire an artisan's readiness, and is without s~ 
and matter. And he adds, that the first does mOl 
harm to Art, and the last to himself. If we must b 
dilettanti: if it is impossible for us, under the circu~ 
stances amidst which we live, to think clearly, t 
feel nobly, and to delineate firmly: if we canne 
attain to the mastery of the great artists-let us, a 
least, have so much respect for our Art as to prefe 
it to ourselves: let us not bewilder our successor! 
let us transmit to them the practice of Poetry, with il 
boundaries and wholesome regulative laws, unde 
which excellent works may again, perhaps, at som 
future time, be produced, not yet fallen into oblivio 
through our neglect, not yet condemned and car 
celled by the influence of their eternal enemy, Caprice 

ADVERTISEMENT TO THE SECOND 
EDITION 

(1854) 

I HAVE allowed the Preface to the former editio 
of these Poems to stand almost without change 
because I still believe it to be, in the main, trw 
I must not, however, be supposed insensible to t11 
force of much that has been alleged against portior 
of it, or unaware that it contains many things ir 
completely stated, many things which need limitl 
tion. It leaves, too, untouched the question, how fa: 
and in what manner, the opinions there expresse 
respecting the choice of subjects apply to lyric poetI) 
that region of the poetical field which is chiefl 
cultivated at present. But neither have I time no' 
to supply these deficiencies, nor is this the prop« 
place for attempting it: on one or two points aloll 
I wish to offer, in the briefest possible way, som 
explanation. 

An objection has been ably urged to the classin 
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ogether, as subjects equally belonging to a past 
ime, Oedipus and Macbeth. And it is no doubt 
rue that to Shakespeare, standing on the verge of 
he Middle Ages, the epoch of Macbeth was more 
~miliar than that of Oedipus. But I was speaking 

Ilf actions as they presented themselves to us moderns: 
nd it will hardly be said that the European mind, 
ince Voltaire, has much more affinity with the times 
If Macbeth than with those of Oedipus. As moderns, 
t seems to me, we have no longer any direct affinity 
lrith the circumstances and feelings of either; as 
ndividuals, we are attracted towards this or that 
r:rsonage, we have a capacity for imagining him, 
rrespective of his times, solely according to a law of 
)ersonal sympathy; and those subjects for which we 
eel this personal attraction most strongly, we may 
lope to treat successfully. Alcestis or Joan of Arc, 
~harlemagne or Agamemnon-one of these is not 
eally nearer to us now than another; each can be 
nade present only by an act of poetic imagination: 
mt this man's imagination has an affinity for one 

r
f them, and that man's for another. 
It has been said that I wish to limit the Poet in 

~is choice of subjects to the period of Greek and 
!toman antiquity: but it is not so: I only counsel him 
o choose for his subjects great actions, without 
'egarding to what time they belong. Nor do I deny 
hat the poetic faculty can and does manifest itself 
n treating the most trifling action, the most hopeless 
ubject. But it is a pity that power should be wasted; 
LOd that the Poet should be compelled to impart 
nterest and force to his subject, instead of receiving 
:hem from it, and thereby doubling his impressive­
lesS. There is, it has been excellently said, an im­
nortal strength in the stories of great actions: the 
nost gifted poet, then, may well be glad to supple­
nent with it that mortal weakness, which, in presence 
)f the vast spectacle of life and the world, he must 
:Or ever feel to be his individual portion. 
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Again, with respect to the study of the classia 

writers of antiquity: it has been said that we shoul 
emulate rather than imitate them. I make no ot 
jection: all I say is, let us study them. They ca 
help to cure us of what is, it seems to me, the gre2 
vice of our intellect, manifesting itself in our incredibl 
vagaries in literature, in art, in religion, in moral: 
namely, that it isfantastic, and wants saniry. Sanity­
that is the great virtue of the ancient literature: th 
want of that is the great defect of the modern, i 
spite of all its variety and power. It is impossibl 
to read carefully the great ancients, without losin 
something of our caprice and eccentricity; and 
emulate them we must at least read them. 
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OF THE PATHETIC FALLACY 
[Modem Painters, vol. iii, pt. 4, 1856] 

§ I. GERMAN dulness, and English affectation, have 
f late much multiplied among us the use of two of 
he most objectionable words that were ever coined 
'y the troublesomeness of metaphysicians-namely, 
Jbjective' and 'Subjective'. 

No words can be more exquisitely, and in all 
lOints, useless; and I merely speak of them that I 
lay, at once and for ever, get them out of my way, 
nd out of my reader's. But to get that done, they 
lust be explained. 
The word 'Blue', say certain philosophers, means 

he sensation of colour which the human eye receives 
1 looking at the open sky, or at a bell gentian. 

Now, say they farther, as this sensation can only 
e felt when the eye is turned to the object, and as, 
ilerefore, no such sensation is produced by the 
bject when nobody looks at it, therefore the thing, 
Ihen it is not looked at, is not blue; and thus (say 
iley) there are many qualities of things which depend 
s much on something else as on themselves. To be 
weet, a thing must have a taster; it is only sweet 
lhile it is being tasted, and if the tongue had not 
he capacity of taste, .then the sugar would not have 
he quality of sweetness. 
And then they agree that the qualities of things 

Ihich thus depend upon our perception of them, 
nd upon our human nature as affected by them, 
hall be called Subjective; and the qualities of things 
lhich they always have, irrespective of any other 
, .. rure, as roundness or squareness, shall be called 
)bjective. 
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From these ingenious views the step is very ea!I 

to a farther opinion, that it does not much matte 
what things are in themselves, but only what th 
are to us; and that the only real truth of them ! 
their appearance to, or effect upon, us. From whic 
position, with a hearty desire for mystification, an 
much egotism, selfishness, shallowness, and impel 
tinence, a philosopher may easily go so far as t 
believe, and say, that everything in the world de 
pends upon his seeing or thinking of it, and th2 
nothing, therefore, exists, but what he sees or thinks 0 

§ 2. Now, to get rid of all these ambiguities an 
troublesome words at once, be it observed that th 
word 'Blue' does not mean the sensation caused b 
a gentian on the human eye; but it means the POWi. 
of producing that sensation; and this power : 
always there, in the thing, whether we are there t 
experience it or not, and would remain there thoug. 
there were not left a man on the face of the eartl 
Precisely . in the same way gunpowder has a pow~ 
of exploding. It will not explode if you put n 
match to it. But it has always the power of s 
exploding, and is therefore called an explosive com 
pound, which it very positively and assuredly il 
whatever philosophy may say to the contrary. 

In like manner, a gentian does not produce th 
sensation of blueness if you don't look at it. Bu 
it has always the power of doing so; its particle 
being everlastingly so arranged by its Maker. Anc 
therefore, the gentian and the sky are always veril 
blue, whatever philosophy may say to the contrary 
and if you do not see them blue when you 100' 
at them, it is not their fault but yours. 

§ 3. Hence I would say to these philosophers: II 
instead of using the sonorous phrase, 'It is objectivel 
so,' you will use the plain old phrase, 'It is so;' and i 
instead of the sonorous phrase, 'It is subjectively so, 
you will say, in plain old English, 'It does so,' or 'I 
seems so to me;' you will, on the whole, be mor· 
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ntelligible to your fellow-creatures: and besides, if 
rou find that a thing which generally 'does so' to 
>ther people (as a gentian looks blue to most men), 
loes not so to you, on any particular occasion, you 
.vill not fall into the impertinence of saying, that the 
hing is not so, or did not so, but you will say simply 
what you will be all the better for speedily finding 
IUt), that something is the matter with you. If you 
i.nd that you cannot explode the gunpowder, you 
r,!ll not declare that all gunpowder is subjective, and 
L11 explosion imaginary, but you will simply suspect 
md declare yourself to be an ill-made match. Which, 
In the whole, though there may be a distant chance 
If a mistake about it, is, nevertheless, the wisest 
'Ionclusion you can come to until farther experiment. 

§ 4. Now, therefore, putting these tiresome and 
bsurd words quite out of our way, we may go on 
t our ease to examine the point in question- namely, 

~ 
difference between the ordinary, proper, and 

e appearances of things to US; and the extraordin­
ry, or false appearances, when we are under the 
p.fluence of emotion, or contemplative fancy; false 
lppearances, I say, as being entirely unconnected 
rith any real power or character in the object, and 
mly imputed to it by us. 

For instance-

The spendthrift crocus, bursting through the mould 
Naked and shivering, with his cup of gold. 

This is very beautiful, and yet very untrue. The 
.rocus is not a spendthrift, but a hardy plant; its 
rellow is not gold, but saffron. How is it that we 
:njoy so much the having it put into our heads that 
t is anything else than a plain crocus? 
It is an important question. For, throughout our 

rast reasonings about art, we have always found that 
~othing could be good, or useful, or ultimately plea­
jurable, which was untrue. But here is something 
~Ieasurable in written poetry which is nevertheless 
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untrue. And what is more, if we think over Ot 

favourite poetry, we shall find it full of this kind f 

fallacy, and that we like it all the more for being So 

§ 5. It will appear also, on consideration of d 
matter, that this fallacy is of two principal kind 
Either, as in this case of the crocus, it is the falla< 
of wilful fancy, which involves no real expectatic 
that it will be believed; or else it is a fallacy caus( 
by an excited state of the feelings, making us, fi 
the time, more or less irrational. Of the cheating' 
the fancy we shall have to speak presently; bu 
in this chapter, I want to examine the nature ' 
the other error, that which the mind admits wht 
affected strongly by emotion. Thus, for instance, i 
Alton Locke-

They rowed her in across the rolling foam­
The cruel, crawling foam. 

The foam is not cruel, neither does it crawl. TI 
state of mind which attributes to it these characte 
of a living creature is one in which the reason 
unhinged by grief. All violent feelings have the sa , 
effect. They produce in us a falseness in all 01 

impressions of external things, which I would gen 
ally characterize as the 'Pathetic Fallacy'. 

§ 6. Now we are in the habit of considering 
fallacy as eminently a character of poetical descri] 
tion, and the temper of mind in which we allow 
as one eminently poetical, because passionate. B 
I believe, ifwe look well into the matter, that we sh 
find the greatest poets do not often admit this kind 
falseness-that it is only the second order of poe 
who much delight in it.l 

r I admit two orders of poets, but no third; and by th 
two orders I mean the Creative (Shakespeare, Home 
Dante), and Reflective or Perceptive (Wordsworth, Kea 
Tennyson). But both of these must be first-rate in th 
range, though their range is different; and v.ith poe 
second-rate in quality no one ought to be allowed to trou 
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Thus, when Dante describes the spirits falling from 

the bank of Acheron 'as dead leaves flutter from a 
bough', he gives the most perfect image possible of 
their utter lightness, feebleness, passiveness, and scat­
tering agony of despair, without, however, for an 
instant losing his own clear perception that these are 
louIs, and those are leaves; he makes no confusion of 
:me with the other. But when Coleridge speaks of 

The one red leaf, the last of its clan, 
That dances as often as dance it can. 

le has a morbid, that is to say, a so far false, idea 
ibout the leaf: he fancies a life in it, and will, which 
ihere are not; confuses its powerlessness with choice, 
.ts fading death with merriment, and the wind that 
nankind. There is quite enough of the best,-much more 
l1an we can ever read or enjoy in the length of a life; and 
t is a literal wrong or sin in any person to encumber us 
.vith inferior work. I have no patience with apologies 
nade by young pseudo-poets, 'that they believe there is 
'ome good in what they have written: that they hope to do 
Jetter in time,' &c. Some good! If there is not all good, 
:here is no good. If they ever hope to do better, why do 
:bey trouble us now? Let them rather courageously burn 
111 they have done, and wait for the better days. There are 
ew men, ordinarily educated, who in moments of strong 
eeling could not strike out a poetical thought, and after­
.vards polish it so as to be presentable. But men of sense 
mow better than so to waste their time; and those who 
:incerely love poetry, know the touch of the master's hand 
m the chords too well to fumble among them after him. 
~ay, more than this; all inferior poetry is an injury to the 
(ood, inasmuch as it takes away the freshness of rhymes, 
)lunders upon and gives a wretched commonalty to good 
:boughts; and, in general, adds to the weight of human 
.veariness in a most woful and culpable manner. There 
Ire few thoughts likely to come across ordinary men, which 
lave not already been expressed by greater men in the 
Jest possible way; and it is a wiser, more generous, more 
loble thing to remember and point out the perfect words, 
han to invent poorer ones, wherewith to encumber tem­
JOrarily the world. 
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shakes it with music. Here, however, there is some 
beauty, even in the morbid passage; but take an 
instance in Homer and Pope. Without the knowledge 
of Ulysses, Elpenor, his youngest follower, has fallerJ 
from an upper chamber in the Circean palace, and 
has been left dead, unmissed by his leader, or com· 
panions, in the haste of their departure. They crOS! 
the sea to the Cimmerian land; and Ulysses summOlll 
the shades from Tartarus. The first which appear. 
is that of the lost Elpenor. Ulysses, amazed, and ir. 
exactly the spirit of bitter and terrified lightnesl 
which is seen in Hamlet,I addresses the spirit with the 
simple, startled words:-

Elpenor! How camest thou under the' shadowy dark· 
ness? Hast thou come faster on foot than I in my bIacli 
ship? 

Which Pope renders thus:-
0, say, what angry power Elpenor led 
To glide in shades; and wander with the dead? 
How could thy soul, by realms and seas disjoined, 
Outfly the nimble sail, and leave the lagging wind? 

I sincerely hope the reader finds no pleasure here 
either in the nimbleness of the sail, or the lazinc:sl 
of the wind! And yet how is it that these concei 
are so painful now, when they have been pleasan 
to us in the other instances? 

§ 7. For a very simple reason. They are not 
pathetic fallacy at all, for they are put into the mou 
of the wrong passion-a passion which never coul 
possibly have spoken 'them-agonized curiosity 
Ulysses wants to know the facts of the matter; ana 
the very last thing his mind could do at the m 
ment would be to pause, or suggest in anywise wha 
was not a fact. The delay in the first three lines, 
and conceit in the last, jar upon us instantly, lik , 
the most frightful discord in music. No poet of tru 

I 'Well said, old mole! can'st work i' the ground 
fast?' 
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ginative power could possibly have written the 
age. I 

Therefore, we see that the spirit of truth must 
ide us in some sort, even in our enjoyment of 

~I1acy. Coleridge's fallacy has no discord in it, but 
rope's has set our teeth on edge. Without farther 
fluestioning, I will endeavour to state the main bear. 
'r· gs of this matter. 

§ 8. The temperament which admits the pathetic 

~
llaCy, is, as I said above, that of a mind and body 

n some sort too weak to deal fully with what is before 
em or upon them; borne away, or overclouded, 

~r over-dazzled by emotion; and it is a more or less 
Iloble state, according to the force of the emotion 
Which has induced it. For it is no credit to a man 
that he is not morbid or inaccurate in his perceptions, 

~
hen he has no strength of feeling to warp them; and 

t is in general a sign of higher capacity and stand 
n the ranks of being, that the emotions should be 
trong enough to vanquish, partly, the intellect, and 
fake it believe what they choose. But it is still a 
~ander condition when the intellect also rises, till it 
is strong enough to assert its rule against, or together 

~th, the utmost efforts of the passions; and the whole 
n stands in an iron glow, white hot, perhaps, but 

till strong, and in no wise evaporating; even if he 
melts, losing none of his weight. 

So, then, we have the three ranks: the man who 

lIt is worth while comparing the way a similar question 
s put by the exquisite sincerity of Keats:-

He wept, and his bright tears 
Went trickling down the golden bow he held. 
Thus, with half-shut, suffused eyes, he stood; 
While from beneath some cumb'rous boughs hard by, 
With solemn step, an awful goddess came. 
And there was purport in her looks for him, 
Which he with eager guess began to read: 
Perplexed the while, melodiously he said, 
• How cam'st thou over the un/ooted sea?' 
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perceives rightly, because he does not feel, and t. 
whom the primrose is very accurately the primrose 
because he does not love it. Then, secondly, the mal 

who perceives wrongly, because he feels, and t 
whom the primrose is anything else than a primrose 
a star, or a sun, or a fairy's shield, or a forsakel 
maiden. And then, lastly, there is the man who pel 
ceives rightly in spite of his feelings, and to whom th 
primrose is for ever nothing else than itself-a litt! 
flower, apprehended in the very plain and leafy fae 
of it, whatever and how many soever the association 
and passions may be, that crowd around it. And, i: 
general, these three classes may be rated in com 
parative order, as the men who are not poets at all 
and the poets of the second order, and the poets ( 
the first; only however great a man may be, there ar 
always some subjects which ought to throw him oj 
his balance; some, by which his poor human capacit 
of thought should be conquered, and brought int 
the inaccurate and vague state of perception, so tha 
the language of the highest inspiration becomes broker 
obscure, and wild in metaphor, resembling that ( 
the weaker man, overborne by weaker things. 

§ 9. And thus, in full, there are four classes: th 
men who feel nothing, and therefore see truly; th 
men who feel strongly, think weakly, and see untrul 
(second order of poets); the men who feel strongly 
think strongly, and see truly (first order of poets) 
and the men who, strong as human creatures can b~ 
are yet submitted to influences stronger than the} 
and see in a sort untruly, because what they see is in 
conceivably above them. This last is the usual condi 
tion of prophetic inspiration. 

§ 10. I separate these classes, m order that thei 
character may be clearly understood; but of cours 
they are united each to the other by imperceptibl 
transitions, and the same mind, according to th 
influences to which it is subjected, passes at differen 
times into the various states. Still, the differenc, 
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between the great and less man is, on the whole, 
chiefly in this point of alterability. That is to say, the 
one knows too much, and perceives and feels too 
much of the past and future, and of all things beside 
and around that which immediately affects him, to 
be in anywise shaken by it. His mind is made up; 
his thoughts have an accustomed current; his ways 
are steadfast; it is not this or that new sight which will 
at once unbalance him. He is tender to impression 
at the surface, like a rock with deep moss upon it; 
but there is too much mass of him to be moved. The 
smaller man, with the same degree of sensibility, is 

. at once carried off his feet; he wants to do something 
he did not want to do before; he views all the universe 
in a new light through his tears; he is gay or enthusi­
astic, melancholy or passionate, as things come and 
go to him. Therefore the high creative poet might 
even be thought, to a great extent, impassive (as 
shallow people think Dante stern), receiving indeed 
all feelings to the full, but having a great centre of 
reflection and knowledge in which he stands serene, 
and watches the feeling, as it were, from far off. 

Dante, in his most intense moods, has entire com­
mand of himself, and can look around calmly, at all 
moments, for the image or the word that will best 
tell what he sees to the upper or lower world. But 
Keats and Tennyson, and the poets of the second 
order, are generally themselves subdued by the feel­
ings under which they write, or, at least, write as 
choosing to be so, and therefore admit certain ex­
pressions and modes of thought which are in some 
sort diseased or false. 

§ 1 I. Now so long as we see that the feeling is true, 
we pardon, or are even pleased by, the confessed 
fallacy of sight which it induces: we are pleased, for 
instance, with those lines of Kingsley's, above quoted, 
not because they fallaciously describe foam, but 
because they faithfully describe sorrow. But the 
moment the mind of the speaker becomes cold, that 
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moment every such expression becomes untrue, as 
being for ever untrue in the external facts. And there 
is no greater baseness in literature than the habit of 
using these metaphorical expressions in cold blood. 
An inspired writer, in full impetuosity of passion, 
may speak wisely and truly of 'raging waves of the 
sea, foaming out their own shame'; but it is only 
the basest writer who cannot speak of the sea with­
out talking of 'raging waves', 'remorseless floods', 
'ravenous billows', &c.; and it is one of the signs of 
the highest power in a writer to check all such habits 
of thought, and to keep his eyes fixed firmly on the 
pure fact, out of which if any feeling comes to him or 
his reader, he knows it must be a true one. 

To keep to the waves, I forget who it is who repre­
sents a man in despair, desiring that his body may be 
cast into the sea, 

Whose changing moWuJ, andfoam that passed away, 
Might mock the eye that questioned where I lay. 

Observe, there is not a single false, or even over-
charged, expression. 'Mound' of the sea wave is 
perfectly simple and true; 'changing' is as familiar 
as may be; 'foam that passed away', strictly literal; 
and the whole line descriptive of the reality with 
a degree of accuracy which I know not any other 
verse, in the range of poetry, that altogether equals. 
For most people have not a distinct idea of the clumsi­
ness and massiveness of a large wave. The word 
'wave' is uSed too generally of ripples and breakers, 
and bendings in light drapery or grass: it does not by 
itself convey a perfect image. But the word 'mound' 
is heavy, large, dark, definite; there is no mistaking 
the kind of wave meant, nor missing the sight of it. 
Then the term 'changing' has a peculiar force also. 
Most people think of waves as rising and falling. But 
if they look at the sea carefully, they will perceive 
that the waves do not rise and fall. They change. 
Change both place and form, but they do not fall; 
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one wave goes on, and on, and still on; now lower, 
now higher, now tossing its mane like a horse, now 
building itself together like a wall, now shaking, now 
steady, but still the same wave, till at last it seems 
struck by something, and changes, one knows not 
how,-becomes another wave. 

The close of the line insists on this image, and paints 
it still more perfectly,-'foam that passed away'. Not 
merely melting, disappearing, but passing on, out of 
sight, on the career of the wave. Then, baving put 
the absolute ocean fact as far as he may before our 
eyes, the poet leaves us to feel about it as we may, and 

, to trace for ourselves the opposite fact,-the image 
of the green mounds that do not change, and the 
white and written stones that do not pass away; and 
thence to follow out also the associated images of the 
calm life with the quiet grave, and the despairing life 
with the fading foam: 

Let no man move his bones. 
As for Samaria, her king is cut off like the foam upon the 

water. 

But nothing of this is actually told or pointed out, 
and the expressions, as they stand, are perfectly 
severe and accurate, utterly uninfluenced by the 
firmly governed emotion of the writer. Even the 
word 'mock' is hardly an exception, as it may stand 
merely for 'deceive' or 'defeat', without implying any 
impersonation of the waves. 

§ 12. It may be well, perhaps, to give one or two 
more instances to show the peculiar dignity possessed 
by all passages which thus limit their expression to 
the pure fact, and leave the hearer to gather what 
he can from it. Here is a notable one from the Iliad. 
Helen, looking from the Scaean gate of Troy over 
the Grecian host, and telling Priam the names of its 
captains, says at last: 

I see all the other dark-eyed Greeks; but two I cannot 
see,-Castor and Pollux,-whom one mother bore with 
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me. Have they not followed from fair Lacedaemon, or 
have they indeed come in their sea-wandering ships, but 
now will not enter into the battle of men, fearing the 
shame and the scorn that is in Me? 

Then Homer: 1 

So she spoke. But them, already, the life-giving earth 
possessed, there in Lacedaemon, in the dear fatherland. 

Note, here, the high poetical truth carried to the 
extreme. The poet has to speak of the earth in sad­
ness, but he will not let that sadness affect or change 
his thoughts of it. No; though Castor and Pollux be 
dead, yet the earth is our mother still, fruitful, life­
giving. These are the facts of the thing. I see nothing 
else than these. Make what you will of them. 

§ 13. Take another very notable instance from 
Casimir de la Vigne's terrible ballad, La Toiletle de 
Constance. I must quote a few lines out of it here and 
there, to enable the reader who has not the book by 
him, to understand its close. 

Vite, Anna, vite; au miroir 
Plus vite, Anna. L'heure s'avance, 

Et je vais au bal ce soir 
Chez l'ambassadeur de France. 

Y pensez-vous, ils sont fanes, ces nceuds, 
lis sont d'hier, mon Dieu, comme tout passe! 

Que du reseau qui retient mes cheveux 
Les glands d'azur retombent avec grace. 

Plus haut! Plus bas! Vous ne comprenez rien! 
Que sur mon front ce saphir etincelle: 

Vous me piquez, maladroite. Ah, c'est bien, 
Bien,-chere Annal Je t'aime, je suis belle. 

Celui qu'en vain je voudrais oublier 
(Anna, rna robe) il y sera, j'espere. 

(Ah, fi! profane, est-ce la mon collier? 
Quai! ces grains d'or benits par Ie Saint-Pere!) 

II y sera; Dieu, s'il pressait rna main, 
En y pensant, a peine je respire; 

Pere Anselmo doit m'entendre demain, 
Comment ferai-je, Anna, pour tout lui dire?, 
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Vite un coup d'reil au miroir, 

Le demier. --J'ai l'assurance 
Qu'on va m'adorer ce soir 

Chez l'ambassadeur de France. 
Pres du foyer, Constance s'admirait. 

Dieu! sur sa robe il vole une etincelle! 
Au feu! Courez! Quand l'cspoir l'enivrait, 

Tout perdre ainsi! Quoi! Mourir,-et si bellel 
L'horrible feu ronge avec volupte 

Scs bras, son sein, et l' en toure, et s' c!leve, 
Et sans pitie devore sa beaute, 

Scs dix-huit ans, helas, et son doux revel 
Adieu, bal, plaisir, amour! 

On disait, Pauvre Constance! 
Et on dansait, jusqu'au jour, 

Chez l'ambassadeur de France. 

Yes, that is the fact of it. Right or wrong, the poet 
does not say. What you may think about it, he does 
not know. He has nothing to do with that. There 
lie the ashes of the dead girl in her chamber. There 
they danced, till the morning, at the Ambassador's 
of France. Make what you will of it. 

If the reader will look through the ballad, of which 
I have quoted only about the third part, he will find 
that there is not, from beginning to end of it, a single 
poetical (so called) expression, except in one stanza. 
The girl speaks as simple prose as may be; there is 
not a word she would not have actually used as she 
was dressing. The poet stands by, impassive as a 
statue, recording her words just as they come. At 
last the doom seizes. her, and in the very presence of 
death, for an instant, his own emotions conquer him. 
He records no longer the facts only, but the facts as 
they seem to him. The fire gnaws with voluptuousness­
without pity. It is soon past. The fate is fixed for ever; 
and he retires into his pale and crystalline atmosphere 
of truth. He closes all with the calm veracity. 

They said, 'Poor Constance!' 

§ 14. Now in this there is the exact type of the 
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consummate poetical temperament. For, be it clearl 
and constantly remembered, that the greatness of; 
poet depends upon the two faculties, acuteness 0 

feeling, and command of it. A poet is great, first iJ 
proportion to the strength of his passion, and ther: 
that strength being granted, in proportion to hi 
government of it; there being, however, always 
point beyond which it would be inhuman and mor: 
strous if he pushed this government, and, therefor! 
a point at which all feverish and wild fancy becom( 
just and true. Thus the destruction of the kingdoI 
of Assyria cannot be contemplated firmly by 
prophet of Israel. The fact is too great, too wondel 
ful. It overthrows him, dashes him into a confuse 
element of dreams. All the world is, to his stunno 
thought, full of strange voices. 'Yea, the fir-tre( 
rejoice at thee, and the cedars of Lebanon, sayin~ 
"Since thou art gone down to the grave, no feller: 
come up against us.''' So, still more, the thought ( 
the presence of Deity cannot be borne without th: 
great astonishment. 'The mountains and the hit 
shall break forth before you into singing, and all tho 
trees of the field shall clap their hands.' 

§ 15. But by how much this feeling is noble whe 
it is justified by the strength of its cause, by so muc 
it is ignoble when there is not cause enough for i1 
and beyond all other ignobleness is the mere affecta 
tion of it, in hardness of heart. Simply bad writin 
may almost always, as above noticed, be known b 
its adoption of these fanciful metaphorical expressioru 
as a sort of current coin; yet there is even a worse 
at least a more harmful, condition of writing tha; 
this, in which such expressions are not ignorantl 
and feelinglessly caught up, but, by some mas tel 
skilful in handling, yet insincere, deliberately wrough 
out with chill and studied fancy; as if we should tr 
to make an old lava stream look red-hot again, b 
covering it with dead leaves, or white-hot, with hoa! 
frost. 
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When Young is lost in veneration, as he dwells on 

he character of a truly good and holy man, he permits 
Limself for a moment to be overborne by the feeling 
() far as to exclaim: 

Where shall I find him? angels, tell me where. 
You know him; he is near you; point him out. 
Shall I see glories beaming from his brow, 
Or trace his footsteps by the rising flowers? 

This emotion has a worthy cause, and is thus true 
nd right. But now hear the cold-hearted Pope say to 
, shepherd girl: 

Where'er you walk, cool gales shall fan the glade; 
Trees, where you sit, shall crowd into a shade; 
Your praise the birds shall chant in every grove, 
And winds shall waft it to the powers above. 
But would you sing, and rival Orpheus' strain, 
The. wondering forests soon should dance again; 
The moving mountains hear the powerful call, 
And headlong streams hang, listening, in their fall. 

This is not, nor could it for a moment be mistaken 
Dr, the language of passion. It is simple falsehood, 
Ittered by hypocrisy; definite ·absurdity, rooted in 
,ffectation, and coldly asserted in the teeth of nature 
,nd fact. Passion will indeed go far in deceiving itself; 
lut it must be a strong passion, not the simple wish 
,f a lover to tempt his mistress to sing. Compare a 
rery closely parallel passage in Wordsworth, in which 
he lover has lost his mistress: 

Three years had Barbara in her grave been laid, 
When thus his moan he made:-

'Oh move, thou cottage, from behind yon oak, 
Or let the ancient tree uprooted lie, ' 

That in some other way yon smoke 
May mount into the sky. 

If still behind yon pine-tree's ragged bough, 
Headlong, the waterfall must come, 
Oh, let it, then, be dumb-

Be anything, sweet stream, but that which thou art now.' 
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Here is a cottage to be moved, if not a mountaiII 

and a waterfall to be silent, if it is not to hang listen 
ing: but with what different relation to the min, 
that contemplates them! Here, in the extremity c 
its agony, the soul cries out wildly for relief, whicl 
at the same moment it partly knows to be impossibl~ 
but partly believes possible, in a vague impressio: 
that a miracle might be wrought to give relief even t, 
a less sore distress,-that nature is kind, and God i 
kind, and that grief is strong: it knows not well wha 
is possible to such grief. To silence a stream, to mov 
a cottage wall,--one might think it could do as muci 
as that! 

§ 16. I believe these instances are enough to illill 
trate the main point I insist upon respecting th 
pathetic fallacy,-that so far as it is a fallacy, it i 
always the sign of a morbid state of mind, and com 
paratively of a weak one. Even in the most inspire, 
prophet it is a sign of the incapacity of his hurna 
sight or thought to bear what has been revealed to i! 
In ordinary poetry, if it is found in the thoughts ( 
the poet hiInself, it is at once a sign of his belongin 
to the inferior school; ifin the thoughts of the chara( 
ters imagined by him, it is right or wrong accordin 
to the genuineness of the emotion from which i 
springs; .always, however, implying necessarily sort: 
degree of weakness in the character. 

Take two most exquisite instances from maste 
hands. The J essy of Shenstone, and the Ellen ( 
Wordsworth, have both been betrayed and desertec 
jessy, in the course of her most touching complain! 
says: 

If through the garden's flowery tribes I stray, 
Where bloom the jasmines that could once allure, 

'Hope not to find delight in us,' they say. 
'For w; are spotless, Jessy; we are pure.' 

Compare with this some of the words of Ellen: 

• • Ah, why,' said Ellen, sighing to herself, 
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'Why do not words, and kiss, and solemn pledge, 
And nature, that is kind in woman's breast, " 
And reason, that in man is wise and good, . 
And fear of Him who is a righteous Judge,- I 

Why do not these prevail for hU';Ilan life, 
To keep two hearts together, that began 
Their springtime with one love, and that have need 
Of mutual pity and forgiveness, sweet 
To grant, or be received;-while that poor bird-
0, come and hear him! Thou who hast to me 
Been faithless, hear him;-though a lowly creature, 
One of God's simple children, that yet know not 
The Universal Parent, how he sings! 
As if he wished the firmament of heaven 
Should listen, and give back to him the voice 
Of his triumphant constancy and love. 
The proclamation that he makes, how far 
His darkness doth transcend our fickle light.' 

he perfection of both these passages, as far as regards 
uth and tenderness of imagination in the two poets, 
quite insuperable. But, of the two characters 

lagined, Jessy is weaker than Ellen, exactly in so 
r as something appears to her to be in nature which 
not. The flowers do not really reproach her. God 
eant them to comfort her, not to taunt her; they 
Duld do so if she saw them rightly. 
Ellen, on the other hand, is quite above the slightest 
ring emotion. There is not the barest film of fallacy 
all her thoughts. She reasons as calmly as if she 

d not feel. And, although the singing of the bird 
.ggests to her the idea of its desiring to be heard in 
~aven, she does not for an instant admit any veracity 
. the thought. 'As if,' she says,-'I know he means 
)thing of the kind; but it does verily seem as if.' 
he reader will find, by examining the rest of the 
)em, that Ellen's character is throughout consistent 
this clear though passionate strength.' 

I I cannot quit this subject without giving two more 
stances, both exquisite, of the pathetic fallacy, which 
have just come upon, in Maud: 
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It is, I hope, now made clear to the reader in a 

respects that the pathetic fallacy is powerful only I 

far as it is pathetic, feeble so far as it is fallacious, am 
therefore, that the dominion of Truth is entire, ove 
this, as over every other natural and just state of tI: 
human mind. 

[Continuation of note.] 
For a great speculation had fail'c 

And ever he mutler'd and madden'd, and ever wann' 
with despair; . 

And out he walk'd, when the wind like a broken worldlir 
wail'd, 

And thejiying gold of the ruin'd woodlands drove thro' the ai 

There has fallen a splendid tear 
From the passion-flower at the gate_ 

The red rose cries, 'She is near, she is near!' 
And the white rose weeps, 'She is late.' 

"Jill! larkspur listens, 'J hear, I hear!' 
Ji1/& the lily whispers, 'I wait.', 
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THOUGHTS ON POETRY AND ITS 

VARIETIES (1859) 

I 
-T has often been asked, What is Poetry? And 
- many and various are the answers which have been 
!turned. The vulgarest of all-one with which no 
erson possessed of the faculties to which Poetry 
ddresses itself can ever have been satisfied-is that 
rhich confounds poetry with metrical composition: 
et to this wretched mockery of a definition, many 
ave been led back, by the failure of all their attempts 
) find any other that would distinguish what they 
ave been accustomed to call poetry, from much 
'hich they have known only under other names. 
That, however, the word 'poetry' imports some­

ling quite peculiar in its nature, something which , 
lay exist in what is called prose as well as in verse, 
)mething which does not even require the instru­
lent of words, but can speak through the other 
udible symbols called musical sounds, and even 
lrough the visible ones which are the language of 
:ulpture, painting, and architecture; all this,we 
dieve, is and must be felt, though perhaps indis­
inctly, by all upon whom poetry in any of its shapes 
'roduces any impression beyond that of tickling the 
ar. The distinction between poetry and what is 
.ot poetry, whether explained or not, ' is felt to be 
llldamental: and where every one feels a difference, 

difference there must I be. All other appearances 
lay be fallacious, but the appearance of a difference 
~ a real difference. Appearances too, like other , 
llings, must have a cause, and that which can cause 
nything, even an illusion, .must be a reality. And 
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hence, while a half-philosophy disdains the classifi< 
tions and distinctions indicated by popular langua! 
philosophy carried to its highest point frames n, 
ones, but rarely sets aside the old, content with cc 
recting and regularizing them. It cuts fresh chann 
for thought, but does not fill up such as it finds reac 
made; it traces, on the contrary, more deep 
broadly, and distinctly, those into which the curn 
has spontaneously flowed . • 

Let us then attempt, in the way of modest inquil 
not to coerce and confine nature within the bOUI! 
of an arbitrary definition, but rather to find t 
boundaries which she herself has set, and erect 
barrier round them; not calling mankind to accou 
for having misapplied the word 'poetry', but attem] 
ing to clear up the conception which they alrea' 
attach to it, and " to bring forward as a distir 
principle that which, as a vague feeling, has · rea 
guided them in their employment of the term. 

The object of poetry is confessedly to act upon t 
emotions; and therein is poetry sufficiently disti 
guished from what Wordsworth affirms to be 
logical opposite, namely, not prose, but matter 
fact or science. The one addresses itself to the beli 
the other to the feelings. The one does its wo 
by convincing or persuading, the other by movir 
The one acts by presenting a proposition to t 
understanding, the other by offering interesti' 
objects of contemplation to the sensibilities. 

This, however, leaves us very far from a definiti, 
of poetry. This distinguishes it from one thing, b 
we are bound to distinguish it from everything. ~ 
bring thoughts or images before the mind for t 
purpose of acting upon the emotions, does not belo] 
to poetry alone. It · is equally the province (I 
example) of the novelist: and yet the faculty of t: 
poet and that of the novelist are as distinct as al 
other two faculties; as the faculties of the novel 
and of the orator, or of the poet and the met 
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lhysician. The two characters may be united, as 
:haracters the most disparate may; but they have 
10 natural connexion. 

Many of the greatest poems are in the form of 
ictitious narratives, and in almost all good serious 
ictions there is true poetry. But there is a radical 
listinction between the interest felt in a story as such, 
~nd the interest excited by poetry; for the one is de­
~ved from incident, the other from the representation 
If feeling. In one, the source of the emotion excited 
I the exhibition of a state or states of human sensi­
,ility; in the other, of a series of states of mere out­
~ard circumstances. Now, all minds are capable of 
,eing affected more or less by representations of the 
atter kind, and all, or almost all, by those of the 
ormer; yet the two sources of interest correspond 
o two distinct, and (as respects their greatest develop­
(lent) mutually exclusive, characters of mind. 

At what age is the passion for a story, for almost 
ny kind of story, merely as a story, the most intense? 
It childhood. But that also is the age at which 
loetry, even of the simplest description, is least 
elished and least understood; because the feelings 
~ith which it is especially conversant are yet un­
.eveloped, and not having been even in the slightest 
.egree experienced, cannot be sympathized with. 
n what stage of the progress of society, again, is story­
~lling most valued, and the story-teller in greatest 
equest and honour?-In a rude state like that of the 
'artars and Arabs at this day, and of almost all 
lations in the earliest ages. But in this state of society 
~ere is little poetry except ballads, which are mostly 
larrative, that is, essentially stories, and derive their 
rincipal interest from the incidents. Considered as 
retry, they are of the lowest and most elementary 
~nd: the feelings depicted, or rather indicated, are 
he simplest our nature has; such joys and griefs 

the immediate pressure of some outward event ex­
ites in rude minds, which live wholly immersed in 
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outward things, and have never, either from choi 
or a force they could not resist, turned themselv 
to the contemplation of the world within. Passi 
now from childhood, and from the childhood 
society, to the grown-up men and women of this m~ 
grown-up and unchildlike age--the minds and heart 
of greatest depth and elevation are commonly thos 
which take greatest delight in poetry; the shallow 
and emptiest, on the contrary, are, at all events, n 
those least addicted to novel-reading. This accordS 
too, with all analogous experience of human nature 
The sort of persons whom not merely in books but it 
their lives, we find perpetually engaged in huntin! 
for excitement from without, are invariably those wh( 
do not possess, either in the vigour of their intellectua 
powers or in the depth of their sensibilities, th 
which would enable them to find ample exciteme 
nearer home. The most idle and frivolous perso 
take a natural delight in fictitious narrative; the 
excitement it affords is of the kind which comes frolli 
without. Such persons are rarely lovers of poet 
though they may fancy themselves so, because thei 
relish novels in verse. But poetry, which is the de· 
lineation of the deeper and more secret workings 01 
human emotion, is interesting only to those to wholI 
it recalls what they have felt, or whose imaginatior 
it stirs up to conceive what they could feel, or whal 
they might have been able to feel, had their outwarc 
circumstances been different. 

Poetry, when it is really such, is truth; and fictior. 
also, if it is good for anything, is truth: but they ar( 
different truths. The truth of poetry is to paint th( 
human soul truly: the truth of fiction is to give a tru( 
picture of life. The two kinds of knowledge ar( 
different, and come by different ways, come mostly 
to different persons. Great poets are often prover­
bially ignorant of life. What they know has come by 
observation of themselves; they have found within 
them one highly delicate and sensitive specimen of 
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LUman nature, on which the laws of emotion are 
vritten in large characters, such as can be read off 
vithout much study. Other knowledge of mankind, 
uch as comes to men of the world by outward ex­
>erience, is not indispensable to them as poets: but 
o the novelist such knowledge is all in all; he has 
o describe outward things, not the inward man; 
LCtiOns and events, not feelings; and it will not do for 
urn to be numbered among those who, as Madame 
~oland said of Brissot, know man but not men. 

All this is no bar to the possibility of combining 
10th elements, poetry and narrative or incident, in 
he same work, and calling it either a novel or a 
IOCm; but so may red and white combine on the 
arne human features, or on the same canvas. There 
lone order of composition which requires the union 
f poetry and incident, each in its highest kind-the 
lramatic. Even there the two elements are perfectly 
listinguishable, and may exist of unequal quality, 
Lnd in the most various proportion. The incidents 
f a dramatic poem may be scanty and ineffective, 
hough the delineation of passion and character may 
Ie of the highest order; as in Goethe's admirable 
rorquato Tasso; or again, the story as a mere story 
nay be well got up for effect, as is the case with some 
f the most trashy productions of the Minerva press: 
t may even be, what those are not, a coherent and 
lrobable series of events, though there be scarcely 
I feeling exhibited which is not represented falsely, 
,r in a manner absolutely commonplace. The com­
lination of the two excellences is what renders 
;hakespeare so generally acceptable, each sort of 
eaders finding in him what is suitable to their 
acuities. To the many he is great as a story-teller, 
o the few as a poet. 

In limiting poetry to the delineation of states of 
~eling, and denying the name where nothing is de­
lneated but outward objects, we may be thought to 
Lave done what we promised to avoid-to have not 
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found, but made a definition, in opposition to 
usage of language, since it is established by comm 
consent that there is a poetry called descriptive. 
deny the charge. Description is not poetry becau 
there is descriptive poetry, no more than science 
poetry because there is such a thing as a didacc 
poem. But an object which admits of being describe. 
or a truth which may fill a place in a scientii 
treatise, may also furnish an occasion for the gener. 
tion of poetry, which we thereupon choose to eli 

descriptive or didactic. The poetry is not in the obje 
itself, nor in the scientific truth itself, but in the sta 
of mind in which the one and the other may be COl 
templated. The mere delineation of the dimensiol 
and colours of external objects is not poetry, no mo: 
than a geometrical ground-plan of St. Peter's ( 
Westminster Abbey is painting. Descriptive poet! 
consists, no doubt, in description, but in descriptic 
of things as they appear, not as they are; and 
paints them not in their bare and natural lineament 
but seen through the medium and arrayed in tl: 
colours of the imagination set in action by the feeling 
If a poet describes a lion, he does not describe him as 
naturalist would, nor even as a traveller would, wi: 
was intent upon stating the truth, the whole trutl 
and nothing but the truth. He describes him l: 
imagery, that is, by suggesting the most striking lik. 
nesses and contrasts which might occur to a min 
contemplating the lion, in the state of awe, wonde 
or terror, which the spectacle naturally excites, or i 
on the occasion, supposed to excite. Now this 
describing the lion professedly, but the state of eJ 
citement of the spectator really. The lion may lJ 
described falsely or with exaggeration, and the poetr 
be all the better; but if the human emotion be n< 
painted with scrupulous truth, the poetry is ba 
poetry, i.e. is not poetry at all, but a failure. 

