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    Curatorial Vision
These works gather Samuel Taylor Coleridge and William Wordsworth at the nexus of shared experiment and reflective self-scrutiny. Lyrical Ballads, in its two configurations from 1798 and 1800, showcases their collaborative reimagining of narrative and lyric modes. Set beside Coleridge’s Anima Poetae and Wordsworth’s Essays, Letters, and Notes about the Principles of Poetry, the poetry converses with compact meditations on what poetry is for, how it speaks, and to whom. The selection foregrounds a common thread: the claim that imagination, feeling, and the vernacular life of nature and community can bear philosophical weight without abandoning accessibility or human sympathy.
Presenting Lyrical Ballads, with a Few Other Poems (1798) alongside Lyrical Ballads, with Other Poems (1800) underscores a developing arc: an initial wager on the ballad and the conversational lyric, followed by a broadened field of subjects and tonal registers. The poetry’s evolution is framed by concise prose reflections that test its premises from different angles. Anima Poetae captures Coleridge’s quick, probing turns of thought, while Wordsworth’s Essays, Letters, and Notes about the Principles of Poetry articulates aims for language, feeling, and moral purpose. Together, these texts mark a progression in experiment, confidence, and scope without fixing a single method.
This collection’s aim is to illuminate the reciprocal shaping of voice and vision. It places narrative impulse beside meditative pause; rustic encounter beside philosophical inquiry; the eerie or marvelous beside the plain-spoken. By gathering poetic practice with companion reflections, it draws out how both authors negotiate intimacy and distance, sympathy and judgment, solitude and fellowship. The arrangement emphasizes continuities across genres rather than separating them into watertight categories. In doing so, it invites recognition of a coherent ambition: to render the felt life of ordinary experience capable of carrying thought, and to let thought return the gift by deepening feeling.
Unlike presentations that isolate either the 1798 or the 1800 volume, or that separate poetry from authorial reflection, this collection places both Lyrical Ballads together with Coleridge’s Anima Poetae and Wordsworth’s Essays, Letters, and Notes about the Principles of Poetry. The aim is comparative and integrative, highlighting crosscurrents rather than discrete showcases. Reading the two poetic gatherings side by side clarifies shifts of emphasis and craft, while the prose offers touchstones for assessing aims and outcomes. The result is a composite portrait: not a monologue by one poet, but a dialogue sustained across poems and reflective notes by two allies.
Thematic & Aesthetic Interplay
Across these selections, poetic experiment and reflective scrutiny are mutually illuminating. Wordsworth’s Essays, Letters, and Notes about the Principles of Poetry distills a commitment to ordinary language, sincere feeling, and the moral life of sympathy. Coleridge’s Anima Poetae records quick flashes of speculation about imagination, perception, and the making of images. When set against the poems of Lyrical Ballads, such reflections reveal how narrative incident and lyric meditation become tests of principle. The ballad’s story-work carries pressure from these ideas; the meditative pieces, in turn, show how recollection and attention transform fleeting experience into sustained understanding.
Recurring motifs move through each work: walking, watching, and listening; the dignity of rural labor; the solitude of hills, lanes, and waterways; the presence of children, wanderers, and the aged; the ache of grief and the consolation of fellowship. Symbols of threshold experience—twilight, mist, echo, and silence—frame encounters with conscience and belief. Moral dilemmas turn on guilt, forgiveness, and responsibility to others. The poems test the boundaries between everyday habits and visionary disturbances, while the prose tracks the ethical stakes of such testing. Together they propose a poetics where attention to humble detail opens onto questions of value.
Contrasts animate the volume’s dialogue. One poet often favors narrative propulsion and dramatic presence; the other leans into meditative stillness, sustained observation, and the shaping pressures of memory. Some pieces adopt a conversational cadence close to speech, while others revive the cadence of traditional balladry. Against these differences, shared commitments hold: clarity without thinness, passion without rant, and a confidence that local scenes can bear large significance. The prose writings show how these commitments are argued and refined, and the poems show how they are risked in practice, where success depends on voice, pacing, and the honesty of feeling.
Direct influence and subtle echo are audible across the pages. Narratives of transgression and uneasy conscience, frequently associated with one author’s strengths, are placed beside meditations on patience, endurance, and the education of the heart, often associated with the other. Coleridge’s quick entries in Anima Poetae sometimes crystallize insights about metaphor or reverie that find counterparts in the poems’ moments of imaginative flight. Wordsworth’s statements about simplicity of language and the gravity of common life find practical tests in speakers drawn from rural communities. Across these crossings, each poet adjusts emphasis in response to the other’s methods and aims.
Enduring Impact & Critical Reception
The collection remains vital because it models a humane poetics for complex times. It treats attention as an ethical act, and shows how listening to overlooked voices can enlarge sympathy without romanticizing pain. It advances a practice of description that doubles as inquiry, where a hedgerow, a dwelling, or a path becomes a site of thinking. It also demonstrates collaboration as a generative form, in which difference sharpens rather than blunts achievement. The prose selections make explicit the stakes of such work, while the poems enact them, giving readers tools to meditate on place, responsibility, and imaginative freedom.
Long recognized as a watershed in English poetry, Lyrical Ballads reshaped expectations about subject, diction, and form. Its renewal of the ballad and its cultivation of reflective blank verse influenced how later poets narrated experience and staged consciousness. The presence of companion reflections in Anima Poetae and in Essays, Letters, and Notes about the Principles of Poetry clarifies the rationale behind the poems’ daring. Scholarly and classroom conversations have repeatedly returned to these works when discussing the language of feeling, the value of common life, and the responsibilities of imaginative representation, ensuring their centrality to conversations about modern poetic practice.
Beyond poetry, these works have seeded a wide cultural afterlife. Their stories and meditations have circulated through recitation, illustration, music, and dramatic interpretation, while their concepts of imagination and ordinary language appear in criticism, memoir, and pedagogy. Debates have followed in their wake: whether poetry should speak plainly or aspire to visionary strangeness; how the rural poor are portrayed; what obligations art owes to truth and consolation. Such questions animate discussions across literature, philosophy, and the arts. The texts endure as touchstones not only for style and theme, but for the ongoing negotiation between aesthetic freedom and social care.
Today the collection offers resources for thinking about crisis, recovery, and attention. It shows how close observation of landscapes and dwellings can become an ethics of care, and how narrative can hold space for remorse, amendment, and hope. The companionship between Coleridge and Wordsworth models a way to disagree fruitfully while pursuing shared ends. Their poems and reflections invite measured confidence in language’s power to heal and unsettle by turns. Bringing these works together restores the interplay of experiment and principle that animated them, renewing their capacity to guide conversations about feeling, justice, imagination, and the textures of everyday life.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    Socio-Political Landscape
Published at the hinge of the 1790s, the two editions of Lyrical Ballads emerged amid war with Revolutionary France, wartime taxation, and domestic vigilance against dissent. In Britain, extraordinary measures against sedition and combinations shaped what could be said and how it might be received. The 1798 volume navigates this atmosphere through incidents drawn from ordinary life, veering away from direct parliamentary polemic while letting social unease register in setting, voice, and mood. The 1800 expansion, appearing as war resumed, extends this negotiation, proposing poetry as a civic instrument that might restore ethical perception where fear, rumor, and coercive rhetoric had narrowed public feeling.
Agrarian transformation and enclosure altered the rural economy that the poems repeatedly observe. Displaced laborers, itinerant performers, soldiers’ families, and the aged poor appear not as statistics but as neighbors. The collection’s preference for rustic characters and landscapes is inseparable from debates about poor relief, parochial responsibility, and mobility. Wordsworth’s Essays, Letters, and Notes about the Principles of Poetry frames this choice as aesthetically principled and socially responsive, legitimizing humble subjects and idioms under pressure of policy change. By foregrounding locality and custom, the poems implicitly weigh the costs of modernization and uneven prosperity against a vision of mutual recognition in small communities.
The Lake District functions as more than scenery; it offers a counter-capital to metropolitan news and panic. Turnpikes, canals, and nascent tourism were drawing remote valleys into national circuits of money and information. Against this backdrop, Lyrical Ballads elevates slow attention, repetitive labor, and reflective solitude as practices for civic health. Anima Poetae, with its fragmentary insights, reveals Coleridge exploring how perception, conscience, and symbol might knit private reverie to public conduct. Together, these texts propose that renewing the habits of seeing and speaking among ordinary people could temper factional heat and help imagine a common life beyond propaganda and spectacle.
Religious institutions, while officially established, were entangled with revivalist energies and moral reform campaigns. Sermons, tract societies, and Sabbath observance punctuated village rhythms; debates swirled over drink, theater, and labor on holy days. The poems register piety, doubt, and moments of consolation without confessional partisanship, suggesting that conscience flourishes in quiet acts rather than in proclamations. Wordsworth’s theoretical writings insist that poetry should nurture moral sentiment by clarifying powerful feelings, a claim that assumes civic significance when social cohesion seems fragile. In this landscape, devotion, remorse, and mutual aid are explored as lived experiences refracted through memory, landscape, and the cadences of everyday speech.
The legal climate of treason trials, informers, and expanding police powers encouraged caution in public discourse. Rather than declaiming doctrine, the volumes let law appear as it touches lives: impressment, vagrancy regulations, parish examinations, and the thin line between charity and punishment. The 1800 edition’s celebrated preface offers an alternative reform project: remaking national taste. By training readers to value plain diction, exact observation, and unforced pathos, it proposes a civic pedagogy rivaling courtroom spectacle or sensational print. Coleridge’s notebook reflections in Anima Poetae often press further, probing guilt and responsibility beyond the reach of statute or sermon.
War strained households and remapped Britain’s maritime world, and the poems do not ignore the sea’s economies of risk, exile, and return. Coastal scenes, traveling pedlars, and voices from the road reveal how conflict ripples inland, altering loyalties and livelihoods. Colonial commerce and naval mobilization circulate in the background as forces that enrich some and immiserate others. Anima Poetae circles the ethical knots of remorse, punishment, and forgiveness that war and crime exacerbate. In this setting, ballad measure and conversational cadence become public forms: they carry news of suffering and endurance while resisting the sensationalism of war bulletins and broadsides.