Thus far our progress towards a clear view of th 
essentials of poetry has brought us very close to th 
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last two attempts at a definition of poetry which we 
happen to have seen in print, both of them by poets 
and men of genius. The one is by Ebenezer Elliott, 
the author of Corn-Law Rhymes, and other poems of 
ltill greater merit. 'Poetry', says he, 'is impassioned 
truth.' The other is by a writer in Blackwood's 
Magazine, and comes, we think, still nearer the mark. 
He defines poetry, 'man's thoughts tinged by his 
reelings'. There is in either definition a near ap­
?roximation to what we are in search of. Every truth 
Nhich a human being can enunciate, every thought, 
=ven every outward impression, which can enter into 
:lis consciousness, may become poetry when shown 
:hrough any impassioned medium, when invested 
with the colouring of joy, or grief, or pity, or affee­
don, or admiration, or reverence, or awe, or even 
~atred or terror: and, unless so coloured, nothing, 
~e it as interesting as it may, is poetry. But both these 
~efinitions fail to discriminate between poetry and 
=loquence. Eloquence, as well as poetry, is impas­
ioned truth; eloquence, as well as poetry, is thoughts 
:oloured by the feelings. Yet common apprehension 
md philosophic criticism alike recognize a distinction 
~etween the two: there is much that every one would 
~ll eloquence, which no one would think of classing 
IS poetry. A question will sometimes arise, whether 
lome particular author is a poet; and those who main­
ain the negative commonly allow that, though not 
~ poet, he is a highly eloquent writer. The distinc­
ion between poetry and eloquence appears to us to 
~ equally fundamental with the distinction between 
~etry and narrative, or between poetry and descrip­
ion, while it is still farther from having been salis­
actorily cleared up than either of the others. 

l Poetry and eloquence are both alike the expression 
r utterance of feeling. But if we may be excused the 
mtithesis, we should say that eloquence is heard, 
~try is overheard. Eloquence supposes an audience; 
he peculiarity of poetry appears to us to lie in the 
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poet's utter unconsciousness of a listener. Poetry i 
feeling confessing itself to itself, in moments of soli 
tude, and embodying itself in symbols which are tb 
nearest possible representations of the feeling in tb 
exact shape in which it exists in the poet's mind 
Eloquence is feeling pouring itself out to other mind! 
courting their sympathy, or endeavouring to influeno 
their belief or move them to passion or to action. 

All poetry is of the nature of soliloquy. It may b 
said that poetry which is printed on hot-pressed pape 
and sold at a bookseller's shop, is a soliloquy in ful 
dress, and on the stage. It is so; but there is nothinl 
absurd in the idea of such a mode of soliloquizing 
What we have said to ourselves, we may tell to other 
afterwards; what we have said or done in solitude, w 
may voluntarily reproduce when we know that othe 
eyes are upon us. But no trace of consciousness tha 
any eyes are upon us must be visible in the wor] 
itself. The actor knows that there is an audieno 
present; but if he act as though he knew it, he acts ill 
A poet may write poetry not only with the intentiol 
of printing it, but for the express purpose of beinl 
paid for it; that it should be poetry, being writtel 
under such influences, is less probable; not, however 
impossible; but no otherwise possible than if he cal 
succeed in excluding from his work every vestige a 
such lookings-forth into the outward and every-da~ 
world, and can express his emotions exactly as he ha 
felt them in solitude, or as he is conscious that b 
should feel them though they were to remain for eve 
unuttered, or (at the lowest) as he knows that other 
feel them in similar circumstances of solitude. Bu 
when he turns round and addresses himself to anothe 
person; when the act of utterance is not itself the end 
but a means to an end,-viz. by the feelings he him 
self expresses, to work upon the feelings, or upon thl 
belief, or the will, of another,-when the expressiOl 
of his emotions, or of his thoughts tinged by hi 
emotions, is tinged also by that purpose, by tha 
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desire of making an impression upon another mind, 
then it ceases to be poetry, and becomes eloquence. 

Poetry, accordingly, is the natural fruit of solitude 
il.nd meditation; eloquence, of intercourse with the 
world. The persons who have most feeling of their 
Clwn, if intellectual culture has given them a language 
in which to express it, have the highest faculty of 
Poetry; those who best understand the feelings of 
I>thers, are the most eloquent. The persons, and the 
nations, who commonly excel in poetry, are those 
Whose character and tastes render them least depend­
:nt upon the applause, or sympathy, or concurrence 
bfthe world in general. Those to whom that applause, 
that sympathy, that concurrence are most necessary, 
~enerally excel most in eloquence. And hence, per­
!taps, the French, who are the least poetical of all 
great and intellectual nations, are among the most 
~loquent: the French, also, being the most sociable, 
me vainest, and the least self-dependent. 
I If the above be, as we believe, the true theory 
~f the distinction commonly admitted between elo­
~uence and poetry; or even though it be not so, yet if, 
~s we cannot doubt, the distinction above stated be 
1 real bona fide distinction, it will be found to hold, 
~ot merely in the language of words, but in all other 
anguage, and to intersect the whole domain of art. 

Take, for example, music: we shall find in that art, 
,0 peculiarly the expression of passion, two perfectly 
listinct styles; one of which may be called the poetry, 
rhe other the oratory of music. This difference, being 
:eized, woU'ld put an end to much musical sectarian­
. m. There has been much contention whether the 
nusic of the modern Italian school, that of Rossini 
md his successors, be impassioned or not. Without 
loubt, the passion it expresses is not the musing, 
neditative tenderness, or pathos, or grief of Mozart 
r Beethoven. Yet it is passion, but garrulous passion 
-the passion which pours itself into other ears; and 

erein the better calculated for dramatic effect, 
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having a natural adaptation for dialogue. Mozar 
also is great in musical oratory; but his most touch 
ing compositions are in the opposite style-that c 
soliloquy. \Vbo can imagine 'Dove sono' heard? W 
imagine it overheard. 

Purely pathetic music commonly partakes c 
soliloquy. The soul is absorbed in its distress, ani 
though there may be bystanders, it is not thinking c 
them. \¥hen the mind is looking within, and nc 
without, its state does not often or rapidly vary; ani 
hence the even, uninterrupted flow, approachin; 
almost to monotony, which a good reader, or a gool 
singer, will give to words or music of a pensive 0 

melancholy cast. But grief taking the form of 
prayer, or of a complaint, becomes oratorical; n 
longer low, and even, and subdued, it assumes 
more emphatic rhythm, a more rapidly returnin 
accent; instead of a few slow equal notes, followin 
one after another at regular intervals, it crowds not 
upon note, and often assumes a hurry and bustle lik 
joy. Those who are familiar with some of the bel 
of Rossini's serious compositions, such as the air 'T 
che i miseri conforti', in the opera of Tancredi, or th 
duet 'Ebben per mia memoria', in La Gaaa Ladrl 
will at once understand and feel our meaning. Bot 
are highly tragic and passionate; the passion of bot 
is that of oratory, not poetry. The like may be sai, 
of that most moving invocation in Beethoven' 
Fidelirr-

Komm, Hoffnung, lass das letzte Stem 
Der Mude nicht erbleichen; 

in which Madame SchrOder Devrient exhibited suc' 
consummate powers of pathetic expression. H01 

different from Winter's beautiful 'Paga fui', the ver 
soul of melancholy exhaling itself in solitude; full( 
of meaning, and, therefore, more profoundly poetic.; 
than the words for which it was composed-for i 
seems to express not simple melancholy, but tb 
melancholy of remorse. 
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If, from vocal music, we now pass to instrumental, 

re may have a specimen of musical oratory in any 
.ne military symphony or march: while the poetry 
f music seems to have attained its consummation in 
~eethoven's Overture to Egmont, so wonderful in its 
lixed expression of grandeur and melancholy. 

In the arts which speak to the eye, the same dis­
lnctions will be found to hold, not only between 
lOetry and oratory, but between poetry, oratory, 
.arrative, and simple imitation or description. 

Pure description is exemplified in a mere portrait 
'r a mere landscape-productions of art, it is true, 
lut of the mechanical rather than of the fine arts, 
leing works of simple imitation, not creation. We 
ay, a mere portrait, or a mere landscape, because 
t is possible for a portrait or a landscape, without 
easing to be such, to be also a picture; like Tur­
:er's landscapes, and the great portraits by Titian or 
Tandyke. 

Whatever in painting or sculpture expresses human 
~eling-{)r character, which is only a certain state 
,f feeling grown habitual-may be called, according 
o circumstances, the poetry, or the eloquence, of 
he painter's or the sculptor's art: the poetry, if the 
~eling declares itself by such signs as escape from us 
vhen we are unconscious of being seen; the oratory, 
f the signs are those we use for the purpose of volun­
ary communication. 

The narrative style answers to what is called his­
orical painting, which it is the fashion among con­
Loisseurs to treat as the climax of the pictorial art. 
['hat it is the most difficult branch of the art we do 
lot doubt, because, in its perfection, it includes the 
lerfection of all the other branches: as in like manner 
Ln epic poem, though in so far as it is epic (i.e. narra­
ive) it is not poetry at all, is yet esteemed the greatest 
:ffort of poetic genius, because there is no kind what­
:ver of poetry which may not appropriately find a 
)lace in it. But an historical picture as such, that is, 
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as the representation of an incident, must necessaril) 
as it seems to us, be poor and ineffective. The narra 
tive powers of painting are extremely limitec 
Scarcely any picture, scarcely even any series ( 
pictures, tells its own story without the aid of a 
interpreter. But it is the single figures which, to u: 
are the great charm even of an historical picture. 1 
is in these that the power of the art is really seen. I 
the attempt to narrate, visible and permanent sigr 
are too far behind the fugitive audible ones, whic 
follow so fast one after another, while the faces an 
figures in a narrative picture, even though they 1 
Titian's, stand stili. Who would not prefer one Virgi 
and Child of Raphael, to all the pictures whic 
Rubens, with his fat, frouzy Dutch Venuses, eve 
painted? Though Rubens, besides excelling aIm 
every one in his mastery over the mechanical par 
of his art, often shows real genius in grouping h 
figures, the peculiar problem of historical paintinl 
But then. who, except a mere student of drawing a~ 
colouri".lg, ever cared to look twice at any of t~ 
figures themselves? The power of painting lies 1 

poetry, of which Rubens had not the slightest ti 
ture-not in narrative, wherein he might have eJ 

celled. 
The single figures, however, in an historical pictu 

are rather the eloquence of painting than the poe 
they mostly (unless they are quite out of place in 
picture) express the feelings of one person as modifi . 
by the presence of others. Accordingly the min 
whose bent leads them rather to eloquence than 
poetry, rush to historical painting. The Fren 
painters, for instance, seldom attempt, because th 
could make nothing of, single heads, like th 
glorious ones of the Italian masters, with which th 
might feed themselves day after day in their 0 

Louvre. They must all be historical; and they a 
almost to a man, attitudinizers. If we wished to gi 
any young artist the most impressive warning 0 
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agination could devise against th'at kind ' of vice 

III the pictorial, 'which corresponds to rant in the 
listrionic art, we would advise him to walk once up 
md once down the gallery of the Luxembourg. 
E:very figure in French painting or statuary seems to 
k showing itself bff before spectators; they are not 
~oetical, but in the worst style of corrupted eloquence. 

II 
Nascitur Poeta is a maxim of classical antiquity, 

rhich has passed to these latter days with less ques­
ioning than most of the doctrines of that early age. 
i-vhen it originated, the human faculties were occu­
lied, fortunately for posterity, less in examining how 
he works of genius are created, than in creating 
hem: and the adage, probably, had no higher source 
han the tendency common among mankind to con­
ider all power which is not visibly the effect of prac­
ice, all skill which is not capable of being reduced to 
nechanical rules, as the result of a peculiar gift. Yet 
his aphorism, born in the infancy of psychology, will 
lerhaps be found, now when that science is in its 
ldolescence, to be as true as an epigram ever is, 
bat is, to contain some truth: truth, however, which 
las been so compressed ' and bent out of shape, in 
Irder to tie it up into so small a knot of only two 
rords that it requires an almost infinite amount of 
mrolling and laying straight, before it will resume 
ts just proportions. 

We are not now intending to remark upon the 
:rosser misapplications of this ancient maxim, which 
lave engendered so many races of poetasters. The 
lays are gone by when every raw youth whose bor­
'owed phantasies have set themselves to a borrowed 
une, mistaking, as Coleridge says, an ardent desire 
If poetic reputation for poetic genius, while unable 
o disguise from himself that he had taken no means 
vhereby he might become a poet; 'could fancy himself 
I born one. Those who would reap without sowing, 
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and gain the victory without fighting the battle, ar 
ambitious now of another sort of distinction, and ar 
born novelists, or public speakers, not poets. And th 
wiser thinkers understand and acknowledge th~ 
poetic excellence is subject to the same necessar 
conditions with any other mental endowment; an 
that to no one of the spiritual benefactors of mankin 
is a higher or a more assiduous intellectual cultur 
needful than to the poet, I t is true, he possesses th 
advantage over others who use the 'instrument. ( 
words', that, of the truths which he utters, a large 
proportion are derived from personal consciousnes: 
and a smaller from philosophic investigation. But th 
power ' itself of discriminating between what real! 
is consciousness; and what is only a process of infel 
ence completed in a single instant-and thecap2 
city of distinguishing whether that of which the min 
is conscious be an eternal truth, or but a drcam­
are among the 'last results of the most matured an 
perfect intellect. Not to mention that the poet, n 
more than any other person . who writes, confinl 
himself. altogether to intuitive truths, nor has an 
means of communicating even these but by word 
every one of which derives all its power of conveyin 
a meaning, from a whole host of acquired notion 
and facts learnt by study and experience. 

Nevertheless, it seems undeniable in point of fac 
and consistent with the principles of a sound me~ 
physics, that there are poetic natures. There is 
mental and physical constitution or temperamen 
peculiarly fitted for poetry. This temperament wi 
not of itself make a poet, no more than the soil wi 
the fruit; and as good fruit may be raised by cultur 
from indifferent soils, so may good poetry fror 
naturally unpoetical minds. But the poetry of on 
who is a poet by nature, will be clearly and broadl 
distinguishable from the poetry of mere culture. 1 
may not be truer; it may not be more useful; but. 
'Yill be different: fewer will appreciate it, even thoug 
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nany should affect to do SO; but in those few it will 
'ind a keener sympathy, and will yield them a deeper 
~njoyment. 

One may write genuine poetry, and not be a poet; 
:Or whosoever writes out truly any human feeling, 
Nrites poetry. All persons, even the most unimagina­
lve, in moments of strong emotion, speak poetry; 
md hence the drama is poetry, which else were always 
Jrose, except when a poet is one of the characters. 
What is poetry, but the thoughts and words in which 
~motion spontaneously embodies itself? As there are 
ew who are not, at least for some moments and 
n some situations, capable of some strong feeling, 
JOetry is natural to most persons at some period of 
heir lives. And anyone whose feelings are genuine, 
hough but of the average strength,-if he be not 
liverted by uncongenial thoughts or occupatioml 
'rom the indulgence of them, and if he acquire by 
:ulture, as all persons may, the faculty of delineating 
hem correctly,-has it in his power to be a poet, so 
'ar as a life passed in writing unquestionable poetry 
nay be considered to confer that title. But ought it 
:0 do so? Yes, perhaps, in a collection of 'British 
Poets'. But 'poet' is the name also of a variety of man, 
lot solely of the author of a particular variety of 
JOok: now, to have written whole volumes of real 
JOetry is possible to almost all kinds of characters, 
md implies no greater peculiarity of mental con­
:truction, than to be the author of a history, or a 
lOVel. 

Whom, then, shall we call poets? Those who are 
:0 constituted, that emotions are the links of associa­
ion by which their ideas, both sensuous and spiritual, 
lre connected together. This constitution belongs 
:within certain limits) to all in whom poetry is a 
:>ervading principle. In all others, poetry is some­
hing extraneous and superinduced: something out 
)f themselves, foreign to the habitual course of their 
:veryday lives and characters; a world to which they 
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may make occasional visits, but where they ar, 
sojourners, not dwellers, and which, when out of it 
or even when in it, they think of, peradventure, bu 
as a phantom-world, a place of ignes fatui and spectra 
illusions. Those only who have the peculiarity c 
association which we have mentioned, and which i 
a natural though not a universal consequence c 
intense sensibility, instead of seeming not themselv( 
when they are uttering poetry, scarcely seem them 
selves when uttering anything to which poetry i 
foreign. Whatever be the thing which they are con 
templating, if it be capable of connecting itself wit! 
their emotions, the aspect under which it first an, 
most naturally paints itself to them, is its poeti 
aspect. The poet of culture sees his object in pros( 
and describes it in poetry; the poet of nature actuall 
sees it in poetry. 

This point is perhaps worth some little illustration 
the rather, as metaphysicians (the ultimate arbitel 
of all philosophical criticism), while they have busie, 
themselves for two thousand years, more or les! 
about the few universal laws of human nature, hav 
strangely neglected the analysis of its diversities. C 
these, none lie deeper or reach further than th 
varieties which difference of nature and of educatio: 
makes in what may be termed the habitual bond c 
association. In a mind entirely uncultivated, whicl 
is also without any strong feelings, objects whethe 
of sense or of intellect arrange themselves in the mer 
casual order in which they have been seen, heard, 0 
otherwise perceived. Persons of this sort may be sai, 
to think chronologically. If they remember a fact 
it is by reason of a fortuitous coincidence with som 
trifling incident or circumstance which took plae 
at the very time. If they have a story to tell, or testl 
mony to deliver in a witness-box, their narrativ 
must follow the exact order in which the events tool 
place: dodge them, and the thread of association i 
broken; they cannot go on. Their associations, t, 



POETRY AND ITS VARIETIES 357 
lse the language of philosophers, are chiefly of the 
uccessive, not the synchronous kind, and whether 
uccessive or synchronous, are mostly casual. 

To the man of science, again, or of business, 
,bjects group themselves according to the artificial 
:lassifications which the understanding has vol un­
arily made for the convenience of thought or of 
/ractice. But where any of the impressions are vivid 
ind intense, the associations into which these enter 
Ire the ruling ones: it being a well-known law of 
ssociation, that the stronger a feeling is, the more 

~uickly and strongly it associates itself with any other 
bject or feeling. Where, therefore, nature has given 
rong feelings, and education has not created facti-

~
.us tendencies stronger than the natural ones, the 
revailing associations will be those which connect 
bjects and ideas with emotions, and with each other 
rough the intervention of emotions. Thoughts and 

ges Will be linked together, according to the 
milarity of the feelings which cling to them. A 
ought will introduce a thought by first introducing 
feeling which is allied with it. At the centre of each 
roup of thoughts or images will be found a feeling; 
IDd the thoughts or images will be there only because 
pe feeling was there. The combinations which the 
bind puts together, the pictures which it paints, 

~e wholes which Imagination constructs out of the 
aterials supplied by Fancy, will be indebted to some 

ominant feeling, not as in other natures to a domi­
lant thought, for their unity and consistency of 

~
aracter, for what distinguishes them from inco­

erencies. 
The difference, then, between the poetry of a poet, 
d the poetry of a cultivated but not naturally poetic 

eind, is, that in the latter, with however bright a halo 

~
feeling the thought may be surrounded and glori­

ed, the thought itself is always the conspicuous 
~ect; while the poetry of a poet is Feeling itself, 

rploying Thought only as the medium of its 
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expression. In the one, feeling waits upon thOUght~, 
the other, thought upon feeling. The one writer 
a distinct aim, common to him with any other didac 
author; he desires to convey the thought, and 1 
conveys it clothed in the feelings which it excites 
himself, or which he deems most appropriate to 
The other merely pours forth the overflowing of I 
feelings; and all the thoughts which those feelin 
suggest are floated promiscuously along the stream 

It may assist in rendering our meaning intdligibl 
ifwe illustrate it by a parallel between the two Engli 
authors of our own day who have produced tl 
greatest quantity of true and enduring poetry, Wore 
worth and Shelley. Apter instances could not I 
wished for; the one might be cited as the type, tl 
exemplar, of what the poetry of culture may accor 
plish: the other as perhaps the most striking examF 
ever known of the poetic temperament. How differer 
accordingly, is the poetry of these two great write! 
In Wordsworth, the poetry is almost always the me 
setting of a thought. The thought may be mo 
valuable than the setting, or it may be less valuabl 
but there can be no question as to which was first 
his mind: what he is impressed with, and what he 
anxious to impress, is some proposition, more or 1< 
distinctly conceived; some truth, or something whit 
he deems such. He lets the thought dwell in 1 
mind, till it excites, as is the nature of thought, oth 
thoughts, and also such feelings as the measure 
his sensibility is adequate to supply. Among the 
thoughts and feelings, had he chosen a different wa 
of authorship (and there are many in which he mig! 
equally have excelled), he would probably have mac 
a different selection of media for enforcing the pare! 
thought: his habits, however, being those of poet 
composition, he selects in preference the strong~ 
feelings, and the thoughts with which most offeeling! 
naturally or habitually connected. His poetry, thet 
fore, may be defined to be, his thoughts, coloured b 
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md impressing themselves by means of, emotions. 
;uch poetry, Wordsworth has occupied a long life in 
lroducing. And well and wisely has he so done. 
Jriticisms, no doubt, may be made occasionally both 
lpon the thoughts themselves, and upon the skill he 
las demonstrated in the choice of his media: for an 
.tfair of skill and study, in the most rigorous sense, it 
vidently was. But he has not laboured in vain; he has 
xercised, and continues to exercise, a powerful, and 
nostlya highly beneficial influence over the formation 
.nd growth of not a few of the most cultivated and 
igorous of the youthful minds of our time, over whose 
leads poetry of the opposite description would have 
[own, for want of an original organization, physical 
,r mental, in sympathy with it. 

On the other hand, Wordsworth's poetry is never 
lounding, never ebullient; has little even of the 
'ppearance of spontaneousness: the well is never so 
ull that it overflows. There is an air of calm deliber­
~teness about all he writes, which is not characteristic 
,f the poetic temperament: his poetry seems one 
hing, himself another; he seems to be poetical because 
le wills to be so, not because he cannot help it: did he 
vill to dismiss poetry, he need never again, it might 
llmost seem, have a poetical thought. He never 
eems possessed by any feeling; no emotion seems ever 
o strong as to have entire sway, for the time being, 
,ver the current of his thoughts. He never, even for 
he space of a few stanzas, appears entirely given up 
o exultation, or grief, or pity, or love, or admiration, 
,r devotion, or even animal spirits. He now and then, 
hough seldom, attempts to write as if he were: and 
lever, we think, without leaving an impression of 
)overty: as the brook which on nearly level ground 
luite fills its banks, appears but a thread when running 
'apidly down a precipitous declivity. He has feeling 
:nough to form a decent, graceful, even beautiful 
lecoration to a thought which is in itself interesting 
md moving; but not so much as suffices to stir up the 
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soul by, mere sympathy with itself in its simples 
manifestation, nor enough to summon up that arra) 
of 'thoughts of power' which in a richly stored mine 
always attends the call of really intense feeling. It i 
for too reason, doubtless, that the genius of Words, 
worth is essentially unlyrical. Lyric poetry, as it wa: 
the earliest kind, is also, if the view we are now takin! 
of poetry be correct, more eminently and peculiarl) 
poetry than any other: it is the poetry most natura 
to a really poetic temperament, and least capable 0 

being successfully imitated by one not so endowed bJ 
nature. 

Shelley is the very reverse of all this. Where Words, 
worth is strong, he is weak; where Wordsworth i 
weak, he is strong. Culture, that culture by whicl 
Wordsworth has reared from 00 own inward nature 
the richest harvest ever brought forth by a soil of s( 
little depth, is precisely what was wanting to Shelley 
or let us rather say, he had not, at the period of hi 
deplorably early death, reached sufficiently far in tha! 
intellectual progression of which he was capable, ane 
which, if it has done so much for greatly inferiol 
natures, might have made of him the most perfect 
as he was already the most gifted of our poets. FOl 
him, voluntary mental discipline had done little: the 
vividness of his emotions and of his sensations hac 
done all. He seldom follows up an idea; it starts inte 
life, summons from the fairy-land of 00 inexhaustible 
fancy some three or four bold images, then vanishes: 
and straight . he is off on the wings of some casua 
association into quite another sphere. He had scarcel) 
yet acquired the consecutiveness of thought necessaf) 
for a long poem; his more ambitious compositions to< 
often resemble the scattered fragments of a mirror, 
colours brilliant as life, single images without end: 
but no picture. It is only when under the overrulinE 
influence of some one state of feeling, either actuall) 
experienced, or summoned up in the vividness 01 
reality by a fervid imagination, that he writes as a 
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~rea t poet; uni ty of feeling being to him the harmoniz­
Ing principle which a central idea is to minds of 
~nother class, and supplying the coherency and con­
listency which would else have been wanting. Thus 
.t is in many of his smaller, and especially his lyrical 
Doems. They are obviously written to exhale, perhaps 
~o relieve, a state offeeling, or of conception offeeling, 
llmost oppressive from its vividness. ,The thoughts 
md imagery are suggested by the feeling, and are such 
lS it finds unsought. The state of feeling may be 
dther of soul or of sense, or oftener (might we not say 
invariably?) of both: for the poetic temperament is 
uually, perhaps always, accompanied by exquisite 
ienses. The exciting cause may be either an object or 
m idea. But whatever of sensation enters into the 
feling, must not be local, or consciously organic; it is 
1 conditio~ of the whole frame, not of a part only. 
~e the,state of sensation produced by a fine climate, 
~r indeed like all strongly pleasurable or painful 
:ensations in an impassioned nature, it pervades the 
mtire nervous system. States of feeling, whether 
lensuous or spiritual, which thus possess the whole 
Deing, are the fountains of that which we have called 
!he poetry of poets; and which is little else than a 
pouring forth of the thoughts and images that pass 
lcross the mind while some permanent state offeeling 

r occupying it. . 
To the same original fineness of organization, 

phelley was doubtless indebted for another of his 
'arest gifts, that exuberance of imagery, which when 
mrepressed, as in many of his poems it is, amounts 
:0 a fault. The susceptibility of his nervous system, 
Nhich made his emotions intense, made also the im­
)ressions of his external senses deep and clear; and 
19reeably to the law of association by which, as already 
'emarked, the strongest impressions are those which 
lSSociate themselves the most easily and strongly, these 
vivid sensations were readily recalled to mind by all 
)bjects or thoughts which had co-existed with them, 
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and by all feelings which in any degree resemble( 
them. Never did a fancy so teem with sensuou 
imagery as Shelley's. Wordsworth economizes al 
image, and detains it until he has distilled all th, 
poetry out of it, and it will not yield a drop more 
Shelley lavishes his with a profusion which is un 
conscious because it is inexhaustible. 

If, then, the maxim Nascitur poeta mean, either tha 
the power of producing poetical compositions is 1 

peculiar faculty which the poet brings into the worl( 
with him, which grows with his growth like any 0 

his bodily powers, and is as independent of culture a 
his height, and his complexion; or that any natura 
peculiarity whatever is implied in producing poetry 
real poetry, and in any quantity-such poetry too, as 
to the majority of educated and intelligent readers 
shall appear quite as good as, or even better than 
any other; in either sense the doctrine is faise. An< 
nevertheless, there is poetry which could not emanat, 
but from a mental and physical constitution peculiar 
not in the kind, but in the degree of its susceptibility 
a constitution which makes its possessor capable 0 

greater happiness than mankind in general, and ais( 
of greater unhappiness; and because greater, so ais( 
more various. And such poetry, to all who knov 
enough of nature to own it as being in nature, is mud 
more poetry, is poetry in a far higher sense, than an] 
other; since the common element of all poetry, tha 
which constitutes poetry, human feeling, enters faJ 
!Dore largely into this than into the poetry of culture 
Not only because the natures which we have calle( 
poetical, really feel more, and consequently have mor< 
feeling to express; but because, the capacity of feel 
ing being so great, feeling, when excited and no 
voluntarily resisted, seizes the helm of their thoughts 
and the succession of ideas and images becomes the 
mere utterance of an emotion; not, as in other natures 
the emotion a mere ornamental colouring of th( 
thought. 
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Ordinary education and the ordinary course of life 

are constantly at work counteracting this quality of 
mind, and substituting habits more suitable to their 
own ends: if instead of substituting they were content 
to superadd, there would be nothing to complain of. 
But when will education consist, not in repressing any 
mental faculty or power, from the uncontrolled action 
of which danger is apprehended, but in training up 
to its proper strength the corrective and antagonist 
power? 

In whomsoever the quality which we have de­
scribed exists, and is not stifled, that person is a poet. 
Doubtless he is a greater poet in proportion as the 
fineness of his perceptions, whether of sense or of 
internal consciousness, furnishes him with an ampler 
supply of lovely images-the vigour and richness of 
his intellect, with a greater abundance of moving 
thoughts. For it is through these thoughts and images 
that the feeling speaks, and through their impressive­
ness that it impresses itself, and finds response in other 
hearts; and from these media of transmitting it (con­
trary to the laws of physical nature) increase of 
intensity is reflected back upon the feeling itself. But 
all these it is possible to have, and not be a poet; they 
are mere materials, which the poet shares in common 
with other people. What constitutes the poet is not 
the imagery nor the thoughts, nor even the feelings, 
but the law according to which they are called up. 
He is a poet, not because he has ideas of any particular 
kind, but because the succession of his ideas is sub­
ordinate to the coUrse of his emotions. 

Many who have never acknowledged this in theory, 
bear testimony to it in their particular judgements. 
In listening to an oration, or reading a written dis­
course not professedly poetical, when do we begin to 
feel that the speaker or author is putting off the 
character of the orator or the prose writer, and is 
passing into the poet? Not when he begins to show 
strong feeling; then we merely say, he is in earnest, he 
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feels what he says; still less when he expresses hi 
in imagery; then, unless illustration be manifestly 
sole object, we are apt to say, this is affectation. It is 
when the feeling (instead of passing away, or, if it 
continue, letting the train of thoughts run on exactl}l 
as they would have done if there were no influence 
at work but the mere intellect) becomes itself the 
originator of another train of association, which expelS 
or blends with the former; when (for example) eith 
his words, or the mode of their arrangement, are suell 
as we spontaneously use only when in a state of excite­
ment, proving that the mind is at least as muell 
occupied by a passive state of its own feelings, as b~ 
the desire ofattaining the premeditated end which the 
discourse has in view.' 

Our judgements of authors who lay actual claim to 
the title of poets, follow the same principle. When­
ever, after a writer's meaning is fully understood, it . 
still matter of reasoning and discussion whether he ~ 
a poet or not, he will be found to be wanting in the; 
characteristic peculiarity of association so often ad­
verted to. When, on the contrary, after reading o~ 
hearing one or two passages, we instinctively and 
without hesitation cry out, 'This is a poet', the proba­
bility is, that the passages are strongly marked with 
this peculiar quality. And we may add that in such 
case, a critic who, not having sufficient feeling to 

I And this, we may remark by the way, seems to point 
to the true theory of poetic diction; and to suggest the true 
answer to as much as is erroneous of Wordsworth's cele­
brated doctrine on that subject. For on the one hand, all 
language which is the natural expression offeeling, is really 
poetical, and will be felt as such, apart from conventional 
associations; but on the other, whenever intellectual 
culture has afforded a choice between several modes of 
expressing the same emotion, the stronger the feeling is, 
the more naturally and certainly will it prefer the language 
which is most peculiarly appropriated to itself, and kept 
sacred from the contact of more vulgar objects of contem­
plation. 
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respond to the poetry, is also without sufficient 
philosophy to understand it though he feel it not, will 
be apt to pronounce, not 'this is prose', but 'this is 
exaggeration', 'this is mysticism', or, 'this is nonsense'. 

Although a philosopher cannot, by culture, make 
himself, in the peculiar sense in which we now use the 
term, a poet, unless at least he have that peculiarity 
of nature which would probably have made poetry his 
earliest pursuit; a poet may always, by culture, make 
himself a philosopher. The poetic laws of association 
are by no means incompatible with the more ordinary 
laws; are by no means such as must have their course, 
even though a deliberate purpose require their sus­
pension. If the peculiarities of the poetic tempera­
ment were uncontrollable in any poet, they might be 
supposed so in Shelley; yet how powerfully, in the 
Cenci, does he coerce and restrain all the characteristic 
qualities of his genius; what severe simplicity, in place 
of his usual barbaric splendour; how rigidly does he 
keep the feelings and the imagery in subordination to 
the thought. 

The investigation of nature requires no habits or 
qualities of mind, but such as may always be acquired 
by industry and mental activity. Because at one time 
the mind may be so given up to a state offeeling, that 
the succession ofits ideas is determined by the present 
enjoyment or suffering which pervades it, this is no 
reason but that in the calm retirement of study, when 
under no peculiar excitement either of the outward 
or of the inward sense, it may form any combinations, 
or pursue any trainS of ideas, which are most conducive 
to the purposes of philosophic inquiry; and may, 
while in that state, form deliberate convictions, from 
which no excitement will afterwards make it swerve. 
Might we not go even further than this? We shall not 
pause to ask whether it be not a misunderstanding or 
the nature of passionate feeling to imagine that it is 
inconsistent with calmness; whether they who so deem 
of it, do not ·· mistake passion in . the militant or-
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antagonistic state, for the type of passion universally: 
do not confound passion struggling towards an out· 
ward object, with passion brooding over itself. BUI 
without entering into this deeper investigation; thai 
capacity of strong feeling, which is supposed neces· 
sarily to disturb the judgement, is also the materia: 
out of which all motives are made; the motives, con· 
sequently, which lead human beings to the pursuil 
of truth. The greater the individual's capability 0: 
happiness and of misery, the stronger interest has thai 
individual in arriving at truth; and when once thai 
interest is felt, an impassioned nature is sure to pursue 
this, as to pursue any other object, with greatel 
ardour; for energy of character is commonly the off. 
spring of strong feeling. If, therefore, the most im· 
passioned natures do not ripen into the most powerfli 
intellects, it is always from defect of culture, or some· 
thing wrong in the circumstances by which the bein@ 
has originally or successively been surrounded. Un· 
doubtedly strong feelings require a strong intellect tc 
carry them, as more sail requires more ballast: and 
when, from neglect, or bad education, that strengt}, 
is wanting, no wonder if the grandest and swiftest 
vessels make the most utter wreck. 

Where, as in some of our older poets, a poetic nature 
has been united with logical and scientific culture, the 
peculiarity of association arising from the finer nature 
so perpetually alternates with the associations attain­
able by commoner natures trained to high perfection, 
that its own particular law is not so conspicuousl)! 
characteristic of the result produced, as in a poet like 
Shelley, to whom systematic intellectual culture, in 
a measure proportioned to the intensity of his own 
nature, has been wanting. Whether the superioriry 
will naturally be on the side of the philosopher-poet 
or of the mere poet-whether the writings of the on~ 
ought, as a whole, to be truer, and their influence 
more beneficent, than those of the other-is too 
obvious in principle to need statement: it would be 
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bsurd to doubt whether two endowments are better 
han one; whether truth is more certainly arrived at 
,y two processes, verifying and correcting each other, 
han by one alone. Unfortunately, in practice the 
natter is not quite so simple; there the question often 
r' which is least prejudicial to the intellect, unculti­
ration or malcultivation. For, as long as education 
onsists chiefly of the mere inculcation of traditional 
'pini~)Os, many of which, from the mere fact that the 
LUman intellect pas not yet reached perfection, must 
lecessarily be false; so long as even those who are best 
aught, are rather taught to know the thoughts of 
Ithers than to think, it is not always clear that the 
loet of acquired ideas has the advantage over him 
vhose feeling has been his sole teacher. For the depth 
!Ild durability of wrong as well as of right impressions 
i proportional to the fineness of the material; and 
hey who have the greatest capacity of natural feeling 
.re generally those whose artificial feelings are the 
trongest. Hence, doubtless, among other reasons, it 
i, that in an age of revolutions in opinion, the co­
emporary poets, those at least who deserve the name; 
hose who have any individuality of character, if they 
ire not before their age, are almost sure to be behind 
t. An observation curiously verified all over Europe 
n the present century.. Nor let · it be thought dis­
,araging. However urgent may be the necessity for a 
,reaking up of old modes of belief, the most strong­
ninded and discerning, next to those who head the 
novement, are generally those who bring up the rear 
lfit. ~ 
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Enoch Arden, &c. By Alfred Tennyson, D.C.L., 
Poet Laureate 

Dramatis Persontle. By Robert Browning 

WE couple these two books together, not becaus 
of their likeness, for they are as dissimilar 2 

books can be, nor on account of the eminence of thei 
authors, for in general two great authors are too muc 
for one essay, but because they are the best possibl 
illustration of something we have to say upon poetic< 
art-because they may give to it life and freshnes: 
The accident of contemporaneous publication h2 
here brought together two books, very characteristi 
of modern art, and we want to show how they ar 
characteris tic. 

Neither English poetry nor English criticism ha\' 
ever recovered the eruption which they both made 2 
the beginning of this century into the fashionabl 
world. The poems of Lord Byron were received wit 
an avidity that resembles our present avidity for sens2 
tion novels, and were read by a class which at preser 
reads little but such novels. Old men who remembc 
those oays may be heard to say, 'We hear nothing ( 
poetry nowadays; it seems quite down.' And 'doWI 
it certainly is, if for poetry it be a descent to be n 
longer the favourite excitement of the more frivolol 
part of the 'upper' world. That stimulating poetry : 
now little read. A stray schoolboy may still be detecte 
in a wild admiration for the Giaour or the Corsair (an 
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is suitable to his age, and he should not be re­

coached for it), but the real posterity- the quiet 
udents ofa past literature-never read them or think 
'them. A line or two linger in the memory; a few 
:lling strokes of occasional and felicitous energy are 
lloted, but this is all. As wholes, these exaggerated 
ories were worthless; they taught nothing, and, 
lerefore, they are forgotten. If nowadays a dismal 
:>et were, like Byron, to lament the fact of his birth, 
ld to hint that he was too good for the world, the 
zturday Review would say that 'they doubted ifhe was 
10 good; that a sulky poet was a questionable addition 
,a tolerable world; that he need not have been born, 
I far as they were concerned.' Doubtless, there is 
lUch in Byron besides his dismal exaggeration, but 
was that exaggeration which made 'the sensation', 

-hich gave him a wild moment of dangerous fame. 
s so often happens, the cause of his momentary 
LShion is the cause also of his lasting oblivion: Moore's 
)rmer reputation was less excessive, yet it has not 
een more permanent. The prettiness of a few songs 
reserves the memory of his name, but as a poet to 
-ad he is forgotten. There is nothing to read in him; 
o exquisite thought, no sublime feeling, no consum­
late description of true character. Almost the sole 
:suit of the poetry of that time is the harm which it 
as done. It degraded for a time the whole character 
f the art. It said by practice, by a most efficient and 
lccessful practice, that it was the aim, the duty of 
oets, to catch the attention of the passing, the fashion­
ble, the busy world. If a poem 'fell dead', it was 
othing; it was composed to please the 'London' of 
Ie year, and if that London did not like it, why, it 
ad failed. It fixed upon the minds ofa whole genera­
on, it engraved in popular memory and tradition, a 
ague conviction that poetry is but one of the many 
rnusements for the light classes, for the lighter hours of 
II classes. The mere notion, the bare idea, that 
oetry is a deep thing, a teaching thing, the most 
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surely' and wisely elevating of human things, is eve 
now to the coarse public mind nearly unknown. 

As was the fate of poetry, so inevitably was that 
criticism. The science that expounds which poetry 
good and which is bad is dependent for its popul 
reputation on .the popular estimate of poetry itse 
The critics of that day had a day, which is more th: 
can be said for some since; they professed to tell tl 
fashionable world in what books it would find m 
pleasure, and therefore they were read by the fashio 
able world. Byron counted the critic and poet equ: 
The Edinburgh Review penetrated among the youn 
and into places of female resort where.it does not! 
now. As people. ask, . 'Have you read Henry Dunba 
and what do you think of it?' so they then aske 
.'Have you read the Giaour? and what do you thil 
of it?' Lord Jeffrey, a shrewd judge of the worl 
employed himself in telling it what to think; not 
much what it ought to think, as what at bottom it d 
think, and .so by dexterous sympathy with curre 
society he gained contemporary fame and powc 
Such fame no critic must hope for now. His articl 
.will not penetrate where the poems themselves do n 
penetrate • . When poetry was noisy, criticism was loU! 
now poetry is a still small voice, and -criticism mt: 
be smaller and stiller. As the function of such criticis 
was limited so waS its subject. For the great and ( 
time now proves) the permanent part of the poetry 
his time-for Shelley and for Wordsworth-Lol 
Jeffrey had but one word. ·He said' 'It won't de 
·And it will not do to amuse a drawing-room. 

) The doctrine that poetry is a light amusement f 
idle hours, a metrical species of sensational novel, h 
not indeed been without gainsayers wildly popul~ 
Thirty years ago, Mr. Carlyle most rudely contr 
dieted it. But perhaps this is about all that he h 
done. He haS denied, but he has not disproved. I 
i · _1 The first words in Lord Jeffrey's celebrated review 
-the Excursion were,_ 'This will never do.' . 
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lS contradicted the floating paganism, but he has 
)t founded the deep religion. All about and around 
: afaith in poetry struggles to be extricated, but it is 
)t extricated. Some day, at the touch of the true 
ord, the whole confusion will by magic cease; the 
:oken and shapeless notions cohere and crystallize 
to a bright and true theory. But this cannot be yet. 
But though no complete theory of the poetic art 
yet be possible for us, though perhaps only our 

lildren's children will be able to speak on this sub­
ct with the assured confidence which belongs to 
:cepted truth, yet something of some certainty may 
: stated on the easier elements, and something that 
ill throw light on these two new books. But it will 
: necessary to assign reasons, and the assigning of 
asons is a dry task. Years ago, when criticism only 
ied to show how poetry could be made a good 
nusement, it was not impossible that criticism itself 
:ould be amusing. But now it must at least be serious, 
r we believe that poetry is a serious and a deep thing. 
There should be a word in the language of literary 
t to express what the word 'picturesque' expresses 
r the fine arts. Pii;turesque means fit to be put into a 
cture; we want a word literatesque, 'fit to be put into 
book.' An artist.goes through a hundred different 
mntry scenes, rich with beauties, charms, and merits, 
It he does not paint any of them. He leaves them 
one; he idles on till he finds the hundred-and-first­
scene which many observers would not think much 
; but which he knows by virtue of his art will look 
ell on canvas, and · this he paints and preserves. 
lSceptible observers, though not · artists, feel this 
lality too; they say ·of a scene, 'How picturesque!' 
.eaning by this a quality distinct from that of beauty, 
. sublimity, or grandeur-meaning to speak not only 
. the scene as it is in itself, but also of its fitness for 
litation by art; meaning not only that it is good, but 
tat its goodness is such as ought to be transferred to 
tper; meaning not simply that it fascinates, but also 
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that l'C! fascination is such as ought to be copied t 
man. A fine and insensible instinct has put langua 
to this subtle use; it expresses an idea without whi( 
fine art criticism could not go on, and it is ve 
natural that the language of pictorial should be betll 
supplied with words than that of literary criticist 
for the eye was used before the mind, and langual 
embodies primitive sensuous ideas, long ere it e 
presses, or need express, abstract and literary ones. 

The reason why a landscape is 'picturesque' is oftc 
said to be that such landscape represents an 'id~ 
But this explanation, though in the minds of son 
who use it it is near akin to the truth, fails to expla 
that truth to those who did not know it before; tl 
word 'idea' is so often used in these subjects whc 
people do not know anything else to say; it represer. 
50 often a kind of intellectual insolvency, when phil 
sopher.s are at their wits' end, that shrewd people w 
never readily on any occasion give it credit for mea: 
ing anything. A wise explainer must, therefore, 101 
out for ' other words to convey what he has to sa 
Landscapes, like everything else in nature, divi( 
themselves as we look at them into a sort of rue 
classification. We go down a river, for example, ar 
we see a hundred landscapes on both sides of : 
resembling one another in much, yet differing 
something; with trees here, and a farmhouse ther 
and shadows on one side, and a deep pool far on; 
collection of circumstances most familiar in ther 
selves, but making a perpetual novelty by the mag 
of their various combinations. We travel so for mil 
and hour.s, and then we come to a scene which al 
has these various circumstances and adjuncts, hi 
which combines them best, which makes the be 
whole of them, which shows them in their best pI' 
Portion at a single glance before the eye. Then" 
say, 'This is the place to paint the river; this is tl 
picturesque point!' Or, if not artists or critics of al 
we feel w~thout analysis or ~amination that 50meho 
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Us bend or sweep of the river, shall, in future, be thi 
un- to us: that it is the image of it which we will re­
,in in our mind's eye, by which we will remember 
, which we will call up when we want to describe 
~ think of it. Some fine countries, some beautiful 
vers, have not this picturesque quality: they give 
I elements of beauty, )gut they do not combine them 
ogether; we go on for a time delighted, but after a 
me somehow we get wearied; we feel that we are 
,king in nothing and learning nothing; we get no 
lllected image before our mind; we see the accidents 
ld circumstances of that sort of scenery, but the 
LIDmary scene we do not see; we find disjecta membra, 
It no form; various and many and faulty approxima­
ons are displayed in succession; but the absolute 
~rfection in that country or river's scenery-its type­
withheld. We go away from such places in part 

:lighted, but in part baffled; we have been puzzled 
~ pretty things; we have beheld a hundred different 
,consistent specimens of the same sort of beauty; 
ilt the rememberable idea, the full development, the 
I.aracteristic individuality of it, we have not seen. 
We find the same sort of quality in all parts of 

iinting. We see a portrait ofa person we know, and 
e say, 'It is like-yes, like, of course, but it is not tM 
an;' we feel it could not be anyone else, but still, 
mehow it fails to bring qome to us the individual 
I we know him to be. He is not there. An accumula­
on of features like his are painted, but his essence is 
)t painted; an approximation more or less excellent 
given, but the characteristic expression, the typical 

Irm, of the man is withheld. 
Literature-the painting of words-has the same 

Ilality but wants the analogous word. The word 
iteratesque' would mean, if we possessed it, that 
~rfect combination in the subject-matter of literature, 
hich suits the art ofliterature. We often meet people, 
ild say of them, sometimes meaning well and some­
mes ill, 'How well so-and-so would do in a book I' 
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Such people are by no means the best people; bu 
they are the most effective people-the most remem 
berable people. Frequently when we first know then: 
we like them because they explain to us so much 
our experience; we have known many people 'li 
that', in one way or another, but we did not seem 
understand them; they were nothing to us, for th 
traits were indistinct; we forgot them, for they hitc 
on to nothing, and we could not classify them; b 
when we see the type of the genus, at once we seem t 
comprehend its character; the inferior specimens at 
explained by the perfect embodiment; the appro 
mations are definable when we know the ideal t 
which they draw near. There are an infinite numbc 
of classes of human beings, but in each of these classe 
there is a distinctive type which, if we could expan. 
it out in words, would define the class. We canne 
expand it in formal terms any more than a landscap 
or a species of landscapes; but we have an art, an a 
of words, which can draw it. Travellers and othe 
often bring home, in addition to their long journals­
which though so living to them, are so dead, 
inanimate, so undescriptive to all else-a pen-and-iIi 
sketch, rudely done very likely, but which, perhapl 
even the more for the blots and strokes, gives a dis 
tinct notion, an emphatic image, to all who see it 
They say at once, 'Now we know the sort of thing' 
The sketch has hit the mind. True literature does th 
same. It describes sorts, varieties, and permutationl 
by delineating the type of each sort, the ideal 
each variety, the central, the marking trait of ea 
permutation. 

On this account, the greatest artists of the war 
have ever shown an enthusiasm for reality. To ca 
for notions and abstractions; to philosophize; to reas 
out conclusions; to care for schemes of thought, a 
signs in the artistic mind of secondary excellen 
A Schiller, a Euripides, a BeriJonson, cares for ideas.J 
for the parings of the intellect, and the distillation d 
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the mind; a Shakespeare, a Homer, a Goethe, finds 
his mental occupation, the true home of his natural 
thoughts, in the real world-'which is the world of all 
f us'-where the face of nature, the moving masses 
fmen and women, are ever changing, ever multiply­

. g, ever mixing one with the other. The reason is 
I lain-the business of the poet, of the artist, is with 
~pes; and those types are mirrored in reality. ~ a 
painter must not only have a hand to execute, but an 
eye to distinguish-as he must go here and then there 
'through the real world to catch the picturesque man, 
the picturesque scene, which is to live on his canvas­
so the poet must find in that reality, the litcratesque 
man, the literatesqUe scene which nature intends for 
him, and Which will liv?in his page. Even in reality 
he will not find this type complete, or the character­
istics perfect; but there, at least, he will find something, 
some hint, some intimation, some suggestion; whereas, 
in the stagnant home of his own thoughts he will find 
nothing pure, nothing as it is, nothing which does not 
bear his own mark, which is not somehow altered by 
a mixture with himself. 

The first conversation of Goethe and Schiller illus­
trates this conception of the poet's art. Goethe was 
at that time prejudiced against Schiller, we must re­
member, partly from what he considered the ouJrages 
of the Robbers, partly because of the philosophy of 
Kant. Schiller's 'Essay on Grace and Dignity', he tells 
us, 'was yet less of a kind to reconcile me. The philo­
sophy of Kant, which exalts the dignity of mind so 
highly, while appearing to restrict it, Schiller had 
joyfully embraced: it unfolded the extraordinary 
qualities which Nature had implanted in him; and 
in the lively feeling of freedom and self-direction, he 
showed himself unthankful to the Great Mother, who 
surely had not acted like a step-dame towards him. 
Instead of viewing her as self-subsisting, as producing 
with a living force, and according to appointed laws, 
alike the highest and the lowest of her works, he 'took' 
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her up under the aspect of some empirical nativl 
qualities of the human mind. Certain harsh passage: 
I could even directly apply to myself: they exhibitec 
my confession offaith in a false light; and I felt that i 
written without particular attention to me they were 
still worse; for in that case, the vast chasm which la) 
between us, gaped but so much the more distinctly. 
After a casual meeting at a Society for Natural His· 
tory, they walked home and Goethe proceeds: 

'We reached his house; the talk induced me to g< 
in. I then expounded to him, with as much vivacil1 
as possible, the Metamorphosis of Plants, drawing ou 
on paper, with many characteristic strokes, a symbolic 
Plant for him, as I proceeded. He heard and saw al 
this, with much interest and distinct comprehension 
but when I had done, he shook his head and said 
"This is no experiment, this is an idea." I stoppe( 
with some degree of irritation; for the point whid 
separated us was most luminously marked by thi 
expression. The opinions in Digniry and Grace, agair 
occurred to me; the old grudge was just awakening 
but I smothered it, and merely said: "I was happy tc 
find that I had got ideas without knowing it, nay tha 
I saw them before my eyes." 

'Schiller had much more prudence and dexteril1 
of management than I; he was also thinking of hl 
periodical the Horen, about this time, and of course 
rather wished to attract than repel me. Accordingl) 
he answered me like an accomplished Kantite; anc 
as my stiff-necked Realism gave occasion to man) 
contradictions, much battling took place between us: 
and at last a truce, in which neither party wouk 
consent to yield the victory, but each held hirnselJ 
invincible. Positions like the following grieved me tc 
the very soul: How can there ever be an experiment, thai 
sholl correspond with an idea? The specific quality of ar; 
idea is, that no experiment can reach it or agree with it. Ye1 
if he held as an idea, the same thing which I looked 
upon as an experiment; there must certainly, I 
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thought, be some community between us, some ground 
whereon both of us might meet!' 

With Goethe's natural history, or with Kant's 
philosophy, we have here no concern, but we can 
combine the expressions of the two great poets into 
a nearly complete description of poetry. The 'sym­
bolic plant' is th~f which we speak, the ideal at 
which inferior specunens aim, the class-characteristic 
in which they all share, but which none shows forth 
fully: Goethe was right in searching for this in reality 
imd nature; Schiller was right in saying that it was an 
'idea', a transcending notion to which approximations 
:ould be found in experience, but only approxima­
tions-which could not be found there itself. Goethe, 
15 a poet, rightly felt the primary necessity of outward 
mggestion and experience; Schiller as a philosopher, 
rightly felt its imperfection. 

But in these delicate matters, it is easy to mis­
lpprehend. There is, undoubtedly, a sort of poetry 
Nhich is produced as it were out of the author's mind. 
The description of the poet's own moods and feelings 
.s a common sort of poetry-perhaps the commonest 
iort. But the peculiarity of such cases is, that the poet 
ioes not describe himself as himself: autobiography is 
lot his object; he takes hinlself as a specimen of human 
lature; he describes, not hinlself, but a distillation 
Jf hinlself: he takes such of his moods as are most 
:haracteristic, as most typify certain moods of certain 
nen, or certain moods of all men; he chooses pre­
Jonderant feelings of special sorts of men, or occasional 
eelings of men of all sorts; but with whatever other 
lifference and diversity, the essence is that such self­
iescribing poets describe what is in them, but not 
)tculiar to them,-what is generic, not what is special 
md individual. Gray's Elegy describes a mood whiclJ 
:iray fel t more than other men, but which most others, 
Jerhaps all others, feel too. It is more popular, per­
laps, than any other English poem, because that sort 
)f feeling is the most diffused of high feelings, and 
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because Gray added to a singular nicety of fancy al 
habitual proneness to a contemplative-a discerning bu 
unbiassed-meditation on death and on life. Othe 
poets 1:annot hope for sl.lch success: a subject, s. 
popullI", so grave, so wise, and yet so suitable to th 
write ... 's nature is hardly to be found. But the sam 
ideal, the same unautobiographical character is to b 
found in the Writings of meaner men. Take sonnets 0 

Hartley Coleridge, for example: • 

I 
TO A FRIEND 

When we were idlers with the loitering rills, 
The need of human love we little noted: 
Our love was nature; and the peace that floated 
On the white mist, and dwelt upon the hills, 
To sweet accord subdued our wayward wills: 
One soul was ours, one mind, one heart devoted, 
That, wisely doating, ask'd not why it doated, 
And ours the unknown joy, which knowing kills. 
But now I find, how dear thou wert to me; 
That man is more than half of nature's treasure, 
Of that fair Beauty which no eye can see, 
Of that sweet music which no ear can measure; 
And now the streams may sing for others' pleasure, 
The hills sleep on in their eternity. 

II 
TO THE SAME 

In the great city we are met again, 
Where many souls there are, that breathe and die, 
Scarce knowing more of nature's potency, 
Than what they learn from heat, or cold, or rain, 
The sad vicissitude of weary pain;-
For busy man is lord of ear and eye, 
And what hath nature, but the vast, void sky, 
And the thronged river toiling to the main? 
Oh! say not so, for she shall have her part 
In every smile, in every tear that falls, 
And she shall hide her in the secret heart, 
Where love persuades, and sterner duty calls: 
But worse it were than death, or sorrow's smart, 
To live without a friend within these walls. 
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III 
TO THE SAME 

We parted on the mountains, as two streams 
From one cle'ar spring purs\le their several ways; 
And thy fleet course hath been through many a maze, 
In foreign lands, where silvery Padus gleams 
To that delicious sky, whose glowing 'beams 
Brightened the tresses that old Poets praise; 
Where Petrarch's patient love, and artful lay!, 
And Ariosto's song of many themes, 
Moved the soft air. But I, a lazy brook, 
As close pent up within my native dell, 
Have crept along from nook to shady nook, 
Where flowrets blow, and whispering Naiads dwell. 
Yet now we meet, that parted were so wide, 
O'er rough and smooth to travel side by side. 

The contrast ofinstructive and enviable locomotion 
with refining but instructive meditation is not special 
and peculiar to these two, but general and universal. 
It was set down by Hartley Coleridge because he was 
the most meditative and refining of men. 

What sort ofliteratesgue.types are fit to be describ.ed 
in the sort of literature called poet, is a matter on 
which much nug t e Wfl en. .1:. Arnold, some 
years since, put forth a theory that the art 0 poetry 
could only delineate eat Cf~ But though, rightly 
interpreted and understoo -using the word action 
so as to include high and sound activity in contempla­
tion-this definition may suit the highest poetry, it 
certainly canI),ot be stretched to include many inferior 
sorts and even many good sorts. Nobody in their 
senses would descr.ibe Gray's Elegy as the delineation 
of a 'great action'; some kinds of mental contempla­
tion may be energetic enough to deserve this name, 
but Gray would have been frightened at the very word. 
He loved scholar-like calm and quiet inaction; his 
very greatness depended on his not acting, on his 'wise 
passiveness', on his indulging the grave idleness which 
so well appreciates so much of human life. But the 
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best answer-the reductio ad absurdum-ofMr. Arnold's 
doctrine, is the mutilation which it has caused him to 
make of his own writings. It has forbidden him, he 
tells us, to reprint Empedocles-a poem undoubtedl}\ 
containing defects and even excesses, but containing 
also these lines: 

And yet what days were those, Pannenides! 
When we were young, when we could number friends 
In all the Italian cities like ourselves, 
When with elated hearts we join'd your train, 
Ye Sun-born virgins! on the road of Truth. 
Then we could still enjoy, then neither thought 
Nor outward things were clos'd and dead to us, 
But we receiv'd the shock of mighty thoughts 
On simple minds with a pure natural joy; 
And if the aacred load oppress'd our brain, 
We had the power to fee lthe pressure eas'd, 
The brow unbound, the thoughts flow free again, 
In the delightful commerce of the world. 
We had not lost our balance then, nor grown 
Thought's slaves and dead to every natural joy. 
The smallest thing could give us pleasure then­
The sports of the country people; 
A flute note from the woods; 
Sunset over the sea: 
Seed-time and harvest: 
The reapers in the com; 
The vinedresser in hia vineyard: 
The village-girl at her wheel. 
Fullness of life and power of feeling, ye 
Are for the happy, for the souls at ease, 
Who dwell on a firm basis of content. 
But he who has outliv'd hia prosperous days, 
But he, whose youth fell on a different world 
From that on which hia exil'd age is thrown; 
Whose mind was fed on other food, was train'd 
By other rules than are in vogue to-day; 
Whose habit of thought is fix'd, who will not change, 
But in a world he loves not must subsist 
In ceaseless opposition, be the guard 
Of his own breast, fetter'd to what he guards, 
That the world win no mastery over him; 
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Who has no friend, no fellow left, not one; 
Who has no minute's breathing space a1low'd 
To nurse his dwindling faculty ofjoy:-
Joy and the outward world must die to him 
As they are dead to me. 

What freak of criticism can induce a man who has 
NTitten such poetry as this, to discard it, and say it is 
~ot poetry? Mr. Arnold is privileged to speak of his 
)wn poems, but no other critic could speak so and 
lot be laughed at. 

We are disposed to believe that no very sharp 
lefinition can be given-at least in the present state 
)f the critical art--<lf the boundary line between 
)oetry and other sorts of imaginative delineation. 
~etween the undoubted dominions of the two kinds 
!here is. a debateable land; everybody is agreed that 
!he Oedipus at Colonus is poetry: every one is agreed 
!hat the wonderful appearance of Mrs. Veal is not 
~oetry. But the exact line which separates grave 
~ovels in verse like Aylmer's Field or Enoch Arden, from 
~rave novels not in verse like Silas Marner or Adam 
fJede, we own we cannot draw with any confidence. 
Nor, perhaps, is it very important; whether a narrative 
s thrown into verse or not certainly depends in part 
>n the taste of the age, and in part on its mechanical 
lelpS. V c;;rsc;;_ is the only . .Jl1echanical help to the, 
nem.ory in rude times, and there' iS lift1ewti!!!i!f till 
1 chea~ somethin~ is found to write upon, and a cheap 
:omethmg to write with. Poetry verse at least-is 
he literature of all work in early ages; it is only later I 
19es which write in what tIv,y think a natural and 
:imple prose. There are other casual influences in the 
natter too; but they are not material now. We need 
)DIy say here that poetry, because it has a more 
narked rhythm than prose, must be more intense in 
neaning and more concise in style than prose. People 
~pect a 'marked rhythm' to imply something worth 
narking; if it fails to do so they are disappointed. 
They are displeased at the visible waste of a powerful 
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instrument; they call it 'doggerel,' and rightly call it 
for the metrical expression of full thought and eage] 
feeling-the burst of metre--incident to high imagi' 
nation, should not be wasted on petty matters whicl 
prose does as well,-which it does better-which i 
suits by its very limpness and weakness, whose smal 
changes it follows more easily, and to whose lowes 
details it can fully and without effort degrade itself 
¥ erse, too, should be more concise. for long-continuee 
rnythIri tends to ade the mind 'ust as i ' 

n s 0 attract e attention. Poet should III 
mem tic In . 

he ~ divisio~e ~~~ry, and of all othe] 
literary art, arise from . erent modes in whicl 
these types-these characteristic men, these character· 
istic feelings-may be variously described. There are 
three principal modes which we shall attempt t< 
describe--the jmu. which is sometimes, but not vel') 
wisely, called the classical; the Qrnate .. which is als< 
unwisely @led romantic; and the grotesque, whicl 
might be called the mediaeval. We Wl1lUeScribe th! 
nature of these a little. Criticism we know must III 
brief-not, 'like poetry, because its charm is too in· 
tense to be sustained-but on ,the contrary, becaus! 
its interest is too weak to be prolonged; but elemental') 
criticism, if an evil, is a necessary evil; a little whil! 
spent among the simple principles of art is the firs! 
condition, the absolute pre-requisite, for surely appre­
hending and wisely judging the complete embodi· 
ments and miscellaneous forms of actual literature. 

The de~ni.tio~:1ur~ literature.is thll;t it describe 
t.h.e.J:xpe In Its ~_ p iClty, we mean, Wlth the~ 
amount of accessory circumstance which is necessal') 
to nng It e ore e .. e pe eCllon, ane 
no~more t an at amount. The e ne som! 
accessories from its nature=a picturesque an cap! 
dOes-nm consISt whollyOfpictures ue features. There 
is ng 0 su un Ings-as the encans woule 
say, of fo.ings-without which the reality is not itself 
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3y a traditional mode of speech, as soon as we see a 
>icture in which a complete effect is produced by 
letail so rare and so harmonized as to escape us, we 
ay 'how classical'. ,The whole which is to be seen 
Ippears at once and through the detail, but the detail 
tself is not seen: we do not think of that which gives 
IS the idea; we are absorbed in the idea itself. Just so 
n literature the pure art is that which works with the 
ewest strokes; the fewest, that is, for its purpose, tor 
ts aim is to call up and bring home to men an idea, 
I form, a character, and if that idea be twisted, that 
orm be involved, that character perplexed, many 
trokes of literary art will be needful. Pure art does 
lot mutilate its object: it represents it as fully as is 
lossible with the slightest effort which is possible: it 
hrinks from no needful circumstances, as little as it 
r1Serts any which are needless. The prec~e_,pecu­
iarity is not merely that no incidental circumstance 
s inserted which doesnot tell on thl; main design: no 
Irt is fit to be called art. which permits a stroke ~o be 
Illt in without an object; but that only the minimum 
If such circumstanc;:e ,is inserted at all. Tne foI".m is'l 
ometimes said to be bare, the aCCe<lsories are ~me­
imes , saidt o be invisible, because the appendages 
ire so choice that the shape only is perceived. " 
• The English literature undoubtedly contains much 
mpure literature; impure in its style if not in its 
nc:aning: but it also contains one great, one nearly 
lerfect, model of the pure style in the, literary ex· 
Iression of typical sentiment; and one not perfect, but 
rigantic and close approximation to perfection in the 
lUre delineation of objective character. WordswQLth, 
lerhaps, comes as near to choice puritY of style in 
entiineI'it as IS possible, tyIiltoIl, with exceptions and 
,onditions to be explainea; aI!proaches perfection by 
he ~tre i with which he de ic ac er. 

A -wit once said, at re!y women had more 
eatures than beautiful women', and though the ex· 
lression may be criticized, the, meaning is. correct. 
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P.iettywomen seem to have a great number ofattra~ 
tive points, each of which attracts your attentiOl 
and each one of which you remember afterward: 
yet these points have not grown togetMr, their featun 
have not linked themselves into a single inseparab 
whole. But a b$autiful woman is a whole as she t 
you no more take her to pieces than a Greek statUI 
she is not an aggregate of divisible charms, she is 
charm in herself. Such ever is the dividing test ~ 
pure art; if you catch yourself admiring its detail 

> itds defective; y'ou ought to think of it as a.ling 
whole which you must remember, whIch you mu 
admire, which somehow subdues you while you a( 
mire it, which is a 'possession' to you 'for ever'. 

Of course no individual poem embodies this ide 
perfectly; of course every human word and phra 
has its · tmperfections, and if we choose an instanl 
to illustrate that ideal, the instance has scarcely 
fair chance. By contrasting it with the ideal we SUi 
gest its tmperfections; by protruding it as an exampl 
we turn on its defectiveness the microscope of cril 
cism. Yet these two sonnets of Wordsworth may 1 
fitly read in this place, not because they are qui 
without faults, or because they are the very be 
examples of their kind of style; but because they a 
luminous examples; the compactness of the sonnet ar 
the gravity of the sentiment, hedging in the thoughl 
restraining the fancy, and helping to maintain 
singleness of expression: 

THE TROSACHS 

There's not a nook within this solemn Pass, 
But were an apt Confessional for one 
Taught by his summer spent, his autumn gone, 
That Life is but a tale of morning grass 
Withered at eve. From scenes of art which chase 
That thought away, turn, and with watchful eyes 
Feed it 'mid Nature's old felicities, 
Rocks, rivers, and smooth lakes more clear than glass 
Untouched, unbreathed upon. Thrice happy guest, 
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If from a golden perch of aspen spray 
(October's workmanship to rival May) 
The pensive warbler of the ruddy breast 
That moral teaches by a heaven-taught lay, 
Lulling the year, with all its cares, to rest! 

COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE, SEPT. 3, 18011 

Earth has not anything to show more fair: 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty: 
This city no)\' doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields and to the sky; . 
All bright and open in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill; 
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep! ' 
The river glideth at his own sweet will: 
Dear God! The very houses seem asleep; 
And all that mighty heart is lying stilll 

Instances of barer style than this may easily be \ 
nd, instances Of colder style-f~w better lru;taID:es 

. purer style. Not a sinfle expressIOn (the invocation 
r the concluding coup et of the second sonnet per­
lpS excepted) can be spared, yet Dot a sinile expres­
)n rivets the attention. If, indeed, we ta e out the 
U"ase -

The city now doth like a garment wear 
The beauty of the morning, 

~d the description of the brilliant yellow of autumn-
October's workmanship to rival May, 

ley have independent value, but they are not noticed 
. the sonnet when we read it through; they fall into 
.ace there, and being in their place are not seen. 
he great subjects of the two sonnets, the religious 
!pect of the beautiful but grave nature-the religious 
.pect of a city about to awaken and be alive, are the 
:z06 0 
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only ideas left in our mind. To Wordsworth has bee 
vouchsafed the last grace of the self-denying artis: 
you think neither 6fhim nor his style, but you cann( 
help thinking of-you must recall-the exact phrast 
the very sentiment he wished. 

~ilton's purity is mo[~ger. In the most excitin 
parts of Worasworth-and these sonnets are not ver 
exciting-you always feel, you never forget, th~ 
what you have before you is the excitement of a f( 

cluse. There is nothing of the stir of life; nothing ( 
the brawl of the world. But Milton though always 
scholar by trade, though solitary in old age, w~ 
through life intent on great affairs, lived close to gre~ 
scenes, watched a revolution, and if not an actor in i 
was at least secretary to the actors. He was farniliar­
by daily experience and habitual sympathy-with th 
earnest debate of arduous questions, on which th 
life and death of the speakers certainly depended, 0 

which the weal or woe of the country perhaps dt 
pended. He knew how profoundly the individm 
character of the speakers-their inner and real natur 
-modifies their opinion on such questions; he kne1 
how surely that nature will appear in the expressio 
of them. This great experience, fashioned by a fin 
imagination, gives to the debate of Satanic Counc 
in Pandaemonium its reality and its life. It is 
debate in the Long Parliament, and though th 
theme of Paradise Lost obliged Milton to side with th 
monarchical element in the universe, his old habit 
are often too much for him; and his real sympathy­
the impetus and energy of his nature-side with th 
rebellious element. For the purposes of art this i 
much better-of a court, a poet can make but little 
of a heaven he can make very little, but of a courtl: 
heaven, such as Milton conceived, he can mak, 
nothing at all. The idea of a court and the idea 0 
a heaven are so radically different, that a distinc 
combination of them is always grotesque and ofte! 
ludicrous. Pqradice----I.cs1. as a whole, iLraQicallJ 
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taintes! by a vicious principle. It professes to justify 
the ways of GOd to man, to account for sin and death, 
and it tells you that the whole originated in a political 
event; in a court squabble as to a ,par1ila;llar act of 
patronage and the due or undue promotlOnotan 
eldeSt son. Satan may have been wrong, but on ! 
M}lton's theory he had an arguable case at least. 
There was something arbitrary in the promotion; 
there were litde symptoms of a job; in Paradise Losl 
it is always clear that the devils are the weaker, but 
it is never clear that the angels are the better. 
Milton's sympathy and his imagination slip back to 
the Puritan rebels whom he loved, and desert the 
courdy angels whom he could not love although he 
praised. There is no wonder that Milton's hell is 
better than his heaven, for he hated officials and he 
loved rebels, for he employs his genius below, and 
accumulates his pedantry above. On the great debate 
in Pandaemonium all his genius is concentrated. 
The question is very practical; it is, 'What are we 
devils to do, now. we have lost heaven?' Satan who 
presides over and manipulates the assembly; Moloch 

• the fiercest spirit 
That fought in Heaven, now fiercer by despair, 

who wantS to fight again; Belial, 'the man of the 
world', who does not ' want to fight any more; 
Mammon, who is for commencing an industrial 
career; Beelzebub, the official statesman, 

deep on his front engraven 
Deliberation sat and Public care, 

who, at Satan's instance, proposes the invasion of 
earth-are as distinct as so many statues. Even 
Belial, 'the man of the world', the sort" of man with 
whom Milton had least sympathy, is perfecdy painted. 
An inferior artist would have made the actor who 
'counselled ignoble ease and peaceful sloth', a de­
graded and ugly creature; but Milton knew better. 
He knew that low notions require a better garb than 
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high notions. Human nature is not a high thing, but 
at least it has a high idea of itself; it will not accept 
mean maxims, unless they are gilded and made 
beautiful. A prophet in goatskin may cry, 'Repent, 
repent', but it takes 'purple and fine linen' to be able 
to say, 'Continue in your sins'. The world vanquishes 
.with its speciousness and its show, and the orator who 
is to persuade men to worldliness must have a share 
in them. Milton well knew this; after the warlike 
speech of the fierce Moloch he introduces a brighter 
and a more graceful spirit: 

He ended frowning, and his look denounced 
Desp'rate revenge, and battle dangerous 
To less than Gods. On th' other side up rose 
Belial, in act more graceful and humane: 
A fairer person lost not Heaven; he seem'd 
For dignity composed and high exploit: 
But was all false and hollow, though his tongue 
Dropt manna, and could make the worse appear 
The better reason, to perplex and dash 
Maturest counsels; for his thoughts were low; 
To vice industrious, but to nobler deeds 
Tim'rous and slothful; yet he pleased the ear, 
And with persuasive accent thus began: 

He does not begin like a man with a strong case, 
but like a man with a weak case; he knows that the 
pride of human nature is irritated by mean advice, 
and though he may probably persuade men to tak 
it, he must carefully apologise for giving it. Here, as 
elsewhere, though the formal address is to devils, the 
real address is to men: to the human nature which we 
know, not to the fictitious demonic nature we do not 
know: 

I should be much for open war, 0 Peers! 
As not behind in hate, if what was urged 
Main reason to persuade immediate war, 
Did not dissuade me most, and seem to cast 
Ominous conjecture on the whole success: 
When he who most excels in fact of arms, 
In what he counsels and in what excels 
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Mistrustful, grounds his courage on despair, 
And utter dissolution, as the scope 
Of all his aim, after some dire revenge. 
First, what revenge? The tow'rs of Heav'n are fiII'd 
With armed watch, that render all access 
Impregnable; oft on the bord'ring deep 
Encamp their legions, or with obscure wing 
Scout far and wide into the realm of night, 
Scorning surprise. Or could we break our way 
By force, and at our heels all hell should rise 
With blackest insurrection, to confound 
Heav'n's purest light, yet our great Enemy, 
All incorruptible, would on his throne 
Sit unpolluted, and th' ethereal mould 
Incapable of stain would soon expel 
Her mischief, and purge off the baser fire 
Victorious. ThU.! repulsed, our final hope 
Is flat despair. We must exasperate 
Th' Almighty Victor to spend all his rage, 
And that must end us: that must be our cure, 

• To be no more? Sad cure, for who would lose, 
Though full of pain, this intellectual being, 
Those thoughts that wander thr()Ugh eternity, 
To perish rather, swallow'd up and lost 
In the wide womb 'of uncreated night, 
Devoid of sense and motion? And who knows, 
Let this be good, whether our angry Foe 
Can give it, or will ever? How he can 
Is doubtful; that he never will is sure. 
Will he, so wise, let loose at once his ire 
Belike through impotence, or unaware, 
To give his enemies their wish, and end 
Them in his anger, whom his anger saves 
To punish endless? Wherefore cease we then? 
Say they who counsel war, we are decreed, 
Reserved, and destined, to eternal woe; 
Whatever doing, what can we suffer more, 
What can we suffer worse? Is this then worst, 
Thus sitting, thus consulting, thus in arms? 

And so on. 
Mr. Pitt knew this speech by heart, and Lord 

Macaulay has called it incomparable; and ' these 
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judges of the oratorical art have well decided. A 
mean foreign policy cannot be better defended. Its 
sensibleness is effectually explained, and its tameness 
as much as possible disguised. 

But we have not here to do with the excellence of 
Belial's policy; but with the excellence of his speech; 
and with that speech in a peculiar manner. This 
speech, taken with the few lines of description with 
which Milton introduces them, embody, in as short 
a space as possible, with as much perfection as 
possible, the delineation of the type of character 
common at all times, dangerous in many times, sure 
to come to the surface in moments of difficulty, and 
never more dangerous than then. As Milton de­
scribes, it is one among several typical characters which 
will ever have their place in great councils, which will 
ever be heard at important decisions, which are 
part of the characteristic and inalienable whole of 
this statesmanlike world. The debate in Pandaemo­
nium is a debate among these typical characters 
at the greatest conceivable crisis, and with adjuncts 

. of solemnity which no other situation could rival. It 
: is the greatest classical triumph, the highest achieve­

ment of the pure style in English literature; it is 
the greatest description of the highest and most 
typical characters with the most choice circumstances 
and in the fewest words. 

It is not unremarkable that we should find in 
Milton and in Paradise Lost the best specimen of pure 
style. He was schoolmaster in a pedantic age, and 
there is n0thing SQ Jmclassieal-nothing so impure 
in style-as pedantry. The out-of~door conversa­
tional life of Athens was as opposed to bookish 
scholasticism as a life can be. The most perfect books 
have been written not by those who thou ht much 
o 00, oug t e, y ose 
w 0 were under e res a 0 a sensltIVe talking 
world, ~o which books had contributed something, 
and a various eager life the rest. Milton is generally 
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.,!~ical in spirit where he is learned, and naturally, 
ecause the purest poets do not overlay their concep­
lons with book knowledge, and the classical poets, 
.aving in comparison no books, were under little 
~mptation to impair the purity of their style by the 
ccumulation of their research. Over and above this, 
here is in Milton, and a little in Wordsworth also, 
ne defect which is in the highest degree faulty and 
lDclassical, which mars the effect and impairs the 
iCrfection of the pure style. There is a want.. of 
Mntaneity, and a sense of effort. It has been happily 
lid that Plato's words must have grown into their 
.]aces. No one would say so of Milton or even of 
Vordsworth. About both of them there is a taint of 
uty; a vicious sense of the good ~an's task. Things 
::ern right where they are, but they seem to be put' 
Ihere they are. Flexibility is essential to the consum­
!late perfection of the pure style because the sensa­
lon of the poet's efforts carries away our thoughts 
rom his achievements. We are admiring his labours 
~hen we should be enjoying his words. But this is 
defect in those two writers, not a defect in pure.art. 
~f course it' is more difficult to write in few words 
han to write in many; to take the best adjuncts, and 
hose only, for what you have to say, instead of using 
II which comes to hand; it is an additional labour if 
:ou write verses in the morning, to spend the rest of 
he day in choosing, or making those verses fewer. 
iut a perfect artist in the pure style is as effortless 
~d as natural as in any style, perhaps is more so. 
~ake the well-known lines: 

There was a little lawny islet . , 
By anemone and violet, . 

Like mosaic, paven: 
And its roof was flowers and leaves 

-Which the summer's breath enweaves, 
Where nor sun, nor showers, nor breeze, 
Pierce the pines and tallest trees, 

Each a gem engraven;-.. J' 
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Girt by many an azure wave 
With which the clouds and mountains pave 

A lake's blue chasm. 

Shelle had man man defects. Thi 
is not e place for a complete or indee for af!! 
estimate of him. But ~ excellence is most evident 
His words are as flex~ any w~, the thythn 
of some modulating aIr seems to move them inte 
their place without a struggle by the poet and almos 
without his knowledge. This is the perfection of pur. 
art, to embody typical conceptions in the choicest, th. 
fewest accidents, to embody them so that each 0 

these accidents may produce its full effect, and so t( 
embody them without effort" . 

." The extreme opposite to this pure art is what ma~ f be called ornate art~his species of art aims also a 
giving a delmeation of the typical idea in its perfec 
tion and its fullness, but it aims at so doing in : 
manner most different. It wishes to surround th. 
type with the greatest number of circumstance 
which it will bear. It works not by choice and selec 
tion, but by accumulation and aggregation. Th. 
idea is not, as in the pure style, presented with th. 
least clothing which it will endure, but with the rich 
est and most involved clothing that it will admit. 

We are fortunate· in not having to hunt out of pas 
literature an illustrative specimen of the ornate style 
.Mr. Tennyson has just given one admirable in itseU 
and most characteristic of the defects and the merit 
of this style. The story of Ep.och Arden, as he ha 
enhanced and presented it, is a rich 'and splendic 
composite of imagery and illustration. Yet hov 
simple that story is in itself. A sailor who sells fish 
breaks his leg, gets dismal, gives up selling fish, goe 
to sea, is wrecked on a desert island, stays there some 
years, on his return finds his wife married to a ,miller 
speaks to a landlady on the subject, and dies. Tolc 
in the pure and simple, the unadorned and classica 
s.tyle, this story would not have taken three pages, bu 
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Mr. Tennyson has been able to make it the principal 
-the largest tale in his new volume. He has done so 
only by giving to every event and incident in the 
volume an accompanying commentary. He tells 
a great deal about the torrid zone which a rough 
sailor like Enoch Arden certainly would not have 
perceived; and he gives to the fishing village, to 
which all the characters belong, a softness and a 
fascination which such villages scarcely possess in 
reality. 

The description of the tropical island on which the 
sailor is tlirown, 1S an absolute m~Qfadomed art: 

The mountain wooded to the peak, the lawns 
And winding glades high up like ways to Heaven, 
The slender coco's drooping crown of plumes, 
The lightning flash of insect and of bird, 
The lustre of the long convolvuluses 
That coil'd around the stately stems, and ran 
Ev'n to the limit of the land, the glows 
And glories of the broad belt of the world, 
All these he saw; but what he fain had seen 
He could not see, the kindly human face, 
Nor ever hear a kindly voice, but heard 
The myriad shriek of wheeling ocean-fowl, 
The league-long roller thundering on the reef, 
The moving whisper of huge trees that branch'd 
And blossom'd in the zenith, or the sweep 
Of some precipitous rivulet to the wave, 
As down the shore he ranged, or all day long 
Sat often in the seaward-gazing gorge, 
A shipwreck'd sailor, waiting for a sail: 
No sail from day to day, but every day 
The sunrise broken into scarlet shafts 
Among the palms and ferns and precipices; 
The blaze upon the waters to the east; 
The blaze upon his island overhead; 
The blaze upon the waters to the west; 
Then the great stars that globed themselves in Heaven, 
The hollower-bellowing ocean, and again 
The scarlet shafts of sunrise-but no sail. 

No expressive circumstance can be added t~ this 
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description, no enhancing detail suggested. A much 
less happy instance is the description of Enoch's life 
before he sailed: 

While Enoch was abroad on wrathful seas, 
'Or often journeying landward; for in truth 
Enoch's white horse, and Enoch's ocean spoil 
In ocean-smelling osier, and his face, 
Rough-redden'd with a thousand winter gales, 
Not only to the market-cross were known, 
But in the leafy lanes behind the down, 
Far as the portal-warding lion-whelp, 
And peacock yew-tree of the lonely Hall" 
Whose Friday fare was Enoch's ministering. 

So much has not often been made of selling fish. 
, Ihe ,essence of ornate art lS m--uus--n:tanner to 
accumulate round the typical object, everything 
which can be said about it, every associated thought 
that can be connected with it without impairing the 
essence of the delinea'tion. 

The first defect which strikes a student of ornate 
art:-thetirsrWhich arrests the mere' reader of it-

o is what is called a want of simplicity. Nothing is 
) described as it is, everything has about it an atmo­

sphere of something else. The combined and associated 
thoughts, though they set off and heighten particular 
ideas and aspects' of the central conception, yet 
complicate it: a simple thing-'a daisy by the river's 
brim'-is never left by itself, something else is put 
with it;' something not more connected. with it than 
'lion-whelp' and the 'peacock yew-tree' are with the 
'fresh fish for sale' that Enoch carries past them. 
Even in the high<;st cases ornate art leaves upon a 
cultured and delicate taste, the conviction that it is 
not the highest art, that it is somehow excessive and 
over-rich, that it is not chaste in itself or chastening 
to the mind that sees it-that it is in an unexplained 
manner unsatisfactory, 'a thing in which we feel 
there is some hidden want!' 

That want is a want of 'definition'. We must all 
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mow landscapes, river landscapes especially, which 
Ire in the highest sense beautiful, which when we 
~rst see them give us a delicate pleasure; which in 
lOme-and these the best cases-give even a gentle 
,ense of surprise that such things should be so beauti­
ul, and yet when we come to live in them, to spend 
:ven a few hours in them, we seem stifled and op­
~ressed. On the other hand there are people to 
!Vhom the sea-shore is a companion, an exhilaration; 
md not so much for the brawl of the shore as for the 
limited vastness, the finite infinite of the ocean as they 
~e it. Such people often come home braced and 
lerved, and if they spoke out the truth, would have 
mly to say, 'We have seen the horizon line'; if they 
iVere let alone indeed, they would gaze on it hour 
Ifter hour, so great to them is the fascination, so full 
!he sustaining calm, which they gain from that union 
)f form and greatness. To a very inferior extent, but ­
Itill, perhaps, to an extent which most people under­
Itand better, a common arch will have the same 
:ffect. A bridge completes a river landscape; if of 
the old and many-arched sort it regulates oy a long 
,eries of defined forms the vague outline of wood and 
aver which before had nothing to measure it; if of 
!he new scientific sort it introduces still more strictly 
I geometrical element; it stiffens the scenery which 
!Vas before too .1I0ft, too delicate, too vegetable. Just 
,uch is the effect of pure style in literary art. It caIrns 
~y wncis~s; while the ornate style leaves jID me 
nimLa mIst of beauty, an excess of fascination, a 
:omplication of charm, the pure style leaves behind 
t the simple, defined, measured idea, as it is, and by 
tself. That which is chaste chastens; there is a poised 
mergy-a state half thrill, and half tranquillity­
Nhich pure art gives, which no other can give; a 
>leasure justified as well as felt; an ennobled satisfac­
ion at what ought to satisfy us, and must ennoble us. 

Ornate art is to pure art what a painted statue is 
:0 -an-unpamte§. It IS ImpOSSIble to deny dlaca 
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touch of colour does bring out certain parts, does 
convey certain expressions, does heighten certain 
features, but it leaves on the work as a whole, a want, 
as we say, 'of something'; a want of that inseparable 
chasteness which clings to simple sculpture, an im­
pairing predominance of alluring details which im­
pairs our satisfaction with our own satisfaction; 
which makes us doubt whether a higher being than 
ourselves will be satisfied even though we are so. In the 
very same manner, though the rouge of ornate literature 
excites our eye, it also impairs our confidence. 