Public controversy over population, food prices, and parish relief intensified after the dearth years of the mid-1790s. Schemes for allowances, calculations of productivity, and suspicion of idleness competed with appeals to benevolence and neighborly duty. The poems repeatedly test the meaning of charity by giving speakers faces, histories, and dignity. Wordsworth’s essays argue that poetry’s proper subjects are those men and women pushed to the edges by such debates, and that a reformed taste might move citizens from abstract arithmetic to imaginative sympathy. The anthology thus positions verse as a modest but persistent intervention in everyday justice.
Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents
The volumes intervene in a shifting aesthetic field, challenging the authority of polished diction and inherited decorum. The 1800 preface, embedded in Lyrical Ballads, codifies principles already felt in the 1798 experiments: incidents from common life, language really used by men, and an emphasis on the primary laws of our nature. Wordsworth’s Essays, Letters, and Notes about the Principles of Poetry elaborates this program as a psychology of reading. Anima Poetae complements it by revealing Coleridge’s probing of symbol, imagination, and moral ideas, showing how aphoristic inquiry stands behind the poems’ apparently artless conversations and their carefully managed crises of attention.
Scientific curiosity and technological change supplied both metaphors and anxieties. Improvements in roads and printing widened literary markets; experiments in electricity, chemistry, and physiology fed speculation about sensation and mind. The poems answer with a humble empiricism of the senses: noticing weather, textures, and the labor of hands. Yet Anima Poetae keeps pressing from observation to symbol, suggesting that the visible world participates in meanings not exhausted by measurement. This conversation between disciplines matters aesthetically: it sanctions the poet’s meditative method while defending mystery, allowing material detail to bloom into reflection without surrendering to obscurity or dogma.
The ballad form, with its refrains, narrative brevity, and communal origins, offered a model for popular address without pandering. By adapting such forms to reflective ends, the anthology claims kinship with oral culture while rethinking it for print. Wordsworth’s theoretical prose justifies the choice as a restoration of the genuine passions found where social intercourse is unspoiled by vanity and display. Coleridge’s notebook notes disclose the complementary aim of symbolic depth. Together, they develop a hybrid: a ballad that listens as much as it tells, and a meditation that keeps faith with story, turning remembered songs into instruments of self-knowledge.
Against the allure of sensational Gothic plots and grand theatrical declamation circulating in the marketplace, the collection proposes inwardness and ethical clarity. It neither rejects delight nor despises craft; rather, it relocates the marvelous within ordinary perception. The 1800 preface insists that poetic pleasure should arise from accurate feeling and unexpected analogy, not from the shock of extravagant incident. Anima Poetae adds a philosophy of concentration: scattered impressions disciplined into symbol. The resulting aesthetic rivalry is not with individuals but with habits of attention, asking readers to exchange noise for nuance and to discover sublimity in patience.
Theoretical crosscurrents from the Continent and debates within British moral philosophy filtered informally through both poets’ thinking, even when unnamed. Questions about the grounds of duty, the power of the imagination, and the organic unity of artistic form structure much of the anthology’s experiment. Wordsworth’s essays often present these issues pragmatically, as matters of readerly training and cultural health. Coleridge’s scattered formulations in Anima Poetae push toward a cohesive view of symbol and idea. The two strands meet in Lyrical Ballads, where formal simplicity shelters complex reflection on mind, world, and the means by which feeling becomes knowledge.
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
As the long war with France gave way to uneasy peace and further conflict, later readers found in the poems either an antidote to political frenzy or a retreat from engagement. The 1800 preface, reprinted and debated, was taken as a program for national culture, a claim sharpened by patriotic rhetoric in public life. Anima Poetae, though posthumously assembled, retroactively illuminated the ethical pressure behind Coleridge’s experiments, encouraging interpretations of the sea, crime, and solitude not as fashionable gloom but as moral testing grounds. Together, these works came to exemplify a wartime poetics of resilience, sobriety, and humane attention.
Nineteenth-century reform movements altered the poems’ social valences. Scenes of poverty and wandering were reread through controversies over suffrage, association, and labor organization. Educators anthologized episodes as models of sentiment rightly schooled, using the 1800 preface as a pedagogical charter for plain style and national character. Wordsworth’s essays supported this classroom afterlife by linking poetry to moral cultivation. Yet critics also questioned whether sympathy without structural critique merely pacified unrest. The anthology thus accrued a double life: at once a civic instrument used by institutions and a record of unease about institutional authority and misdirected benevolence.
Industrial expansion and urban growth intensified interest in the collection’s rural ethos. Some Victorian readers embraced it as a pastoral corrective for soot and speed; others noted its sharper textures of deprivation and habitual suffering. Administrators found in its plain diction a language for public reports; reformers cited it to dignify overlooked labor. Anima Poetae complicated these uses by revealing a speculative core, reminding audiences that ethical clarity is inseparable from metaphysical inquiry. The result was a tradition of reading that valued both testimony and symbol, allowing the poems to live at the boundary between social document and spiritual meditation.
Twentieth-century criticism reconfigured the anthology again. Close attention to diction and rhythmic pattern elevated Lyrical Ballads as a proving ground for formal analysis, while historicist approaches returned it to the crises of the 1790s. New debates queried voice, mediation, and consent: who gets to speak for the poor, and how is sympathy staged. Environmental perspectives, sensitive to weather, waters, and working landscapes, read the texts as early studies in ecological relation. Anima Poetae and Wordsworth’s essays supplied the conceptual tools for each reassessment, ensuring that practical poetics and philosophical reflection remained inseparable in scholarly argument.
Into the present, the collection sustains creative and critical reinvention. Performers and educators use its plain style to welcome new audiences, while editors revisit the differences between the 1798 and 1800 volumes to track evolving ideas of community and craft. Scholars engage its relevance to contemporary displacement, mental health, and the ethics of attention. Climate discourse has sharpened interest in its patient observation of place; media studies in its negotiation with print and orality. Anima Poetae and Wordsworth’s theoretical writings keep the conversation open, inviting readers to balance compassion with critique, and simplicity with searching thought.
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    Anima Poetae
A mosaic of Coleridge’s reflections on imagination, symbol, nature, and the making of poems, this gathering reveals a restless, philosophical mind testing ideas as much as recording them. Its aphoristic, exploratory tone complements the poetry by sketching the inner pressures—metaphysical curiosity, moral scrutiny, and wonder—that drive Romantic experiment. In conversation with Wordsworth’s more programmatic prose, it frames the collection’s shared conviction that perception and language transform experience.
Essays, Letters, and Notes about the Principles of Poetry
Wordsworth lays out a practical poetics founded on ordinary speech, humble subjects, and sincere feeling shaped by reflective attention. He argues that poetry should cultivate sympathy and clarify the workings of the mind in and through nature, challenging inherited decorum in favor of emotional truth and ethical seriousness. These statements form an explicit counterpoint to Coleridge’s speculative notes and serve as a touchstone for the poetic experiments in both volumes of Lyrical Ballads.
LYRICAL BALLADS, WITH A FEW OTHER POEMS (1798)
The first collaborative venture juxtaposes vivid scenes of rural life with episodes of the uncanny, testing how plain language can carry profound states of mind. Across narrative ballads and meditative lyrics, it probes memory, conscience, isolation, and the restorative or troubling force of the natural world. The shifting voices—one grounded in everyday experience, the other courting visionary strangeness—enact the partnership’s core dialogue about belief, sympathy, and the reach of imagination.
LYRICAL BALLADS, WITH OTHER POEMS (1800)
Expanding the initial experiment, this volume deepens psychological introspection and broadens the range of domestic, pastoral, and reflective pieces. Themes of childhood, suffering, and the mind’s shaping power recur, with nature serving as both setting and catalyst for moral insight. In tacit conversation with the prose principles and Coleridge’s notebooks, the book consolidates a poetics where common life and moments of visionary intensity illuminate each other.
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  Specimens of the Table Talk of Samuel Taylor Coleridge, which the poet's nephew and son-in-law, Henry Nelson Coleridge, published in 1835, was a popular book from the first, and has won the approval of two generations of readers. Unlike the Biographia Literaria, or the original and revised versions of The Friend, which never had their day at all, or the Aids to Reflection, which passed through many editions, but now seems to have delivered its message, the Table Talk is still well known and widely read, and that not only by students of literature. The task which the editor set himself was a difficult one, but it lay within the powers of an attentive listener, possessed of a good memory and those rarer gifts of a refined and scholarly taste, a sound and luminous common sense. He does not attempt to reproduce Coleridge's conversation or monologue or impassioned harangue, but he preserves and notes down the detached fragments of knowledge and wisdom which fell from time to time from the master's lips. Here are "the balmy sunny islets of the blest and the intelligible," an unvexed and harbourous archipelago. Very sparingly, if at all, have those pithy "sentences" and weighty paragraphs been trimmed or pruned by the pious solicitude of the memorialist, but it must be borne in mind that the unities are more or less consciously observed, alike in the matter of the discourse and the artistic presentation to the reader. There is, in short, not merely a "mechanic" but an "organic regularity" in the composition of the work as a whole. A "myriad-minded" sage, who has seen men and cities, who has read widely and shaped his thoughts in a peculiar mould, is pouring out his stores of knowledge, the garnered fruit of a life of study and meditation, for the benefit of an apt learner, a discreet and appreciative disciple. A day comes when the marvellous lips are constrained to an endless silence, and it becomes the duty and privilege of the beloved and honoured pupil to "snatch from forgetfulness" and to hand down to posterity the great tradition of his master's eloquence. A labour of love so useful and so fascinating was accomplished by the gifted editor of the Table Talk, and it was accomplished once for all. The compilation of a new Table Talk, if it were possible, would be a mistake and an impertinence.