Mr. Arnold has justly observed that this self. 
justifying, self-proving purity of style, is commoner in 
ancient literature than in modern literature, and alsc 
that S~are is not a great or an unmixed 
example of it. No one can say that he is. His world 
are full of undergrowth, are full of complexity, are 
not models of style; except by a miracle nothing iIl 
the Elizab~than age could be a model of style; the 
restraining taste of that age was feebler and more 
mistaken than that of any other equally great agel 
Shakespeare's mind so teemed with creation that h 
required the most just, most forcible, most constan 
restraint from without. He most needed to be guided 
of poets, and he was the least and worst guided. N 
a whole no one can call his works finished mode. 
of the pure style, or of any style. B~ he has man] 
Bassages of the most pure style. p~ages which could 
be easily cited if space served. And we must remembe 
that the task which Shakespeare undertook was th~ 
most difficult which any poet has ever attempted, and 
that it is a task in which after a million efforts ever] 
other poet has failed. The Elizabethan drama-lU 
Shakespeare has immortalized it-undertakes to 
delineate in five acts, under stage restrictions, and 
in mere dialogue, a whole list of dramatis personae, 
a set of characters enough for a modern novel, and 
with the distinctness of a modern novel. Shakespeare 
is not content to give two or three great characten 
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'n solitude and in dignity, like the classical dramatists; 
he wishes to give a whole party of characters in the 
play of life, and according to the nature of each. He 
would 'hold the mirror up to nature', not to catch 

monarch in a tragic posture, but a whole group of 
characters engaged in many actions, intent on many 
purposes, thinking many thoughts. There is life 
lenough, there is action enough, in single plays of 
Shakespeare to set up an ancient dramatist for a long 
career. And Shakespeare succeeded. His characters, 
taken en masse, and as a whole, are as well-known as 
any novelist's characters; cultivated men know all 
about them, as young ladies know all about Mr. Trol­
lope's novels. Bu.t no other dramatist has succeeded 
in su~ an aim. No one else's characters are staple 
people-tn English literature, hereditary people whom 
every one knows all about in every generation. The 
contemporary dramatists, Beaumont and Fletcher, 
Ben Jonson, Marlowe, &c., -had many merits, some 
of them were great men. But a critic must say of 
Ithem the worst thing he has to say; 'they were men 
who failed in their characteristic aim;' ~ attempted 
to describe rous sets of complicated characters, 
'and they failed. No one of suc c aracters, or ar y 
one, lives in common memory; the Faustus of Mar­
lowe, a really great idea, is not remembered They 
undertook to write what they could not write, five 
acts full of real characters, and in consequence, the 
fine individual things they conceived are forgotten 
by the mixed multitude, and known only to a few of 
the few. Of the Spanish theatre we cannot speak; 
but there are no such chara,cters in any French 
tragedy: the whole aim of that tragedy forbade it. 
Goethe has added to literature a few great characters; 
he may be said almost to have added to literature 
the idea of 'intellectual creation',-the idea of de­
scribing great characters through the intellect; but 
he has not added to the common stock what Shake­
speare added, a new multitucU of men and women; 
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and these not in simple attitudes, but amid the mas 
complex parts of life, with all their various nature 
roused, mixed, and strained. The severest art mus 
have allowed many details, much overflowing cir 
curnstance to a poet who undertook to describe wha 
almost defies description. Pure art would have com 
manded him to use details lavishly, for only by ; 
multiplicity of such could the required effect hav, 
been at all produced. Shakespeare could accomplisl 
it, for his mind was a spring, an inexhaustible fountau 
of human nature, and it is no wonder that beinl 
compelled by the task of his time to let the fullnes 
of his nature overflow, he sometimes let it overflm, 
too much, and covered with erroneous conceits anI 
superfluous images characters and conceptions whid 
would have been far more justly, far more effectually 
delineated with conciseness and simplicity. But ther, 
is an infinity of pure art in Shakespeare, althougl 
there is a great deal else also. ' )1 

It will be said, if ornate art be as you say, an in 
ferior species of art, why should it ever be used? I 
pure art be the best sort of art, why should it rio 
always be 'used? . r , 

The reason is · this: literary art, as we just nO\l 
explained, is concerned with literatesque character 
in literatesque situations; and the best art is concerne( 
with the most literatesque characters in the moJ 
Iiteratesque situations. Such are the subjects of purl 
art; it embodies with the fewest touches, and unde 
. the most select and choice circumstances, the highes 
conceptions; but it does not follow that only the bes 
subjects are to be treated by art, and then only h 
the very best way. Human nature could not endurl 
such a critical commandment as that, and it woule 
be an erroneous criticism which gave it. Any litera 
tesque character may be described in literature unde 
any circumstances which exhibit its literatesqueness 

The essence of pure art consists hi its describin! 
what is as it is, and this is very well for what can beal 
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it, but there are many inferior things which will not 
bear it, and which nevertheless ought to be described 
in books. A certain kind of literature deals with 
illusions, and this kind ofliterature has given a colour­
ing to the name romantic. A man of rare genius, and 
even of poetical genius, has gone so far as to make 
these illusions the true subject of poetry-almost the 
sole subject. 'Without,' says F.a.ther Newman, of one 
of his characters, 'being himself a poet, he was in the 
season of poetry, in the sweet spring-time, when the 
year is most beautiful because it is new. Novelty was 
beauty to a heart so open and cheerful as his; not 
only because it was novelty, and had its proper charm 
as such, but because when we first see things, we see 
them in a gay confusion, which is a principal element 
of the poetical. As time goes on, and we number and 
sort and measure things,-as we gain views,-we 
advance towards philosophy and truth, but we recede 
from poetry. 

'When we ourselves were young, we once on a time 
walked on a hot summer-day from Oxford to Newing­
ton-a dull road, as anyone' who has gone it knows; 

-yet it was new to us; and we protest to you, reader, 
believe it or not, laugh or not, as you will, to us it 
seemed on that occasion quite touchingly beautiful; 
and a soft melancholy came over us, of which the 
shadows fall even now, when we look back upon that 
dusty, weary journey. And why? because every object 
which met us was unknown and full of mystery. A 
tree or two in the distance seemed the beginning of 
a great wood, or' park; stretching endlessly; a hill 
implied a vale 'beyond, with that vale's history; the 
bye-lanes, with their green hedges, wound on and 
vanished, yet were not lost to the imagiriation. Such 
was our first journey; but when we had gone it 
several times, the mind refused to act, the scene 
ceased to enchant, stern reality alone remained; and 
we thought it one of the most tirescime, odious roads 
we ever had occasion to traverse.' 
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That is to say, that the function of the poet is to 

introduce a 'gay confusion', a rich medley which does 
not exist in the actual world-which perhaps could 
not exist in any world-but which would seem pretty 
if it did exist. Everyone who reads Enoch Arden will 
perceive that this notion of all poetry is exactly ap­
plicable to this one poem. Whatever be made of 
Enoch's 'Ocean spoil in ocean-smelling osier', of the 
'portal-warding lion-whelp, and peacock yew-tree', 
every one knows that in himself Enoch could not have 
been charming. p..e.QPle who iell fish about the countrs 
and that is what he did, thou h Mr. Tenn on won't 

sp a out It u never r • A:J 
Enoch was and must be coarse, in itself the poem 
must depend for its charm on a 'gay confusion'--on 
a splendid accumulation of impossible accessories. 

Mr. Tennyson knows this better than many of us 
-he knows the country world; he has proved it that 
no one living knows it better; he has painted with 
pure art-with art which describes what is a race 
perhaps more refined, more delicate, more con­
scientious, than the sailor-the 'NQrthern Farmer', 
and we all know what a splendid, what a hvmg thmg, 
he has made of it. He could, if he only would. have 
gi~ the ideal sailgr in like manner the ideal of 
the natural sailor we mean-the characteristic present 
man as he lives and is. But this he has not chosen. 
H,!'-has endeavoured to describe an exceptional sajlor, 
at an exceptionally refined port, perfOl:ming a grace­
fyLact, an at! of relinguishment. And with this task 
before him, his profound taste taught him that ornate 
art was a necessary medium-was the sole effectual 
instrument-for his purpose. It was necessary for 
him if possible to abstract the mind from reality, to 
induce us not to conceive or think of sailors as they 
are while we are reading of his sailors, but to think 
of what a person who did not know might fancy 
sailors to be. A casual traveller on the sea-shore, 
with the sensitive mood and the romantic imagination 
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.fr. Newman has described, might fancy, would 
mcy, a seafaring village to be like that. Accordingly, 
.fr. Tennyson has made it his aim to call off the 
tress of fancy from real life, to occupy it otherwise, 
) bury it with pretty accessories; to engage it on the 
)eacock yew-tree', and the 'portal-warding lion­
rhelp'. Nothing, too, can be more splendid than the 
escription of the tropics as Mr. Tennyson delineates 
~em, but a sailor would not have felt the tropics in 
~t manner. The beauties of nature would not have 
) much occupied him. He would have known little 
f the scarlet shafts of sunrise and nothing of the long 
onvolvuluses. As in Robinson Crusoe, his own petty 
ontrivances and his small ailments would have been 
~e principal subject to him. 'For three years', he 
right have said, 'my back was bad, and then I put 
'NO pegs into a piece of drift wood and so made a 
pair, and after that it pleased God to send me a 
hill.' In real life his piety would scarcely have gone 
byond that. 

I t will indeed be said, that though the sailor had 
o words for, and even no explicit consciousness of 
ile splendid details of the torrid zone, yet that he 
ad, notwithstanding, a dim latent inexpressible con­
eption of them: though he could not speak of them 
r describe them, yet they were much to him. And 
loubtless such is the case. :{tude people are impressed 
,y what is beautifhl-deeply impressed-thQ!lgh ~er 
ould I! ribe what the see, or what they ee. 
iut what is absur ill r. ermyson s escnptIon­
bsurd when we abstract it from the gorgeous addi­
.ons and ornaments with which Mr. Tennyson dis­
:acts us-is, that his hero feels nothing else but these 
re.aLslLlendours. Wt; hear nothmK.-QLille physical 
ilments, the rough creVICes, the low superstitions, 
Ihich really would have been the first things, the 
Ivourite and principal occupations of his mind. 
ust so when he gets home he may have had such fine 
mtiments, though it is.odd, and he may have spoken 
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of them to his landlady, though that is odder still, 
but it is incredible that his whole mind should 
made up of fine -sentiments. Beside those sweet fee: 
ings, if he had them, there must have been ma~ 
more obvious, more prosaic, and some perhaps mo; 
healthy. Mr. Tennyson has shown a profoundjudg 
ment in distracting us as he does. H~ has ~iven us 
classic delineation of the 'Northern Farmer' v.ciilL! 
ornament at all-as bare a thmg as can be-:-b~ 
he then wa desc . e ~calJ!.!ei 
he as gIVen us a saIlor crowded all over with orn 
ment and illustration, because he then wanted 
describe a&Itll.riFl-fi{ J'~cieg men, not sailors . 
they are, ut sal ors mig t be wished. 

Another prominent element in Enoch Arden is y 
more suitable to, -yet more requires the aid of, orna 
art. Mr . .:I:.ennyson undertook to dea~ 
ly.lief, The presentiments which Annie feels a 
exactly of that sort which everybody has felt, ar 
which every one has half believed-which hard 
anyone has more than half believed. Almost eve: 
one, it has been said, would be angry if anyone el 
reported that he believed in ghosts; yet hardly az 
one, when thinking by himself, wholly disbeliev 
them: Just so much presentiments as Mr. Tennys< 
depicts, impress the inner mind so much that the out 
mind- the rational understanding-hardly likes 
consider them nicely or to discuss them scepticall 
.For these dubious themes an ornate or complex st)/ 
is needful. Classical art speaks out what it has 
say plainly and simply. Pure style cannot hesitat 
it describes in concisest outline what is, as it is. 
a poet really believes in presentiments he can spe: 
out in pure style. One who could have been a poet­
one. of the few in any age of whom one can s: 
certainly that they could have been, and have n 
been-has spoken thus: 

When Heaven sends sorrow, 
Warnings go first, 
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Lest it should burst 
With stunning might 
On souls too bright 

To fear the morrow. 

Can science bear us 
To the hid springs 
Of human things? 

,I. Why may not dream, i 

Or thought's day-gleam, 
Startle, yet cheer us? 

Are such thoughts fetters, 
While faith disowns . J 

Dread of earth's tones, 
Recks but Heaven's call, 
And on. the wall, 

Reads but Heaven's letters? 

But if a poet is not sure whether presentiments are 
rue or not true; if he wishes to leave his readers 
1 doubt; if he wishes an atmosphere of indistinct • 
Ilusion and of moving shadow, he must use the 
Dmantic style; the style of miscellaneous adjunct, r­
~e style 'whfchshirks, not meets' your intellect, the 
fYle. which ·as you are scrutinizing disappears. ' 
Nor is this all, or even the principal lesson, which lfIi 

:noch Arden may suggest to us, of the use of ornate art. Vi 
nat,arCiL a ropriate art for an un leasin t 'fie. 
an~ 'of the characters 0 rea life, if broug t is~ W 

ncty, prommenrty, and plamly before the mind, as TlJ 
,ley really are, if shown in their inner nature, ·their 
ctual essence, are doubtless very unpleasant. They "'I 
'ould be horrid to meet arid horrid to think of. We IU 

:ar it must be owned that Enoch Arden is this kind ~ 
fperson. A dir!ysailor who' did not go horne to his 
rife is not an ~eeable thi~: a varnish must be put ~ 
n him=to maL him shin- It is true that he acts , 
ghtly..; that be is very good. -BU! such is human .,., 

ture that it ds a little tameness in mere morality; , 
ere Vlrtue belongs to a charity sc 00 -glrl, an as ll,.. 

taint of the catechism. All of us' fed this, though l;' 
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most of us are too timid, too scrupulous, too anxi 
about the virtue of others, to speak out. We 
ashamed of our nature in this respect, but it is n 
the less our nature. And if we look deeper into tl 
matter there are many reasons why we should not 1 
ashamed of it. The soul of man, and as we necessari 
believe of beings greater than man, has many pa 
beside its moral part. It has an intellectual part, I 

artistic part, even a religious part, in which me 
morals have no share. In Shakespeare or Goetll 
even in Newton or Archimedes, there is much whil 
will not be cut down to the shape of the cornman, 
ments. They have thoughts, feelings, hopes-iti 
mortal thoughts and hopes-which have influenc 
the life of men, and the souls of men, ever since th 
age, but which the 'whole duty of man', the ethic 
compendium, does not recognize. No . n is mOl 

1· n leasant than a virtuous person with a mean min 
ig y eve op mo nature Jom to an 

developed intellectual nature, an undeveloped artist 
nature, and a very limited religious nature, is . 
necessity repulsive. It represents a bit , of hum2 
nature--a good bit, of course, but a bit only_! 

, disproportionate, unnatural, and revolting pr, 
minence; and, therefore, unless an artist use delica 
care, we are offended. The dismal act of a squal: 
man needed many condiments to make it pleasan 
and therefore Mr. Tennyson was right to mix thel 
subtly and to use them freely. 

A mere act of self-denial can indeed scarcely 1 
pleasant upon paper. An heroic struggle with a 

~ external adversary, even though it end in a defea 
may easily be made attractive. &man nature lik. 
to sec:....it.§elf look grand, and it looks grand when it 
making a brayesrruggle with forehin foes. "P.Jlt ita!ll 

'\. not' look grandw nen It is divided against itself. A 
..-J excellent person sfnVlng with temptatIon 18 aver 

admirable being in reality, but he is not a pieasar 
being in description. We hope he will win and ovel 
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me his temptation, but we feel that he would be ~ 

:~~~~!n=~e;~~Jo~e~~g;:u~~h~:eei;~~:!~~a!~~: ~ 
. e struggle great in order to make the self-denial ~ 
. tuous, and if the struggle be too great, we are apt jJ. 

feel some mixture of contempt. The internal 
letaphysics of a divided nature are but an inferior 
bject for art, and if.they are to be made attractive, 

mch else must be combined with them. I.£..t:.h! ei~~l­
:nce of Hamlet had de ended on the ethical qua lues 
r am et it wo er . ce 
f our literature. He acts virtuously of course, and 
ilfS the peoPle he ought to kill, but Shakespeare 
new that such goodness would not much interest 
ne pit. He made him a handsome prince, and a 

zzling meditative character; these secular qualities 
~lieve his moral excellence, and so he becomes 'nice'. 
n proportion as an artist h<lS to deal with types 
ssentially imperfect, he must disguise their imperfec­
tons; he must accumulate around them as many first­
ate accessories as may make his readers forget that 
liey are themselves second-rate. The sudden million­
ires of the present day hope to disguise their social 
.efects by buying old places, and hiding among 
ristocratic furniture; just so a great artist who has 
[) deal with characters artistically imperfect will use 
til ornate style, will fit them into a scene where there 
I much else to look at. 

For these reasons ornate art is within the limits as v 
:gitimate as'Pme art. It does what pure art could 
lot do. The very excellence of pure art confines its 
mployment. Precisely because it gives the best 
hings by themselves and exactly as they are, it fails 
vhen it is necessary to describe inferior things among 
,ther things, with a list of enhancements and a 
rowd of accompaniments that in reality do not t' 
ICi0ng to it. Illusion, half belief, unpleasant types, \ /II 
mperfect types, are as much the proper sphere of I 

,rnate art, as an inferior landscape is the proper 
.... 
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sphere for the true efficacy of moonlight. A reall 
great landscape needs sunlight and bears sunlighl 
but moonlight is an equalizer of beauties; it gives 
romantic unreality to what will not stand the bal 
truth. And just so does romantic art. 

There is, however, a third kind of art which diffel 
from these on the point in which they most resembl 
one another. Ornate art and pure art have this i 
common, that they paint the types of literature i 
as good pertection as they can. Ornate art, indee< 
uses undue disgujses and unreaI- enhancements; 
does not confine Itself to the best t~; on the COl 

trary it III 1ts office to make the best oimperfect typl 
and lame approximations; but ornate art, as mue 

".)as pure art, catches its subject in the best light it cal 
"t takes the most developed aspect ,of it which it ca 

find, and throws upon it. the most congruous coloUi 
it can use. But ~otesQJ.l.4rt does just the contrar; 
It takes the type, so to say, in :difficulties. I.t gives_ 
representation of it in its minimum develoRIIlen 
a~1lie circumstances least favourable to it, ju 
while it is struggling with obstacles, just where it 
encumbered with incongruities. It deals, to use tlJ 
language of sci!:nce, not with normat types but wn 
abnormal specimens; to use the language of 0 

p~hy, not with what nature is striving to b 
but with what by some lapse she has happened t 
become. 

.. 

This art works by contrast. It~nables you to sel 
it makes you see, the perfect type by painn tE 
op oslte e anon. t sows you w a oug t to 
by w at ought not to be, when complete it rerninc 
you of the perfect image, by showing you the di! 
torted and imperfect image. Of this art we posse: 
in the present generation one prolific master. MI 
B~ng is an artist working by incongruit) 
FOsSiDIy hardly one of his most considerable efforl 
can be found which is not great because of its od 
mixture. He .. ne eIs 
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ro~~ether, and~roduces on our minds 
res --~e ehe wCLJd have produced, or 

ied ~o produs;e. His admirers may not like all we 
lay ave to say of him. But in~ur way we too are 
mong his admirers. No one ev1r read rum witllOut 
~eiIig -not only hlS- great ability but his great mind. 
Ie not only possesses superficial useable talents,out 
Ie strong something, the inner· secret something 
rhich uses them and controls them; he is great, not 
I mer~mplishments, but in himself. He has 
pplied a hard strong mtellect to real life; he has I 
pplied the same intellect to the problems of his age. 1 
Ie has striven to know what is: he has endeavoured /, 
ot to be cheated by counterfeits, not to be infatuated .;' 
rith illusions. His heart is in what he says. He has ~ 
attered his brain against his creed till he believes it. 
[e has accomplishments too, the mor~ effective be­
!luse thl;:y are mixed. He_. is. at once a student of 
lysticism, and a citizen of the world. He brings to 
Ie club sofa distinct visions of old creeds, intense 
nages of strange thoughts: he takes to the bookish 
:udent . tidings of wild Bohemia, and litde traces of 
Ie demi-monde. He puts down what is good for the 
aughty and what is naughty for the good. Over 
'omen his easier- writings. exercise that imperious 
ower which belongs to the writings of a great man of 
Ie world upon such matters. He knows women, and 
Ierefore they wish to k~ow him. If we blame many 
f Browning's -efforts, it is in the interest of art, and 
ot from a wish to hurt or degrade him. 
If we wanted to illustrate the nature of grotesque 

rt by an exaggerated instance we should have 
:lected a poem which the chance of late publication 
rings us in this new volume. Mr. Browning has 
ndertaken to describe what may be called mind in 
ifficulties-mind set to make out the universe under 
Ie worst and hardest circumstances. He takes 
Jaliban', not perhaps exactly ShakeSpeare's Cali­
an, but an analogous and worse creature; a strong 
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thinking power, but a nasty creature--l\ gross anim~ 
uQcontrolled and unelevated by any feeling ofr 
ligion or du!y. The delineatIOn of him will show th 
:Nlr. Browning does not wish to take undue advanta! 
of his readers by a choice of nice subjects. 

'Will sprawl, now that the heat of day is best, 
Flat on his belly in the pit's much mire, 
With elbows wide, fists clenched to prop hill chin; 
And, while he kicks both feet in the cool slush, 
And feels about his spine small eft-things course, 
Run in and out each arm, and make him laugh; 
And while above his head a pompion-plant, 
Coating the cave-top as a brow its eye, 
Creeps down to touch and tickle hair and beard, 
And now a flower drops with a bee inside, 
And now a fruit to snap at, catch and crunch: 
This pleasant creature roceeds to ive his ide 

of th on m e, an It IS as cillo .... 
CaIiban speaks in the third person, and is of opinie 
that the maker of the Universe took to making it e 
account of his' personal discomfort: 

Setebos, Setebos, and Setebos! 
'Thinketh, He dwelleth i' the cold 0' the moon. 
'Thinketh He made it, with th~ sun to match, 
But not the stars: the stars came otherwise; 
Only made clouds, winds, meteors, such as that: 
Also this isle, what lives, and grows thereon, 
And snaky sea which rounds and ends the same. 
'Thinketh, it came of being ill at ease: 
He hated that He cannot change His cold, 
Nor cure its ache • . ?Hath spied an icy fish 
That longed to 'scape the rock-stream where she lived, 
And thaw herself within the lukewarm brine 
0' the lazy sea her stream thrusts far amid, 
A crystal spike 'twixt two warm walls of wave; 
:Jnly she ever sickened, found repulse 
At the other kind of water, not her life, 
(Green-dense and dim-delicious, bred 0' the sun) 
Flounced back'from bliss she was not born to breathe 
And in her old bounds buried her despair, 
Hating and loving warmth alike: so He. 
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'Thinketh, He made thereat the sun, this isle; 
Trees and the fowls here, beast and creeping thing. 
Yon otter, sleek-wet, black, lithe as a leech; 
Yon auk, one fire-eye, in a ball offoam, 
That floats and feeds; a certain badger brown 
He hath watched hunt with that slant white-wedge eye 
By moonlight; and the pie with the long tongue 
That pricks deep into oakwarts for a worm, 
And says a plain word when she finds her prize, 
But will not eat the ants; the ants themselves 
That build a wall of seeds and settled .stalks 
About their hole-He made all these and more, 
Made all we see, and us, in spite: how else? 

It may seem perhaps to most readers that these 
lines are very difficult, and that they are unpleasant. 
And so they are. "'!:e quote them to illustrate, not the 
5UCCess of grotesare art, but the nature of grotesque 
art. It shows e end at whIch thiS speCIes of art 
aims, and if it fails, it is from over-boldness in the 
choice of a subject by the artist, or from the defects 
of its execution. A thinking faculty more in difficulties 

a great type,-an inquisitive, searching intellect 
nder more disagreeable conditions, with worse helps, 

more likely to find falsehood, less likely to find truth, 
can scarcely be imagined. Nor is the mere description 
of the thought at all bad: on the contrary, if we 
closely examine it, it is·very clever. Hardly anyone 
coulp have amassed so man ideas at once nasty and 
suitable. ut scarce y any rea - al 
readers-who are not of the sect of Mr. Browning's 
admirers will be able to examine it enough to appre­
ciate it. From a defect, partly of subject, and partly 
of style, many of Mr. Browning's works make a de­
mand upon the reader's zeal and sense of duty to 
which the nature of most readers is unequal. .They 
have on the turf the convenient expression 'staying 
power': some horses can hold on and others cannot. 
But hardly any reader not of especial and peculiar 
nature can hold on through such composition. There 
is not enough of 'staying power' in human nature. 
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One of his greatest admirers once owned to us thal 
he seldom or never began a new poem without looking 
on in advance, and foreseeing with caution whal 
length of intellectual adventure he was about tc 
commence. Whoever will work hard at such poerru 
will find much ' mind in them: they are a sort 01 
quarry of ideas, but whoever goes there will find these 
ideas in such a jagged, ugly, useless shape that he car 
hardly bear them. 

We are not judging Mr. Browning simply from ~ 
hasty recent production. All poets are liable to mis· 
conceptions, and if such a piece as Caliban upon Sttebo: 
were an isolated error, a venial and particular excep· 
tion, we should have given it no prominence. We 
have put it forward because it just elucidates bot! 
our subject and the characteristics of Mr. Browning 
But many other of his best known pieces do so almos! 
equally; what several of his devotees think his bes! 
piece is quite enough illustrative for anything we 
want. It appears . that on Holy Cross day at Rome 
the Jews were obliged to listen to a Christian sennor 
in the hope of their conversion, though this is, accord 
ing to Mr. Browning, what they really said when the) 
came away: . 

Fee, faw, fum! bubble and squeak! 
Blessedest Thursday's 'the fat of the week, 
Rumble and tumble, sleek and rough, 
Stinking and savourY,smug and gruff, 
Take the church-road, for the bell's due chime 
Gives us the summons-'t is sermon-time. 
Boh, here's Barnabas! Job~ that's you? 
Up stumps Solomon-bustling too? 
Shame, man! greedy beyond your years 
To handsel the bishop's shaving-shears? 
Fair play's a jewel! leave friends in the lurch? 
Stand on a line ere you start for the church. 
Higgledy, piggledy, packed we lie, 
Rats in a hamper, swine in a stye, 
Wasps in :a bottle, frogs in a sieve, 
Worms in a 'carcase, fleas in a sleeve. 
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Histl square shoulders, settle your thumbs 
And buzz for the bishop-here he comes. 

nd after similar nice remarks for a church, the 
lified congregation concludes: 
But now, while the scapegoats leave our flock, 
And the rest sit silent and count the clock, 
Since forced to muse the appointed time 
On these precious facts and truths sublime,­
Let us fitly employ it, under our breath, 
In saying Ben Ezra's Song of Death. 

For Rabbi Ben Ezra, the night he died, 
Called sons and sons' sons to his side, 
And spoke, 'This world has been harsh and strange; 
Something is wrong: there needeth a change. 
But what, or where? at the last, or first? 
In one point only we sinned, at worst. 

'The Lord will have mercy on Jacob yet, 
And again in his border see Israel set. 
When Judah beholds Jerusalem, 
The stranger-seed shall be joined to them: 
To Jacob's House shall the Gentiles cleave, 
So the Pr;ophet saith and his sons believe. 

'Ay, the Children of the chosen race 
Shall carry and bring them to their place: 
In the land of the ,Lord shall lead the same, 
Bondsmen and handmaids. Who shall blame 
When the slaves enslave, the oppressed ones o'er 
The oppressor triumph for evermore? 

'God spoke, and gave us the word to keep, 
Bade never fold the hands nor sleep -
'Mid a faithless worId,-'at watch -and ward, 
Till Christ at the end relieve our guard. 
By His servant Moses the watch was set: 
Though near upon cock-crow, we keep it yet. 

'Thou! if Thou waSt He, who at mid-watch came, 
~y the starlight, naming a dubious Name! 
-And if, too heavy with sleep-too rash 
With fear-O Thou, if that martyr-gash 
Fell on Thee coming to take Thine own, 
And we gave the Cross, when we owed the Throne-
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'Thou art the Judge. We are bruised thus. 
But, the judgement over, join sides with us! 
Thine too is the cause! and not more Thine 
Than ours, is the work of these dogs and swine, 
Whose life laughs through and spits at their creed, 
Who maintain Thee in word, and defy Thee in deed 

'We withstood Christ then? be mi~dful how 
At least we withstand Barabbas now! 
Was our outrage sore? But the worst we spared, 
To have called these-Christians, had we dared! 
Let defiance to them pay mistrust of Thee, 
And Rome make amends for Calvary! 
'By the torture, prolonged from age to age, 
By the infamy, Israel's heritage, 
By the Ghetto's plague, by the garb's disgrace, 
By the badge of shame, by the felon's place, 
By the branding-tool, the bloody whip, 
And the swnmons to Christian fellowship,-

'We boast our p~fthat at least the Jew 
Would wrest Christ's name from the Devil's crew. 
Thy face took never so deep a shade 
But we fought them in it, God our aid! 
A trophy to bear, as we march, Thy band, 
South, East, and on to the Pleasant Land!' 

It is very natural that a poet whose wishes inclin 
or whose genius conducts him to a !rr0t~qULal 
s~ld beatt~cted1:0WaICts meruaeval subjects. The: 
is no age w ose legends are so full of grotesqt 
subjects, and no age where real life was so fit I 

suggest them. Then, more than at any other tim 
good principles have been under great hardship 
The vestiges of ancient civilization, the germs ' 
modern civilization, the little remains of what ha 
been, the small beginnings of what is, were buri( 
under a cumbrous mass of barbarism and cruelt 
Good elements hidden in horrid accompanimen 
are the special theme of grotesque art, and tho 
mediaeval life and legends afford more copiousl 
than could have been furnished before Christianii 
gave its new elements of good, or since moder 
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:ivilization has removed some few at least of the old 
:lements of destruction. A buried life like the spiritual 
nediaeval was Mr. Browning's natural element, and 
Ie was right to be attracted by it. His mistake has I 
)een, that he has not made it pleasant,;. that he bas t 
arced his art to to ics on which no one could charm IV 
)r on w e at an rate c uld not· that on these ~ 
lCCaslOns and ill these poeIUS e has failed..in Ji 
ascinating men and women ouane taste. 

We say 'saDe' because there is a most formidable 
md estimable insane taste. The will has great though 
ndirect power over the taste, just as it has over the 
)elief. There are some horrid beliefs from which 
luman nature revolts, from which at first it shrinks, 
o which, at first, no effort can force it. But if we fix 
he mind upon them they have a power over us 
ust because of their natural offensiveness. They are 
ike the sight of human blood: experienced soldiers 
.ell us that at first men are sickened by the smell 
md newness of blood almost to death and fainting, 
mt that as soon as they harden their hearts and 
tiff en their minds, as soon as they will bear it, then 
:omes an appetite for slaughter, a tendency to gloat 
m carnage, to love blood, at least for the moment, 
vith a deep eager love. It is a principle that ifwe put 
lown a healthy instinctive aversion, nature avenges 
lerself by creating an unhealthy insane attraction. 
?or this reason the most earnest truth-seeking men 
all into the worst delusions; they will not let their 
nind alone; they force it towards some ugly thing, 
vhich a crotchet of argument, a conceit of intellect 
'ecommends, and nature punishes their disregard of 
ler warning by subjection to the ugly one, by belief 
n it. Just so the most industrious critics get the most 
tdmiration. They think it unjust to rest in their 
nstinctive natural horror: they overcome it, and 
mgry nature gives them over to ugly poeIUS and 
narries them to detestable stanzas. 

Mr. Browning possibly, and some of the worst of 
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Mr. Browning's admirers certainly, will say that th 
grotesque objects exist in real life, and therefore th 
ought to be, at least may be, described in art. B 
though pleasure is not the end of poetry, pleasing 

_a' condition of poetry. An exceptional monstrosity 
'hornd ugliness cannot be made pleasing, except it 
made to suggest-to recall-the perfection, the beau 
from which it is a deviation. Perhaps in extre 
cases no art is equal to this; but-then such self-im 
posed roblems should not be worked b rtisl 

ese 'out-o - e-way an etesta e subjects shoul, 
b?; let alone by him. It is rather characteristic om 
Browning to neglect this rule. He is the most of 
realist, and the least of an ideatiSt of an~ 
Iillow. He evidently sympathizes 'with some part ~ 
least of Bishop Blougram's apology. Anyhow t11: 
world exists. 'There is good wine-there aTe prett 
women-there aTe comfortable benefices-there 
money, and it is pleasant to spend it. Accept th 
creed of your age and you get these, reject that cree 
and you lose them. And for what do you lose them 
For a fancy creed of your own, which no one els 
will accept, which hardly anyone will call a "creed' 
which most people will consider a sort of unbelief 
Again, Mr. Browning evidently loves what we rna 
call the realism, the grot~que realism, of..Qrth~ 
Ebristianity. Many partS of it in which great diVIne 

ave felt keen difficulties are quite pleasant to hin 
He must SM his religion, he must have an 'objec; 
lesson' in believing. He must have a creed that wi 
take, which wins and holds the miscellaneous worle 
which stout men will heed, which nice women wi 
adore. The spare moments of solitary religion-th 
'obdurate questionings', the high 'instincts', the 'fir: 
affections', the 'shadowy recollections', 

Which, do they what they may, 
Are yet the fountain-light of all our day­
Are yet a master-light of all our seeing; 

the great but vague ' faith-the unutterable tenel 
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seem to him worthless, visionary; they are not enough 
immersed in matter; they move about 'in worlds not 
realized'. WE, wish he could be tried like the Efophet 
once; he .wmili1 have found God in the ear quake 
and the storm;ne coUld have deciphered from them 
a bracing and a rough religion: he would have known 
that crude men and ignorant women felt them-too, 
and he would accordingly have trusted them; but he 
would have distrusted and disregarded the 'still small 
voice'; he would have said it was 'fancy'-a thing 
you thought you heard to-day, but were not sure you 
had heard to-morrow: he would call ita nice illusion, 
an immaterial prettiness; he would ask triumphantly 
'How are you to get the mass of men to heed this 
little thing?' he would have persevered and insisted 
'My wife does not hear it'. 

But although a suspicion of beauty, and a taste 
for ugly reality, have led Mr. Browning to exagger­
ate the ' functions, and to caricature the nature of 
grotesque art, we own or rather we maintain that 
he has given many excellent specimens of that art 
within its proper boundaries and limits. Take an 
example, his picture of what we may c'all the bourgeois 
nature in difficulties; in the utmost difficulty, in con­
tact with magic and the supernatural. He has made 
of it something homely, comic, true; reminding us of 
what bourgeois nature really is. By showing us the 
type under abnormal conditions, he reminds . us of 
the type under its best and most satisfactory con­
ditions-

Hamelin Town's in Brunswick, 
By famou,s Hanover city; 

The river Weser, deep and wide, 
Washes its walls on the southern side; 
A pleasanter spot you never spied; 

But, when begins my ditty, 
Almost five hundred years ago, 
To see the townsfolk suffer so 

From vermin was a pity. 
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Rats' 

They fought the dogs, and killed the cats, 
And bit the babies in the cradles, 
And ate the cheeses out of the vats, 

And licked the soup from the cook's own ladles. 
Split open the kegs of salted sprats, 
Made nests inside men's Sunday hats, 
And even spoiled the women's chats 

By drowning their speaking 
With shrieking and squeaking 

In fifty different sharps and flats. 

At last the people in a body 
To the Town Hall came flocking: 

• 'Tis clear', cried they, 'our Mayor's a noddy; 
And as for our Corporation-shocking 

To think we buy gowns lined with ermine 
For dolts that can't or won't determine 
What's best to rid us of our vermin! 
You hope, because you're old and obese, 
To find in the furry civic robe ease? 
Rouse up, Sirs! Give your brains a racking 
To find the remedy we're lacking, 
Or, sure as fate, we'll send you packing!' 
At this the Mayor and Corporation 
Quaked with a mighty consternation. 

A person of musical abilities proposes to extricate 
the civic dignitaries from the difficulty, and the) 
promise him a thousand guilders if he does. 

Into the street the Piper stept, 
Smiling first a little smile, 

As if he knew what magic slept 
In his quiet pipe the while; 

Then, like a musical adept, 
To blow the pipe his lips he wrinkled, 
And green and blue his sharp eye twinkled 
Like a candle-flame where salt is sprinkled; 
And ere three shrill notes the pipe uttered 
You heard as if an army muttered; 
And the muttering grew to a grumbling; 
And the grumbling grew to a mighty rumbling; 
And out of the houses the rats came tumbling. 
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Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawny rats, 
Brown rats, black rats, grey rats, tawny rats, 
Grave old plodders, gay young friskers, 

Fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins, 
Cocking tails and pricking whiskers, 

Families by tens and dozens, 
Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives­
Followed the Piper for their lives. 
From street to street he piped advancing, 
And step for step they followed dancing, 
Until they came to the river "Veser, 
Wherein all plunged and perished! 
-Save one who, stout as Julius Caesar, 
Swam across lU\d lived to carry 
(As he, the manuscript he cherished) 
To Rat-land home his commentary: 
Which was, 'At 'the first shrill notes of the pipe, 
I heard a ~ound as of scraping tripe, 
And putting apples, wondrous ripe, 
Into a cider-press's gripe: 
And a moving away of pickle-tub boards, 
And a leaving ajar of conserve-cupboards, 
And a drawing the corks of train -oil flasks, 
And a breaking the hoops of butter-casks: 
And it seemed as if a voice 
(Sweeter far than by harp or by psaltery 
Is breathed) called out, "Oh rats, rejoice! 
Tho world is grown to one vast drysaltery! 
So, munch on, crunch on, take your nuncheon, 
Breakfast, supper, dinner, luncheon!" 
And just as a bulky sugar-puncheon, 
All ready staved, like a great sun shone 
Glorious scarce an inch before me, 
Just as methought it said, "Come, bore mel" 
-I found the Weser rolling o'er me.' 
You should have heard the Hamelin people 
Ringing the bells till they rocked the steeple. 
'Go', cried the Mayor, 'and get long poles, 
Poke out the nests and block up the holes! 
Consult with carpenters and builders, 
And leave in our town not even a trace 
Of the rats!'-when suddenly, up the face 
Of the Piper perked in the market-place, 
With a 'First, if you please, my thousand guilders!' 
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A thousand guil&rs! The Mayor looked blue; 
So did the Corporation too. 
For council dinners made rare havoc 
With Claret, Moselle,Vin-de-Grave, Hock; 
And half the money would replenish 
Their cellar's biggest butt with Rhenish. 
To pay this sum to a wandering fellow 
With a gipsy coat of red and yellow! 
'Beside,' quoth the Mayor with a knowing wink, 
'Our business was done at the river's brink; 
We saw with our eyes the vermin sink, 
And what's dead can't come to life, I think. 
So, friend, we're not the folks to shrink 
From the duty of giving you something for drink, 
And a matter of money to put in your poke; 
But as for the guilders, what we spoke 
Of them, as you very well know,' was in joke. 
Besides, our losses have made us thrifty. 
A thousand guilders! Come, take fifty!' 

The piper's face fell, and he cried, 
'No trifling! I can't wait, beside! 
I've promised to visit by dinner time 
Bagdat, and accept the prime 
Of the Head-Cook's pottage, all he's rich in, 
For having left, in the Caliph's kitchen, 
Of a nest of scorpions no survivor-
With him I proved no bargai,t-driver, 
With you, don't think I'll bate a stiver! 
And folks who put me in a passion 
May find me pipe to another fashion.' 

'How?' cried the Mayor, 'd'ye think I'll brook 
Being,worse treated than a Cook? 
Insulted by a lazy ribald • 
With idle pipe and vesture piebald? 
You threaten us, fellow? Do your worst. 
Blow your pipe there till you burst!' 

Once more he stept into the street 
And to his lips again 

Laid his long pipe of smooth straight cane; 
And ere he blew three notes (such sweet 

Soft notes as yet musician's cunning 
Neve~ &ave the enraptured air). 
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There was a rustling, that seemed like a bustling 
Of merry crowds justling at pitching and hustling, 
Small feet were pattering, wooden shoes clattering, 
Little hands clapping and little tongues chattering. 
And, like fowls in a farm-yard when barley is scattering, 
Out came the children running. 

All the little boys and girls, 
With rosy cheeks and flaxen curls, 
And sparkling eyes and teeth like pearls, 
Tripping and skipping ran merrily after 
The wonderful music with shouting and laughter. . . . . . . 
And I must not omit to say 
That in Transylvania there's a tribe 
Of alien people that ascribe 
The outlandish ways and dress 
On which their neighbours lay such stress, 
To their fathers and mothers having risen 
Out of some subtelTaneous prison 
Into 'which they were trepanned 
Long time ago in a mighty band 
Out of Hamelin town in Brunswick land, 
But how or why, they don't understand. 

Something more we had to say of Mr. Browning, 
but we must stop . ...I.t is sin~larlr characteristic of ! 
this~at the poems w lch rISe to the surface 1 
should examples of ornate art, and rotesueart, 
nQ!...gf.. pme ar . e Ive In ~e realm 0 e half 
ed~cated. The number of rea ers grows daily, but 
~e quality of readers does not improve rapidly. 
iI'he middle class is scattered, headless; it is well- ' 
meaning but aimless; wishing to be wise, but ignorant 
~ow to be wise. The arIStocracy of England never 
was a literary aristocracy, never even in the days of 
its full power, of its unquestioned predominance, 
(lid it guide-did it even seriously try to guide-the 
~ste of England. Without guidance young men and 
~ired men are thrown amongst a mass of books; they 
have to choose which they like; many of them would 
much like to improve their culture. to chasten their 
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taste, if they knew how. But left to themselves th~ 
take, not pure art, but showy art; not that whiCl 
permanently relieves the eye and makes it happ: 
whenever it looks, and as long as it looks, but glarin, 
art which catches and arrests the eye for a momenl 
but which in the end fatigues it. But before th 
wholesome remedy of nature--the fatigue--arrives, th, 
hasty reader has passed on to some new excitemenl 
which in its turn stimulates for an instant, and thel 
is passed by for ever. These conditions are no 
favourable to the due appreciation of pure art--<l 
that art which must be known before it is admired­
which must have fastened irrevocably on the brail 
before you appreciate it-which you must love er 
it will seem worthy of your love. Women too, whos 
voice in literature counts as well as that of men­
and in a light literature counts for more than tha 
of men-women, such as we know them, such a 
they are likely to be, ever prefer a delicate unrealit 
to a true or firm art. A dress~ literature, an exag 
gerated llierature seem to'j>e Lied to us. lhese ar 
our curses, as other times had theirs. 

And yet 
Think not the living times forget, 
Ages of heroes fought and fell, 
That Homer in the end might tell; 
O'er grovelling generations past 
Upstood the Gothic fane at last; 
And countless hearts in countless years 
Had wasted thoughts, and hopes, and fears, 
Rude laughter and unmeaning tears; 
Ere England Shakespeare saw, or Rome 
The pure perfection of her dome. 
Others I doubt not, if not we, 
The issue of OUf toils shall see; 
And (they forgotten and unknown) 
Young children gather as their own 
The harvest that the dead had sown. 
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FORMS of intellectual and spiritual culture often 
exercise their subtlest and most artful charm when 

life is already passing from them. Searching and 
. rresistible as are the changes of the human spirit 
on its way to perfection, there is yet so much elasti­
city of temper that what must pass away sooner or 
later is. not disengaged all at once even from the 
highest order of minds. Nature, which by one law 
of development evolves ideas, moralities, modes of 
inward life, and represses them in turn, has in this 
way provided that the earlier growth should propel 
its fibres into the later, and so transmit the whole of 
its forces in an unbroken continuity of life. Then 
comes the spectacle of the reserve of the elder genera­
tion exquisitely refined by the antagonism of the new. 
That current of new life chastens them as they contend 
against it. Weaker minds do not perceive the change; 
clearer minds abandon themselves to it. To feel the 
change everywhere, yet not to abandon oneself to 
it, is a situation of difficulty and contention. Com­
municating in this way to the passing stage of culture 
the charm of what is chastened, high-strung, athletic, 
they yet detach the highest minds from the past by 
pressing home its difficulties and finally proving it 
impossible. Such is the charm of Julian, of St. Louis, 
perhaps of Luther; in the narrower compass of 
modern times, of Dr. Newman and Lacordaire; it is 
also the peculiar charm of Coleridge. 
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Modem thought is distinguished from ancient b} 

its cultivation of the 'relative' spirit in place of th! 
'absolute'. Ancient philosophy sought to arrest eve!") 
object in an eternal outline, to fix thought in ~ 
necessary formula, and types of life in a classificatior 
by 'kinds' or genera. To the modem spirit nothin~ 
is, or can be rightly known except relatively undel 
conditions. An ancient philosopher indeed starteC 
a philosophy of the relative, but only as an enigma 
So the germs of almost all philosophical ideas wen 
enfolded in the mind of antiquity, and fecundatec 
one by one in after ages by the external influence 
of art, religion, culture in the natural sciences, be· 
longing to a particular generation, which sudden!) 
becomes preoccupied by a formula or theory, nOI 
so much new as penetrated by a new meaning anc 
expressiveness. So the idea of 'the relative' has beer 
fecundated in modem times by the influence of thl 
sciences of observation. These sciences reveal type 
of life evanescing into each other by inexpressibh 
refinements of change. Things pass into their op­
posites by accumulation of undefinable quantities. 
The growth of those sciences consists in a continua 
analysis of facts of rough and general observation inte 
groups of facts more precise and minute. A facult) 
for truth is. a power of distinguishing and fixin~ 
delicate and fugitive details. The moral world is evel 
in contact with the physical; the relative spirit hal 
invaded moral philosophy from the ground of the 
inductive science. There it has started a new analysil 
of the relations of body and mind, good and evil: 
freedom and necessity. Hard and abstract moralitie 
are yielding to a more exact estimate of the subtle!} 
and complexity of our life. Always, as an organism 
increases in perfection the conditions of its life be· 
come more complex. Man is the most complex oj 
the products of nature. Character merges into tem­
perament; the nervous system refines itself inte 
intellect. His physical organism is played upon nol 
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'nly by the physical conditions about it, but by 
emote laws of inheritance, the vibrations of long 
,ast acts reaching him in the midst of the new order 
,f things in which he lives. When we have estimated 
hese conditions he is not yet simple and isolated; 
Dr the mind of the race, the character of the age, 
way him this way or that through the medium of 
anguage and ideas. It seems as if the most opposite 
tatements about him were alike true; he is so recep­
ive, all the influences of the world and of society 
:easelessly playing upon him, so that every hour in 
tis life is unique, changed altogether by a stray 
vord, or glance, or touch. The truth of these rela­
ions experience gives 'us; not the buth of eternal 
outlines effected once for all, . but a world of fine 
:radations and subtly linked conditions, shifting in­
ricately as we ourselves change; and bids us by 
:onstant clearing of the- organs of observation and 
)erfecting of analysis. to make what we can of these. 
['0 the intellect, to the critical spirit, these subtleties 
,f effect are more precious than anything else. What 
s lost in precision ,of form is gained in intricacy of 
:xpression. To suppose that what is called 'ontology' 
s what the speculative instinct seeks, is the miscon­
:eption of a backward school oflogicians. Who would 
:hange the colour or curve of a roseleaf for that 
vato. axpc:,p.a:ros, aaX")p.a.T"JTOS, avo."'~s. A transcenden­
alism that makes what is abstract 'more excellent 
han what is concrete has nothing akin to the lead­
ng philosophies of the world. The true illustration 
)f the speculative temper is not the Hindoo, lost to 
ense, understanding, individuality; but such an one 
LS Goethe, to whom every , moment of life brought 
ts share of experimental, individual knowledge, by 
"hom no touch of the world of form, colour, and 
lassion was disregarded. ' 

The literary life of Coleridge was a disinterested 
truggle against the application of the relative spirit 
o moral and religious' questions. Everywhere hI' is 
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restlessly scheming to apprehend the absolute; te 
affirm it effectively; to get it acknowledged. Cole 
ridge failed in that attempt, happily even for him 
for it was a struggle against the increasing life 0 

the mind itself. The real loss was, that this con 
troversial interest betrayed him into a direction whicI 
was not for him the path of the highest intellectua 
success; a direction in which his artistic talent couIe 
never find the conditions of its perfection. Still, therl 
is so much witchery about his poems, that it is a 
a poet that he will most probably be permanentl: 
remembered. How did his choice of a controversia 
interest, his determination to affirm the absolute 
weaken or modify his poetical gift? 

In 1798 he joined Wordsworth in the compositiOl 
of a volume of poems-the Lyrical Ballads. Wha 
Wordsworth then wrote is already vibrant with tha 
blithe elan which carried him to final happiness anc 
self-possession. In Coleridge we feel already tha 
faintness and obscure dejection which cling like som 
contagious damp to all his writings. Wordsworth wa 
to be distinguished by a joyful and penetrative con 
viction of the existence of certain latent affinitic: 
between nature and the human mind, which reci 
procally gild the mind and nature with a kind 0 

'heavenly alchemy': 
... My voice proclaims 

How exquisitely the individual mind 
(And the progressive powers perhaps no less 
Of the whole species) to the external world 
Is fitted:-and how exquisitely, too, 
The external world is fitted to the mind: 
And the creation, by no lower name 
Can it be called, which they with blended might 
Accomplish.' 

In Wordsworth this took the form of an unbrokCl 
dreaming over the aspects and transitions of nature: 
a reflective, but altogether unformuIated, analysis () 
them. 

I Preface to the Excursion. 
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There are in Coleridge's poems expressions of this 

:onviction as deep as Wordsworth's. But Coleridge 
:ould never have abandoned himself to the dream as 
Wordsworth did, because the first condition of such 
lbandonment is an unvexed quietness of heart. No 
me can read the Lines composed above Tintem without 
eeling how potent the physical element was among 
he conditions of Wordsworth's genius:-'felt in the 
>1000 and felt along the heart,'-'My whole life 
~ have lived in quiet thought.' The stimulus which 
nost artists require from nature he can renounce. 
:Ie leaves the ready-made glory of the Swiss moun­
:ains to reflect a glory on a moulderirig leaf. He loves 
>est to watch the floating thistle-down, because of 
ts hint at an unseen life in the air. Coleridge's 
.emperament, d.! b ut/>oSp/f opi,." with its faintness, 
ts grieved dejection, could never have been like that • 

. My genial spirits fail 
And what can these avail 

To lift the smothering weight from off my breast? 
It were a vain endeavour, 
Though I should gaze for ever 

On that green light that lingers in the west: 
I may not hope from outward forms to win 
The passion and the life whose fountains are within. 

It is that flawless temperament in Wordsworth 
vhich keeps his 'conviction of a latent intelligence 
n nature within the limits of sentiment or instinct, 
md confines it to those delicate and subdued shades 
)f expression which perfect art allowS. In sadder 
iispositions, that is in the majority of cases, where 
uch a conviction has existed, it has stiffened into a 
armula, it has frozen into a scientific or pseudo­
cientific theory. For the perception of those affinities 
>rings one so near the absorbing speculative problems 
)f life--optimism, the proportion of man to his place 
n nature, his prospects in relation to it-that it ever 
ends to become theory through their contagion. 
~ven in Goethe, who has brilliantly handled the 



PATER 
sU'bject in his lyrics entitled Gott und Welt, it becom~ 
something stiffer than poetry; it is tempered by tH 
'pale cast' of his technical knowledge of the nat~ 
of colours, of anatomy, of the metamorphosis of plan 

That, however, which had only a limited pow 
over Coleridge as sentiment, entirely possessed hi 
as a philosophical idea. We shall see in what folio 
how deep its power was, how it pursued him eve 
where, and seemed to him to interpret every questio 
Wordsworth's poetry is an optimism; it says man 
relation to the world is, and may be seen by man ' 
be, a perfect relation; but it is an optimism that begi 
and ends in an abiding instinct. Coleridge accep 
the same ' optimism as a philosophical idea, but 
idea is relative to an intellectual assent; sometim 
it seems a better ' expression of facts, sometimes 
worse, as the understanding weighs it in the logia 
balances. And so it is not a permanent consolatio 
I t is only in the rarer moments of intellectual warm 
and sunlight that it is entirely credible. In Ie! 
exhilarating moments that perfect relation of rna: 
and nature seems to shift and fail; that is, the philc 
sophical idea ceases to be realizable; and with Col( 
ridge its place is not supplied, as with Wordswortl: 
by the corresponding sentiment or instinct. 

What in Wordsworth is a sentiment or instinci 
is in Coleridge a philosophical idea. In other word! 
Coleridge's talent is a more intellectual one tha: 
Wordsworth's, more dramatic, more self-consciolli 
,Wordsworth's talent, deeply reflective as it is, becaus 
its base is an instinct, is deficient in self-knowledg( 
Possessed by the rumours and voices of the hauntel 
country, the borders of which he has passed alom 
1!e never thinks of.withdrawing from it to look doWJ 
upon it from one, of the central heights of humal 
life. His power absorbs him, not he it; he canno 
tum it round or get without it; he does not estimat, 
its general rel~!ion to life. But Coleridge, just be 
~use the essence . of his tal~nt is the intuiti9n of al 
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idea, commands his talent. He not only feels with 
Wordsworth the expression of mind in nature, but 
he can project that feeling outside him, reduce it to 
a psychological law, define its relation to other 
elements of culture, place it in a complete view of 
life. 

And in some such activity as that, varied as his 
wide learning, in a many-sided dramatic kind of 
poetry, assigning its place and value to every mode 
of the inward life, seems to have been for Coleridge 
the original path of artistic success. But in order 
to follow that path one must hold ideas loosely in 
the relative spirit, not seek to stereotype anyone of 
the many modes of that life; one must acknowledge 
that the mind is ever greater than its own products, 
devote ideas to the service of art rather than of yvwa,s, 
not disquiet oneself about the absolute. Perhaps Cole­
ridge is more interesting because he did not follow this 
path. Repressing his artistic interest and voluntarily 
discolouring his own work, he turned to console 
and strengthen the human mind, vulgarized or 
dejected, as he believed, by the acquisition of new 
knowledge about itself in the lclaircissemellt of the 
eighteenth century. 

What the reader of our own generation will least 
find in Coleridge's prose writings is the excitement 
of the literary sense. And yet in those grey volumes 
we have the production of one who made way ever 
by a charm, the charm of voice, of aspect, of language, 
above all, by the intellectual charm of new, moving, 
luminous ideas. Perhaps the chief offence in Coleridge 
is an excess of seriousness, a seriousness that arises 
not from any moral principle, but from a miscon­
ception of the perfect manner~ There is a certain 
shade of levity and unconcern, the perfect manner 
of the ' eighteenth century, which marks complete 
culture in the handling of abstract questions. The 
humanist, he who possesses that complete culture, 
does not 'weep' over the failure of 'a theory of the 



quantification of the predicate', nor 'shriek' over the 
fall of a philosophical formula. A kind of humour 
is one of the conditions of the true mental attitude 
in the criticism of past stages of thought. Humanity 
cannot afford to be too serious about them, any 
more than a man of good sense can afford to be too 
serious in looking back upon his own childhood. 
Plato, whom Coleridge claims as the first of his 
spiritual ancestors, Plato, as we remember him, a 
true humanist, with Petrarch and Goethe and M. 
Renan, holds his theories lightly, glances with a 
blithe and naive inconsequence from one view· to 
another, not anticipating the burden of meaning 
'views' will one day have for humanity. In reading 
him one feels how lately it was that Croesus thought 
it a paradox to say that external prosperity was not 
necessarily happiness. But on Coleridge lies the whole 
weight of the sad reflection that has since come into 
the world, with which for us the air is full, which the 
children in the market-place repeat to each other. 
Even his language is forced and broken, lest some 
saving formula should be lost-'distinctities', 'enuclea­
tion', 'pentad of operative Christianity'-he has a 
whole vocabulary of such phrases, and expects to 
turn the tide of human thought by fixing the sense of 
such expressions as 'reason', 'understanding', 'idea'. 

Again, he has not the jealousy of the true artist 
in excluding all associations that have no charm or 
colour or gladness in them; everywhere he allows 
the impress of an inferior theological literature ; he is 
often prolix and importunate about most indifferent 
heroes-Sir Alexander Ball, Dr. Bell, even Dr. Bow­
yer, the coarse pedant of the Blue-coat School. 
And the source of all this is closely connected with 
the source of his literary activity. For Coleridge had 
chosen as the mark of his literary egotism a kind of 
intellectual tour de force-to found a religious philoso­
phy, to do something with the 'idea' in spite of the 
essential nature of the 'idea'. And therefore all is 



COLERIDGE'S WRITING::; 429 
fictitious from the beginning. He had determined, 
that which is humdrum, insipid, which the human 
spirit has done with, shall yet stimulate and inspire. 
'Vhat he produced symbolizes this purpose-the mass 
of it ennuyant, depressing: the Aids to Reflection, for 
instance, with Archbishop Leighton's vague pieties 
all twisted into the jargon of a spiritualistic philo­
sophy. But sometimes 'the pulse of the God's blood' 
does transmute it, kindling here and there a spot that 
begins to live; as in that beautiful fragment at the 
end of the Church and State, . or in the distilled and 
concentrated beauty of such a passage as this: 

The first range of hills, that encircles the scanty vale of 
human life, is the horizon for the majority of its inhabitants. 
On its ridges the common sun is born and departs. From 
them the stars rise; and touching them they vanish. By 
the many, even this range, the natural limit and bulwark of 
the vale, is but imperfectly known. Its higher ascents are 
too often hidden by mists and clouds from uncultivated 
swamps, which few have courage or curiosity to penetrate. 
To the multitude below these vapours appear now as the 
dark haunts of terrific agents, on which none may intrude 
with impunity; and now all a-glow, with colours not their 
own, they are gazed at as the splendid palaces of happiness 
and power. But in all ages there have been a few who, 
measuring and sounding the rivers of the vale at the feet 
of their furthest inaccessible falls, have learned that the 
sources must be far higher and far inward; a few who, 
even in the level streams, have detected elements which 
neither the vale itself nor the surrounding mountains 
contained or could supply. 

Biographia Literaria. 

'1 was driven from life in motion to life in thought 
and sensation.' So Coleridge sums up his childhood 
with its delicacy, its sensitiveness, and passion. From 
his tenth to his eighteenth year he was at a rough 
school in London. Speaking of this time, he says: 

When I was first plucked up and transplanted from my 
birthplace and family, Providence, it has often occurred 
to me, gave me the first intimation that it was my lot, and 
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that it was best for me, to malie or find my way of life a 
detached individual, a terrae filius, who was to ask love 01 

service of no one on any more specific relation than thai 
of being a man, and as such to take my chance for the fref 
charities of humanity.' 

Even his fine external nature was for years reo 
pressed, wronged, driven inward-'at fourteen I wal 
in a continual 'state of low fever.' He becomes a 
dreamer, an eager student, but without ambition. 

This depressed boy is nevertheless, on the spiritual 
side, the child of a noble house. At tWenty-five h( 
is exercising a wonderful charm, and has defined fOl 
himself a peculiar line of intellectual activity. H( 
had left Cambridge without a degree, a Unitarian. 
Unable to take orders, he determined througb 
Southey's influence to devote himself to literature. 
\Vhen he left Cambridge there was a prejudic( 
against him which has given occasion to certarn 
suspicions. Those who knew him best discredit these 
suspicions. What is certain is that he was subjecl 
to fits of violent, sometimes fantastic, despondency. 
He retired to Stowey, in Somersetshire, to stud) 
poetry and philosophy. In 1797 his poetical gift wru 
in full flower; he wrote Kubla Klum, the first part 01 
Christabel, and The Ancient Mariner. His literaC) 
success grew in spite of opposition .. He had a strang( 
attractive gift of conversation, or rather of monologue: 
as De Stael said, full of bizarrerie, with the rapid alter· 
nations of a dream, and here and there a sudder 
summons irito a world strange to the hearer, abound· 
ing with images drawn from a sort of divided, im· 
perfect life,. as of one to whom the external worle 
penetrated only in part, and, blended with all this: 
passages of the. deepest obscurity, precious only fOl 
their musical cadence, the echo in Coleridge of the 
eloquence of the older English writers, of whom he 

I Biographical Supplement to Biographw. Literarw., 
chap. ii. 
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was so ardent a lover. All through this' brilliant 
course we may discern the power of the Asiatic 
temperament, of that voluptuousness which is perhaps 
connected with his appreciation of the intimacy, the 
almost mystical rapport, between man and nature. '1 
am much better', he writes, 'and my' new and tender 
health is all over me like a voluptuous feeling.' 

And whatever ' fame, or charm, or life-inspiring 
gift he has had is the vibration of the interest he 
excited then, the propulsion into years that clouded 
his early promise of that first buoyant, irresistible 
self-assertion: so great is even the indirect power of 
a sincere effort towards the ideal life, of even a tem­
porary escape of the spirit from routine. Perhaps the 
surest sign of his election-that he was indeed, on 
the spiritual side, the child of a noble house-is that 
story of the Pantisocratic scheme, which at this 
distance looks so grotesque. In his enthusiasm for 
the French Revolution, the old communistic dream 
with its appeal to nature (perhaps a little theatrical), 
touched him, as it had touched Rousseau, Saint­
Pierre, and Chateaubriand.' He had married one, 
his affection for whom seems to have been only ,a 
passing feeling; with her and a few friends he was to 
found a communistic settlement on the banks of the 
Susquehannah-'the name was pretty and metrical.' 
It was one of Coleridge's lightest dreams; but also 

,one which could only have passed through the liberal 
air of his earlier life. The later years of the French 
Revolution, which for us have discredited all such 
dreams, deprived him of that youthfulness which is 
the preservative element in a literary talent. 

In 1798, he Visited Germany. A beautiful fragment 
of this period remains, describing a spring excursion 
to the Brocken. His excitement still vibrates in it. 
Love, all joyful states of mind, are self-expressive; 
they loosen the tongue, they fill the thoughts with 
sensuous images, they harmonize one with the world 
of sight. We hear of the 'rich K1'aciousness and 
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courtesy' of Coleridge's manner, of the white and 
delicate skin, the abundant black hair, the full, almost 
animal lips, that whole physiognomy of the dreamer 
already touched with fanaticism. One says of the 
text of one of his Unitarian sermons, 'his voice rose 
like a stream of rich distilled perfumes'; another, 'he 
talks like an angel, and does-nothing.' 

Meantime, he had designed an intellectual novelty 
in the shape of, a . religious philosophy. Socinian 
theology and the philosophy of Hartley had become 
distasteful. 'Whatever is against right reason, that no 
faith can oblige us to believe.' Coleridge quotes these 
words from Jeremy Taylor. And yet ever since the 
dawn of the ' Renaissance, had subsisted a conflict 
between reason and faith. From the first, indeed, the 
Christian religion had affirmed the existence of such 
a conflict, and had even based its plea upon its own 
weakness in it. In face of the classical culture, with 
its deep wide-struck roots in the world as it perman­
ently exists, St. Paul asserted the claims of that which 
could not appeal with success to any genuinely human 
principle. Paradox as it was, that was the strength 
of the new spirit; for how much is there at all time!l 
in humanity which cannot appeal with success for 
encouragement or tolerance to any genuinely human 
principle. In the Middle Ages it might seem that 
faith had reconciled itself to philosophy; the Catholic 
church was the leader of the world's life as well as 
of the spirit's. Looking closer we see that the con­
flict is still latent there; the supremacy of faith is 
only a part of the worship of sorrow and weakness 
which marks the age. The weak are no longer merely 
a majority, they are all Europe. It is not that faith 
has become one with reason; but a strange winter, 
a strange suspension of life, has passed over the 
classical culture which is only the human reason in its 
most trenchant form. Glimpse after glimpse, as that 
pagan culture awoke to life, the conflict was felt once 
more. It. is' at . the court of Frederick II that the 
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enaissance first becomes discernible as an actual 
ower in European society. How definite and un­
. takable is the attitude offaith towards thatl Ever 

ince the Reformation all phases of theology had been 
. mperfect philosophies-that is, in which there was a 
eligious arriere pensee; philosophies which could never 

lbe in the ascendant in a sincerely scientific sphere. 
/The two elements had never really mixed. Writers 
so different as Locke and Taylor have each his 
liberal philosophy, and each has his defence of the 
orthodox belief; but, also, each has a divided mind; 
we wonder how the two elements could have existed 
side by side; brought together in a single mind, but 
unable to fuse in it, they reveal their radical con­
trariety. The Catholic church and humanity are two 
powers that divide the intellect and spirit of man. 
On the Catholic side is faith, rigidly logical as Ultra­
montanism, with a proportion of the facts of life, that 
is, all that is despairing in life coming naturally under 
its formula. On the side of humanity is all that is 
tlesirable in the world, all that is sympathetic with 
its laws, and succeeds through that sympathy. Doubt­
iess, for the individual, there are a thousand inter­
mediate shades of opinion, a thousand resting-places 
for the religious spirit; still, TO 13topl'Etv OUI( EO"n TWI> 
~O>V\WV, fine distinctions are not for the majority; 
and this makes time eventually a dogmatist, working 
out the opposition in its most trenchant form, and 
fixing the horns of the dilemma; until, in the present 
day, we have on one side Pius IX, the true descen­
dant of the fisherman, issuing the Encyclical, pleading 
the old promise against the world with a special 
kind of justice; and on the other side, the irresistible 
modern culture, which, as religious men often remind 
us, is only Christian accidentally. 

The peculiar temper of Coleridge's intellect made 
the idea of reconciling this conflict very seductive. 
With a true speculative talent he united a false kind 
of subtlety and the full share of vanit¥. A dexterous 
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' intellectual tour de force has always an independel 
charm; and therefore it is well for the cause of trul 
that the directness, sincerity, and naturalness of thin! 
are beyond a certain limit" sacrificed in vain to 
factitious interest. A method so forced as that I 

Coleridge's religious philosophy is from the fir 
doomed to be insipid, so soon as the temporal 

. interest or taste or curiosity it was designed to me' 
has passed away. Then, as to the manner of sue 
books as the Aids to Reflection, or The Friend:-The 
books came from one whose vocation was in tl 
world of art; and yet, perhaps, of all books th: 
have been influential in modern times, they a 
farthest from the classical form-bundles of notes­
the original matter inseparably mixed up with th: 
borrowed from others-the whole, just that me 
preparation for an artistic effect which the finish! 

"artist would be careful one day to destroy. Her 
again, we have a trait profoundly characteristic 
Coleridge. He often attempts to reduce a phase 
thought, subtle and exquisite, to conditions too rou~ 
for it. He uses a purely speculative gift in dire 

.moral edification. Scientific truth is something fu~ 
tive, relative, full of fine gradations; he tries to fix 
in absolute formulas. The Aids to Rd/ection, or T 
Friend, is an effort to propagate the volatile spil 
of conversation into the less ethereal fabric of 
written book; and it is only here and there that tl 
poorer matter becomes vibrant, is really lifted by tl 
spirit. 

At forty-two, we find Coleridge saying in a lette 
I feel with an intensity unfathomable by words my utt 

nothingness, impotence, and worthlessness in and f 
myself. I have learned what a sin is against an infinil 
imperishable being such as is the soul of man. The co 
solations, at least the sensible sweetness of hope, I do n 
possess. On the contrary, the temptation which I ha 
constantly to fight up against is a fear that, if annihilatic 
and the possibility of heaven were offered to my choi( 
I should choose the former. 
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What was the cause of thiS change? That is pre­

:isely the point on which, after all the gossip there 
Las been, we are still ignorant. At times Coleridge's 
'pium excesses were great; but what led to those 
:xcesses must not be left out of account. From boy­
LOod he had a tendency to low fever, betrayed by his 
:onstant appetite for bathing and swimming, which 
Le indulged even when a physician had opposed it. 
n 1803, he went to Malta as secretary to the English 
:;overnor. His daughter suspects that the source of 
he evil was there, that for one' ofhis' constitution the 
limate of Malta was deadly. At all events, when he 
eturned, the charm of those five wonderful years 
Lad failed at the source. ' 

De Quincey said of him, 'he wanted better bread 
han can be made with wheat.' Lamb said of him 
hat from boyhood he had 'hungered for eternity'. 
Ienceforth those are the two notes of his life. From 
his time we must look ,for ' no more true literary 
alent in him. His style becomes greyer and greyer, 
Lis thoughts outre, exaggerated, a kind of credulity 
,r superstition exercised upon abstract words. Like 
~lifford, in Hawthorne's beautiful romance-the 
.om Epicurean, who by some strange wrong has 
,assed the best of his days in- a prison-he is the 
ictim of a division of the will, often showing itself 
n trivial things: he could never choose on which side 
,fthe garden path he would walk. In 1803, he wrote 
. poem on 'The Pains of Sleep'. That unrest in­
reased. Mr. Gillman tells us 'he had long been 
:reatly afflicted with nightmare, and when residing 
vith us was frequently aroused from this painful sleep 
,y anyone of the family who might hear him'. 

That faintness and continual dissolution had its 
'Wn consumptive refinements, and even brought, as to 
he 'Beautiful Soul' in Wilhelm Meister, a fainl religious 
:cstasy-that 'singing in · the sails' which is not of 
he breeze. Here, again, is a note ' of Coleridge's: 

'In looking at objects of nature while I am thinking, at 
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at yonder moon, dim-glimmering through the wind01 
pane, I seem rather to be seeking, as it were asking, 
symbolical language for something within me that alreac 
and for ever exists, than observing anything new. Ev( 
when that latter is the case, yet still I have always , 
obscure feeling, as if that new phenomenon were the di 
awaking of a forgotten or hidden truth of my inn 
nature.' Then, 'while I was preparing the pen to wri 
this remark, I lost the train of thought which had led n 
to it.' 

What a disteinper of the eye of the mind! What a 
almost bodily d,istemper there is in that! 

Coleridge's intellectual sorrows were many; but 1 
had · one singular intellectual happiness. With a 
inborn taste for transcendental philosophy he liv( 
just a~ the time when that philosophy took an imrnen: 
spring in Germany, and connected itself with 
brilliant literary ,movement. He had the luck 1 

light upon it in its fr!!Shness, and introduce it to h 
countrymen. What an opportunity for one rear( 
on the colourl~ English philosophies, but who fee 
an irresistible attracti(;m towards metaphysical S)'l 

thesis! How rare are such occasions of intellectu: 
contentment! This transcendental philosophy, chiefi 
as systematized by Schelling, Coleridge applies, wi1 
an eager, unwearied subtlety, to the questions I 

theology and art-criticism. It is in his theory of ar 
criticism that he comes nearest to true and importal 
principles; that. is the least fugitive part of his worl 
Let us take this first; here we shall most clear: 
apprehend his main principle. 

What, then, is the essence of this criticism? 0 
the whole it may be described as an attempt 1 
reclaim the world of art as a world of fixed laws­
to show that the creative activity of genius and tl 
simplest act of thought are but higher and low( 
products of the laws of a universal logic. Criticisn 
feeling its own unsuccess in dealing with the great( 
works. of art, has sometimes made too much of thm 
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~ark and capriCious suggestions of genius which even 
lhe intellect possessed by them is unable to track or 
°ecall. It has seemed due to their half-sacred char-
cter to look for no link between the process by which 

they were produced and the slighter processes of the 
mind. Coleridge assumes that the highest phases of 
thought must be more, not less, than the ·lower, 
mbjects of law. 

With this interest, in the Biographia Literaria, he 
refines Schelling's 'Philosophy of Nature' into a theory 
Dfart. 'Es giebt kein Plagiat in der Philosophie' says 
Heine, alluding to the charge brought against Schel­
ing of unacknowledged borrowing from Bruno, and 
certainly that which is common to Coleridge and 
Schelling is of far earlier origin than the Renaissance. 
Schellingism, the 'Philosophy of Nature', is indeed a 
:onstant tradition in the history of thought; it em­
bodies a permanent type of the speculative temper. 
[,hat mode of conceiving nature as a mirror or reflex 
Df the intelligence of man may be traced up to the 
first beginnings of Greek speculation. There are two 
ways of envisaging those aspects of nature which 
appear to bear the impress of reason or intelligence. 
['here is the deist's way, which regards them merely 
as marks of design, which separates the informing 
mind from nature, as the mechanist from the machine; 
and there is the pantheistic way, which identifies the 
two, which regards nature itself as the living energy 
of an intelligence of the' same kind as, but vaster 
than, the human. Greek philosophy, finding indi­
cations of mind everywhere, dwelling exclusively in 
its observations on that which is general or formal, 
on that which modern criticism regards as the 
modification of things by the mind of the observer, 
adopts the latter, or pantheistic way, through the 
influence of the previous mythological period. M ytho­
logy begins in the early necessities of language, of 
which it is a kind of accident. But at a later period 
its essence changes; it becomes what it was not at its 
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birth, the servant of a genuine poetic interest, a kin, 
of vivification of nature. Played upon by those acd 
dents of language, the Greek mind becomes possesso 
by the conception of nature as living, thinking, almOl 
speaking to the mind of man. This unfixed poetic. 
prepossession, reduced to an abstract form, petrifio 
into an idea, is the conception which gives a unity ( 
aim to Greek philosophy. Step by step it works otJ 
the substance of the Hegelian formula: 'Was ist, d. 
ist vernunftig; was vernunftig ist, das ist'-'vVhateve 
is, is according to reason; whatever is according t 
reason, that is.' A science of which that could be th 
formula is still but an intellectual aspiration; th 
formula of true science is different. Experience, whic 
has gradually saddened the earth's colour, stiffened i1 
motions, withdrawn from it some blithe and debonai 
presence, has moderated our demands upon science 
The positive method makes very little account ( 
marks of intelligence in nature; in its wider view ( 
phenomena it sees that those incidents are a minorit) 
and may rank as happy coincidences; it absort 
them in the simpler conception of law. But th 
suspicion of a mind latent in nature, struggling fa 
release and intercourse with the intellect of rna 
through true ideas, has never ceased to haunt a cel 
tain class of minds. Started again and again i 
successive periods by enthusiasts on the antiqu 
pattern, in each case the thought has seemed pale 
and more evanescent amidst the growing consil 
tency and sharpness of outline of other and mor 
positive forrns of knowledge. Still, wherever a spectJ 
lative instinct has been united with extreme inward 
ness of temperament, as in Jakob B5hme, there th 
old Greek conception, like some seed floating in th 
air, has taken root and sprung up anew. Coleridge 
thrust inward upon himself, driven from 'life i 
thought and sensation' to life in thought only, feel 
in that dark London school a thread of the Gree 
tnind vibrating strangely in him. At fifteen he i 
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discoursing on Plotinus, and has translated the hymns 
of Synesius. So in later years he reflects from 
Schelling the flitting tradition. He conceives a subtle 
co-ordination between the ideas of the mind and the 
laws of the natural world. Science is to be attained, 
not by observation, analysis, generalization, but by 
the evolution or recovery of those ideas from within, 
by a sort of o.vaj.tV7]<7IS, every group of observed 
facts remaining an enigma until the appropriate 
idea is struck upon them from the mind of Newton 
or Cuvier, the genius in whom sympathy with the 
universal reason is entire. Next he supposes that this 
reason or intelligence in nature gradually becomes 
reflective--self-conscious. He fancies he can track 
through all the simpler orders of life fragments of an 
eloquent prophecy about the human mind .•. He re­
gards the whole of nature as a development of higher 
(orms out of the lower, through shade after shade of 
~tematic change. The dim stir of chemical atoms 
~~owards the axes of a crystal form, the trance-like 
ife of plants, the animal troubled by strange 

·rritabilities, are stages which anticipate conscious­
fress. All through that increasing stir of life this was 
forming itself; each stage in its unsatisfied suscep­
tibilities seeming to be drawn out of its own limits 
Iby the more pronounced current oflife on its confines, 
the 'shadow of approaching humanity' gradually 
deepening, the latent intelligence working to the 
surface. At this point the law of development does 
[Jot lose itself in caprice; rather it becomes more 
constraining and incisive. From the lowest to the 
highest acts of intelligence, there is another range of 
refining shades. Gradually the mind concentrates 
itself, frees itself from the limits of the particular, 
the individual, attains a strange power of modifying 
and centralizing what it receives from without accor­
ding to an inward ideal. At last, in imaginative 
genius, ideas become effective; the intelligence of 
nature, with all its elements connected and justified, 
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is clearly reflected; and the interpretation of its later 
purposes is fixed in works of art. 

In this fanciful and bizarre attempt to rationaliz 
art, to range it under the dominion of law, there. 
still a gap to be filled up. What is that common la· 
of the mind, of which a work of art and the slightt 
acts of thought are alike products? Here Coleridg 
weaves in Kant's fine-spun theory of the transfonru 
tion of sense into perception. What every theory ( 
perception has to explain is that associative pow< 
which gathers isolated sensible qualities into tb 
objects of the world about us. Sense, without a 
associative power, would be only a threadlike streaI 
of colours, sounds, odours--each struck upon one fe 
a moment, and then withdrawn. The basis of th 
association may be represented as a material one, 
kind of many-coloured 'etching' on the brain. Hartle 
has dexterously handled this hypothesis. The charI 
of his 'theory of vibrations' is the vivid image 
presents to the fancy. How large an element in 
speculative talent is the command of these happ 
images! Coleridge, by a finer effort of the same kine 
a greater delicacy of fancy, detects all sorts of slip 
transitions, breaks of continuity in Hartley's glancin 
cobweb. Coleridge, with Kant, regards all associ~ 
tion as effected by a power within, to which he give 
a fanciful Greek name.' In an act of perception theI 
is the matter which sense presents, colour, tone, fee 
ing; but also a form or mould, such as space, unit] 
causation, suggested from within. In these forms v. 
arrest and frame the many attributes of sense. It 
like that simple chemical phenomenon where tw 
colourless fluids uniting reflect a full colour. Neitht 
matter nor form can be perceived asunder; they uni1 
into the many-coloured image of life. This theory h~ 
not been able to bear a loyal induction. Even if 
were true, how little it would tell us; how it attenuate 
fact! There, again, the charm is all in the clear imagt 

, Esemp\astic. 
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the image of the artist combining a few elementary 
colours, curves, sounds into a new whole. Well, this 
power of association, of concentrating many elements 
of sense in an object of perception, is refined and 
deepened into the creative acts of imagination. 

We of the modern ages have become so familiarized 
with the greater works of art that we are little sensitive 
of the act of creation in them; they do not impress 
us as a new presence in the world. Only sometimes in 
productions which realize immediately a profound 
emotion and enforce a change in taste, such as Werther 
or Emile, we are actual witnesses of the moulding of 
an unforeseen type by some new principle of associa­
tion. By imagination, the distinction between which 
and fancy is so thrust upon his readers, Coleridge 
means a vigorous act of association, which, by sim­
plifying and restraining their natural expression to an 
artificial order, refines and perfects the types of human 
passion. It represents the excitements of the human 
kind, but reflected in a new manner, 'excitement itself 
imitating order.' 'Originally the offspring of passion,' 
he somewhere says, 'but now the adopted children of 
power.' So far there is nothing new or distinctive; 
every one who can receive from a poem or picture a 
total impression will admit so much. What makes the 
view distinctive in Coleridge are the Schellingistic 
associations with which . he colours it, that faint 
glamour of the philosophy of nature which was ever 
influencing his thoughts. That suggested the idea of 
a subtly winding parallel, a 'rapport' in every detail, 
between the human mind and the world without it, 
laws of nature being so many transformed ideas. 
Conversely, the ideas of the human mind would be 
only transformed laws. Genius would be "in a literal 
sense an exquisitely purged sympathy with nature., 
Those associative conceptions of the imagination, 
those unforeseen types of passion, would come, not so 
much of the artifice and invention of the understand­
ing, as from self-surrender to the suggestions of nature; 
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they would be evolved by the stir of nature itseU 
realizing the highest reach of its latent intelligence; 
they would have a kind of antecedent necessity to ris( 
at some time to the surface of the human mind. 

It is natural that Shakespeare should be the idol 01 
all such criticism, whether in England or Germany. 
The first effect in Shakespeare is that of capricioU! 
detail, of the waywardness that plays with the part.! 
careless of the impression of the whole. But beyond 
there is the constraining unity of effect, the unefface­
able impression, of Hamlet or Macbeth. His hand 
moving freely is curved round by some law ofgravita­
tion from within; that is, there is the most constrain­
ing unity in the most abundant variety. Coleridg( 
exaggerates this unity into something like the unity 01 
a natural organism, the associative act that effected 
it into something closely akin to the primitive powel 
of nature itself. 'In the Shakespearian drama', h( 
says, 'there is a vitality which grows and evolves itsell 
from within.' Again: 

He, too, worked in the spirit of nature, by evolving thl 
germ from within by the imaginative power according t( 
the idea. For as the power of seeing is to light, so is ar 
idea in mind to a law in nature. They are correlative: 
which suppose each other. 

Again: 
The organic form is innate; it shapes, as it develops 

itself from within, and the fulness of its development is om 
and the same with the perfection of its outward form. Sud 
as the life is, such is the form. Nature, the prime genia 
artist, inexhaustible in diverse powers, is equally inexhaust· 
ible in forms; each exterior is the physiognomy of the bein~ 
within, and even such is the appropriate excellence 0 

Shakespeare, himself a nature humanized, a genial under· 
standing, directing self-consciously a power and an implici: 
wisdom deeper even than our consciousness. . 

There 'the absolute' has been affirmed in the sphere 
of art; and thought begins to congeal. Coleridge hru 
not only overstrained the elasticity of his hypethesis: 
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but has also obscured the true interest of art. For, 
ifter all, the artist has become something almost 
nechanical; instead of being the most luminous and 
lelf-possessed phase of consciousness, the associative 
'lct itself looks like some organic process of assimila­
:ion. The work of art is sometimes likened to the 
iving organism. That expresses the impression of a 
:elf-delighting, independent life which a finished work 
)f art gives us; it does not express the process by which 
hat work was produced. Here there is no blind 
crment of lifeless elements to realize a type. By 
:xquisite analysis the artist attains clearness of idea, 
hen, by many stages of refining, clearness of expres­
ion. He moves slowly over his work, calculating the 
:enderest tone, and restraining the subtlest curve, 
lever letting his hand or fancy move at large, gradu­
LIly refining flaccid spaces to the higher degree of 
:xpressiveness. Culture, at least, values even in trans­
:endent works of art the power of the understanding 
n them, their logical process of construction, the 
pectacle of supreme intellectual dexterity which they 
~fford. 

Coleridge'S criticism may well be remembered as 
)art of the long pleading of German culture for the 
hings 'behind the veil'. It recalls us from the work 
of art to the mind of the artist; and, after all, this is 
vhat is infinitely precious, and the work of art only 
.s the index of it. Still, that is only the narrower side 
,f a complete criticism. Perhaps it is true, as some 
Ine says in Lessing's Emilia Galotti, that, if Michael 
~ngelo had been born without hands, he would still 
lave been the greatest of artists. But we must admit 
he truth also of an opposite view: 'In morals as in 
.rt', says M. Renan, 'the word is nothing-the fact is 
very thing. The idea which lurks under a picture of 
laphael is a slight matter; it is the picture itself only ' 
hat counts.' 

What constitutes an artistic gift is, first of all, a 
la tural susceptibility to moments of strange excitement, . 
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in which the colours freshen upon our thread 
bare world, and the routine of things about us i 
broken by a novel and happier synthesis. These ar 
moments into which other minds may be made t 
enter, but which they cannot originate. This Sill 

ceptibility is the element of genius in an artistic gif 
Secondly, there is what may be called the talent ( 
projection, of throwing these happy moments into a: 
external concrete form-a statue, or play, or pictur! 
That projection is of all degrees of completeness; i1 
facility and transparence are modified by the circum 
stances of the individual, his culture, and his agl 
When it is perfectly transparent, the work is classica 
Compare the power of projection in Mr. Browning 
Sordello, with that power in the Sorrows of Werthe: 
These two elements determine the two chief aims ( 
criticism. First, it has to classify those initiativ 
moments according to the amount of interest excite 
in them, to estimate their comparative acceptabilit] 
their comparative power of giving joy to those wh 
undergo them. Secondly, it has to test, by a study ( 
the artistic product itself, in connexion with the inte 
lectual and spiritual condition of its age, the complete 
ness of the projection. These two aims form tlJ 
positive, or concrete, side of criticism; their directio 
is not towards a metaphysical definition of the un 
versal element in an artistic effort, but towards 
subtle gradation of the shades of difference betwee 
one artistic gift and another. This side of criticism 
infinitely varied; and it is what French culture mOl 
often achieves than the German. 

Coleridge has not achieved this side in an eqw 
degree with the other; and this want is not supplie 
by the Literary Remains, which contain his studies 0 

Shakespeare. There we have a repetition, not a 
application, of the absolute formula. Coleridge is ill 
one who sees in a picture only the rules of perspectiv1 

and is always trying to simplify even those. Thw 
'Where there is no humour, but only wit, or the likl 
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there is no growth from within.' 'What is beauty'? he 
asks. 'It is the unity of the manifold, the coalescence 
of the diverse.' So of Dante: 'There is a total impres­
lion of infinity; the wholeness is not in vision or 
:onception, but in an inner feeling of totality and 
absolute being.' Again, of the Paradise Lost: 'It has 
the totality of the poem as distinguished from the ab 
7VO birth and parentage or straight line of history.' 

That exaggerated inwardness is barren. Here, too, 
Coleridge's thoughts require to be thawed, to be set 
in motion. He is admirable in the detection, the 
analysis, and statement of a few of the highest general 
laws of art-production. But he withdraws us too far 
rrom what we can see, hear, and feel. Doubtless, the 
idea, the intellectual element, is the spirit and life of 
art. Still, art is the triumph of the senses and the 
:motions; and the senses and the emotions must not 
be cheated of their triumph after all. That strange 
and beautiful psychology which he employs, with its 
:vanescent delicacies, has not sufficient corporeity. 
I\gain, one feels that the discussion about Hartley, 
meeting us in the way, throws a tone of insecurity 
)ver the critical theory which it introduces. Its only 
:fl'ect is to win for the terms in which that criticism 
is expressed, the associations of one side in a meta­
physical controversy. 

The vagueness and fluidity of Coleridge's theological 
)pinions have been exaggerated through an illusion, 
which has arisen from the occasional form in which 
they have reached us. Criticism, then, has to method­
ize and focus them. They may be arranged under 
three heads; the general principles of supernaturalism, 
)rthodox dogmas, the interpretation of Scripture. 
With regard to the first and second, Coleridge ranks 
as a Conservative thinker; but his principles of Scrip­
tural interpretation resemble Lessing'S; they entitle 
hlm to be regarded as the founder of the modern 
liberal school of English theology. By supernaturalism 
is meant the theory of a divine person in immediate 
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communication with the human mind, dealing wit 
it out of that order of nature which includes man 
body and his ordinary trains of thought, according t 
fixed laws, which the theologian sums up in til 
doctrines of 'grace' and 'sin'. Of this supernaturalisn 
the Aids to &Jlection attempts to give a metaphysic; 
proof. The first necessity of the argument is to prm 
that religion, with its supposed experiences of grae 
and sin, and the realities of a world above the worl 
of sense, is the fulfilment of the constitution of eveI 
man, or, in the language of the 'philosophy of nature 
is part of the 'idea' of man; so that, when tho! 
experiences are absent, all the rest of his nature 
unexplained, like some enigmatical fragment, til 
construction and working of which we cannot surmis, 
According to Schelling's principle, the explanatio 
of every phase of life is to be sought in that next abo" 
it. This axiom is applied to three supposed stages ( 
man's reflective life: Prudence, Morality, ReligiOI 
Prudence, by which Coleridge means something lik 
Bentham's 'enlightened principle of self-preservation 
is, he says, an inexplicable instinct, a blind motion i 
the dark, until it is expanded into morality. Morali~ 
again, is but a groundless prepossession until traru 
formed into a ' religious recognition of a spiritw 
world, until, as Coleridge says in his rich figurativ 
language, 'like the main feeder into some majesti 
lake, rich with hidden springs of its own, it flows inte 
and becomes one with, the spiritual life.' A spiritw 
life, then, being the fulfilment of human natUf( 
implied, if we see clearly, in those instincts whic 
enable one to live on from day to day, is part of th 
'idea' of man. 