  The present collection of hitherto unpublished aphorisms, reflections, confessions and soliloquies, which for want of a better name I have entitled Anima Poetæ, does not in any way challenge comparison with the Table Talk. It is, indeed, essentially different, not only in the sources from which it has been compiled but in constitution and in aim.


  "Since I left you," writes Coleridge in a letter to Wordsworth of May 12, 1812, "my pocket-books have been my sole confidants." Doubtless, in earlier and happier days, he had been eager not merely to record but to communicate to the few who would listen or might understand the ceaseless and curious workings of his ever-shaping imagination, but from youth to age note-books and pocket-books were his silent confidants, his "never-failing friends" by night and day.


  More than fifty of these remarkable documents are extant. The earliest of the series, which dates from 1795 and which is known as the "Gutch Memorandum Book," was purchased in 1868 by the trustees of the British Museum, and is now exhibited in the King's Library. It consists, for the most part, of fragments of prose and verse thrown off at the moment, and stored up for future use in poem or lecture or sermon. A few of these fragments were printed in the Literary Remains (4 vols. 1836-39), and others are to be found (pp. 103, 5, 6, 9 et passim) in Herr Brandl's Samuel Taylor Coleridge and the English Romantic School. The poetical fragments are printed in extenso in Coleridge's Poetical Works (Macmillan, 1893), pp. 453-58. A few specimens of the prose fragments have been included in the first chapter of this work. One of the latest note-books, an unfinished folio, contains the Autobiographic Note of 1832, portions of which were printed in Gillman's Life of Coleridge, pp. 9-33, and a mass of unpublished matter, consisting mainly of religious exercises and biblical criticism.


  Of the intervening collection of pocket-books, note-books, copy-books, of all shapes, sizes and bindings, a detailed description would be tedious and out of place. Their contents may be roughly divided into diaries of tours in Germany, the Lake District, Scotland, Sicily and Italy; notes for projected and accomplished works, rough drafts of poems, schemes of metre and metrical experiments; notes for lectures on Shakspere and other dramatists; quotations from books of travel, from Greek, Latin, German and Italian classics, with and without critical comments; innumerable fragments of metaphysical and theological speculation; and commingled with this unassorted medley of facts and thoughts and fancies, an occasional and intermitted record of personal feeling, of love and friendship, of disappointment and regret, of penitence and resolve, of faith and hope in the Unseen.


  Hitherto, but little use has been made of this life-long accumulation of literary material. A few specimens, "Curiosities of Literature" they might have been called, were contributed by Coleridge himself to Southey's Omniana of 1812, and a further selection of some fifty fragments, gleaned from note-books 21-1/2 and 22, and from a third unnumbered MS. book now in my possession, were printed by H. N. Coleridge in the first volume of the Literary Remains under the heading Omniana 1809-1816. The Omniana of 1812 were, in many instances, re-written by Coleridge before they were included in Southey's volumes, and in the later issue, here and there, the editor has given shape and articulation to an unfinished or half-formed sentence. The earlier and later Omniana, together with the fragments which were published by Allsop in his Letters, Conversations and Recollections of S. T. Coleridge, in 1836, were included by the late Thomas Ashe in his reprint of the Table Talk, Bell & Co., 1884.


  Some fourteen or fifteen notes of singular interest and beauty, which belong to the years 1804, 1812, 1826, 1829, etc., were printed by James Gillman in his unfinished "Life of Coleridge," and it is evident that he contemplated a more extended use of the note-books in the construction of his second volume, or, possibly, the publication of a supplementary volume of notes or Omniana. Transcripts which were made for this purpose are extant, and have been placed at my disposal by the kindness of Mrs. Henry Watson, who inherited them from her grandmother, Mrs. Gillman.


  I may add that a few quotations from diaries of tours in the Lake Country and on the Continent are to be found in the foot-notes appended to the two volumes of Letters of Samuel Taylor Coleridge which were issued in the spring of the present year.


  To publish the note-books in extenso would be impracticable, if even after the lapse of sixty years since the death of the writer it were permissible. They are private memoranda-books, and rightly and properly have been regarded as a sacred trust by their several custodians. But it is none the less certain that in disburthening himself of the ideas and imaginations which pressed upon his consciousness, in committing them to writing and carefully preserving them through all his wanderings, Coleridge had no mind that they should perish utterly. The invisible pageantry of thought and passion which for ever floated into his spiritual ken, the perpetual hope, the half-belief that the veil of the senses would be rent in twain, and that he and not another would be the first to lay bare the mysteries of being, and to solve the problem of the ages—of these was the breath of his soul. It was his fate to wrestle from night to morn with the Angel of the Vision, and of that unequal combat he has left, by way of warning or encouragement, a broken but an inspired and inspiring record. "Hints and first thoughts" he bade us regard the contents of his memorandum-books—"cogitabilia rather than cogitata a me, not fixed opinions," and yet acts of obedience to the apostolic command of "Try all things: hold fast that which is good"—say, rather, acts of obedience to the compulsion of his own genius to "take a pen and write in a book all the words of the vision."


  The aim of the present work, however imperfectly accomplished, has been to present in a compendious shape a collection of unpublished aphorisms and sentences, and at the same time to enable the reader to form some estimate of those strange self-communings to which Coleridge devoted so much of his intellectual energies, and by means of which he hoped to pass through the mists and shadows of words and thoughts to a steadier contemplation, to the apprehension if not the comprehension of the mysteries of Truth and Being.


  The various excerpts which I have selected for publication are arranged, as far as possible, in chronological order. They begin with the beginning of Coleridge's literary career, and are carried down to the summer of 1828, when he accompanied Wordsworth and his daughter Dora on a six months' tour on the Continent. The series of note-books which belong to the remaining years of his life (1828-1834) were devoted for the most part to a commentary on the Old and New Testament, to theological controversy, and to metaphysical disquisition. Whatever interest they may have possessed, or still possess, appeals to the student, not to the general reader. With his inveterate love of humorous or facetious titles, Coleridge was pleased to designate these serious and abstruse dissertations as "The Flycatchers."


  My especial thanks are due to Amy, Lady Coleridge, who, in accordance with the known wishes of the late Lord Coleridge, has afforded me every facility for collating my own transcripts of the note-books, and those which were made by my father and other members of my family, with the original MSS. now in her possession.


  I have to also thank Miss Edith Coleridge for valuable assistance in the preparation of the present work for the press.


  The death of my friend, Mr. James Dykes Campbell, has deprived me of aid which he alone could give.


  It was due to his suggestion and encouragement that I began to compile these pages, and only a few days before his death he promised me (it was all he could undertake) to "run through the proofs with my pencil in my hand." He has passed away multis flebilis, but he lived to accomplish his own work both as critic and biographer, and to leave to all who follow in his footsteps a type and example of honest workmanship and of literary excellence.


  Ernest Hartley Coleridge.
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  1797-1801


  "O Youth! for years so many and sweet,

  'Tis known, that Thou and I were one."


  S. T. C.


  
    PAST AND PRESENT
  


  "We should judge of absent things by the absent. Objects which are present are apt to produce perceptions too strong to be impartially compared with those recalled only by the memory." Sir J. Stewart.


  True! and O how often the very opposite is true likewise, namely, that the objects of memory are, often, so dear and vivid, that present things are injured by being compared with them, vivid from dearness!

  


  
    LOVE
  


  Love, a myrtle wand, is transformed by the Aaron touch of jealousy into a serpent so vast as to swallow up every other stinging woe, and makes us mourn the exchange.

  


  Love that soothes misfortune and buoys up to virtue—the pillow of sorrows, the wings of virtue.

  


  Disappointed love not uncommonly causes misogyny, even as extreme thirst is supposed to be the cause of hydrophobia.

  


  Love transforms the soul into a conformity with the object loved.

  


  
    DUTY AND EXPERIENCE
  


  From the narrow path of virtue Pleasure leads us to more flowery fields, and there Pain meets and chides our wandering. Of how many pleasures, of what lasting happiness, is Pain the parent and Woe the womb!

  


  Real pain can alone cure us of imaginary ills. We feel a thousand miseries till we are lucky enough to feel misery.

  


  Misfortunes prepare the heart for the enjoyment of happiness in a better state. The life of a religious benevolent man is an April day. His pains and sorrows [what are they but] the fertilising rain? The sunshine blends with every shower, and look! how full and lovely it lies on yonder hill!

  


  Our quaint metaphysical opinions, in an hour of anguish, are like playthings by the bedside of a child deadly sick.

  


  Human happiness, like the aloe, is a flower of slow growth.

  


  What we must do let us love to do. It is a noble chymistry that turns necessity into pleasure.

  


  
    INFANCY AND INFANTS
  


  1. The first smile—what kind of reason it displays. The first smile after sickness.


  2. Asleep with the polyanthus held fast in its hand, its bells dropping over the rosy face.


  3. Stretching after the stars.


  4. Seen asleep by the light of glowworms.


  5. Sports of infants; their excessive activity, the means being the end. Nature, how lovely a school-mistress!... Children at houses of industry.


  6. Infant beholding its new-born sister.


  7. Kissing itself in the looking-glass.


  8. The Lapland infant seeing the sun.


  9. An infant's prayer on its mother's lap. Mother directing a baby's hand. (Hartley's "love to Papa," scrawls pothooks and reads what he meant by them.)


  10. The infants of kings and nobles. ("Princess unkissed and foully husbanded!")


  11. The souls of infants, a vision (vide Swedenborg).


  12. Some tales of an infant.


  13. Στοργη. The absurdity of the Darwinian system (instanced by) birds and alligators.


  14. The wisdom and graciousness of God in the infancy of the human species—its beauty, long continuance, etc. (Children in the wind—hair floating, tossing, a miniature of the agitated trees below which they played. The elder whirling for joy the one in petticoats, a fat baby eddying half-willingly, half by the force of the gust, driven backward, struggling forward—both drunk with the pleasure, both shouting their hymn of joy.) [Letters of S. T. C., 1895, i. 408.]


  15. Poor William seeking his mother, in love with her picture, and having that union of beauty and filial affection that the Virgin Mary may be supposed to give.

  


  
    POETRY
  


  Poetry, like schoolboys, by too frequent and severe correction, may be cowed into dullness!

  


  Peculiar, not far-fetched; natural, but not obvious; delicate, not affected; dignified, not swelling; fiery, but not mad; rich in imagery, but not loaded with it—in short, a union of harmony and good sense, of perspicuity and conciseness. Thought is the body of such an ode, enthusiasm the soul, and imagery the drapery.

  


  Dr. Darwin's poetry is nothing but a succession of landscapes or paintings. It arrests the attention too often, and so prevents the rapidity necessary to pathos.

  


  The elder languages were fitter for poetry because they expressed only prominent ideas with clearness, the others but darkly.... Poetry gives most pleasure when only generally and not perfectly understood. It was so by me with Gray's "Bard" and Collins' Odes. The "Bard" once intoxicated me, and now I read it without pleasure. From this cause it is that what I call metaphysical poetry gives me so much delight.


  [Compare Lecture vi. 1811-12, Bell & Co., p. 70; and Table Talk, Oct. 23, 1833, Bell & Co., p. 264.]

  


  
    COMPARISONS AND CONTRASTS
  


  Poetry which excites us to artificial feelings makes us callous to real ones.

  


  The whale is followed by waves. I would glide down the rivulet of quiet life, a trout.

  


  Australis [Southey] may be compared to an ostrich. He cannot fly, but he has such other qualities that he needs it not.

  


  Mackintosh intertrudes not introduces his beauties.

  


  Snails of intellect who see only by their feelers.

  


  Pygmy minds, measuring others by their own standard, cry What a monster, when they view a man!

  


  Our constitution is to some like cheese—the rotten parts they like the best.

  


  Her eyes sparkled as if they had been cut out of a diamond-quarry in some Golconda of Fairyland, and cast such meaning glances as would have vitrified the flint in a murderer's blunderbuss.

  


  [A task] as difficult as to separate two dew-drops blended together on a bosom of a new-blown rose.

  


  I discovered unprovoked malice in his hard heart, like a huge toad in the centre of a marble rock.

  


  Men anxious for this world are like owls that wake all night to catch mice.

  


  At Genoa the word Liberty is engraved on the chains of the galley slaves and the doors of prisons.

  


  Gratitude, worse than witchcraft, conjures up the pale, meagre ghosts of dead forgotten kindnesses to haunt and trouble [his memory].

  


  The sot, rolling on his sofa, stretching and yawning, exclaimed, "Utinam hoc esset laborare."

  


  Truth still more than Justice [is] blind, and needs Wisdom for her guide.

  


  
    OF THINGS VISIBLE AND INVISIBLE
  


  [A Proof of] the severity of the winter—the kingfisher [by] its slow, short flight permitting you to observe all its colours, almost as if it had been a flower.

  


  Little daisy—very late Spring, March. Quid si vivat? Do all things in faith. Never pluck a flower again! Mem.

  


  
    May 20, 1799
  


  The nightingales in a cluster or little wood of blossomed trees, and a bat wheeling incessantly round and round! The noise of the frogs was not unpleasant, like the humming of spinning wheels in a large manufactory—now and then a distinct sound, sometimes like a duck, and, sometimes, like the shrill notes of sea-fowl.


  [This note was written one day later than S. T. C.'s last letter from Germany, May 19, 1799.]