The second necessity of the argument is to prov 
that 'the idea', according to the principle of th 
'philosophy of nature', is an infallible index of th 
actual condition of the world without us. Her 
Coleridge introduces an analogy: 

In the world, we see everywhere evidences of a unit)' 
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Nhich the component parts are so far from explaining, that 
:hey necessarily presuppo5e it as the cause and condition 
)f their existing as those parts, or even of their existing at 
111. This antecedent unity, or cause and principle of each 
mion, it has, since the time of Bacon and Kepler, been 
:ustomary to call a law. This crocus for instance; or any 
)ther flower the reader may have before his sight, or choose 
:0 bring before his fancy; that the root, stem, leaves, petals, 
Sec., cohere to one plant is owing to an antecedent power 
)r principle in the seed which existed before a single 
)article of the matters that constitute the size and visibility 
)f the crocus had been attracted from the surrounding 
10i!, air, and moisture. Shall we turn to the seed? there, 
,00, the same necessity meets us: an antecedent unity must 
~ere, too, be supposed. Analyse the seeds with the finest 
:ools, and let the solar microscope come in aid of your 
lenses, what do you find?-means and instruments; a 
Nondrous fairy tale of nature, magazines offood, stores of 
{arious sorts, pipes, spiracles, defences; a house of many 
:hambers, and the owner and inhabitant invisible. 

Aids to Reflection. 
Nature, that is, works by what we may call 'intact 

:deas'. It co-ordinates every part of the crocus to all 
the other parts; one stage of its growth to the whole 
t>rocess; and having framed its organism to assimilate 
:ertain external elements, it does not cheat it of those 
~lements; soil, air, moisture. Well, if the 'idea' of man 
:s to be intact, he must be enveloped in a supernatural 
Norld; and nature always works by intact ideas. The 
;pirituallife is the highest development of the idea of 
nan; there must be a supernatural world correspond­
ng to it. 

One finds, it is hard to say how many, difficulties 
.n drawing Coleridge's conclusion. To mention only 
me of them-the argument looks too like the exploded 
ioctrine of final causes. Of course the crocus would 
:lot live unless the conditions of its life were supplied. 
The flower is made for soil, air, moisture, and it has 
them; just as man's senses are made for a sensible 
Norld, and we have the sensible world. But give the 
lower the power of dreaming, nourish it on its own 
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reveries, put man's wild hunger of heart and suscepl 
bility to ennui in it, and what indication of the laws, 
the world without it, would be afforded by its longir 
to break its bonds? 

In theology people are content with analogie 
probabilities, with the empty schemes of argumen 
for which the data are still lacking; arguments, tl 
rejection of which Coleridge tells us implies 'an e\ 
heart of unbelief', but of which we might as truly s~ 
that they derive all their consistency from the peculi; 
atmosphere of the mind which receives them. Sue 
arguments are received in theology because wh: 
chains men to a religion is not its claim on their reasol 
their hopes or fears, but the glow it affords to tl 
world, its 'beau ideal'. Coleridge thinks that if \I 
reject the supernatural, the spiritual element in Ii 
will evaporate also, that we shall have to accept 
life with narrow horizons, without disinterestednes 
harshly cut offfrom the springs of life in the past. BI 
what is this spiritual element? It is the passion fi 
inward perfection, with its sorrows, its aspirations, i 
joy. These mental states are the delicacies of tl: 
higher morality of the few, of Augustine, of the auth( 
of the 'Imitation', of Francis de Sales; in their essenc 
they are only the permanent characteristics of tl: 
higher life. Augustine, or the author of the 'Imia 
tion', agreeably to the culture of their age, had e) 
pressed them in the terms of a metaphysical theOI; 
and expanded them into what theologians call til 
doctrines of grace and sin, the fluctuations of til 
union of the soul with its unseen friend. The life ( 
those who are capable of a passion for perfection sti 
produces the same mental states; but that religiot 
expression of them is no longer congruous with th 
culture of the age. Still, all inward life works itse 
out in a few simple forms, and culture cannot go ver 
far before the religious graces reappear in it in 
subtilized intellectual shape. There are aspects ofth 
religious character which have an artistic worth dis 
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:inct from their religious import. Longing, a chastened 
:emper, spiritual joy, are precious states of mind, not 
)ecause they are part of man's duty or because God 
las commanded them, still less because they are 
neans of obtaining a reward, but because like culture 
tselfthey are remote, refined, intense, existing only by 
:he triumph of a few over a dead world of routine in 
Nhich there is no lifting of the soul at all. If there is 
10 other world, art in its own interest must cherish 
iuch characteristics as beautiful spectacles. Stephen's 
ace, 'like the face of an angel', has a worth of its own, 
:ven if the opened heaven is but a dream. 

Our culture, then, is not supreme, our intellectual 
lie is incomplete, we fail of the intellectual throne, if 
Ne have no inward longing, inward chastening, in­
Nard joy. Religious belief, the craving for objects of 
belief, may be refined out of our hearts, but they must 
leave their sacred perfume, their spiritual sweetness 
behind.. This law of the highest intellectual life has 
lometimes seemed hard to understand. Those who 
naintain the claims of the older and narrower forms 
)f religious life against the claims of culture are often 
~mbarrassed at finding the intellectual life heated 
through with the very graces to which they would 
,acrifice it. How often in the higher class of theo­
logical writings-writings which really spring from an 
Jriginal religious genius, such as those of Dr. Newman 
-does the modern aspirant to perfect culture seem 
to find the expression of the inmost delicacies of his 
Jwn life, the same yet different! The spiritualities of 
the Christian life have often drawn men on, little by 
little, into the broader spiritualities of systems opposed 
to it-pantheism, or positivism, or a philosophy of in­
::1ifference. Many' in our own generation, through 
religion, have become dead to religion. How often 
::10 we have to look for some feature of the ancient 
religious life, not in a modern saint, but in a modern 
artist or philosopher! For those who have passed out 
Df Christianity, perhaps its most precious souvenir 

206 Q. " 
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is the ideal of a transcendental disinterestednesl 
Where shall we look for this ideal? In Spinoza; <; 
perhaps in Bentham or in Austin. 

Some of those who have wished to save supel 
naturalism-as, for instance, Theodore Parker-hay 
rejected more or less entirely the dogmas of th 
Church. Coleridge's instinct is truer than theirs; th 
two classes of principles are logically connected. ] 
was in defence of the dogmas of the Church tru 
Coleridge elaborated his unhappy crotchet of th 
diversity of the reason from the understanding. Th 
weakness of these dogmas had ever been, not so muc 
a failure of the authority of Scripture or tradition i 
their favour, as their conflict with the reason that the 
were words rather than conceptions. That analysis ( 
words and conceptions which in modern philosoph 
has been a principle of continual rejuvenescence wit: 
Descartes and Berkeley, as well as with Bacon an. 
Locke, had desolated the field of scholastic theolog) 
It is the rationality of the dogmas of that theolog 
that Coleridge had a taste fqr proving. 

Of cOUl"lle tney conflicted with the understandin€ 
with the conimon daylight of the mind, but the 
might there not be some mental faculty higher tha: 
the understanding? The history of philosophy sUF 
plied many authorities for this opinion. Then, accord 
ing to the 'philosophy of nature', science and art ar 
both grounded upon the 'ideas' of genius, which ar 
a kind of intuition, which are their own evidence 
Again, this philosophy was always saying the ideas ( 
the mind must be true, must correspond to reality 
and what an aid to faith is that, if one is not too nic 
in distinguishing between ideas and mere convictioru 
or prejudices, or habitual views, or safe opinions 
Kant also had made a distinction between the reaSOI 
and the . understanding. True, this harsh division c 
mental faculties is exactly what is most sterile in Kan1 
the essential tendency of the German school c 
thought being to show that the mind always acts e 
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masse. Kant had defined two senses of reason as 
opposed to the understanding. First, there was the 
'speculative reason', ' with its 'three categories of 
totality', . God, the soul, and the universe-three 
mental fonns which might give a sort of unity to 
science, but to which no a,ctual intuition corr~ponded. 
The tendency of this part of Kant's critique is to 
destrQY the rational groundwork of theism. Then 
there was the 'practical reason', on the relation of 
which to ,the 'speculative', we may listen to Heinrich 
Heine: 

'After the tragedy comes the farce. (The tragedy is 
Kant's destructive criticism of the speculative reason.] 
So far Immanuel Kant has been playing the relentless 
philosopher; he has laid siege to heaven.' Heine goes on 
with some violence to describe the havoc Kant has made 
of the. orthodox belief: 'Old Lampe, I with the umbrella 
under his arm, stands looking on much disturbed, per­
spiration and tears of sorrow running down his cheeks; 
Then Immanuel Kant grows pitiful, and shows that he is 
not only a great philosopher but also a good man: He 
considers a little; and then, half in good nature, half in 
irony, he, 'says, "Old Lampe ,must, have a god, otherwise 
the poor inan will not, be happy; but ,IIjan ought to be 
happy in this life, the practical ,reason says that; let the 
practical reason stand sUrety for the existence of a god; 
it is 'all the same to me." Following this argument, Kant 
distinguishes between the theoretical and the practical 
reason, and, with the practical reason for a magic wand, 
he brings to life the dead body of deism, which the 
theoretical reason had slain.' 

Coleridge first confused the speculative reason with 
the practical, and. then exaggerated the variety and 
the sphere of their combined functions. , Then he has 
given no consistent definition of the reason. It is 'the 
power of universal and necessary convictions'; it is 
'the knowledge of the laws of the whole considered as 
one'; it is 'the science of all as a whole'. Again, the 
understanding is 'the faculty judging according to 

I The sen:ant who attended Kant in his walks. 
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sense', or 'the faculty ofmearn to mediate ends'; and 
so on. The conception floating in his mind seems to 
have been" a really 'valuable one; that, namely, of a 
distinction between an organ of , adequate and an 
organ of inadequate ideas. But when we find him 
casting about for a definition, not precisely deter­
mining the functions of the reason, making long pre­
parations for the 'deduction' of the facuity, as in the 
third volume of The Friend, but never actually start­
ing, we suspect that the reason is a discovery in 
psychology which Coleridge has a good will to make, 
and that is all; that he has got no farther than the old 
vague desire to escape from the limitations of thought 
by some extraordinary mystical faculty. Some of the 
clergy eagerly 'welcomed the supposed discovery. In 
their difficulties they had often appealed in the old 
simple way to, sentiment and emotion as of higher 
authority than the understanding, and on the , whole 
had had to get on with very little philosophy. Like 
M.Jourdain, they were amazed to find that they had 
been all the time appealing to the reason; now they 
might actually go out to meet the enemy. Orthodoxy 
might be cured· by a hair of the dog that had bitten it. 
, Theology is a great house, scored all over with 
hieroglyphics by perished hands. When we decipher 
one of these hieroglyphics, we find in it the statement 
9f a mistaken opinion; but knowledge. has crept 
onward since the hand dropped from the wall; we 
no longer entertain the opinion, and we can trace 
the origin of the mistake. i Dogmas are precious as 
memorials of a class of sincere and beautiful spirits, 
who in a past age of humanity struggled with many 
tears, if not for true knowledge, yet for a noble and 
elevated happiness. That struggle is the substance, 
the dogma only its shadowy expression; received 
traditionally in an altered age, it is the shadow of a 
shadow, a mere .,plTOV d:'Sw.\ov, twice removed from 
substance and reality. The true method then in the: 
treatment of dogmatic theology must be historical. 
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Englishmen are gradually finding out how much that 
method has done since the beginning of modern criti­
cism by the hands of such writers as Baur. Coleridge 
had many of the elements of this method: learning, 
inwardness, a subtle psychology, a dramatic power of 
sympathy with modes of thought other than his own. 
Often in carrying out his own method he gives the 
true historical origin of a dogma, but, with a strange 
dullness of the historical sense, he regards this as a 
reason for the existence of the dogma now, not merely 
as reason for its having existed in the past. Those 
historical elements he could not envisage in the his­
torical method, because this method is only one of 
the applications, the most fruitful of them all, of the 
relative spirit. 

Mter Coleridge's death, seven letters of his on the 
inspiration of Scripture were published, under the 
title of Confessions of an Inquiring Spirit. This little 
book has done more than any other of Coleridge's 
writings to discredit his name with the orthodox. The 
frequent occurrence in it of the word 'bibliolatry', 
borrowed from Lessing, would sufficiently account for 
this pious hatred. From bibliolatry Coleridge was 
'saved by the spiritualism, which, in questions less 
simple than that of the infallibility of Scripture, was 
so retarding to his culture. Bibliolatorsmayremember 
that one who committed a kind of intellectual suicide 
by catching at any appearance of a fixed and absolute 
authority, never dreamed of resting on the authority 
ofa book. HisSchellingistic notion of the possibility of 
absolute knowledge, of knowing God, ofa light within 
every man which might discover to him the doctrines 
of Christianity, tended to depreciate historical testi­
mony, perhaps historical realism altogether. 'Scrip­
ture is a legitimate sphere for the understanding. He 
says, indeed, that there is more in the Bible that 
'finds' him than he has experienced in all other books 
put together. But still, 'There is a Light higher than 
all, even the Word that was in the beginning. If 
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between this Word and the written letter I sha 
anywhere seem to myself to find a discrepance, I will 
not conclude that such there actually is; nor on th 
other hand will I fall under the condemnation OJ 

them that would lie for God, but seek as I may, be 
thankful for what I have-and wait.' Coleridge i.! 
the inaugurator of that via media of Scriptural criticism 
which makes much of saving the word 'inspiration', 
while it attenuates its meaning; which supposes a sor 
of modified inspiration residing in the whole, not ir: 
the several parts. 'The Scriptures were not dictated 
by an infallible intelligence;' nor 'the writers each and 
all divinely informed as well as inspired'. 'They refer 
to other documents, and in all points express them 
selves as sober-minded and veracious writers under 
ordinary circumstances are known to do.' To mak 
the Bible itself 'the subject of a special article of faith 
is an unnecessary and useless abstraction'. 

His judgement on the popular view of inspiration 
is severe. It is borrowed from the Cabbalists; it 
'petrifies at once the whole body of Holy Writ, witH 
all its harmonies and symmetrical gradations;-turm 
it at once into a colossal Memnon's head, a hollow 
passage for a voice, a voice that mocks the voices of 
many men, and speaks in their names, and yet is but 
one voice and the same ;-and no man uttered it and 
never in a human heart was it conceived'. He presses 
very hard on the tricks of the 'routiniers of desk and 
pulpit'; forced and fantastic interpretations; 'the 
strange-in all other writings unexampled-practice 
of bringing together into logical dependency detached 
sentences from books composed at the distance of 
centuries, nay, sometimes a millennium, from each 
other, under different dispensations, and for different 
objects.' 

Certainly he is much farther from bibliolatry than 
from the perfect freedom of the humanist interpreters. 
Still he has not freed himself from the notion of a 
sacred canon; he cannot regard the books of Scripture 
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;imply as fruits of the human spirit; bis (:riticism is 
not entirely disinterested. The difficulties hl! finds are 
:hiefly the supposed immoralities of Scripture; just 
those difficulties which fade away before the modern 
Jr relative spirit, which in the moral world, as in the 
physical, traces everywhere change, growth, develop­
ment. Of historical difficulties, of tbose deeper moral 
:lifficulties which arise, for instance, from a considera­
tion of the constitutional unveracity of the Oriental 
mind, he has no suspicion. He thinks that no book of 
the New Testament was composed so late as A.D. 120. 

Coleridge's undeveloped opinions would be hardly 
worth stating except for the warning they afford 
against retarding compromises. In reading these 
letters one never doubts what Coleridge tells us of 
lIirnself: 'that he loved truth with an indescribable 
awe,' or, as he beautifully says, 'that he would creep 
towards the light, even if the light had made its way 
through a rent in the wall of the temple.' And yet 
there is something sad in reading them by the light 
which twenty-five years have thrown back upon them. 
Taken as a whole, they contain a fallacy which a very 
ardent lover of truth might have detected. 

The Bible is not to judge the spirit, but the spirit 
the Bible. The Bible is to be treated as a literary 
product. Well, but that is a conditional, not an 
absolute principle-that is not, if we regard it sin­
:erely, a delivery of judgement, but only a suspension 
)fit. Ifwe are true to the spirit of that, we must wait 
Jatiently the complete result of modern criticism. 
=:oleridge states that the authority of Scripture is on 
.ts trial-that at present it is not known to be an 
lbsolute resting-place; and then, instead of leaving 
:hat to aid in the formation of a fearless spirit, the 
:pirit which, for instance, would accept the results of 
\{. Renan's investigations, he turns it into a false 
:ecurity by anticipating the judgement of an unde­
reloped criticism. Twenty-five years of that criticism 
lave gone by, and have hardly verified theanticipation. 
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Tne man of science asks, Are absolute principle 

attainable? What are the limits of knowledge? Th 
answer he receives from science itself is not ambiguou: 
What the moralist asks is, Shall we gain or lose b 
surrendering human life to the relative spirit? E, 
perience answers, that the dominant tendency of lil 
is to turn ascertained truth into a dead letter-t 
make us all the phlegmatic servants of routine. Th 
relative spirit, by dwelling constantly on the mor 
fugItive conditions or circumstances of things, brea~ 
ing through a thousand rough and brutal classific~ 
tions, and giving elasticity to inflexible principle: 
begets an intellectual fine:sse, of which the ethicl 
result is a delicate and tender justne:ss in the criticisI 
of human life. Who would gain more than Coleridg 
by criticism in such a spirit? We know how his liJ 
has appeared when judged by absolute standarcL 
We see him trying to apprehend the absolute, t 
stereotype one form of faith, to attain, as he say. 
'fixed principles' in politics, morals, and religion; t 
fix one mode of life as the essence of life, refusing t 
see the parti as parts only; and all the time his ow 
pathetic history pleads for a more elastic mOrl 
philosophy than his, and cries out against ever 
formula le:ss living and flexible than life itself. , 

'From his childhood "he hungered for eternity 
Mter all, that is the incontestable claim of Coleridge 
The perfect flower of any elementary type of life mru 
alway.s be precious to humanity, and Coleridge is th 
perfect flower of the romantic type. More than Child 
Harold, more than Werther, more than Reni 
Coleridge, by what he did, what he was, and wh~ 
he failed to do, represents that inexhaustible dio! 
content, languor, and home-sickness, the chords ( 
which ring all through our modern literature. Criti 
cism may still discuss the claims of classical an 
romantic art, or literature, or sentiment; and perhaF 
one day we may come to forget the horizon, with fa 
knowledge to be content with what is here and now 
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and that is the essence of classical feeling. But by WI 

of the present moment, by us for whom the Greek 
spirit, with its engaging naturalness, simple, chastened, 
dc:-bonair, TPVq,fjS, a{3pOT"ITOS, xA,SfjS, XaplTWV, lfLEPOV 
""liov 1TaT~p, is itself the Sangraal of an endless pil­
grimage, Coleridge, with his passion for the absolute, 
for something fIxed where all is moving, his faintness, 
his broken memory, his intellectual disquiet, may still 
be ranked among the interpreters of one of the COD­

!tituent elements of our life. 
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SHAKESPEARE; OR, THE POET 

[From Representative Men, 1850] 

GREAT men are more distinguished by range am 
extent than by originality. If we require th 

originality which consists in weaving, like a spidel1 
their web from their own bowels; in finding clay, an~ 
making bricks, and building the house; no great met 
are original. Nor does valuable originality consist it 
unlikeness to other men. The hero is in the press 
knights, and the thick of events; and, seeing what mel 
want, and sharing their desire, he adds the needfu 
length of sight and of arm, to come at the desir~ 
point. The greatest genius is the most indebted man, 
A poet is no rattlebrain, saying what comes upper 
most, and, because he says everything, saying, at last 
something good; but a heart in unison with his tim 
and country. There is nothing whimsical and fantastic 
in his production, but sweet and sad earnest, freightec 
with the weightiest convictions, and pointed with the 
most determined aim which any man or class know: 
of in his times. 

The Genius of our life is jealous of individuals, anc 
will not have any individual great, except through the 
general. There is no choice to genius. A great mar 
does not wake up on some fine morning, and say, 'J 
am ful) of life, I will go to sea, and find an Antarctic 
continent: to-day I will square the circle: I wil 
ransack botany, and find a new food for man: I have 
a new architecture in my mind: I foresee a n~ 
mechanic power:' no, but he finds himself in the riVel 
of the thoughts and events, forced onward by the 
ideas and necessities of his contemporaries. He stand! 
where all the eyes of men look one way, and theiJ 
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hands all point in the direction in which he should go. 
The church has reared him amidst rites and pomps, 
and he carries out the advice which her music gave 
him, and builds a cathedral needed by her chants 
and processions. He finds a war raging: it educates 
him, by trumpet, in barracks, and he betters the 
instruction. He finds two counties groping to bring 
coal, or flour, or fish, from the place of production 
to the place of consumption, and he hits on a railroad. 
Every master has found his material collected, and his 
power lay in his sympathy with his people, and in his 
love of the materials he wrought in. What an economy 
of power! and what a compensation for the shortness 
oflife! All is done to his hand. The world has brought 
him thus far on his way. The human race has gone 
out before him, sunk the hills, filled the hollows, and 
bridged the rivers. Men, nations, poets, artisans, 
women, all have worked for him, and he enters into 
their labours. Choose any other thing, out of the line 
of tendency, out of the national feeling and history, 
and he would have all to do for himself; his powers 
would be expended in the first preparations. Great 
genial power, one would almost say, consists in not 
being original at all; in being altogether receptive; in 
letting the world do all, and suffering the spirit of the 
hour to pass unobstructed through the mind. 

Shakespeare's youth fell in a time when the English 
people were importunate for dramatic entertainments. 
The court took offence easily at political allusions, 
and attempted to suppress them. The Puritans, a 
growing and energetic party, and the religious among 
the Anglican church, would suppress them. But the 
people wanted them. Inn-yards, houses without roofs, 
and extemporaneous enclosures at country fairs, were 
the ready theatres of strolling players. The people had 
tasted this new joy; and, as we could not hope to 
!Uppress newspapers now,-no, not by the strongest 
party,-neither then could king, prelate, or puritan, 
alone or united, suppress an organ, which was ballad, 
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epic, newspaper, caucus, lecture, punch, and librall 
at the same time. Probably king, prelate, and puritaI 
all found their own account in it. It had become, b 
all causes, a national interest,-by no means cor 
spicuous, so that some great scholar would hav 
thought of treating it in an English history,-but nc 
a whit less considerable, because it was cheap, and ( 
no account, like a baker's shop. The best proof of il 
vitality is the crowd of writers which suddenly brok 
into this field: Kyd, Marlowe, Greene,jonson, Chat 
man, Dekker, Webster, Heywood, Middleton, Peelc 
Ford, Massinger, Beaumont, and Fletcher. 

The secure possession, by the stage, of the publi 
mind, is of the first importance to the poet who wod 
for it: He loses no time in iclle experiments. Here i 
audience and expectation prepared. In the case c 
Shakespeare, there is much more. At the time whe 
he left Stratford, and went up to London, a great bod 
of stage-plays, of all dates and ' writers, existed i 
manuscript, and were in turn produced on the board: 
Here is the Tale of Troy, which the audience will bea 
hearing some part of every week; the Death of j uliu 
Cresar, and other stories out of Plutarch, which the 
never tire of; a shelf full of English history, from th 
chronicles of Brut and Arthur, down to the roy~ 
Henries, which men hear eagerly; and a string ( 
doleful tragedies, merry Italian tales, and Spanis: 
voyages, which all the London prentices know. A 
the mass has been trea ted, with more or less skill, b 
every playwright, and the prompter has the soiled ani 
tattered manuscripts. It is now no longer possible t 
say who wrote them first. They have been the pre 
perty of the Theatre so long, and so many risin 
geniuses have enlarged or altered them, inserting 
speech, or a whole scene, or adding a song, that n 
man can any longer claim copyright in this work c 
numbers. Happily, no man wishes to. They are not yc 
desired in that way; We have few readers, many spec 
tators and hearers. They had best lie where they are. 
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Shakespeare, .in common with his comrades, 

:steemed the mass of old plays, waste stock, in which 
my experiment could be freely tried. Had the prestige 
",hich hedges about a modern tragedy existed, nothing 
:ould have been done. The rude warm blood of the 
iving England circulated in the play, as in street­
lallads, and gave body which he wanted to his airy 
md majestic fancy. The poet needs a ground in 
lOpular tradition on which he may work, and which, 
Lgain, may restrain his art within the due temperance. 
t holds him to the people, supplies a foundation for 
Lis edifice; and, in furnishing so much work done to 
Lis hand, leaves him at leisure, and in full strength 
or the audacities of his imagination. In short, the 
>oet owes to his legend what sculpture owed to the 
emple. Sculpture in Egypt, and in Greece, grew up 
n subordination to architecture. It was the ornament 
f the temple wall: at first, a rude .relief carved on 
,ediments, then the relief became bolder, and a head 
,r arm was projected from the wall, the groups being 
till arranged with reference to the building, which 
crves also as a frame to hold the figures; and when, 
.t last, the greatest freedom of style and treatment 
~as reached, the prevailing genius of architecture still 
morced a certain calmness and continence in the 
tatue. As soon as the statue was begun for itself, and 
nth no reference to the temple or palace, the art 
,egan to decline: freak, extravagance, and exhibition, 
ook the place of the old temperance. This balance­
;heel, which the sculptor found in architecture, the 
,erilous irritability of poetic talent found in the ac­
umulated dramatic materials to which the people 
;ere already wonted, and which had a certain excel­
:nce which no single genius, however extraordinary, 
ould hope to crea teo ' 
In point of fact, it appears that Shakespeare did 

we debts in all directions, and was able to use what­
ver he found; and the amount of indebtedness may 
e inferred from Malone's laborious computations 
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in regard to the First, Second, and Third parts 0 

Henry VI, in which, 'out of 6043 lines, 1771 were 
written by some author preceding Shakespeare; 237~ 
by him, on the foundation laid by his predecessors; 
and 1899 were entirely his own.' And the proceedins 
investigation hardly leaves a single drama of hil 
absolute invention. Malone's sentence is an impor. 
tant piece of external history. In Henry VIII, I thin1l 
I see plainly the cropping out of the original rock or. 
which his own finer stratum was laid. The first pIa) 
was written by a superior, thoughtful man, with ~ 
vicious ear. I can mark his lines, and know well then 
cadence. See Wolsey's soliloquy, and the followinE 
scene with Cromwell, where,-instead of the metre 01 
Shakespeare, whose secret is, that the thought con· 
structs the tune, so that reading for the sense will bes1 
bring out the rhythm,-here the lines are constructed 
on a given tune, and the. verse has even a trace 01 
pulpit eloquence. But the play contains, through aU 
its length, unmistakable traits of Shakespeare's hand, 
and some passages, as the account of the coronation, 
are like autographs. What is odd, the compliment tc 
Queen Elizabeth is in the bad rhythm. 

Shakespllare knew that tradition supplies a bettel 
fable than any invention can. If he lost any credit 01 
design, he augmented his resources; and, at that day, 
our petulant demand for originality was not so mud 
pressed .. There was no literature for the million. Th( 
universal reading, the cheap press, were unknown. 
A great poet, who appears in illiterate times, absor~ 
into his sphere all the light which is anywhere radiat· 
ing. Every intellectual jewel, every flower of senti· 
ment, it is his fine office to bring to his people; and h( 
comes to value his memory equally with his invention. 
He is therefore little solicitous whence his thought! 
have been derived; whether through translation, 
whether through tradition, whether by travel iIJ 
distant countries, whether by iRspiration; from what· 
ever source, they are equally welcome to his uncritical 
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audience. Nay, he borrows very near home. Other 
men say wise things as well as he; only they say a 
500d many foolish things, and do not know when they 
ltave spoken wisely. He knows the sparkle of the true 
;tone, and puts it in high place, wherever he finds it. 
;uch is the happy position of Homer, perhaps; of 
Chaucer, of Saadi. They felt that all wit was their 
wit. And they are librarians and historiographers, as 
well as poets. Each romancer was heir and dispenser 
)f all the hundred tales of the world,-

Presenting Thebes' and Pelops' line, 
And the tale of Troy divine. , 

The influence of Chaucer is conspicuous in all our 
:arly literature; and, more recently, not only Pope 
md Dryden have been beholden to him, but, in the 
.vhole society of English writers, a large unacknow­
edged debt is easily traced. One is charmed with 
he opulence which feeds so many pensioners. But 
::::haucer is a huge borrower. Chaucer, it seems, drew 
:ontinually, through Lydgate and Caxton, from Guido 
Ii Colonna, whose Latin romance of the Trojan war 
.vas in turn a compilation from Dares Phrygius, Ovid, 
md Statius. Then Petrarch, Boccaccio, and the Pro­
fenc;al poets are his benefactors: the Romaunt of tM 
~ose is only judicious translation from William of 
:"orris and John of Meun: Troilus and Creseide, from 
:"ollius of Urbino: The Cock and tM Fox, from the £ais 
)f Marie: The House of Fame, from the French or 
:talian: and poor Gower he uses as if he were only a 
lrick-kiln or stone-quarry, out of which to build his 
louse. He steals by this apology; that what he takes 
las no worth where he finds it, and the greatest where 
le leaves it. It has come to be practically a sort of 
ule in literature, that a man, having once shown 
limself capable of original writing, is entitled thence­
orth to steal from the writings of others at discretion. 
rhought is the property of him who can entertain it; 
md of him who can adequately place it. A certain 
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awkwardness marks the use of borrowed thoughtsj 
but, as soon as we have learned what to do with them, 
they become our own. 

Thus, all originality is relative. Every thinker " 
retrospective. The learned member of the legislatur~ 
at Westminster or at Washington, speaks and vote:! 
for thousands. Show us the constituency, and the now 
invisible channels by which the senator is made aware 
of their wishes, the crowd of practical and knowing 
men, who, by correspondence or conversation, arc 
feeding him with evidence, anecdotes, and estimates, 
and it will 'bereave his fine attitude and resistance oj 
something of their impressiveness. As Sir Robert Peel 
and Mr. Webster vote, so Locke and Rousseau thiru 
for thousands; and so there were fountains all around 
Homer, ' Menu, Saadi, or 'Milton, from which they 
drew; friends, lovers, books, traditions, proverbs,­
all perished,-which, if seen,.-would go to reduce the 
wonder. Did the bard speak with authority? Did he 
feel himself overmatched by any companion? The 
appeal is to the consciousness of the writer. Is there 
at last in his breast a Delphi whereofto ask concerning 
any thought or thing, whether it be verily so, yea OJ 

nay? and to have answer, and to rely on that? All the 
debts which such a man could contract to other wit, 
would never disturb his consciousness of originality: 
for the ministrations of books, and of other minds, arc 
a whiff of smoke to that most private reality wit~ 
which he has conversed. 

It is easy to see that what is best written or done b) 
genius, in the world, was no man's work, but caml 
by wide social labour, when a thousand wrought like 
one, sharing the same impulse. Our English Bible il 
a wonderful specimen of the strength and music 01 
the English language. But it was not made by one 
man, or at one time; but centuries and churche 
brought it to perfection. There never 'was a tim! 
when there was not some translation existing. Th! 
Liturgy, admired for its energy and pathos, is ar 
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anthology of the piety of ages and nations, a transla. 
tion of the prayers and forms of the Catholic church, 
-these collected, too, in long periods, from the prayers 
and meditations of every saint and sacred writer, all 
over the world. . Grotius makes the like remark in 
respect to the Lord's Prayer, that the single clauses of 
which it is composed, were already in use, in the time 
of Christ,. in' the rabbinical forms • . l;Ie picked out the 
grains of gold. The nervous language of the Common 
Law, the impressive forms of Qur courts, and the pre­
cision and substantial truth of the legal distinctions, 
are the contribution of all the sharp-sighted, strong­
minded men who haveJived in the countries where 
these laws govern. The translation of Plutarch gets 
its excellence by being tranSlation on translation. 
There never was a time when there was none. All the 
truly idiomatic and national phrases are kept, and all 
others successively picked out, and thrown away. 
Something like the saIlle process had gone on, long 
before, with the originals of these books. · The world 
takes liberties with world-books. Vedas, £sop's 
Fables; Pilpay, Arabian Nights, Cid, Iliad, Robin 
Hood, .Scottish Minstrelsy, are not the work of single 
men. In the composition of such works, the time 
thinks, the market thinks, the mason, the carpenter, 
the merchant, the farmer, the fop, . all think for us. 
Every book supplies its time with one good word; 
every. municipal law, every. trade, every folly of the 
day, and the generic catholic genius who is not afraid 
or ashamed to owe his originality to the originality of 
all, stands with the next age as the recorder and 
embodiment of his own. 

We have to thank the researches of antiquaries, and 
the Shakespeare Society, for ascertaining the steps of 
the English drama, from the Mysteries celebrated in 
~hurches and by churchmen, .and the final detach­
ment from the church, and the completion of secular 
plays, from Ferrex and Porrex, and .Gammer Gurton's 
Needle, down !o the possession of the. stage by the very 
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pieces which Shakespeare altered, remodelled, and 
finally made his own. Elated with success, and piqued 
by the growing interest of the problem, they have lefl 
no bookstall unsearched, no chest in a garret un· 
opened, no file of old yellow accounts to decompose: 
in damp and worms, so keen was the hope to discoveI 
whether the boy Shakespeare poached or not, whetheI 
he held horses at the theatre door, whether he kepi 
school, and why he left in his will only his second-besl 
bed to Ann Hathaway, his wife. 

There is something touching in the madness with 
which the passing age mischooses the object on whidi 
all candles shine, and all eyes are turned; the care witt 
which it registers every trifle touching Queen Eliza· 
beth, and King James, and "the Essexes, Leicesters, 
Burleighs, and BuckinghaIns; and lets pass without a 
single valuable note the founder of another dynasty, 
which alone will cause the Tudor dynasty to be 
remembered,-the man who carries the Saxon race it: 
him by the inspiration which feeds him, and on whose 
thoughts the foremost people of the world are now fOJ 
some ages to be nourished, and minds to receive thi! 
and not another bias. A popular player,-nobod) 
suspected he was the poet of the human race; and the 
secret was kept as faithfully from poets and intel· 
lectual men, as from courtiers and frivolous people. 
Bacon, who took the inventory of the human under. 
standing for his times, never mentioned his name 
Ben Jonson, though we have strained his few words 0: 
regard and panegyric, had no suspicion of the elastic 
fame whose first vibrations he was attempting. He ne 
doubt thought the praise he has conceded to hin: 
generous, and esteemed himself, out of all question: 
the better poet of the two. 

If it need wit to know wit, according to the pro· 
verb, Shakespeare's time should be capable of recog· 
nizing it. Sir Henry Wotton was born four yean 
after Shakespeare, and died twenty-three years afteI 
him; and ' I find, among ' his correspondents and 
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lcquaintances, the following persons: Theodore Beza, 
[saac Casaubon, Sir Philip Sidney, Earl of Essex, 
Lord Bacon, Sir Walter Raleigh, john Milton, Sir 
Elenry Vane, Izaac Walton, Dr. Donne, Abraham 
Cowley, Bellarmine, Charles Cotton, john Pym, john 
Elales,. Kepler, Vieta, Albericus Gentilis, Paul Sarpi, 
t\i-minius; with all of whom exists some token of his 
having communicated, without enumerating many 
Dthers, whom doubtless he saw,-Shakespeare, 
Spenser,jonson, Beaumont, Massinger, two Herberts, 
Marlowe, Chapman, and the rest. Since the constel­
lation of great men who appeared in Greece in the 
time of Pericles, there was never any such society; 
yet their genius failed them to find out the best head 
in the universe. Our poet's mask was impenetrable. 
You cannot see the mountain near. It took a century 
to make it suspected; and not until two centuries had 
passed, after his death, did any criticism which we 
think adequate begin to appear;' It was not possible 
to write the history of Shakespeare till now; for he is 
the father of German literature: it was on the intro­
duction of Shakespeare into German, by Lessing, 
and the translation of his works by Wieland and 
Schlegel, that the rapid burst of German literature 
was most intimately connected. It was not until the 
nineteenth century, whose speculative genius is a sort 
of living Hamlet, that the tragedy of Hamlet could 
find such wondering readers. Now, literature, philo­
sophy, and thought are Shakespearized. His mind 
is the horizon beyond which, at present, we do not 
see. Our ears are educated to music by his rhythm. 
Coleridge and Goethe are the only critics who have 
expressed our convictions with any adequate fidelity; 
but there is in all cultivated minds a silent apprecia­
tion of his superlative power and beauty, which, like 
Christianity, qualifies the period. 

The Shakespeare Society have inquired in all 
directions, advertised the missing facts, offered money 
for any information that will lead to proof; and with, 
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what result? Beside some important illustration 0 

the history of the English stage, to which I hav, 
adverted, they have gleaned a few facts touching th 
property, and dealings in regard to property, of th 
poet. It appears that, from year to year, he owne( 
a larger share in the Blackfriars Theatre: its wardrob 
and other appurtenances were his; that he bough 
an estate ,in his native village, with his earnings a 
writer and shareholder; that he lived in the bes 
house in Stratford; was intrusted by his neighbour 
with their commissions in London, as of borrowiIlj 
money, and the like; that he was a veritable farmer 
About the time when he was writing Macbeth, he sue 
Philip Rogers, in the borough-court of Stratford, fo 
thirty-five shillings, teD pence, for corn delivered u 
him at different times; and; in all respects, appears a 
a good husband, with no reputation for eccentrici~ 
or excess. He was a good-natured sort of man, al 
actor and shareholder in the theatre, not in an~ 
striking manner distinguished from other actors anc 
managers. I admit the importance of this informa 
tion. It was well worth the pains ·that have beel 
taken to procure it. 

But whatever scraps of information concerning hi: 
condition these researches may have rescued, the] 
can shed no light upon that infinite invention whicl 
is the concealed magnet of his attraction for us. W( 
are very clumsy writers of history. We tell the 
chronicle of parentage, birth, birth-place, schooling 
schoolmates, earning of money, marriage, publica. 
tion of books, celebrity, death; and when we have 
come to an end of this gossip, no ray of relatior 
appears between it and the goddess-born; and il 
seems as if, had we dipped at random into the Moden 
Plutarch and read any other life there, it would have 
fitted the poems as well. It is the essence of poetl) 
to spring, like th'e rainbow daughter of Wonder, fron: 
the invisible, to abolish the past, and refuse aU 
history. Malone,Warburton, Dyce, and Collier hav~ 
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wasted their oil. The famed theatres, Covent Garden, 
Prury Lane, the Park, and Tremont, have vainly 
~sisted. Betterton, Garrick, Kemble, Keab and 
Macready ' dedicate their lives to this geniw, him 
lliey crown, elucidate, obey, and express. The genius 
knows them not. The recitation begins; one golden 
word leaps out immortal from all this painted pedan­
frr, and sweetly torments us with invitations to its 
own inaccessible homes. I remember, I went once 
to see the Hamlet of a famed performer, the pride of 
the English stage; and all I then heard, and all I now 
remember, of the tragedian, was that in which the 
tragedian had no part; simply, Hamlet's question to 
the ghost: ' 

What may this mean, . 
That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon? 

!That imagination which dilates the closet he writes 
in ' to the world's dimension, crowds it with agents in 
rank and order, as quickly reduces the big reality 
to be the glimpses of the moon. These tricks of his 
magic spoil for us the illusions of the green-room. 
Can any biography shed light on the localities into 
which the MidsumrMr Night's Dream admits me? Did 
Shakespeare confide to any notary or parish recorder, 
sacristan, or surrogate, in Stratford, the genesis of 
that delicate creation? The forest of Arden, the 
nimble air" of Scone Castle, the moonlight of Portia's 
Willa, 'the antres vast and desarts idle' of Othello's 
captivity;-where 'is the third cousin, or grand­
nephew, the chancellor's file of accounts, or private 
letter, that has kept one word of those transcendent 
secrets? In fine, in this drama, as in all great works 
of art,-in the Cyclopean architecture of Egypt and 
India; in the Phidian sculpture; the Gothic minsters; 
the Italian painting; the Ballads of Spain and Scot­
land;-the Genius draws up the ladder after him, 
when the creative age 'goes up to heaven, and gives 
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way to a new age, which sees the works, and asks i 
vain for a history. 

Shakespeare is the only biographer of Shak( 
speare; and even he can tell nothing, except to th 
Shakespeare in US; that is, to our most apprehensiv 
and sympathetic hour. He cannot step from off hi 
tripod, and give us anecdotes of his inspiratioru 
Read the antique documents extricated, analysec 
and compared by the assiduous Dyce and Collier 
and now read one of those skyey sentences,-aerc 
lites,-which seem to have fallen out of heaven, ani 
which, not your experience, but the man within th 
breast, has accepted as words of fate; and tell me i 
they match; if the former account in any manner fa 
the latter; or which gives the most historical insigb 
into the man. 

Hence, though our external history is so meagr~ 
yet with Shakespeare for biographer, instead c 
Aubrey and Rowe, we have really the informatiol 
which is material, that which describes characte 
and fortune, that which, if we were about to mee 
the man and deal with him, would most import u 
to know. We have his recorded convictions on thos 
questions which knock for answer at every heart,~ 
on life and death, on love, on wealth and pover!) 
on the prizes of life, and the ways whereby we com 
at them; on the characters of men, and the influenCe! 
occult and open, which affect their fortunes; and 01 

those mysterious and demoniacal powers which def 
our science, and which yet interweave their malic 
and their gift in our brightest hours. Who ever rea. 
the volume of the Sonnets, without finding that th 
poet had there revealed, under masks that are nl 
masks to the intelligent, the lore of friendship and a 
love; the confusion of sentiments in the most suscep 
tible, and, at the same time, the most intellectual 0 

men? What trait of his private mind has he hiddel 
in his dramas? One can discern, in his ample picture 
of the gentleman and the king, what forms anc 
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humanities pleased him; his delight in troops of 
friends, in large hospitality, in cheerful giving. Let 
Timon, let Warwick, let Antonio the merchant, 
answer for his great heart. So far from Shakespeare's 
being the least known, he is the one person, in all 
modern history, known to us. What point of morals, 
of manners, of economy, of philosophy, of. religion, 
of taste, of the conduct of life, has he not settled? 
What mystery has he not signified his knowledge of? 
What office, or function, or district of man's work, 
has he not remembered? What king has he not taught 
state, as Talma taught Napoleon? What maiden has 
not found him finer than her delicacy? What lover 
has he not outloved? What sage has he not outseen? 
What gentleman has he not instructed in the rudeness 
of his behaviour? 