  


  O Heavens! when I think how perishable things, how imperishable thoughts seem to be! For what is forgetfulness? Renew the state of affection or bodily feeling [so as to be the] same or similar, sometimes dimly similar, and, instantly, the trains of forgotten thoughts rise from their living catacombs!

  


  
    [Sockburn] October 1799
  


  Few moments in life are so interesting as those of our affectionate reception from a stranger who is the dear friend of your dear friend! How often you have been the subject of conversation, and how affectionately!


  [The note commemorates his first introduction to Mary and Sarah Hutchinson.]

  


  
    Friday evening, Nov, 27, 1799
  


  The immoveableness of all things through which so many men were moving—a harsh contrast compared with the universal motion, the harmonious system of motions in the country, and everywhere in Nature. In the dim light London appeared to be a huge place of sepulchres through which hosts of spirits were gliding.

  


  Ridicule the rage for quotations by quoting from "My Baby's Handkerchief." Analyse the causes that the ludicrous weakens memory, and laughter, mechanically, makes it difficult to remember a good story.

  


  Sara sent twice for the measure of George's1 neck. He wondered that Sara should be such a fool, as she might have measured William's or Coleridge's—as "all poets' throttles were of one size."

  


  Hazlitt, the painter, told me that a picture never looked so well as when the pallet was by the side of it. Association, with the glow of production.

  


  Mr. J. Cairns, in the Gentleman's Diary for 1800, supposes that the Nazarites, who, under the law of Moses, had their heads [shaved] must have used some sort of wigs!

  


  Slanting pillars of misty light moved along under the sun hid by clouds.

  


  Leaves of trees upturned by the stirring wind in twilight—an image of paleness, wan affright.

  


  A child scolding a flower in the words in which he had been himself scolded and whipped, is poetry—passion past with pleasure.

  


  
    July 20, 1800
  


  Poor fellow at a distance—idle? in this hay-time when wages are so high? [We] come near [and] then [see that he is] pale, can scarce speak or throw out his fishing rod.


  [This incident is fully described by Wordsworth in the last of the four poems on "Naming of Places."


  —Poetical Works of W. Wordsworth, 1889, p. 144.]

  


  
    September 1, [1800]
  


  The beards of thistle and dandelions flying about the lonely mountains like life—and I saw them through the trees skimming the lake like swallows.


  
    
      ["And, in our vacant mood,
 Not seldom did we stop to watch some tuft
 Of dandelion seed or thistle's beard,
 That skimmed the surface of the dead calm lake,
 Suddenly halting now—a lifeless stand!
 And starting off again with freak as sudden;
 In all its sportive wanderings, all the while,
 Making report of an invisible breeze
 That was its wings, its chariot and its horse,
 Its playmate, rather say, its moving soul."

    


    
      Ibid. p. 143.]

    

  

  


  Luther—a hero, fettered, indeed, with prejudices—but with those very fetters he would knock out the brains of a modern Fort Esprit.

  


  Comment. Frightening by his prejudices, as a spirit does by clanking his chains.


  Not only words, as far as relates to speaking, but the knowledge of words as distinct component parts, which we learn by learning to read—what an immense effect it must have on our reasoning faculties! Logical in opposition to real.

  


  
    1797-1801
  


  Children, in making new words, always do it analogously. Explain this.

  


  Hot-headed men confuse, your cool-headed gentry jumble. The man of warm feelings only produces order and true connection. In what a jumble M. and H. write, every third paragraph beginning with "Let us now return," or "We come now to the consideration of such a thing"—that is, what I said I would come to in the contents prefixed to the chapter.

  


  
    Dec. 19, 1800
  


  The thin scattered rain-clouds were scudding along the sky; above them, with a visible interspace, the crescent moon hung, and partook not of the motion; her own hazy light filled up the concave, as if it had been painted and the colours had run.

  


  "He to whom all things are one, who draweth all things to one, and seeth all things in one, may enjoy true peace of mind and rest of spirit."—Jeremy Taylor's Via Pacis.

  


  To each reproach that thunders from without may remorse groan an echo.

  


  A prison without ransom, anguish without patience, a sick bed in the house of contempt.

  


  To think of a thing is different from to perceive it, as "to walk" is from to "feel the ground under you;" perhaps in the same way too—namely, a succession of perceptions accompanied by a sense of nisus and purpose.

  


  Space, is it merely another word for the perception of a capability of additional magnitude, or does this very perception presuppose the idea of space? The latter is Kant's opinion.

  


  A babe who had never known greater cruelty than that of being snatched away by its mother for half a moment from the breast in order to be kissed.

  


  To attempt to subordinate the idea of time to that of likeness.

  


  Every man asks how? This power to instruct is the true substratum of philosophy.

  


  Godwin's philosophy is contained in these words: Rationem defectus esse defectum rationis.—Hobbes.

  


  Hartley just able to speak a few words, making a fire-place of stones, with stones for fire—four stones for the fire-place, two for the fire—seems to illustrate a theory of language, the use of arbitrary symbols in imagination. Hartley walked remarkably soon and, therefore, learnt to talk remarkably late.

  


  Anti-optimism! Praised be our Maker, and to the honour of human nature is it, that we may truly call this an inhuman opinion. Man strives after good.

  


  Materialists unwilling to admit the mysterious element of our nature make it all mysterious—nothing mysterious in nerves, eyes, &c., but that nerves think, etc.! Stir up the sediment into the transparent water, and so make all opaque.

  


  
    1797-1801
  


  As we recede from anthropomorphism we must go either to the Trinity or Pantheism. The Fathers who were Unitarians were anthropomorphites.

  


  
    EGOTISM January 1801
  


  Empirics are boastful and egotists because they introduce real or apparent novelty, which excites great opposition, [while] personal opposition creates re-action (which is of course a consciousness of power) associated with the person re-acting. Paracelsus was a boaster, it is true; so were the French Jacobins, and Wolff, though not a boaster, was persecuted into a habit of egotism in his philosophical writings; so Dr. John Brown, and Milton in his prose works; and those, in similar circumstances, who, from prudence, abstain from egotism in their writings are still egotists among their friends. It would be unnatural effort not to be so, and egotism in such cases is by no means offensive to a kind and discerning man.


  Some flatter themselves that they abhor egotism, and do not suffer it to appear primâ facie, either in their writings or conversation, however much and however personally they or their opinions have been opposed. What now? Observe, watch those men; their habits of feeling and thinking are made up of contempt, which is the concentrated vinegar of egotism—it is lætitia mixta cum odio, a notion of the weakness of another conjoined with a notion of our own comparative strength, though that weakness is still strong enough to be troublesome to us, though not formidable.


  
    
      "—and the deep power of Joy
 We see into the Life of Things."

    

  

  


  
    THE EGO
  


  By deep feeling we make our ideas dim, and this is what we mean by our life, ourselves. I think of the wall—it is before me a distinct image. Here I necessarily think of the idea and the thinking I as two distinct and opposite things. Now let me think of myself, of the thinking being. The idea becomes dim, whatever it be—so dim that I know not what it is; but the feeling is deep and steady, and this I call I—identifying the percipient and the perceived.


  
    
      "O Thou! whose fancies from afar are brought."

    

  

  


  
    March 17, 1801, Tuesday

    
      

      1797-1801
    

  


  Hartley, looking out of my study window, fixed his eyes steadily and for some time on the opposite prospect and said, "Will yon mountains always be?" I shewed him the whole magnificent prospect in a looking-glass, and held it up, so that the whole was like a canopy or ceiling over his head, and he struggled to express himself concerning the difference between the thing and the image almost with convulsive effort. I never before saw such an abstract of thinking as a pure act and energy—of thinking as distinguished from thought.

  


  
    GIORDANO BRUNO
  


  Monday, April 1801, and Tuesday, read two works of Giordano Bruno, with one title-page: Jordani Bruni Nolani de Monade, Numero et Figurâ liber consequens. Quinque de Minimo, Magno et Mensurâ. Item. De Innumerabilibus Immenso, et Infigurabili seu de Universo et Mundis libri octo. Francofurti, Apud Joan. Wechelum et Petrum Fischerum consortes, 1591.