Some able and appreciating critics think no criti­
cism on . Shakespeare valuable, that does not rest 
purely ·on the dramatic merit; that he is falsely 
judged as poet and philosopher. I think as highly as 
these critics of his dramatic merit, but still think it 
secondary. He was a full man, who liked to talk; 
a brain exhaling thoughts and images, which, seeking 
vent, found the drama next at hand. Had he been less 
we should have had to consider how well he filled his 
place, how good a dramatist he was, and he is the 
best in the world. But it turns out, that what he has 
to say is of that weight as to withdraw some attention 
from the vehicle; and he is like some saint whose 
history is to be rendered into all languages, into verse 
and prose, into songs and pictures, and cut up into 
proverbs; so that the occasion which gave the saint's 
meaning the form of a conversation, or of a prayer, 
or of a code. of laws, is immaterial, compared with 
the universality of its application. So it fares with the 
wise Shakespeare and his book of life. He wrote the 
airs for all our modern music: he wrote the text of 
modern life; the text of manners: he drew the man 
of England and Europe; the father of the man in 
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America: he drew the man, and described the day 
lnd what is done in it; he read the hearts of men an« 
women, their probity, and their second thought, an« 
wiles; the wiles of. innocence, and the transitions b: 
which virtues and vices slide into their contraries 
he could divide -It:: mother's part from the father' 
part in the face of tl;:.;: child, or draw the fine demar 
cations of freedom Ilnd of fate: he knew the laws c 
repression which make the police of nature: and al 
the sweets and all the terrors of human lot lay in hi 
mind as truly but as softly as the landscape lies on th, 
eye.' And the importance of this wisdom of life sink 
the form, as of Drama or Epic, out of notice. 'Tis lik' 
making a .question concerning the paper on whicl 
a king's' message is written. 

Shakespeare is as much out ofl the category () 
::minent authors, · as he is out of the crowd. He i 
inconceivably wise; the others, conceivably. A goO( 
reader can, in a sort, nestle into Plato's brain, an« 
think from thence; but not into Shakespeare's. W, 
are still out of doors. For · executive faculty, fo 
creation;Shakespeare is unique. No man can imagin 
it better. He was the farthest reach of subtlety com 
patible with an individual self,-the subtilest () 
authors, and only just within the possibility () 
authorship. With this wisdom of life, is the equa 
endowment of imaginative and of lyric power. H 
'clothed the creatures of his legend with form an« 
sentiments, as if they were people who had liVe« 
under his roof; and few real men have left sucl 
distinct characters as these fictions. And they spokl 
in language as sweet as it was fit. Yet his talents neve 
seduced him into an ostentation, nor did he harp OJ 

one string. An omnipresent humanity co-ordinate 
all his faculties. Give a man of talents a story to tell 
and his partiality will presently appear. He ha 
certain observations,' opinions, topics, which haVI 
some accidental prominence, and which he dispose 
ill to exhibit: He crams this part, and starves tha 
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other part, consulting not the fitnen of the thing, but 
his fitness and strength. But Shakespeare ]\as no 
peculiarity, no importunate topic; but all is duly 
given; no veins, no curiosities: no cow-painter, no 
bird-fancier, no mannerist is he: he has no discover­
able egotism: the great he tells greatly; the small, 
subordinately. He is wise without emphasis or asser­
tion; he is strong, as nature is strong, who lifts the 
land into mountain slopes without effort, and by the 
same rule as she floats a bubble in the air, and likes 
as well to do the one as the other. This makes that 
equality of power in farce, tragedy, narrative, and 
love-songs; a merit so incessant, that each reader is 
incredulous of the perception of other readers. 

This power of expression, or of transferring the 
inmost truth of things into music and verse, makes 
him the type of the poet, and has added a: new pro­
blem to metaphysics. This is that which throws him 
into natural history, as a main production of the 
globe, and as announcing new eras and ameliora­
tions. Things were mirrored in his poetry without 
loss or blur; he could paint the fine with precision, 
the great with compass; the tragic and the comic 
indifferently, and without any distortion or favour. 
He carried his powerful execution into minute details, 
to a hair point; finishes an eyelash or a dimple as 
firmly as he draws a mountain; and yet these, like 
nature's, will bear the scrutiny of the solar microscope. 

In short, he is the chief example to prove that more 
or less of production, more or fewer pictures, is a 
thing indifferent. He had the power to make one 
picture. Daguerre learned how to let one flower etch 
its image on his plate of iodine; and then proceeds at 
leisure to etch a million. There are always objects; 
but there was never representation. Here is perfect 
representation, at last; and now let the world of 
figures sit for their portraits. No recipe can be given 
for the making of a Shakespeare; but the possibility 
of the translation of things into song is demonstrated. 
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His lyric power lies in the genius of the piece. T 

sonnets, though their excellence is lost in the splen 
dour of the dramas, are as inimitable as they; and j 
is not a merit of lines, but a total merit of the piece 
like the tone of voice of some incomparable person 
so is this a speech of poetic beings, and any clause 
unproducible now as a whole poem. 

Though the speeches in the plays, and single lines 
have a beauty which tempts the ear to pause on then 
for their euphuism, yet the sentence is so loaded witl 
meaning, and so linked with its. foregoers and fol 
lowers, that the logician is satisfied. His means are a 
admirable as his ends; every subordinate invention 
by which he helps himself to connect some irrecon 
cilable opposites, is a poem too. He is not reduced t 
dismount and walk, because his horses are runnin! 
off with him in some distant direction: he alwa}\ 
rides. 

The finest poetry was first experience: but thl 
thought has suffered a transformation since it wa! 
an experience. Cultivated men often attain a goo< 
degree of skill in writing verses; but it is easy to reaCl 
through their poems, their personal history: any 001 
acquainted with parties can name every figure: thi 
is Andrew, and that is Rachel. The sense thus re 
mains prosaic. It is a caterpillar with wings, and no 
yet a butterfly. In the poet's mind, the fact has gon. 
quite over into the new element of thought, and ha 
lost all that is exuvial. This generosity abides wid 
Shakespeare. We say, from the truth and closenes 
of his pictures, that he knows the lesson by heart 
Yet there is not a trace of egotism. 

One more royal trait properly belongs to the poet 
1 mean his cheerfulness, without which no man cal 
be a poet,-for beauty is his aim. He loves virtue 
not for its obligation, but for its grace: he delight 
in the world, in man, in woman, for the lovely ligh 
that sparkles from them. Beauty, the spirit of jo~ 
and hilarity, he sheds over the universe. Epicuru 
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elates that poetry hath such charms that a lover 
night forsake his mistress to partake ·of them. And 
he true bards have been noted for their firm and 
heerful temper. Homer lies in sunshine; Chaucer 
I glad and erect; and Saadi says, 'It was rumoureCi 
.broad that I was penitent; but what had I to do 
~ith repentance?' Not less sovereign and cheerful,­
auch more sovereign and cheerful, is the tone of 
ihakespeare. His name suggests joy and emancipa­
ion to the heart of men. If he should appear in any 
ompany of human souls, who would not march in 
lis troop? He touches nothing that does not borrow 
lealth and longevity from his festal style. 

And now, how stands the account of man with this 
lard and benefactor, when in solitude, shutting our 
ars to the reverberations of his fame, we seek to 
trike the balance? Solitude has austere lessons; it 
an teach us to spare both heroes and poets; and it 
reighs Shakespeare also, and finds him to share the 
.alfness and imperfection of humanity. 

Shakespeare, Homer, Dante, Chaucer, saw the 
plendour of meaning that plays over the visible 
rorld; knew that a tree had another use than for 
pples, and corn another than for meal, and the ball 
f the earth, than for tillage and roads: that these 
hlngs bore a second and finer harvest to the mind, 
dng emblems of its thoughts, and conveying in all 
ileir natural history a certain mute commentary 
n human life. Shakespeare employed them as 
olours to compose his picture. He rested in their 
leauty; and never took the step which seemed in­
vitable to such genius, namely, to explore the virtue 
rhich resides in these symbols, and imparts this 
ower,-What is that which they themselves say? 
Ie converted the elements, which waited on his 
ommand, into entertainments. He was master of 
lie revels to mankind. Is it not as if one should have, 
lIrough majestic powers of science, the comets given 
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into his hand, or the planets and their moons, a 
should draw them from their orbits to glare with 
municipal fireworks on a holiday night, and advej 
tise in all towns, 'very superior pyrotechny ~ 
evening!' Are the agents of nature, and the pow< 
to understand them, worth no more than a stret 
serenade, or the breath of a cigar? One remembel 
again the trumpet-text in the Koran,-'The heaveJ 
and the earth, and all that is between them, think )I 
we have created them in jest?' As long as the questio 
is of talent and mental power, the world of men h 
not his equal to show. But when the queStion is t 
life, and its materials, and its auxiliaries, how d 
he profit me? What does it signify? It is but 
Twelfth Night, or Midsummer Night's Dream, or 
Winter Evening's Tale: what signifies another pictw 
more or less? The Egyptian verdict of the Shakl 
speare Societies comes to mind, that he was a jovi 
actor and manager. I cannot marry this fact to ~ 
verse. Other admirable men have led lives in som 
sort of keeping with their thought; but this man, i 
wide contrast. Had he been less, had he reached onl 
the common measure of great authors, of Bacol 
Milton, Tasso, Cervantes, we might leave the fa! 
in the twilight of human fate: but, that this man! 
men, he who gave to the science of mind a new an 
larger subject than had ever existed, and planted t1: 
standard of humanity some furlongs forward int 
Chaos,-that he should not be wise for himself,­
must even" go into the world's history, that the· be 
poet led an obscure and profane life, using his genh 
for the public amusement. 

Well, other men, priest and prophet, Israelit! 
German, and Swede, beheld the same objects: the 
also saw through them that which was containe< 
And to what purpose? The beauty straightwa 
vanished; they read commandments, all-excludin 
mountainous duty; an ' obligation, a sadness, as ( 
piled mountains, fell on them, and life became ghastlJ 
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,yless, a pilgrim's progress, a probation, beleaguered 
lUnd with doleful histories of Adam's fall and curse, 
~hind us; with doomsdays and purgatorial and penal 
res before us; and the heart of the seer and the heart 
, the listener sank in them. 
I t must be conceded that these are half-views of 

alf-men. The world still wants its poet-priest, a 
:conciler, who shall not trifle with Shakespeare the 
layer, nor shall grope in graves with Swedenborg 
Ie mourner; but who shall see, speak, and act, with 
lual inspiration. For knowledge will brighten the 
mshine; right is more beautiful than private affec­
[)OJ and love is compatible with universal wisdom. 



JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL 

1819-1891 

WORDSWORTH 

[From Among my Books, Series II, ~S.76] 

A GENERATION has now passed away sine 
Wordsworth was laid with the family in th 

churchyard at Grasmere. Perhaps it is hardly y( 
time to take a perfectly impartial measure of his valu 
as a poet. To do this is especially hard for those wh 
are old enough to remember the last shot which th 
foe was sullenly firing in that long war of criti( 
which began when he published his manifesto ~ 
Pretender, and which came to a pause rather tha 
end when they flung up their caps with the rest ~ 
his final coronation. Something of the intensity ( 
the odium theologicum (if indeed the aestheticum be n< 
in these days the more bitter of the two) entered int 
the conflict. The Wordsworthians were a sect, whc 
if they had the enthusiasm, had also not a little ( 
the exclusiveness and partiality to which sects al 
liable. The verses of the master had for them tll 
virtue of religious canticles stimulant of zeal and nc 
amenable to the ordinary tests of cold-blooded crit 
cism. Like the hymns of the Huguenots and Cove 
nanters, they were songs of battle no less than c 
worship, and the combined ardours of conviction an 
conflict lent them a fire that was not naturally the: 
own. As we read them now, that virtue of the momer 
is gone out of them, and whatever of Dr. Wattsine 
there is gives us a slight shock of disenchantmen 
I t is something like the difference between the Ma: 
seillaise sung by armed propagandists on the edge • 
battle, or by Brissotins in the tumbrel, and the wore 
of it read coolly in the closet, or recited with W. 
factitious frenzy of Therese. It was natural in tt. 
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arly days of Wordsworth's career to dwell most 
lDdly on those profounder qualities to appreciate 
rhich settled in some sort the measure of a man's 
ight to judge of poetry at all. But now we must 
dmit the shortcomings, the failures, the defects, as 
o less essential elements in forming a sound judge­
lent as to whether the seer and artist were so united 
1 him as to justify the claim first put in by himself 
nd afterwards maintained by his sect to a place 
'eside the few great poets who exalt men's minds, 
nd give a right direction and safe outlet to their 
,assions through the imagination, while insensibly 
elping them toward balance of character and 
=renity of judgement by stimulating their sense of 
,roportion, form, and the nice adjustment of means 
) ends. In none of our poets has the constant pro­
ulsion of an unbending will, and the concentration 
f exclusive, if I must not say somewhat narrow, 
ympathies done so much to make the original en­
owment of nature effective, and in none accordingly 
oes the biography throw so much light on the works, 
renter so. largely into their composition as an ele­
lent whether of power or of weakness. Wordsworth 
.ever saw, and I think never wished to see, beyond 
b.e limits of his own consciousness and experience. 
Ie early conceived himself to be, and through life 
ras confirmed by circumstances in the faith that he 
ras, a 'dedicated spirit',' a state of mind likely to 
.lrther an intense but at the same time one-sided 
!evelopment of the intellectual powers. The solitude 
il which the greater part of his mature life was 
lassed, while it doubtless ministered to the passionate 

• In the Prelude he attributes this consecration to a sunrise 
een (during a ' college vacation) as he walked homeward 
~om some village festival where he had danced all night: 

My heart was full; I made no vows, but vows 
Were then made for me; bond unknown to me 
Was given that I should be, else sinning greatly, 
A dedicated Spirit.-Book IV. 
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intensity of his musings upon man and nature, wa: 
it may be suspected, harmful to him as an artist, b 
depriving him of any standard of proportion outsid 
himself by which to test the comparative value of h: 
thoughts, and by rendering him more and more incar 
ableofthaturbanityofmindwhichcouldbegainedonl 
by commerce with men more nearly on his own leve 
and which gives tone without lessening individualit) 
Wordsworth never quite saw the distinction betwee 
the eccentric and the original. For what we ca 
originality seems not so much anything peculia I 
much less anything odd, but that quality in a ma 
which touches human nature at most points of i1 
circumference, which reinvigorates the consciousnel 
of our own powen by recalling and confirming ou 
own unvalued sensations and perceptions, give 
classic shape to our own amorphous imaginings, an 
adequate utterance to our own stammering concer 
tions or emotions. The poet's office is to be a Voice 
not of one crying in the wilderness to a knot of alread 
magnetized ' acolytes, but singing ' amid the thron 
of men, and lifting their common aspirations an 
sympathies (so first clearly revealed to themselve!l 
on the wings of his song to a purer ether and a wide 
reach of view. We cannot, if we would, read th 
poetry of Wordsworth as mere poetry; at every othe 
page we find ourselves entangled in a problem ( 
aesthetics. The world-old question of matter an< 
form, of whether nectar is of precisely the same flavou 
when served to us from a Grecian chalice or from an 
jug of ruder pottery, comes up for decision anev. 
The Teutonic nature has always shown a sturd 
preference of the solid bone with a marrow of nutri 
tious moral to any shadow of the same on the flowin: 
mirror of sense. Wordsworth never lets us long forge 
the deeply rooted stock from which he sprang,­
vim ben dtl lui. 

William Wordsworth was born at Cockermout 



WORDSWORTH 
11 Cumberland on the 7th of April, 1770, the second r five children. His father was John Wordsworth, 
n attorney-at-law, and agent of Sir James Lowther, 

erwards first Earl of Lonsdale. His mother was 
mne Cookson, the daughter of a mercer in Penrith. 
[is paternal ancestors had been settled immemorially 

Penis tone in Yorkshire, whence his grandfather 
tad emigrated to Westmorland. His mother, a 
10man of piety and wisdom, died in March 1778, 
iCing then in her thirty-second year. His father, who 
lever entirely cast off the depression occasioned by 
Ler death, survived her but five years, dying in 
)ecember 1783, when William was not quite fourteen 
ears old. . 
The poet's early childhood was passed partly at 

~ockermouth, and partly with his maternal grand­
ather at Penrith. His first teacher appears to have 
,een Mrs. Anne Birkett, a kind of Shenstone's 
;choolmistress, who practised the memory of her 
mpils, teaching them chiefly by rote, and not en­
leavouring to cultivate their reasoning faculties, 

process by which children are apt to be converted 
rom natural logicians into impertinent sophists. 
\.mong his schoolmates here was Mary Hutchinson, 
vho afterwards became his wife. 

In 1778 he was sent to a school founded by Edwin 
iandys, Archbishop of York, in the year 1585, at 
Iawkshead in Lancashire. Hawkshead is a small 
narket-town in the vale of Esthwaite, about a third 
,f a mile north-west of the lake. Here Wordsworth 
)assed nine years, among a people of simple habits 
md scenery of a sweet and pastoral dignity. His earliest 
ntiniacies were with the mountains, lakes, and 
treams of his native district, and the associations 
~th which his mind was stored during its most im­
~ressible period were noble and pure. The boys were 
)Oarded among the dames of the village, thus enjoy­
ng a freedom from scholastic restraints, which could be 
lothing but beneficial in a place where the temptations 
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were only to sports that hardened the body, whil 
they fostered a love of nature in the spirit a 
habits of observation in the mind. Wordsworth 
ordinary amusements here were hunting and fishin 
rowing, skating, and long walks around the lake a 
among the hills, with an occasional scamper _ 
horseback.' His life as a schoolboy was favourabl 
also to his poetic development, in being identifi 
with that of the people among whom he lived 
Among men of simple habits, and where there a 
smaIl diversities of condition, the feelings and pas 
sions are displayed with less restraint, and the younl 
poet grew acquainted with that primal human basi 
of character where the Muse finds firm foothol 
and to which he ever afterward cleared his wa 
through all the overlying drift of conventionalis 
The dalesmen were a primitive and hardy race wn 
kept alive the traditions and often the habits of. 
more picturesque time. A common level of interes 
and social standing fostered unconventional ways 9 
thought and speech, and friendly human sympathies 
Solitude induced reflection, a reliance of the min~ 
on its own resources, and individuality of characte~ 
Where everybody knew everybody, and everybodY'1 
father had known everybody's father, the interest d 
man in man was not likely to become a matter of colc 
hearsay and distant report. When death knockec 
at any door in the hamlet, there was an echo fron 
every fireside, and a wedding dropped its whitt 
flowers at every threshold. There was not a gravt 
in the churchyard but had itS story; not a crag 0 ] 

glen or aged tree untouched with some ideal hue 0 

legend. It was here that Wordsworth learned tha­
homely humanity which gives such depth and sin­
cerity to his poems. Travel, society, culture, nothin€ 
could obliterate the deep trace of that early training 
which enables him to speak directly to the primitiv( 

• Prelude, Book II. 
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instincts of man. He was apprenticed early to the 
difficult art of being himself. 

At school he wrote some task-verses on subjects 
imposed by the master, and also some voluntaries 
of his own, equally undistinguished by any peculiar 
merit. But he seems to have made up his mind as 
early as in his fourteenth year to become a poet. I 'It 
is recorded', says his biographer vaguely, 'that the 
poet's father set him very early to learn portions of 
the best English poets by heart, so that at an early 
age he could repeat large portions of Shakespeare, 
Milton, and Spenser.' 

The great event of Wordsworth's schooldays was 
the death of his father, who left what may be called 
a hypothetical estate, consisting chiefly of claims upon 
the first Earl of Lonsdale, the payment of which, 
though their justice was acknowledged, that noble­
man contrived in some unexplained way to elude so 
long as he lived. In October 1787 he left school for 
St. John's College, Cambridge. He was already, we 
are told, a fair Latin scholar, and had made some 
progress in mathematics. The earliest books we hear 
of his reading were Don Quixote, Gil Blas, Gulliver's 
Travels, and the Tale of a Tub; but at school he had 
also become familiar with the works of some English 
poets, particularly Goldsmith and Gray, of whose 
poems he had learned many by heart. What is more 
to the purpose, he had become, without knowing it, 
a lover of Nature in all her moods, and the same 
mental necessities of a solitary life which compel men 
to an interest in the transitory phenomena of scenery, 
had made him also studious of the movements of his 
own mind, and the mutual inter-action and depen­
dence of the external and internal universe. 

Doubtless his early orphanage was not without its 
effect in confirming a character naturally impatient 

I I to the muses have been bound, 
These fourteen years, by strong indentures. 

Idiot Boy (1798). 
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of control, and his mind, left to itself, clothed it­
self with an indigenous growth, which grew fairl~ 
and freely, unstinted by the shadow of exotic planta­
tions. It has become a truism, that remarkabl~ 
persons have remarkable mothers; but perhaps tllli 
is chiefly true of such as have made themselves dis­
tinguished by their industry, and by the assiduoUl 
cultivation offaculties in themselves of only an averag~ 
quality. It is rather to be noted how little is knoWIl 
of the parentage of men of the first magnitude, ho", 
often they seem in some sort foundlings, and ho", 
early an apparently adverse destiny begins the cultur~ 
of those who are to encounter and master great intel­
lectual or spiritual experiences. 

Of his disposition as a child little is known, bUl 
that little is characteristic. He himself tells us thal 
he was 'stiff, moody, and of violent temper'. Hi! 
mother said of him that he was the only one of hel 
children about whom she felt any anxiety,-for she 
was sure that he would be remarkable for good OJ 

evil. Once, in resentment at some fancied injury, 
he resolved to kill himself, but his heart failed him. 
I suspect that few boys of passionate temperamenl 
have escaped these momentary suggestions of despair­
ing helplessness. 'On another occasion,' he says, 
'while I was at my grandfather's house at Penrith, 
along with my eldest brother Richard, we were whip­
ping tops together in the long drawing-room, on 
which the carpet was only laid down on particular 
occasions. The walls were hung round with family 
pictures, and I said to my brother, "Dare you strike 
your whip through that old lady's petticoat?" He 
replied, "No, I won't." "Then," said I, "here goes," 
and I struck my lash through her hooped petticoat, 
for which, no doubt, though I have forgotten it, I 
was properly punished. But, possibly from some want 
of judgement in punishments inflicted, I had become 
perverse and obstinate in defying chastisement, and 
rather proud of it than otherwise.' This last anecdote 
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is as happily typical as a bit of Greek mythology 
which always prefigured the lives of heroes in the 
stories of their childhood. Just so do we find him 
afterward striking his defiant lash through the hooped 
petticoat of the artificial style of poetry, and proudly 
unsubdued by the punishment of the Reviewers. 

Of his college life the chief record is to be found in 
The Prelude. He did not distinguish himself as a 
scholar, and if his life had any incidents, they were of 
that interior kind which rarely appear in biography, 
though they may be of controlling influence upon the 
life. He speaks of reading Chaucer, Spenser, and 
Milton while at Cambridge,1 but no reflection from 
them is visible in his earliest published poems. The 
greater part of his vacations was spent in his native 
Lake-country, where his only sister, Dorothy, was 
the companion of his rambles. She was a woman of 
large natural endowments, chiefly of the receptive 
kind, and · had much to do with the formation and 
tendency of the poet's mind. It was she who called 
rorth the shyer sensibilities of his nature, and taught 
an originally harsh and austere imagination to sur­
round itself with fancy and feeling, as the rock fringes 
itself with a sun-spray of ferns. She was his first 
public, and belonged to that class of prophetically 
appreciative temperaments whose apparent office it 
is to cheer the early solitude of original minds with 
messages from the future. Through the greater part" 
of his life she continued to be a kind of poetical 
conscience to him. 

Wordsworth's last college vacation was spent in 
a foot journey upon the Continent (1790). In 
January 1791 he took his degree of B.A., and left 
Cambridge. During the summer of this year he 
visited Wales, and, after declining to enter upon holy 
orders under the plea that he was not of age for 
ordination, went over to France in November, and 
remained during the winter at Orleans. Here he 

1 Prelude, Book III. 
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became intimate with the republican General Beau 
puis, with whose hopes and aspirations he ardentl) 
sympathized. In the spring of 1792 he was at Blois 
and returned thence to Orleans, which he finall) 
quitted in October for Paris. He remained here al 
long as he could with safety, and at the close of th( 
year went back to England, thus, perhaps, escaping 
the fate which soon after overtook his friends th~ 
Brissotins. 

As hitherto the life of Wordsworth may be call 
a fortunate one, not less so in the training and ex· 
pansion of his faculties was this period of his stay i 
France. Born and reared in a country where the 
homely and familiar nestles confidingly amid th~ 
most savage and sublime forms of nature, he had 
experienced whatever impulses the. creative facult)i 
can receive from mountain and cloud and the voic 
of winds and waters, but he had known man only a 
an actor in fir.eside histories and tragedies, for whic 
the hamlet supplied an ample stage. In France he: 
first felt the authentic beat ofa nation's heart; he was 
a spectator at one of those dramas where the terrible 
footfall of the Eumenides is heard nearer and neare~ 
in the pauses of the action; and he saw man such as 
he can only be when he is vibrated by the orgasm 
of a national emotion. He sympathized with the 
hopes of France and of mankind deeply, as was fitting 
in a young man and a poet; and if his faith in the 
gregarious advancement of men was afterward shaken, 
he only held the more firmly by his belief in the indi­
vidual, and his reverence for the human as something 
quite apart from the popular and above it. Words­
worth has been unwisely blamed, as if he had been 
recreant to the liberal instincts of his youth. But it 
was inevitable that a genius so regulated and metrical 
as his, a mind which always compensated itself for its 
artistic radicalism by an involuntary leaning toward 
external respectability, should recoil from whatever 
was convulsionary and destructive in politics, and 
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Lbove all in religion. He reads the poeIIlll of Words­
vorth without understanding, who does not find in 
hem the noblest incentives to faith in man and the 
:randeur of his destiny, founded always upon that 
>ersonal dignity and virtue, the capacity for whose 
Lttainment alone makes universal liberty possible 
md assures its permanence. He was to make men 
letter by opening to them the sources of an inalterable 
veIl-being; to make them free, in a sense higher than 
>olitical, by showing them that these sources are 
vithin them, and that no contrivance of man can 
>ermanently emancipate narrow natures and de­
>raved minds. His politics were always those of a 
>oet, circling in the larger orbit of causes and prin­
:iples, Careless of the transitory oscillation of events. 

The change in his point of view (if change there 
vas) certainly was complete soon after his return 
rom France, and was perhaps djIe in part to the 
nfluence of Burke. 

While he [Burke] forewarns, denounces, launches forth, 
Against all systems built on abstract rights, . 
Keen ridicule; the majesty proclaims 
Of institutes and laws hallowed by time; 
Declares the vital power of social ties 
Endeared by custom; and with high disdain, 
Exploding upstart theory, insists 
Upon the allegiance to which men are born. 

. . . Could a youth, and one 
In ancient story versed, whose breast had heaved 
Under the weight of classic eloquence, 
Sit, see, and hear, unthankful, uninspired?' 

He had seen the French for a dozen years eagerly 
>usy in tearing up whatever had roots in the past, 
'eplacing the venerable trunks of tradition and orderly 
:rowth with liberty-poles, then striving vainly to 
)iece together the fibres they had broken, and to re­
)roduce artificially that sense of perma~ence and 

r Prelude, Book VII. Written before 1805, and referring 
o a still earlier date. 
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continuity which is the main safeguard of vigoro 
self-consciousness in a nation. He: became a To 
through intellectual conviction, retaining, I suspec 
to the last, a certain radicalism of temperament a~ 
instinct. Haydon tells us that in 1809 Sir Georg 
Beaumont said to him and Wilkie, 'Wordsworth rna 
perhaps walk in; ifhe do, I caution you both agairu 
his terrific democratic notions'; and it must have be 
many years later that Wordsworth himself told Cra 
Robinson, 'I have no respect whatever for Whigs, blJ 
I have a great deal of the Chartist in me'. In 18m 
during his tour in Scotland, he travelled on Sunda) 
as on the other days of the week. He afterward 
became a theoretical churchgoer. 'Wordsworth d~ 
fended earnestly the Church establishment. He ev~ 
said he would shed his blood for it. Nor was he d', 
concerted by a laugh raised against him on aCCOUD 
of his having confessed that he knew not when he h 
been in a church in his own country. "All ou 
ministers are so vile," said he. The mischief of alloy; 
ing the clergy to depend on the caprice of the multi 
tude he thought more than outweighed all the evil 
of an establishment.' 

In December 1792 Wordsworth had returned t 
England, and in the following year published DescriJ 
tive Sketches and the Evening Walk. He did this, as h 
says in one of his letters, to show that, although h 
had gained no honours at the University, he could d 
something. They met with no great success, and h 
afterward corrected them so much as to destroy a: 
their interest as juvenile productions, without com 
municating to them any of the merits of maturit) 
In commenting, sixty years afterward, on a couple 
in one of these poems,-

And, fronting the bright west, the oak entwines 
Its darkening boughs and leaves in stronger lines,-

he says: 'This is feebly and imperfectly expressed 
but 1 recollect distinctly the very spot where thi 
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first struck me. • .. The moment was important in 
Illy poetical history; for I date from it my conscious­
!less of the infinite variety of natural appearances 
which had been unnoticed by the poets of any age or 
:ountry, so far as I was acquainted with them, and 
[ made a resolution to supply in some degree the 
:leficiency .' 

It is plain that Wordsworth's memory was playing 
lim a trick here, misled by that instinct (it may 
umost be called) of consistency which leads men first 
:0 desire that their lives should have been without 
)reak or seam, and then to believe that they have 
)een such. The more distant ranges of perspective 
lre apt to run together in retrospection. How far 
:ould Wordsworth at fourteen have been acquainted 
.vith the poets of all ages and countries,-he who to 
lis dying day could not endure to read Goethe and 
mew nothing of Calderon? It seems to me rather 
hat the earliest influence traceable in him is that of 
:;oldsmith, and later of Cowper, and it is, perhaps, 
:ome slight indication of its having already begun 
hat his first volume of Descriptive Sketches (1793) was 
mt forth by Johnson, who was Cowper's publisher. 
3y and by the powerful impress of Burns is seen both 
n the topics of his verse and the form of his expres­
ion. But whatever their ultimate effect upon his 
tyle, certain it is that his juvenile poems were clothed 
n the conventional habit of the eighteenth century. 
The first verses from which he remembered to have 
'eceived great pleasure were Miss Carter's Poem on 
pring, a poem in the six-line stanza which he waf 
)articularly fond of and had composed much in,­
or example, Ruth.' This is noteworthy, for Words­
vorth's lyric range, especially so far as tune is con· 
:!=rned, was always narrow. His sense of melody was 
)ainfully' dull, and some of his lighter effusions, as 
le would have called them, are almost ludicrously 
vanting in grace of movement. We cannot expect 
n a modern poet the thrush-like improvisation, the 
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impulsively bewitching cadences, that charm us i: 
our Elizabethan drama and whose last warble diel 
with Herrick; but Shelley, Tennyson, and Brownin. 
have shown that the simple pathos of their music wa 
not irrecoverable, even if the artless poignancy ( 
their phrase be gone beyond recall. We feel this lac 
in Wordsworth all the more keenly if we compar 
such verses as 

Like an army defeated 
The snow hath retreated 
And now doth fare ill 
On the top of the bare hill, 

with Goethe's exquisite Ueber allen Gipfeln ist Ruh, i 
which the lines (as if shaken down by a momentar 
breeze of emotion) drop lingeringly one after anothf 
like blossoms upon turf. 

The Evening Walk and Descriptive Sketches sh01 
plainly the prevailing influence of Goldsmith, bot 
in the turn of thought and the . mechanism of th 
verse. They lack altogether the temperance of ton 
and judgement in selection which have made th 
Traveller and the Deserted Village perhaps the mo~ 
truly classical poems in the language. They bea 
here and there, however, the unmistakable starn 
of the maturer Wordsworth, not only in a certai 
blunt realism, but in the intensity and truth of pic 
turesque epithet. Of this realism, from which Word~ 
worth never wholly freed himself, the follo~n 
verses may suffice as a specimen. After describin 
the fate of a chamois-hunter killed by falling from 
crag, his fancy goes back to the bereaved wife and SOIl 

Haply that child in fearful doubt may gaze, 
Passing his father's bones in future days, 
Start at the reliques of that very thigh 
On which so oft he prattled when a boy. 

In these poems there is plenty of that 'poetic dictior 
against which Wordsworth was to lead the revo: 
nine years later. 
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To wet the peak's impracticable sides 
He opens of his feet the sanguine tides, 
Weak and more weak the issuing current eyes 
Lapped by the panting tongue of thirsty skies. 

49' 

Both of these passages have disappeared from the 
revised edition, as well as some curious outbursts of 
that motiveless despair which Byron made fashionable 
not long after. Nor are there wanting touches of 
fleshliness which strike us oddly as cO,ming from 
Wordsworth. 

Farewell! those forms that in thy noontide shade 
Rest near their little plots of oaten glade, 
Those steadfast eyes that beating breasts inspire 
To throw the 'sultry ray' of young Desire; 
Those lips whose tides of fragrance come and go 
Accordant to the cheek's unquiet glow; 
Those shadowy breasts in love's soft light arrayed, 
And rising by the moon of passion swayed. 

The political tone is also mildened in the revision, 
as where he changes 'despot courts' into 'tyranny'. 
One of the alterations is interesting. In the Evening 
Walk he had originally written ' 

And bids her soldier come her wars to share 
Asleep on Minden's charnel hill afar. 

An erratum at the end directs us to correct the second 
verse, thus: 

Asleep on Bunker's charnel hill afar. 

Wordsworth somewhere rebukes the poets for making 
the owl a bodeful bird. He had himself done so in 
the Evening Walk, and corrects his epithets to suit his 
later judgement, putting 'gladsome' for 'boding', and 
replacing 

The tremulous sob of the complaining owl 
by 

The sportive outcry of the mocking owl. 

Indeed, the character of the two poems 18 so much 
changed in the revision as to make the dates appended 
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to them a misleading anachronism. But there is one 
truly Wordsworthian passage which already gives us 
a glimpse of that passion with which he was the first 
to irradiate descriptive poetry and which sets him on 
a level with Turner. 

'Tis storm; and hid in mist from hour to hour 
All day the floods a deepening murmur pour: 
The sky is veiled and every cheerful sight; 
Dark is the region as with coming night; 
But what a sudden burst of overpowering light! 
Triumphant on the bosom of the storm, 
Glances the fire-clad eagle's wheeling form; 
Eastward, in long prospective glittering shine 
The wood-crowned cliffs that o'er the lake recline; 
Those eastern cliffs a hundred streams unfold, 
At once to pillars turned that flame with gold; 
Behind his sail the peasant tries to shun 
The West that burns like one dilated sun, 
Whcre in a mighty crucible expire 
The mountains, glowing hot like coals of fire. 

Wordsworth' has made only one change in these 
verses, and -that for the worse, by substituting 
'glorious' (which was already implied in 'glances' 
and 'fire-clad') for 'wheeling'. In later life he would 
have found it hard to forgive the man who should 
have made cliffs recline over a lake. On the whole, 
what strikes us as most prophetic in these poems is 
their want of continuity, and the purple patches of 
true poetry on a texture of unmistakable prose; per­
haps we might add the incongruous clothing of prose 
thoughts in the ceremonial robes of poesy. 

During the same year (1793) he wrote, but did 
not publish, a political tract, in which he avowed 
himself opposed to monarchy and to the hereditary 
principle, and desirous of a republic, if it could be 
had without a revolution. He probably continued to 
be all his life in favour of that ideal republic 'which 
never was on land or sea', but fortunately he gave 
up politics that he might devote himself to his own 
nobler calling, to which politics are subordinate, and 
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for which he found freedom enough in England as 
it was. Dr. Wordsworth admits that his uncle's 
opinions were democratical so late as [802. I suspect 
that they remained so in an esoteric way to the end 
of his days. He had himself suffered by the arbitrary 
selfishness ofa great landholder, and he was born and 
bred in a part of England where there is a greater 
social equality than elsewhere. The look and manner 
of the Cumberland people especially are such as 
recall very vividly to a New-Englander the associa­
tions of fifty years ago, ere the change from New 
England to New Ireland had begun. But meanwhile, 
Want, which makes no distinctions of Monarchist or 
Republican, was pressing upon him. The debt due 
to his father's estate had not been paid, and Words­
worth was one of those rare idealists who esteem it 
the first duty of a friend of humanity to live for, and 
not on, his neighbour. He at first proposed establish­
ing a periodical journal to be called The Philan­
thropist, but luckily went no further with it, for the 
receipts from an organ of opinion which professed 
republicanism, and at the same time discountenanced 
the plans of all existing or defunct republicans, would 
Itave been necessarily scanty. There being no ap­
pearance of any demand, present or prospective, for 
philanthropists, he tried to get employment as corre­
;pondent of a newspaper. Here also it was impossible 
that he should succeed; he was too great to be merged 
:n the editorial We, and had too well defined a private 
)pinion on all subjects to be able to express that 
lverage of public opinion which constitutes able 
:ditorials. But so 'it is that to the prophet in the 
.vilderness the birds of ill omen are already on the 
.ving with food from heaven; and while Wordsworth'~ 
'elatives were getting impatient at what they .con­
:ldered his waste of time, while one thought he had 
:TIts enough to make a good parson, and another 
amen ted the rare attorney that was lost in him, the 
>rescient muse guided the hand of Raisley Calvert 
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while he wrote the poet's name in his will for a legac1 
of £900. By the death of Calvert, in 1795, this timel1 
help came to Wordsworth at the turning-point of hi 
life, and made it honest for him to write poems tha 
will never die, instead of theatrical critiques as ephe 
meral as play-bills, or leaders that led only to oblivion 

In the autumn of 1795 Wordsworth and his sistel 
took up their abode at Racedown Lodge, near Crew 
kerne, in Dorsetshire. Here nearly two years were 
passed, chiefly in the study of poetry, and Words 
worth to some extent recovered from the fierce dis· 
appointment of his political dreams, and regaine< 
that equable tenor of mind which alone is consisten 
with a healthy productiveness. Here Coleridge, wh< 
had contrived to see something more in the Descriptiv, 
Sketches than the public had discovered there, firs 
made his acquaintance. The sympathy and appro 
dation of an intellect like Coleridge's supplied hirr 
with that external motive to activity which is the 
chief use of popularity, and justified to him hi 
opinion of his own powers. It was now that the 
tragedy of The Borderers was for the most part written 
and that plan of the Lyrical Ballads suggested whicl 
gave Wordsworth a clue to lead him out of the meta· 
physical labyrinth in which he was entangled. I 
was agreed between the two young friends, tha 
Wordsworth was to be a philosophic poet, and, b1 
.a good fortune uncommon to such conspiracies 
Nature had already consented to the arrangement 
In July 1 797, the two WordsworthS removed to All 
foxden in Somersetshire, that they might be neal 
Coleridge, who in the meanwhile had married an< 
1lettIed himself at Nether Stowey. In Novembe: 
The Borderers was finished, and Wordsworth went ul 
to London with his sister to offer it for the stage 
The good Genius of the poet again interposing, the 
play was decisively rejected, and Wordsworth wen 
back to Allfoxden, himself the hero of that first tragi 
-comedy so common to young authors. 



WORDSWORTH 495 
The play has fine passages, but is as unreal as 

Jane Eyre. It shares with many of Wordsworth's 
narrative poems the defect of being written to illus­
trate an abstract moral theory, so that the overbearing 
thesis is continually thrusting the ppetry to the wall. 
Applied to the drama, such predestination makes all 
the personages puppets and disenables them for being 
characters. Wordsworth seems to have felt this when 
he published The Borderers in 1842, and says in a note 
that it was 'at first written ... without any vie;w to 
its exhibition upon the stage'. But he was mistaken. 
The contemporaneous letters of Coleridge to Cottle 
show that he was long in giving up the hope of 
getting it accepted by some theatrical manager. 

He now applied himself to the preparation of the 
first volume of the Lyrical Ballads for the press, and 
it was published toward the close of 1798. The book, 
which contained also The Ancient Mariner of Cole­
ridge, attracted little notice, and that in great part 
contemptuous. When Mr. Cottle, the publisher, 
shortly after sold his copyrights to Mr. Longman, 
that of the Lyrical Ballads was reckoned at <.ero, and 
it was at last given up to the authors. A few persons 
were not wanting, however, who discovered the 
dawn-streaks of a new day in that light which the 
critical fire-brigade thought to extinguish with a few 
contemptuous ,spurts of cold water. 

Lord Byron describes himself as waking one morn­
ing and finding himself famous, and it is quite an 
ordinary fact, that a blaze may be made with a little 
saltpetre that will be stared at by thousands who 
would have thought the sunrise tedious. If we may 
believe his biographer, Wordsworth might have said 
that he awoke and found himself infamous, for the 
publication of the Lyrical Ballads undoubtedly raised 
him to the distinction of being the least popular poet 
in England. Parnassus has two peaks; the one where 
improvising poets cluster; the other where the singer 
of deep secrets sits alone,-a peak veiled sometimes 
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from the whole morning of a generation by earth 
born mists and smoke of kitchen fires, only to glo'\\ 
the more consciously at sunset, and after nightfal 
to crown itself with imperishable stars. Wordswortl 
had that self-trust which in the man of genius ~ 
sublime, and in the man of talent insufferable. II 
mattered not to him though all the reviewers hac 
been in a chorus of laughter or conspiracy of silence 
behind him. He went quietly over to Germany t< 
write more Lyrical Ballads, and to begin a poem or 
the growth of his own mind, at a time when there 
were only two men in the world (himself and Cole· 
ridge) who were aware that he had one, or at leasl 
one anywise differing from those mechanically uni· 
form ones which are stuck drearily, side by side, ir 
the great pin-paper of society. 

In Germany Wordsworth dined in company with 
Klopstock, and after dinner they had a conversation, 
of which Wordsworth took notes. The respectable 
old poet, who was passing the evening of his day! 
by the chimney-comer, Darby and Joan like, with 
his respectable Muse, seems to have been rathel 
bewildered by the apparition of a living genius. 
The record is of value now chiefly for the insight il 
gives us into Wordsworth's mind. Among othel 
things he said, 'that it was the province of a greal 
poet to raise people up to his own level, not to descend 
to theirs',-memorable words, the more memorable 
that a literary life of sixty years was in keeping with 
them. 

It would be instructive to know what were Words. 
worth's studies during his winter in Goslar. D( 
Quincey's statement is mere conjecture. It may b( 
guessed fairly enough that he would seek an entranc( 
to the German language by the easy path of th( 
ballad, a course likely to confirm him in his theories 
as to the language of poetry. The Spinozism with 
which he has been not unjustly charged was certainly 
not due to any German influence, for it appean 
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unmistakably in the Lines composed at Tintern Abbey 
in July 1798. It is more likely to have been derived 
from his talks with Coleridge in 1797. When Emer­
son visited him in 1833, he spoke with loathing of 
Wilhelm Meister, a part of which he had read in 
Carlyle's translation apparently. There was some 
affectation in this, it should seem, for he had read 
Smollett. On the whole, it may be fairly concluded 
that the help of Germany in the development of his 
genius may be reckoned as very small, though there 
is certainly a marked resemblance both in form and 
sentiment between some of his earlier lyrics and those 
of Goethe. His poem of the Thorn, though vastly more 
imaginative, may have been suggested by Burger's 
Pfarrers Tochter von Taubenhain. The little grave 
drei Spannen lang, in its conscientious measurement, 
certainly recalls a famous couplet in the English 
poem. 