  Then follows the dedication, then the index of contents of the whole volume, at the end of which index is a Latin ode, conceived with great dignity and grandeur of thought. Then the work De Monade, Numero et Figurâ, secretioris nempe Physicæ, Mathematicæ, et Metaphysicæ elementa commences, which, as well as the eight books De Innumerabili, &c., is a poem in Latin hexameters, divided (each book) into chapters, and to each chapter is affixed a prose commentary. If the five books de Minimo, &c., to which this book is consequent are of the same character, I lost nothing in not having it. As to the work De Monade, it was far too numerical, lineal and Pythagorean for my comprehension. It read very much like Thomas Taylor and Proclus, &c. I by no means think it certain that there is no meaning in these works. Nor do I presume even to suppose that the meaning is of no value (till I understand a man's ignorance I presume myself ignorant of his understanding), but it is for others, at present, not for me. Sir P. Sidney and Fulk Greville shut the doors at their philosophical conferences with Bruno. If his conversation resembled this book, I should have thought he would have talked with a trumpet.


  The poems and commentaries, in the De Immenso et Innumerabili are of a different character. The commesntary is a very sublime enunciation of the dignity of the human soul, according to the principles of Plato.


  [Here follows the passage, "Anima Sapiens ——ubique totus," quoted in The Friend (Coleridge's Works, ii. 109), together with a brief résumé of Bruno's other works. See, too, Biographia Literaria, chapter ix. (Coleridge's Works, iii. 249).]

  


  
    OBSERVATIONS AND REFLECTIONS
  


  The spring with the little tiny cone of loose sand ever rising and sinking at the bottom, but its surface without a wrinkle.

  


  
    Monday, September 14, 1801
  


  Northern lights remarkably fine—chiefly a purple-blue—in shooting pyramids, moved from over Bassenthwaite behind Skiddaw. Derwent's birthday, one year old.

  


  
    September 15, 1801
  


  Observed the great half moon setting behind the mountain ridge, and watched the shapes its various segments presented as it slowly sunk—first the foot of a boot, all but the heel—then a little pyramid ∆—then a star of the first magnitude—indeed, it was not distinguishable from the evening star at its largest—then rapidly a smaller, a small, a very small star—and, as it diminished in size, so it grew paler in tint. And now where is it? Unseen—but a little fleecy cloud hangs above the mountain ridge, and is rich in amber light.

  


  I do not wish you to act from those truths. No! still and always act from your feelings; but only meditate often on these truths, that sometime or other they may become your feelings.

  


  The state should be to the religions under its protection as a well-drawn picture, equally eyeing all in the room.

  


  Quære, whether or no too great definiteness of terms in any language may not consume too much of the vital and idea-creating force in distinct, clear, full-made images, and so prevent originality. For original might be distinguished from positive thought.

  


  The thing that causes instability in a particular state, of itself causes stability. For instance, wet soap slips off the ledge—detain it till it dries a little, and it sticks.

  


  Is there anything in the idea that citizens are fonder of good eating and rustics of strong drink—the one from the rarity of all such things, the other from the uniformity of his life?

  


  
    October 19, 1801

    
      

      1797-1801
    

  


  On the Greta, over the bridge by Mr. Edmundson's father-in-law, the ashes—their leaves of that light yellow which autumn gives them, cast a reflection on the river like a painter's sunshine.

  


  
    October 20, 1801
  


  My birthday. The snow fell on Skiddaw and Grysdale Pike for the first time.


  [A life-long mistake. He was born October 21, 1772.]

  


  
    Tuesday evening, 1/2 past 6, October 22, 1801
  


  All the mountains black and tremendously obscure, except Swinside. At this time I saw, one after the other, nearly in the same place, two perfect moon-rainbows, the one foot in the field below my garden, the other in the field nearest but two to the church. It was grey-moonlight-mist-colour. Friday morning, Mary Hutchinson arrives.

  


  The art in a great man, and of evidently superior faculties, to be often obliged to people, often his inferiors—in this way the enthusiasm of affection may be excited. Pity where we can help and our help is accepted with gratitude, conjoined with admiration, breeds an enthusiastic affection. The same pity conjoined with admiration, where neither our help is accepted nor efficient, breeds dyspathy and fear.

  


  Nota bene to make a detailed comparison, in the manner of Jeremy Taylor, between the searching for the first cause of a thing and the seeking the fountains of the Nile—so many streams, each with its particular fountain—and, at last, it all comes to a name!

  


  The soul a mummy embalmed by Hope in the catacombs.

  


  To write a series of love poems truly Sapphic, save that they shall have a large interfusion of moral sentiment and calm imagery—love in all the moods of mind, philosophic, fantastic—in moods of high enthusiasm, of simple feeling, of mysticism, of religion—comprise in it all the practice and all the philosophy of love!

  


  Ὁ μυριονους—hyperbole from Naucratius' panegyric of Theodoras Chersites. Shakspere, item, ὁ πολλτος και πολυειδης τη ποικιλοστροφω σοφια. Ὁ μεγαλοφρωνοτατος της αληθειας κηρυξ.—Lord Bacon.


  [Compare Biographia Literaria, cap. xv., "our myriad-minded Shakspere" and footnote. Ανηρ μυριονους a phrase which I have borrowed from a Greek monk, who applies it to a Patriarch of Constantinople. I might have said that I have reclaimed rather than borrowed it; for it seems to belong to Shakspere, de jure singulari, et ex privilegio naturæ. Coleridge's Works, iii. 375.]


  
    FOOTNOTES:


    1 Presumably George Dyer.

  


  CHAPTER II


  
    Table of Contents
  


  1802-1803


  "In a half sleep, he dreams of better worlds,

  And dreaming hears thee still, O singing lark,

  That singest like an angel in the clouds!"


  S. T. C.


  
    THOUGHTS AND FANCIES
  


  No one can leap over his own shadow, but poets leap over death.

  


  The old world begins a new year. That is ours, but this is from God.

  


  We may think of time as threefold. Slowly comes the Future, swift the Present passes by, but the Past is unmoveable. No impatience will quicken the loiterer, no terror, no delight rein in the flyer, and no regret set in motion the stationary. Wouldst be happy, take the delayer for thy counsellor; do not choose the flyer for thy friend, nor the ever-remainer for thine enemy.

  


  
    LIMBO
  


  Vastum, incultum, solitudo mera, et incrinitissima nuditas.


  [Crinitus, covered with hair, is to be found in Cicero, nuditas in Quintilian, but incrinitissima is, probably, Coleridgian Latinity.]

  


  [An old man gloating over his past vices may be compared to the] devil at the very end of hell, warming himself at the reflection of the fire in the ice.

  


  Dimness of vision, mist, &c., magnify the powers of sight, numbness adds to those of touch. A numb limb seems twice its real size.

  


  Take away from sounds the sense of outness, and what a horrible disease would every minute become! A drive over a pavement would be exquisite torture. What, then, is sympathy if the feelings be not disclosed? An inward reverberation of the stifled cry of distress.

  


  Metaphysics make all one's thoughts equally corrosive on the body, by inducing a habit of making momently and common thought the subject of uncommon interest and intellectual energy.

  


  A kind-hearted man who is obliged to give a refusal or the like which will inflict great pain, finds a relief in doing it roughly and fiercely. Explain this and use it in Christabel.

  


  The unspeakable comfort to a good man's mind, nay, even to a criminal, to be understood—to have some one that understands one—and who does not feel that, on earth, no one does? The hope of this, always more or less disappointed, gives the passion to friendship.

  


  
    October,1802
  


  Hartley, at Mr. Clarkson's, sent for a candle. The seems made him miserable. "What do you mean, my love?" "The seems, the seems. What seems to be and is not, men and faces, and I do not [know] what, ugly, and sometimes pretty, and these turn ugly, and they seem when my eyes are open and worse when they are shut—and the candle cures the seems."

  


  Great injury has resulted from the supposed incompatibility of one talent with another, judgment with imagination and taste, good sense with strong feeling, &c. If it be false, as assuredly it is, the opinion has deprived us of a test which every man might apply. [Hence] Locke's opinions of Blackmore, Hume's of Milton and Shakspere.

  


  
    October 25, 1802
  


  I began to look through Swift's works. First volume, containing "Tale of a Tub," wanting. Second volume—the sermon on the Trinity, rank Socinianism, purus putus Socinianism, while the author rails against the Socinians for monsters.

  


  The first sight of green fields with the numberless nodding gold cups, and the winding river with alders on its banks, affected me, coming out of a city confinement, with the sweetness and power of a sudden strain of music.

  


  Mem. to end my preface with "in short, speaking to the poets of the age, 'Primus vestrûm non sum, neque imus.' I am none of the best, I am none of the meanest of you."—Burton.

  


  "Et pour moi, le bonheur n'a commencé que lorsque je l'ai eu perdu. Je mettrais volontiers sur la porte du Paradis le vers que le Dante a mis sur celle de l'Enfer.


  'Lasciate ogni speranza voi ch' entrate.'"

  


  Were I Achilles, I would have had my leg cut off, and have got rid of my vulnerable heel.

  


  In natural objects we feel ourselves, or think of ourselves, only by likenesses—among men, too often by differences. Hence the soothing, love-kindling effect of rural nature—the bad passions of human societies. And why is difference linked with hatred?

  


  
    TRANSCRIPTS FROM MY VELVET-PAPER POCKET-BOOKS
  


  Regular post—its influence on the general literature of the country; turns two-thirds of the nation into writers.

  


  Socinianism, moonlight; methodism, a stove. O for some sun to unite heat and light!

  


  
    Nov. 25, 1802
  


  I intend to examine minutely the nature, cause, birth and growth of the verbal imagination, in the possession of which Barrow excels almost every other writer of prose.

  


  
    Sunday, December 19
  


  Remember the pear trees in the lovely vale of Teme. Every season Nature converts me from some unloving heresy, and will make a Catholic of me at last.

  


  A fine and apposite quotation, or a good story, so far from promoting, are wont to damp the easy commerce of sensible chit-chat.

  


  We imagine ourselves discoverers, and that we have struck a light, when, in reality, at most, we have but snuffed a candle.

  


  A thief in the candle, consuming in a blaze the tallow belonging to the wick which has sunk out of sight, is an apt simile for a plagiarist from a dead author.

  


  An author with a new play which has been hissed off the stage is not unlike a boy who has launched on a pond a ship of his own making, and tries to prove to his schoolfellows that it ought to have sailed.

  


  Repose after agitation is like the pool under a waterfall, which the waterfall has made.

  


  Something inherently mean in action! Even the creation of the universe disturbs my idea of the Almighty's greatness—would do so but that I perceive that thought with Him creates.

  


  The great federal republic of the universe.

  


  T. Wedgwood's objection to my "Things and Thoughts," because "thought always implies an act or nisus of mind" is not well founded. A thought and thoughts are quite different words from Thought, as a fancy from Fancy, a work from Work, a life from Life, a force and forces from Force, a feeling, a writing [from Feelings, Writings.]

  


  
    May 10, 1803
  


  To fall asleep. Is not a real event in the body well represented by this phrase? Is it in excess when on first dropping asleep we fall down precipices, or sink down, all things sinking beneath us, or drop down? Is there not a disease from deficiency of this critical sensation when people imagine that they have been awake all night, and actually lie dreaming, expecting and wishing for the critical sensation?


  [Compare the phrase, "precipices of distempered sleep," in the sonnet, "No more my visionary soul shall dwell," attributed by Southey to Favell.—Life and Corresp. of R. Southey, i. 224.]

  


  
    A TREACHEROUS KNAVE
  


  [He] drew out the secrets from men's hearts as the Egyptian enchanters by particular strains of music draw out serpents from their lurking-places.

  


  
    COUNTRY AND TOWN
  


  The rocks and stones put on a vital resemblance and life itself seemed, thereby, to forego its restlessness, to anticipate in its own nature an infinite repose, and to become, as it were, compatible with immoveability.

  


  Bright reflections, in the canal, of the blue and green vitriol bottles in the druggists' shops in London.

  


  A curious, and more than curious, fact, that when the country does not benefit, it depraves. Hence the violent, vindictive passions and the outrageous and dark and wild cruelties of very many country folk. [On the other hand] the continual sight of human faces and human houses, as in China, emasculates [and degrades.]

  


  
    Monday night, June 8, 1803
  


  "He who cannot wait for his reward has, in reality, not earned it." These words I uttered in a dream, in which a lecture I was giving—a very profound one, as I thought—was not listened to, but I was quizzed.

  


  
    Tuesday night, July 19, 1803
  


  Intensely hot day; left off a waistcoat and for yarn wore silk stockings. Before nine o'clock, had unpleasant chillness; heard a noise which I thought Derwent's in sleep, listened, and found it was a calf bellowing. Instantly came on my mind that night I slept out at Ottery, and the calf in the field across the river whose lowing so deeply impressed me. Chill + child and calf-lowing—probably the Rivers Greta and Otter. [Letters of S.T.C., 1895, i. 14, note.]

  


  
    October, 1803
  


  A smile, as foreign or alien to, as detached from the gloom of the countenance, as I have seen a small spot of light travel slowly and sadly along the mountain's breast, when all beside has been dark with the storm.

  


  
    A PRINCIPLE OF CRITICISM.
  


  Never to lose an opportunity of reasoning against the head-dimming, heart-damping principle of judging a work by its defects, not its beauties. Every work must have the former—we know it a priori—but every work has not the latter, and he, therefore, who discovers them, tells you something that you could not with certainty, or even with probability, have anticipated.

  


  
    WORDSWORTH AND THE PRELUDE
  


  I am sincerely glad that he has bidden farewell to all small poems, and is devoting himself to his great work, grandly imprisoning, while it deifies, his attention and feelings within the sacred circle and temple-walls of great objects and elevated conceptions. In those little poems, his own corrections coming of necessity so often—at the end of every fourteen or twenty lines, or whatever the poem might chance to be—wore him out; difference of opinion with his best friends irritated him, and he wrote, at times, too much with a sectarian spirit, in a sort of bravado. But now he is at the helm of a noble bark; now he sails right onward; it is all open ocean and a steady breeze, and he drives before it, unfretted by short tacks, reefing and unreefing the sails, hauling and disentangling the ropes. His only disease is the having been out of his element; his return to it is food to famine; it is both the specific remedy and the condition of health.

  


  
    THE INCOMMUNICABLE
  


  Without drawing, I feel myself but half invested with language. Music, too, is wanting to me. But yet, though one should unite poetry, draftsman's skill, and music, the greater and, perhaps, nobler, certainly all the subtler, parts of one's nature must be solitary. Man exists herein to himself and to God alone—yea! in how much only to God! how much lies below his own consciousness!

  


  The tree or sea-weed like appearance of the side of the mountain, all white with snow, made by little bits of snow loosened. Introduce this and the stones leaping rabbit-like down on my sopha of sods. [Vide p. 60.]

  


  The sunny mist, the luminous gloom of Plato.

  


  
    TIME AN ELEMENT OF GRIEF
  


  Nothing affects me much at the moment it happens. It either stupefies me, and I, perhaps, look at a merry-make and dance-the-hay of flies, or listen entirely to the loud click of the great clock, or I am simply indifferent, not without some sense of philosophical self-complacency. For a thing at the moment is but a thing of the moment; it must be taken up into the mind, diffuse itself through the whole multitude of shapes and thoughts, not one of which it leaves untinged, between [not one of] which and it some new thought is not engendered. Now this is a work of time, but the body feels it quicker with me.

  


  
    THE POET AND THE SPIDER
  


  On St. Herbert's Island, I saw a large spider with most beautiful legs, floating in the air on his back by a single thread which he was spinning out, and still, as he spun, heaving on the air, as if the air beneath was a pavement elastic to his strokes. From the top of a very high tree he had spun his line; at length reached the bottom, tied his thread round a piece of grass, and reascended to spin another—a net to hang, as a fisherman's sea-net hangs, in the sun and wind to dry.

  


  
    THE COMMUNICABLE
  


  One excellent use of communication of sorrow to a friend is this, that in relating what ails us, we ourselves first know exactly what the real grief is, and see it for itself in its own form and limits. Unspoken grief is a misty medley of which the real affliction only plays the first fiddle, blows the horn to a scattered mob of obscure feelings. Perhaps, at certain moments, a single, almost insignificant sorrow may, by association, bring together all the little relicts of pain and discomfort, bodily and mental, that we have endured even from infancy.

  


  
    NOSCITUR A SOCIIS
  


  One may best judge of men by their pleasures. Who has not known men who have passed the day in honourable toil with honour and ability, and at night sought the vilest pleasure in the vilest society? This is the man's self. The other is a trick learnt by heart (for we may even learn the power of extemporaneous elocution and instant action as an automatic trick); but a man's pleasures—children, books, friends, nature, the Muse—O these deceive not.