After spending the winter at Goslar, Wordsworth 
and his sister returned to England in the spring of 
1799, and settled at Grasmere in Westmorland. In 
1800, the first edition of the Lyrical Ballads being 
exhausted, it was republished with the addition of 
another volume, Mr. Longman paying £100 for the 
copyright of two editions. The book passed to a 
second edition in 1802, and to a third in 1805. 
Wordsworth sent a copy of it, with a manly letter, to 
Mr. Fox, particularly recommending to his attention 
the poeIns Michael and The Brothers, as displaying the 
strength and permanence among a simple and rural 
population of those domestic affections which were 
certain to decay gradually under the influence of 
manufactories and poor-houses. Mr. Fox wrote a 
Civil acknowledgement, saying that his favourites 
among the poeIns were Harry Gill, We are Seven, The 
Mad Mother, and The Idiot, but that he was prepos­
sessed against the use of blank verse for simple 
subjects. Any political significance in the poeIns he 
was apparently unable to see. To this second edition 
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Wordsworth prefixed an argumentative Preface, in 
which he nailed to the door of the cathedral of Eng­
lish song the critical theses which he was to main­
tain against all comers in his poetry and his life. It 
was a new thing for an author to undertake to show 
the goodness of his verses by the logic and learning 
of his prose; but Wordsworth carried to the reform 
of poetry all that fervour and faith which had lost 
their political object, and it is another proof of the 
sincerity and greatness of his mind, and of that 
heroic simplicity which is their concomitant, that he 
could do so "calmly what was sure to seem ludicrous 
to the greater number of his readers. Fifty years 
have since demonstrated that the true judgement of 
one man outweighs any counterpoise of false judge­
ment, and that the faith of mankind is guided to a man 
only by a well-founded faith in himself. To this 
Defensio Wordsworth afterward added a supplement, 
and the two form a treatise of permanent value for 
philosophic statement and decorous English. Their 
only ill effect has been, that they have encouraged 
many otherwise deserving young men to set a Sibyl­
line value on their " verses in proportion as they were 
unsaleable. The strength of an argument for self­
reliance drawn from the example of a great man 
depends wholly on the greatness of him who uses it; 
such arguments being like coats of mail, which, 
though they serve the strong against arrow-flights and 
lance-thrusts, may only suffocate the weak or sink 
him the sooner in the waters of oblivion. 

An advertisement prefixed to the Lyrical Ballads, 
as originally published in one volume, warned the 
reader that 'they were written chiefly with a view tc 
ascertain how far the language of conversation in the middll 
and lower classes of society is adapted to the purposes oj 
poetic pleasure'. In his preface to the second edition, 
in two volumes, Wordsworth already found himsell 
forced to shift his ground a little (perhaps in defer­
ence to the wider view and finer sense of Coleridge), 
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and now says of the former volume that 'it was pub­
lished as an experiment which, I hoped, might be 
of some use to ascertain how far, by fitting to metrical 
arrangement, a selection of the real language of men in a 
state of vivid sensation, that sort of pleasure and that 
quantity of pleasure may be imparted which a poet 
may rationalry endeavour to impart'. Here is evidence 
of a retreat towards a safer position, though Words­
worth seems to have remained unconvinced at heart, 
and for many years longer clung obstinately to the 
passages of bald prose into which his original theory 
had betrayed him. In 1815 his opinions had under­
gone a still further change, and an assiduous study 
of the qualities of his own mind and of his own 
poetic method (the two subjects in which alone he 
was ever a thorough scholar) . had convinced him 
that poetry was in no sense that appeal to the under­
standing which is implied by the words 'rationally 
endeavour to impart'. In the preface of that year 
he says, 'The observations prefixed to that portion 
of these volumes which was published many years 
ago under the title of Lyrical Ballads have so little of 
special application to the greater part of the present 
enlarged and diversified collection, that they could 
not with propriety stand as an introduction to it.' 
It is a pity that he could not have become an earlier 
convert to Coleridge's pithy definition, that 'prose 
was words in their best order, and poetry the best 
words in the best order'. But idealization was some­
thing that Wordsworth was obliged to learn painfully. 
It did not come to him naturally as to Spenser and 
Shelley and to Coleridge in his higher moods. More­
over, it was in the too frequent choice of subjects 
i.ncapable of being idealized without a manifest jar 
between theme and treatment that Wordsworth's 
great mistake lay. For example, in the The Blind High­
land Boy he had originally the following stanzas: 

Strong is the current, but be mild, 
Ye waves, and spare the helpless child! 
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If ye in anger fret or chafe, 
A bee-hive would be ship as safe 

As that in which he sails. 
But say, what was it? Thought of fear! 
Well may ye tremble when ye hear! 
-A household tub like one of those 
Which women use to wash their clothes, 

This ~rried the blind boy. 

In endeavouring to get rid of the downright 
vulgarity of phrase in the last stanza, Wordsworth 
invents an impossible tortoise-shell, and thus robs 
his story of the reality which alone gave it a living 
interest. Any extemporized raft would have floated 
the boy down to immortality. But Wordsworth never 
quite learned the distinction between Fact, which 
suffocates the .Muse, and Truth, which is the very 
breath of her nostrils. Study and self-culture did 
much for him, but they never quite satisfied him that 
he was capable of making a mistake. He yielded 
silently to friendly remonstrance on certain points, 
and gave up, for example, the ludicrous exactness of 

I've measured it from side to side, 
'Tis three feet long and two feet wide. 

But I doubt if he was ever really convinced, and 
to his dying day he could never quite shake off that 
habit of over-minute detail which renders the narra­
tives of uncultivated people so tedious, and some­
times so distasteful. Simon Lee, after his latest revision, 
still contains verses like these: 

And he is lean and he is sick; 
His body, dwindled and awry, 
Rests upon ankles swollen and thic1t; 
His legs are thin and dry; 

. . . . . . 
Few months of life he has in store, 
As he to you will tell, 
For still, the more he works, the more 
Do his weak ankles swell,-

which are not only prose, but bad prose, and more-
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over guilty of the same fault for which Wordsworth 
condemned Dr. Johnson's famous parody on the 
ballad-style,- that their 'matter is contemptible'. The 
sonorousness of conviction with which Wordsworth 
sometimes gives utterance to commonplaces of thought 
and trivialities of sentiment has a ludicrous effect 
on the profane and even on the faithful in unguarded 
moments. We are reminded of a passage in The 
Excursion: 

List! I heard 
From yon huge breast of rock a solemn bleat, 
Sent forth as if it were the mountain's v~ice. 

In 1800 the friendship of Wordsworth with Lamb 
began, and was thenceforward never interrupted. 
He continued to live at Grasmere, conscientiously 
::liligent in the composition of poems, secure of find­
ing the materials of glory within and around him; 
for his genius taught him that inspiration is no 
product of a foreign shore, and that no adventurer 
!ver found it, though he wandered as long as 
Ulysses. Meanwhile the appreciation of the best minds 
and the gratitude of the purest hearts gradually 
~entred more and more towards him. In 1802 he 
made a short visit to France, in company with 
Miss Wordsworth, and soon after his return to Eng­
land was married to Mary Hutchinson, on the 4th 
)f October of the same year. Of the good fortune of 
this marriage no other proof is needed than the 
[>urity and serenity of his poems, and its record is 
to be sought nowhere else. 

On the 18th of June, 1803, his first child, John, 
was born, and on the 14th of August of the same 
~ear he set out with his sister on a foot journey into 
5cotland. Colcridge was their companion during a 
oart of this excursion, of which Miss Wordsworth 
~cpt a full diary. In Scotland he made the acquain­
tance of Scott" who rccited to him a part of the 
[.ay . of the Last Minstrel,' then in manuscript. The 
travcllers returned to Grasmere on the 25th of 
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September. It was during this year that Wordsworth's 
intimacy with the excellent Sir George Beaumont 
began. Sir George was an amateur painter of con­
siderable merit, and his friendship was undoubtedly 
of service to Wordsworth in making him familiar 
with the laws of a sister art and thus contributing 
to enlarge the sympathies of his criticism, the ten­
dency of which was toward too great exclusiveness. 
Sir George Beaumont, dying in 1827, did not forgo 
his regard for the poet, but contrived to hold his 
affection in mortmain by the legacy of an annuity 
of £100, to defray the charges of a yearly journey. 

In March 1805, the poet's brother, John, lost his 
life by the shipwreck of the Abergavenny East-India­
man, of which he was captain. He was a man of 
great purity and integrity, and sacrificed himself to 
his sense of duty by refusing to leave the ship till it 
was impossible to save him. Wordsworth was deeply 
attached to him, and felt such grief at his death as 
only solitary natures like his are capable of, though 
mitigated by a sense of the heroism which was the 
cause of it. The need of mental activity as affording 
an outlet to intense emotion may account for the 
great productiveness of this and the following year. 
He now completed The Prelude, wrote The Waggoner, 
and increased the number ofhis smaller poems enough 
to fill two volumes, which were published in 1807. 

This collection, which contained some of the most 
beautiful of his shorter pieces, and among others the 
incomparable Odes to Duty and on Immortality, did 
not reach a second edition till 1815. The reviewers 
had another laugh, and rival poets pillaged while 
they scoffed, particularly Byron, among whose 
verses a bit of Wordsworth showed as incongruously 
as a sacred vestment on the back of some buccaneer­
ing plunderer of an abbey. There was a general 
combination to put him down, but on the other 
hand there was a powerful party in his favour, con­
sisting of William Wordsworth. He not only con-
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tinued in good heart himself, but, reversing the order 
usual on such occasions, kept up the spirits of his 
friends. 

Wordsworth passed the winter of 1806-7 in a house 
of Sir George Beaumont's, at Coleorton in Leicester­
shire, the cottage at Grasmere having become too 
small for his increased family. On his return to the 
Vale of Grasmere he rented the house at Allan Bank, 
where he lived three years. During this period he 
appears to have written very little poetry, for which 
his biographer assigns as a primary reason the smoki­
ness of the Allan Bank chimneys. This will hardly 
account for the failure of the summer crop, especially 
as Wordsworth composed chiefly in the open air. It 
did not prevent him from writing a pamphlet upon 
the Convention of Cintra, which was published too 
late to attract much attention, though Lamb says 
that its effect upon him was like that which one of 
Milton's tracts might have had upon a contemporary. 
It was at Allan Bank that Coleridge dictated Th 
Friend, and Wordsworth contributed to it two essays, 
one in answer to a letter of Mathetes (Professor 
Wilson), and the other on Epitaphs, republished in 
the Notes to The Excursion. Here also he wrote his 
Description of the Scenery of the Lakes. Perhaps a truer 
explanation of the comparative silence of Words­
worth's Muse during these years is to be found in 
the intense interest which he took in current events, 
whose variety, picturesqueness, and historical signi­
ficance were enough to absorb all the energies of his 
imagination. 

In the spring of 1811 Wordsworth removed to the 
Parsonage at Grasmere. Here he remained two years, 
and here he had his second intimate experience of 
sorrow in the loss of two of his children, Catharine 
and Thomas, one of whom died 4th June, and the 
other 1st December, 1812. Early in 1813 he bought 
Rydal Mount, and, having removed thither, changed 
his abode no more during the rest of his life. In 
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March of this year he ' was appointed Distributor of 
Stamps for the county of Westmorland, an office 
whose receipts rendered him independent, and whose 
business he was able to do by deputy, thus leaving 
him ample leisure for nobler duties. De Quincey 
speaks of this appointment as an instance of the 
remarkable good luck which waited upon Words­
worth through his whole life. 'In our view it is only 
another illustration of that scripture which describes 
the . righteous as never forsaken. Good luck is the 
willing handmaid of upright, energetic character, 
and conscientious observance of duty. Wordsworth 
owed his nomination to the friendly exertions of 
the Earl of Lonsdale, who desired to atone as far 
as might be for the injustice of the first Earl, and 
who respected the honesty of the man more than he 
appreciated the originality of the poet. The Collec­
torship at Whitehaven (a more lucrative office) was 
afterwards offered to Wordsworth, and declined. 
He had enough for independence, and wished nothing 
more. Still later, on the death of the Stamp-Dis­
tributor for Cumberland, a part of that district was 
annexed to Westmorland, and Wordsworth's income 
was raised to something more than £1,000 a year. 

In 1814 he made his second tour in Scotland, 
visiting Yarrow in company with the Ettrick Shep­
herd. During this year The EXfUrsion was published, 
in an edition of five hundred copies, which supplied 
the demand for six years. Another edition of the 
same number of copies was published in 1827, and 
not exhausted till 1834. In 1815 The White Doe if 
Rylstone appeared, and in 1816 A Letter to a Friend of 
Burns, in which Wordsworth gives his opinion upon 
the limits to be ' observed by the biographers of 
literary men. It contains many valuable suggestions, 
but allows hardly scope enough for personal details, 
to which he was constitutionally indifferent. Nearly 
the same· date may be ascribed to a rhymed trans­
lation of the first three books of the Aeneid, a speci-
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men of which was printed in the Cambridge Philo­
logical Museum (1832). In 1819 Peter Bell, written 
twenty years before, was published, and, perhaps in 
consequence of the ridicule of the reviewers, found 
a more rapid sale than any of his previous volumes. 
The Waggoner, printed in the same year, was less 
successful. His next publication was the volume of 
Sonnets on the river Duddon, with some miscellaneous 
poems, 1820. A tour on the Continent in 1820 
furnished the subjects for another collection, pub­
lished in 1822. This was followed in the same year 
by the volume of Ecclesiastical Sketches. His sub­
sequent publications were Yarrow Revisited, 1835, and 
the tragedy of The Borderers, 1842. 

During all these years his fame was increasing 
slowly but steadily, and his age gathered to itself 
the reverence and the troops of friends which his 
poems and the nobly simple life reflected in them 
deserved. Public honours followed private appre­
ciation. In 1838 the University of Dublin conferred 
upon him the degree of D.C.L. In 1839 Oxford did 
the same, and the reception of the poet (now in his 
seventieth year) at the University was enthusiastic. 
In 1842 he resigned his office of Stamp-Distributor, 
and Sir Robert Peel had the honour of putting him 
upon the civil list for a pension of £300. In 1843 
he was appointed Laureate, with the express under­
standing that it was a tribute of respect, involving no 
duties except such as might be self-imposed. His 
only official production was an Ode for the installa­
tion of Prince Albert as Chancellor of the University 
of Cambridge. His life was prolonged yet seven years, 
almost, it should seem, that he might receive that 
honour which he had truly conquered for himself by 
the unflinching bravery of a literary life of half a 
century, unparalleled for the scorn with which its 
labours were received, and the victorious acknow­
ledgement which at last crowned them. Surviving 
nearly all his contemporaries, he had, if ever any 
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man had, a foretaste of immortality, enjoying in l 

sort his own posthumous renown, for the hard~ 
slowness of its growth gave a safe pledge of its dura 
bility. He died on the 23rd of April, 1850, th, 
anniversary of the death of Shakespeare. 

We have thus briefly sketched the life of Words 
worth,-a life uneventful even for a man of letters 
a life like that of an oak, of quiet self-development 
throwing out stronger roots toward the side whenCi 
the prevailing storm-blasts blow, and of toughe 
fibre in proportion to the rocky nature of the soil iJ 
which it grows. The life and growth of his mind, am 
the influences which shaped it, are to be looked for 
even more than is the case with most poets, in hi 
works, for he deliberately recorded them there. 

Of his personal characteristics little is related. H 
was somewhat above the middle height, but, accord 
ing to De Quincey, of indifferent figure, the shoulder 
being narrow and drooping. His finest feature wa 
the eye, which was grey and full of spiritual light 
Leigh Hunt says: 'I never beheld eyes that looke< 
so inspired, so supernatural. They were like fires 
half burning, half smouldering, with a sort of acri< 
fixture of regard. One might imagine Ezekiel 0 

Isaiah to have had such eyes.' Southey tells us tha 
he had no sense of smell, and Haydon that he ha< 
none of form. The best likeness of him, in De Quin 
cey's judgement, is the portrait of Milton prefixe< 
to Richardson's notes on Paradise Lost. He was activ, 
in his habits, composing in the open air, and generall: 
dictating his poeIDS. His daily life was regulaI 
simple, and frugal; his manners were dignified an< 
kindly; and in his letters and recorded conversation 
it is remarkable how little that was personal entere< 
into his judgement of contemporaries. 

The true rank of Wordsworth among poets is 
perhaps, not even yet to be fairly estimated, so hard is i 
to escape into the quiet hall of judgement uninflame< 
by the tumult of partisanship which besets the doors. 
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Coming to manhood, predetermined to be a great 

poet, at a time when the artificial school of poetry 
was enthroned with all the authority of long succes­
sion and undisputed legitimacy, it was almost in­
evitable that Wordsworth, who, both by nature and 
judgement was a rebel against the existing order, 
should become a partisan. Unfortunately, he became 
not only the partisan of a system, but of William 
Wordsworth as its representative. Right in general 
principle, he thus necessarily became wrong in par­
ticulars. Justly convinced that greatness only 
achieves its ends by implicitly obeying its own 
instincts, he perhaps reduced the following his in­
stincts too much to a system, mistook his own 
resentments for the promptings of his natural genius, 
and, compelling principle to the measure of his own 
temperament or even of the controversial exigency 
of the moment, fell sometimes into the error of 
making naturalness itself artificial. If a poet resolve 
to be original, it will end commonly in his being 
merely peculiar. 

Wordsworth himself departed more and more in 
practice, as he grew older, from the theories which 
he had laid down in his prefaces;1 but those theories 
undoubtedly had a great effect in retarding the 

I How far he swung backward toward the school under 
whose influence he grew up, and toward the style against 
which he had protested so vigorously, a few examples will 
show. The advocate of the language of common life has 
a verse in his Thanksgiving Ode which, if one met with it by 
itself, he would think the achievement of some later 
copyist of Pope: 

While the tubed engine [the organ] feels the inspiring blast. 

And in The Italian Itinerant and The Swiss Goatherd we find 
a thermometer or barometer called 

The well-wrought scale 
Whose sentient tube instructs to time 
A purpose to a ficlde clime. 
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growth of his fame. He had carefully constructed 
pair of spectacles through which his earlier poen 
were to be studied, and the public insisted on 1001 
ing through them at his mature works, and weI 
consequently unable to see fairly what required 
different focus. He forced his readers to come to h 
poetry with a certain amount of conscious preparatiOl 
and thus gave them beforehand the impression ( 
something like mechanical artifice, and deprive 
them of the contented repose of implicit faith. ~ 
the child a watch seems to be a living creature; bl 
Wordsworth would not let his readers be childrel 
and did injustice to himself by giving them an uneru 
doubt whether creations which really throbbed wit 
the very heart's-blood of genius, and were alive wit 
nature's life of life, were not contrivances of whee 
and springs. A naturalness which we are told to ex~ 
has lost the crowning grace of nature. The men wh 
walked in Cornelius Agrippa's visionary gardens ha 
probably no more pleasurable emotion than that ( 
a shallow wonder, or an equally shallow self-sati 
faction in thinking they had hit upon the secret c 
the thaumaturgy; but to a tree that has grown I 

God willed we come without a theory and with Jl 

botanical predilections, enjoying it simply and thanl 
fully; or the Imagination recreates for us its pa: 
summers and winters, the birds that have nested an 
sung in it, the sheep that have clustered in its shad~ 
the winds that have visited it, the cloud-bergs thl 
have drifted over it, and the snows that have ermine 

Still W01'Se in the Eclipse qf the Sun, 18~2I: 

High on her speculative tower 
Stood Science, waiting for the hour 
When Sol was destined to endure 

That darkening. 
So in The &cursion, 

The cold March wind raised in her tender throat 
Viewless obstructions. 
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It in winter. The Imagination is a faculty that flouts 
!t foreordination, and Wordsworth seemed to do all 
ile could to cheat his readers of her company bv 
laying out paths with a peremptory Do not step Off 
!he gravel! at the opening of each, and preparing 
:>itfalls for every conceivable emotion, with guide­
:,oards to tell each when and where it must be caught. 

But if these things stood in the way of immediate 
lppreciation, he had another theory which inter­
eres more seriously with the total and permanent 
:ffect of his poems. He was theoretically determined 
lot only to be a philosophic poet, but to be a great 
:>hilosophic poet, and to this end he must produce 
m epic. Leaving aside the question whether the 
:pic be obsolete or not, it may be doubted whether 
he history of a single man's mind is universal enough 
n its interest to furnish all the requirements of the 
:pic machinery, and it may be more than doubted 
",hether a poet's philosophy be ordinary metaphysics, 
livisible into chapter and section. It is rather some­
hing which is more energetic in a word than in a 
",hole treatise, and our hearts unclose themselves 
nstinctively at its simple Open sesame! while they 
",ould stand firm against the reading of the whole 
)ody of philosophy. In point of fact, the one element 
)f greatness which The Excursion possesses indisputably 
s heaviness. It is only the episodes that are univer­
ally read, and the effect of these is diluted by the 
:onnecting and accompanying lectures on meta­
)hysics. Wordsworth had his epic mould to fill, 
md, like Benvenuto Cellini in casting his Perseus, was 
orced to throw in everything, debasing the metal, 
est it should run short. Separated from the rest, 
he episodes are perfect poems in their kind, and 
vithout example in the language. 

Wordsworth, like most solitary men of strong 
ninds, was a good critic of the substance of poetry, 
mt somewhat niggardly in the allowance he made 
or those subsidiary qualities which make it the 
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charmer of leisure and the employment of mine 
without definite object. It may be doubted, indee< 
whether he set much store by any contemporal 
writing but his own, and whether he did not lac 
upon poetry too exclusively as an exercise rather 4 
the intellect than as a nepenthe of the imaginatiol 
He says of himself, speaking of his youth: 

In fine, 
I was a better judge of thoughts than words, 
Misled in estimating words, not only 
By common inexperience of youth, 
But by the trade in classic niceties, 
The dangerous craft of culling term and phrase 
From languages that want the living voice 
To carry meaning to the natural heart; 
To tell us what is passion, what is truth, 
\Vhat reason, what simplicity and sense.' 

Though he here speaks in the preterite tense, th 
was always true of him, and his thought seems ofte 
to lean upon a word too weak to bear its weigh 
No reader of adequate insight can help regrettir 
that he did not earlier give himself to 'the trade I 

classic niceties'. It was precisely this which gives 1 

the blank-verse of Landor the severe dignity all 
reserved force which aloIte among later poets reell 
the tune of Milton, and to which Wordsworth nev4 
attained. Indeed, Wordsworth's blank-verse (thoug 
the passion be profounder) is always essentially th. 
of Cowper. They were alike also in their love I 

outward nature and of simple things. The mai 
difference between them is one of scenery rather thll 
of sentiment, between the lifelong familiar of tl 
mountains and the dweller on the plain. 

It cannot be denied that in Wordsworth the vel 
highest powers of the poetic mind were associate 
with a certain tendency to the diffuse and commOJ 
place. It is in the understanding (always prosai4 
that the great golden veins of his imagination al 

I Prelude, Book VI. 
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imbedded. He wrote too much to write always well; 
for it is not a great Xerxes-army of words, but a 
compact Greek ten thousand, that march safely down 
to posterity. He set tasks to his divine faculty, which 
is much the same as trying to make Jove's eagle do 
the service of a clucking hen. Throughout The 
Prelude and The Excursion he seems striving to bind the 
wizard Imagination with the sand-ropes of dry dis­
quisition, and to have forgotten the potent spell-word 
which would make the particles cohere. There is an 
arenaceous quality in the style which makes progress 
wearisome. Yet with what splendours as of mountain­
sunsets are we rewarded! what golden rounds of 
verse do we not see stretching heavenward with 
angels ascending and descending! what haunting 
harmonies hover around us deep and eternal like 
the undying baritone of the sea! and if we are 
compelled to fare through sands and desert wilder­
nesses,· how often do we not hear airy shapes that 
syllable our names with a startling personal appeal 
to our highest consciousness and our noblest aspiration, 
such as we wait for in vain in any other poet! 

Take from Wordsworth all which an honest 
criticism cannot but allow, and what is left will show 
how truly great he was. He had no humour, no 
dramatic power, and his temperament was of that 
dry and juiceless quality, that in all his puhlished 
correspondence you shall not find a letter, but only 
essays. If we consider carefully where he was most 
successful, we shall find that it was not so much in 
description of natural scenery, or delineation of 
character, as in vivid expression of the effect pro­
duced by external objects and events upon his own 
m'ind, and of the shape and hue (perhaps momentary) 
which they in turn took from his mood or tempera­
ment. His finest passages are always monologues. 
He had a fondness for particulars, and there are 
parts of his poems which remind us of local histories 
in the undue relative importance given to trivial 
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matters. He was the historian of Wordsworthshirl 
This power of particularization (for it is as trul 
a power as generalization) is what gives such vigou 
and greatness to single lines and sentiments ofWorru 
worth, and to poems developing a single thought 0 

sentiment. It was this that made him so fond of th 
sonnet. That sequestered nook forced upon him th 
limits which his fecundity (if I may not say hi 
garrulity) was never self-denying enough to impos 
on itself. It suits his solitary and meditative tempel 
and it was there that Lamb (an admirable judge c 
what was permanent in literature) liked him besl 
Its narrow bounds, but fourteen paces from end t 
end, tum into a virtue his too common fault c 
giving undue prominence to every passing emotior 
He excels in monologue, and the law of the 80nm 
tempers monologue with mercy. In The Excursio 
we are driven to the subterfuge of a French verdic 
of extenuating circumstances. His mind had no 
that reach and elemental movement of Milton'l 
which, like the trade-wind, gathered to itself thought 
and images like stately fleets from every quarter 
some deep with silks and sRicery, some brooding ove 
the silent thunders of their battailous armameno 
but all swept forward in their destined track, ove 
the long billows of his verse, every inch of canva 
strained by the unifying breath of their common epi 
impulse. It was an organ that Milton mastered 
mighty in compass, capable equally of the trumpet' 
ardours or the slim delicacy of the flute, and some 
times it bursts forth in great crashes through hi 
prose, as if he touched it for solace in the interval 
of his toil. If Wordsworth sometimes puts the trumpe 
to his lips, yet he lays it aside soon and willingly fo 
his appropriate instrument, the pastoral reed. An( 
it is not one that grew by any vulgar stream, bu 
that which Apollo breathed through, tending thl 
floeks of Admetus,-that which Pan endowed wit! 
every melody of the visible universe,-the same iI 
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which the soul of the despairing nymph took refuge 
and gifted with her dual nature,--so that ever and 
anon, amid the notes of human joy or sorrow, there 
comes suddenly a deeper and almost awful tone, 
thrilling us into dim consciousness of a forgotten 
divinity. 

Wordsworth's absolute want of humour, while it 
no doubt confirmed his self-confidence by making 
him insensible both to the comical incongruity into 
which he was often led by his earlier theory concern­
ing the language of poetry and to the not unnatural 
ridicule called forth by it, seems to have been indica­
tive of a certain dullness of perception in other 
directions.' We cannot help feeling that the material 

, Nowhere is this displayed with more comic self-com­
placency than when he thought it needful to rewrite the 
ballad of Helen of Kirconnel,-a poem hardly to be 
matched in any language for swiftness of movement and 
savage sincerity of feeling. Its shuddering compression 
is masterly. Compare: 

Curst be the heart that thought the thought, 
And curst the hand that fired the shot, 
When in my arms burd Helen dropt, 

That died to succour me! 
0, think ye not my heart was sair 
When my love dropt down and spake na mair? 

Compare this with,-
Proud Gordon cannot bear the thoughts 

That through his brain are travelling, 
And, starting up, to Bruce's heart 

He launched a deadly javelin: 
Fair Ellen saw it when it came, 
And, stepping forth to meet the same, 
Did with her body cover 
The Youth, her chosen lover. . . . . . . 

. And Bruce (as sorm as he had slain 
The Gordon) sailed away to Spain, 

, And fought with rage incessant 
Against the Moorish Crescent. 

206 S 
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of his nature was essentially prose, which, in hl 
inspired moments, he had the power of transmuting 
but which, whenever the inspiration failed or wru 
factitious, remained obstinately leaden. The norma 
condition of many poets would seem to approacl 
that temperature to which Wordsworth's mind coule 
be raised only by the white heat of profoundl1 
inward passion. And in proportion to the intensi~ 
needful to make his nature thoroughly aglow il 
the very high quality of his best verses. They seen: 
rather the productions of nature than of man, ant 
have the lastingness of such, delighting our age witl: 
the same startle of newness and beauty that pleasee 
our youth. Is it his thought? It has the shif~ 
inward lustre of diamond. Is it his feeling? It is ru 

These are surely the verses of an attorney's clerk 'pen. 
ning a stanza when he should engross'. It will be noticee 
that Wordsworth here also departs from his earlier theof1 
of the language of poetry by substituting a javelin fOl 
a bullet as less modern and familiar. Had he written 

And Gordon never gave a hint, 
But, having somewhat picked his flint, 
Let fly the fatal bullet 
That killed that lovely pullet, 

it would hardly have seemed more like a parody than th~ 
rest. He shows the same insensibility in a note upon th! 
Ancient MariflLr in the second edition of the Lyrical Ballads: 
'The poem of my friend has indeed great defects; first: 
that the principal person has no distinct character, eithel 
in his profession of mariner, or as a human being who: 
having been long under the control of supernatural im· 
pressions, might be supposed himself to partake of some· 
thing supernatural; secondly, that he does not act, but il 
continually acted upon; thirdly, that the events, having nc 
necessary connexion, do not produce each other; and 
lastly, that the imagery is somewhat laboriously accumu· 
lated.' Here is an indictment, to be sure, and drawn: 
plainly enough, by the attorney's clerk aforenamed. On! 
would think that the strange charm of Coleridge's mos1 
truly original poems lay in this very emancipation from 
the laws of cause and effect. 
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delicate as the impressions of fossil ferns. He seems 
to have caught and fixed for ever in immutable grace 
the most evanescent and intangible of our intuitions, 
the very ripple-marks on the remotest shores of being. 
But this intensity of mood which insures high quality 
is by its very nature incapable of prolongation, and 
Wordsworth, in endeavouring it, falls more below 
himself, and is, more even than many poets his in­
feriors in imaginative quality, a poet of passages. 
Indeed, one cannot help having the feeling some­
times that the poem is there for the sake of these 
passages, rather than that these are the natural jets 
and elations of a mind energized by the rapidity of 
its own motion. In other words, the happy couplet 
or gracious image seems not to spring from the 
inspiration of the poem conceived as a whole, but 
rather to have dropped of itself into the mind of the 
poet in one of his rambles, who then, in a less rapt 
mood, has patiently built up around it a setting of 
verse too often ungraceful in form and of a material 
whose cheapness may cast a doubt on the priceless 
quality of the gem it encumbers. I During the most 
happily productive period of his life, Wordsworth 
was impatient of what may be called the mechanical 
portion of his art. His wife and sister seem from the 
first to have been his scribes. In later years. he had 
learned and often insisted on the truth that poetry 
was an art no less than a gift, and corrected his 
poems in cold blood, sometimes to their detriment. 
But he certainly had more of the vision than of the 
faculty divine, and was always a little numb on 
the side of form· and .proportion.· Perhaps his best 
poem in these respects is the Laodamia, and it is not . 

I A hundred times when, roving high and low, 
I have been harassed with the toil of verse, 
Much pains and little progress, and at once 
Some lovely Image in the song rose up, 
Full-formed, like Venus rising from the sea. 

Prelude, Book IV. 
206 S 
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uninstructive to learn from his own lips that 'it cost 
him more trouble than almost anything of equal length 
he had ever written'. His longer poems (miscalled 
epical) have no more intimate bond of union than 
their more or less immediate relation to his own 
personality. Of character other than his own he had 
but a faint conception, and all the personages of The 
Excursion that are not Wordsworth are the merest 
shadows of himself upon mist, for his self-concentrated 
nature was incapable of projecting itself into the con­
sciousness of other men and seeing the springs of action 
at their source in the recesses 'of individual character. 
'The best parts of these longer , poems are bursts of 
impassioned soliloquy, and his fingers were always 
clumsy at the callidajunctura. The stream of narration 
is sluggish, if varied by times with pleasing reflections 
(viridesque placido aequore sylvas); we are forced to do 
our own rowing, and only when the current is 
hemmed in by some narrow gorge of the poet's per­
sonal consciousness do we feel ourselves snatched 
along on the smooth but impetuous rush of unmis­
takable inspiration. The .fact that what is precious 
in Wordsworth's poetry was (more truly even than 
with some greater poets than he) a gift rather than 
an achievement should .always be .borne in mind in 
taking the measure of his power. I know not whether 
to call it height or depth, this peculiarity of his, but 
it certainly endows those :parts of his work which we 
should distinguish as Wordsworthian with an un­
'expectedness and impressiveness of originality such 
as we feel in the presence . of Nature herself: He 
seems to have been half conscious of this, and recited 
his own poems to all comers .with an enthusiasm of 
wondering admiration that would have been pro­
foundly comic but for its-simple sincerity and for the 
fact that William Wordsworth~ Esquire, of Rydal 
Mount, was one person, and the \Villiam Words­
worth whom he so heartily r.everent;:ed quite another. 
\Ve recognize two voices in him, as Stephano did 
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in Cali ban. There are Jeremiah and his scribe Baruch. 
If the prophet cease from dictating, the amanuensis, 
rather than be idle, employs his pen in jotting down 
some anecdotes of his master, how he one day went 
out and saw an old woman, and the next day did not, 
and so came home and dictated some verses on 
this ominous phenomenon, ' and how another day 
he saw a cow. These marginal annotations have 
been carelessly taken ' up into the text, have been 
religiously held by the pious to be orthodox scripture, 
and by dexterous exegesis have been made to yield 
deeply oracular meanings. Presently the real prophet 
takes up the word again and speaks as one divinely. 
inspired, the Voice of a higher and invisible power, 
Wordsworth's better utterances have the bare sin­
cerity, the absolute abstraction from time and place, 
the immunity from decay, that belong to the grand 
simplicities of the Bible. They seem not more his 
own than ours and every man's, the word of the 
inalterable Mind. This gift of his was naturally very 
much a matter of temperament, and accordingly by 
far the greater part of his finer product belongs to 
the period of his prime, ere Time had set his lumpish 
foot on the pedal that deadens the nerves of animal 
sensibility.' He did not grow as those poets do in 

I His best poetry was written when he was under the 
immediate influence of Coleridge. Coleridge seems to have 
felt this, for it is evidently to Wordsworth that he alludes 
when he speaks of 'those who have been so well pleased 
that I should, year after year, flow with a hundred name­
less rills into their main stream' (Letters, Conversations, and 
Recollections qf S. T;C., vol. i, pp. 5-6). 'Wordsworth 
found fault with the repetition of the concluding sound of 
the participles in Shakespeare's line about bees: 

The singing masons building roofs of gold. 

This, he said, was a line that Milton never would have 
written. Keats thought, on the other hand, that the 
repetition was in harmony with the continued note of 
the singers' (Leigh Hunt's Autobiography). Wordsworth 
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whom the artistic sense is predominant. One of the 
most delightful fancies of the Genevese humorist, 
Toepffer, is the poet Albert, who, having had his 
portrait drawn by a highly idealizing hand, does his 
best afterwards to look like it. Many of Wordsworth's 
later poems seem like rather unsuccessful efforts to 
resemble his former self. They would never, as Sir 
John Harington says of poetry, 'keep a child from 
play and an old man from the chimney comer'. I 

Chief Justice Marshall once blandly interrupted 
a junior counsel who was arguing certain obvious 
points of law at needless length, by saying, 'Brother 
Jones, there are sorm things which a Supreme Court 
of the United States sitting in equity may be pre­
sumed to know.' Wordsworth has this fault of 
enforcing and restating obvious points till the reader 
feels as if his own intelligence were somewhat under­
rated. He is over-conscientious in giving us full 
measure, and once profoundly absorbed in the sound 
of his own voice, he knows not when to stop. If he 
feel himself flagging, he 'has a droll way of keeping 
the floor, as it were, by asking himself a series of 
questions sometimes not needing, and often incapable 
of answer. There are three stanzas of such near the 
close of the First Part of Peter Bell, where Peter first 
catches a glimpse of the dead body in the water, 
all happily incongruous, and ending with one which 
reaches the height of comicality: 

Is it a fiend that to a stake 
Of fire his desperate self is tethering? 
Or stubborn spirit doomed to yell, 
In solitary ward or cell, 
Ten thousand miles from all his brethren? 

The same want of humour which made him insen­
writes to Crabb Robinson in 1837, 'My ear is susceptible 
to the clashing of sounds almost to disease.' One Cannot 
help thinking that his training in these niceties was begun 
by Coleridge. 

I In the Preface to his translation of the Orlando Furioso. 
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sible to incongruity may perhaps account also for the 
singular unconsciousness of disproportion which so 
often strikes us in his poetry. For example. a little 
farther on in Peter Bell we find: 

Now-like a tempest-shattered bark 
That overwhelmed and prostrate lieS, 
And in a moment to the verge 
Is lifted of a foaming surge-
Full suddenly the Ass doth rise! 

And one cannot help thinking that the similes of 
the huge stone, the sea-beast, and the cloud, noble 
as they are in themselves, are somewhat too lofty for 
the service to which they are put.' 

The movement of Wordsworth's mind was too slow 
and his mood too meditative for narrative poetry. 
He values his own thoughts and reflections too much 
to sacrifice the least of them to the interests of his 
story. Moreover, it is never action that interests him, 
but the subtle motives that lead to or hinder it; The 
Waggoner involuntarily suggests a comparison with 
Tam O'Shanter, infinitely to its own disadvantage. 
Peter Bell, full though it be of profound touches and 
subtle analysis, is lumbering and disjointed. Even 
Lamb was forced to confess that he did not like it. 
The White Doe, the most Wordsworthian of them 
all in the best meaning of the epithet, is also only 
the more truly so for being diffuse and reluctant. 
What charms in Wordsworth and will charm for ever 
is the 

Happy tone 
Of meditation slipping in between 
The beauty coming and the beauty gone. 

A few poets, in the exquisite adaptation of their 
words to the tune of our own feelings and fancies, 
in the charm of their manner, indefinable as the 
sympathetic grace of woman, are everything to w 
without our being able to say that they are much 

I In Resolution and Independence. 
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in themselves. They rather narcotize than fortify. 
Wordsworth must subject our mood to his own before 
be admits us to his intimacy; but, once admitted, it 
is for life, and we find ourselves in his debt, not for 
what be has been · to us in our hours of relaxation, 
but for what be has done for us as a reinforcement 
of faltering purpose and personal independence 01 
character. His system of a Nature-cure, first pro­
fessed by Dr. Jean Jacques and continued by Cowper, 
certainly breaks down as a whole. The Solitary 01 
The Excursion, Who bas not been cured of his scep­
ticism by living among the medicinal mountains, is, 
so far as we can see, equally proof against the lectures 
of Pedlar and Parson. Wordsworth apparently felt 
that this . would be so, and accordingly never saw 
his way clear to finishing the poem. But the treat­
ment, whether a panacea or not, is certainly whole~ 
some inasmuch as it inculcates abstinence, exercise, 
and uricontaminate air. ' I am not sure, indeed, that 
the Nature-cure , theory does not tend to foster in 
constitutions less vigorous than Wordsworth's what 
Milton would call a fugitive and cloistered virtue: 
at a dear expense of manlier qualities. The ancients 
and our own Elizabethans, ere spiritual megrims had 
become fashionable, perhaps made more out of life 
by taking a frank delight in its action and passion and 
by grappling with the facts of this world, rather than 
muddling themselves over the insoluble problems ot 
another. If they had not discovered the picturesque, 
as we understand it, they found surprisingly fine 
scenery in man and his destiny, and would have seen 
something ludicrous, it may be suspected, in the 
spectacle of a grown man running to hide his head 
in the apron of the Mighty Mother whenever he had 
an ache in his finger or got a bruise in the tussle for 
existence. : 

But when, as I have said, our impartiality has 
made all those qualifications and deductions "against 
which even the greatest poet may not plead his 
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privilege, what is left to Wordsworth is enough to 
justify his fame. Even where his. genius is wrapped 
m clouds, the unconquerable lightning of imagina­
tion struggles through, flashing out unexpected vistas, 
.and illuminating, the humdrum pathway of our daily 
thought with a radiance of momentary consciousness 
that seems like a revelation. If it be the ,most de­
lightful function of the poet to set our lives to music, 
yet perhaps he will be even more sure of our maturer 
gratitude if he do his part also as moralist and 
philosopher to purify and enlighten; if he define 
and encourage our vacillating perceptions of duty; if 
he piece together our fragmentary apprehensions of 
our own life and that larger life whose unconscious 
instruments we are, making of the jumbled bits of 
our dissected map of experience a coherent chart. 
In the great poets there is an exquisite sensibility 
both of soul and sense that sympathizes like gossamer 
sea-moss with every movement of the element in 
which.it floats, but which is rooted on the solid rock 
of our.<;ommon sympathies. Wordsworth shows less of 
this finer feminine fibre of organization than one or 
two cifhis contemporaries, notably than Coleridge 
or Shelley; but he was a masculine thinker, and in 
.his more characteristic poems there is always a kernel 
of firm conclusion from far-reaching principles that 
stimulates thought and challenges meditation. Grop­
ing in the dark passages of life, we come upon some 
axiom of his, as it were a wall that gives us ou! bear­
ings and enables us to find an outlet . . ~mpar~d with 
.Goethe we feel that he lacks that serene impartiality 
of mind which results from breadth of c;:ulture; nay, 
he seems narrow, insular, almost provincial. He 
reminds , us of those saints of Dante who gather 
brightness by revolving on their own axis. But through 
this very limitation of range he gains perhaps in 
intensity and the impressiveness which results from 
eagerness of personal conviction. If we read Words­
worth through, as I have just done, we find ourselves 
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changing our mind about him at every other page 
so uneven is he. If we read our favourite poems 0 

passages only, he will seem uniformly great. Ane 
even as regards The Excursion we should remembe 
how few long poems will bear consecutive reading 
For my part I know of but one,-the Odyssey. 

None of our' great poets can be called popular il 
any exact sense of the word, for the highest poetr 
deals with thoughts and emotions which inhabi1 
like rarest, ,sea-mosses, the doubtful limits of tha 
shore between our abiding divine and our fluctuatinl 
human nature, rooted in the one, but living in th 
other, seldom laid bare, and otherwise visible onl­
at exceptional moments of entire calm and clearness 
Of no other poet except Shakespeare have so man: 
phrases become household words as of Wordsworth 
If Pope has made current more epigrams of worldl: 
wisdom, to Wordsworth belongs the nobler prais, 
of having defined for us, and given us for a dail: 

. possession, those faint and vague suggestions of other 
worldliness of whose gentle ministry with our base 
nature , the hurry and bustle of life scarcely eve 
allowed us to be conscious. He has won for himsel 
a secure' immortality by 'a depth of intuition whicl 
makes only the best minds at their best hours worthy 
or indeed capable, of his companionship, and b~ 
a homely sincerity of human sympathy which reache 
the humblest heart. Our language owes him grati 
tude for the habitual purity and abstinence of hi 
style, and we who speak it, for ' having emboldenec: 
us to take delight in simpkthings, and to trust our 
selves to our own instincts. And he hath his reward 
It needs not to bid 

Renowned Chaucer lie a thought more nigh 
To rare Beaumont, and learned Beaumont lie 
A little nearer Spenser; 

for there is no fear ' of crowding in that little societ] 
with whom he is now enrolled as fifth in the successiOI 
of the great English Poets. 