  


  
    TEMPERAMENT AND MORALS October, 1803
  


  Even among good and sensible men, how common it is that one attaches himself scrupulously to the rigid performance of some minor virtue or makes a point of carrying some virtue into all its minutiæ, and is just as lax in a similar point, professedly lax. What this is depends, seemingly, on temperament. A makes no conscience of a little flattery in cases where he is certain that he is not acting from base or interested motives—in short, whenever his only motives are the amusement, the momentary pleasure given, &c., a medley of good nature, diseased proneness to sympathy, and a habit of being wiser behind the curtain than his own actions before it. B would die rather than deviate from truth and sincerity in this instance, but permits himself to utter, nay, publish the harshest censure of men as moralists and as literati, and that, too, on his simple ipse dixit, without assigning any reason, and often without having any, save that he himself believes it—believes it because he dislikes the man, and dislikes him probably for his looks, or, at best, for some one fault without any collation of the sum total of the man's qualities. Yet A and B are both good men, as the world goes. They do not act from conscious self-love, and are amenable to principles in their own minds.

  


  
    BRIGHT OCTOBER October 21, 1803, Friday morning
  


  A drizzling rain. Heavy masses of shapeless vapour upon the mountains (O the perpetual forms of Borrowdale!) yet it is no unbroken tale of dull sadness. Slanting pillars travel across the lake at long intervals, the vaporous mass whitens in large stains of light—on the lakeward ridge of that huge arm-chair of Lodore fell a gleam of softest light, that brought out the rich hues of the late autumn. The woody Castle Crag between me and Lodore is a rich flower-garden of colours—the brightest yellows with the deepest crimsons and the infinite shades of brown and green, the infinite diversity of which blends the whole, so that the brighter colours seem to be colours upon a ground, not coloured things. Little woolpacks of white bright vapour rest on different summits and declivities. The vale is narrowed by the mist and cloud, yet through the wall of mist you can see into a bower of sunny light, in Borrowdale; the birds are singing in the tender rain, as if it were the rain of April, and the decaying foliage were flowers and blossoms. The pillar of smoke from the chimney rises up in the mist, and is just distinguishable from it, and the mountain forms in the gorge of Borrowdale consubstantiate with the mist and cloud, even as the pillar'd smoke—a shade deeper and a determinate form.

  


  
    TELEOLOGY AND NATURE WORSHIP A PROTEST October 26, 1803
  


  A most unpleasant dispute with Wordsworth and Hazlitt. I spoke, I fear, too contemptuously; but they spoke so irreverently, so malignantly of the Divine Wisdom that it overset me. Hazlitt, how easily raised to rage and hatred self-projected! but who shall find the force that can drag him up out of the depth into one expression of kindness, into the showing of one gleam of the light of love on his countenance. Peace be with him! But thou, dearest Wordsworth—and what if Ray, Durham, Paley have carried the observation of the aptitude of things too far, too habitually into pedantry? O how many worse pedantries! how few so harmless, with so much efficient good! Dear William, pardon pedantry in others, and avoid it in yourself, instead of scoffing and reviling at pedantry in good men and a good cause and becoming a pedant yourself in a bad cause—even by that very act becoming one. But, surely, always to look at the superficies of objects for the purpose of taking delight in their beauty, and sympathy with their real or imagined life, is as deleterious to the health and manhood of intellect as, always to be peering and unravelling contrivance may be to the simplicity of the affection and the grandeur and unity of the imagination. O dearest William! would Ray or Durham have spoken of God as you spoke of Nature?

  


  
    W. H.
  


  Hazlitt to the feelings of anger and hatred, phosphorus—it is but to open the cork and it flames—but to love and serviceable friendship, let them, like Nebuchadnezzar, heat the furnace with a sevenfold heat, this triune, Shadrach, Meshach, Abed-nego, will shiver in the midst of it.

  


  
    THE ORIGIN OF EVIL Thursday October 27, 1803
  


  I sate for my picture [to Hazlitt]—heard from Southey the "Institution of the Jesuits," during which some interesting idea occurred to me, and has escaped. I made out, however, the whole business of the origin of evil satisfactorily to my own mind, and forced H. to confess that the metaphysical argument reduced itself to this, Why did not infinite Power always exclusively produce such beings as in each moment of their duration were infinite? why, in short, did not the Almighty create an absolutely infinite number of Almighties? The hollowness and impiety of the argument will be felt by considering that, suppose a universal happiness, a perfection of the moral as well as natural world, still the whole objection applies just as forcibly as at this moment. The malignity of the Deity (I shudder even at the assumption of this affrightful and Satanic language) is manifested in the creation of archangels and cherubs and the whole company of pure Intelligences burning in their unquenchable felicity, equally as in the creation of Neros and Tiberiuses, of stone and leprosy. Suppose yourself perfectly happy, yet, according to this argument, you ought to charge God with malignity for having created you—your own life and all its comforts are in the indictment against the Creator—for surely even a child would be ashamed to answer, "No! I should still exist, only in that case, instead of being a man, I should be an infinite being." As if the word I here had even the remotest semblance of a meaning. Infinitely more absurd than if I should write the fraction 1⁄1000 on a slate, then rub it out with my sponge, and write in the same place the integral number 555,666,879, and then observe that the former figure was greatly improved by the measure, that it was grown a far finer figure!—conceiting a change where there had been positive substitution. Thus, then, it appears that the sole justification of those who, offended by the vice and misery of the created world, as far as we know it, impeach the power and goodness of the Almighty, making the proper cause of such vice and misery to have been a defect either of power or goodness—it appears, I say


  
  


  
    A DREAM AND A PARENTHESIS Friday morning, 5 o'clock
  


  
  


  
  


  
    THE AIM OF HIS METAPHYSIC
  


  
  


  
    IN THE VISIONS OF THE NIGHT Nov. 2, 1803, Wednesday morning, 20 minutes past 2 o'clock
  


  
  


  
    AURI SACRA FAMES
  


  
  


  
    EARLY DEATH November 1803
  


  
  


  
  


  
    THE NIGHT SIDE OF NATURE November 9, Wednesday night, 45 min. past 6
  


  
  


  
    November 10, 1/2 past 2 o'clock, morning
  


  

  
    Tuesday night, 1/4 after 7
  


  

  
    Sunday morning, Nov. 13, 1⁄2 past 2
  


  
  


  
    AN OPTICAL ILLUSION
  


  
  


  
    THE INWARD LIGHT
  


  
  


  
    PARS ALTERA MEI
  


  
  


  
    NOT THE BEAUTIFUL BUT THE GOOD
  


  

  
  


  
    A MOON-SET Friday, Nov. 25, 1803, morning 45 minutes past
  


  
  


  
    THE DEATH OF ADAM A DREAM Dec. 6, 1803
  


  
  


  
    A MAN'S A MAN FOR ALL THAT
  


  
  


  
    A DEFENCE OF METAPHYSIC
  


  
  


  
    A SUNSET
  


  
  


  
    EXTREMES MEET
  


  

  
    

    
      
        The parching air

        Burns frore and cold performs the effect of fire.
      

    


    
      
        Paradise Lost, ii. 594.
      

    


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  

  


  
    ABSTRUSE RESEARCH
  


  
  


  

  
  


  
  


  
    Dec. 19, 1803, morning
  


  
  


  
    OF STREAMY ASSOCIATION
  


  
  


  
    December 28, 1803, 11 o'clock
  


  
  


  
    A DOUBTFUL EXPERIMENT
  


  
  


  
    THE PSYCHOLOGY OF MOTION
  


  
  


  
    RECOLLECTION AND REMEMBRANCE
  


  
  


  
    THE ETHICS OF SPINOZA
  


  
  


  
    A UNITARIAN SCHOOLMAN
  


  

  
  


  
    A CROWD OF THOUGHTS
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  

  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
    "POEM ON SPIRIT, OR ON SPINOZA"
  


  
  


  
    TRANS-SUBSTANTIATION
  


  
  


  
    THE DANGER OF THE MEAN
  


  
  


  
    ALAS! THEY HAD BEEN FRIENDS IN YOUTH
  


  
  


  
    Oct. 31, 1803 AVE PHŒBE IMPERATOR
  


  
  


  
    THE ONE AND THE GOOD
  


  
  


  
    A MORTAL AGONY OF THOUGHT
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