
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (1770-1850), the representative 
figure of British Romanticism, was born in Cockermouth in the 
Lake District of England.  An attorney's son, he was orphaned 
at age thirteen, but attended Cambridge University.  Upon 
graduation he toured the Continent, including revolutionary 
France (where he fathered an illegitimate daughter with Annette 
Vallon).  In 1795 he moved to Dorset in the Lake District with 
his sister Dorothy and near to Samuel Taylor Coleridge.  The 
two poets collaborated on the volume Lyrical Ballads (1798), 
often considered the birth of British Romanticism.  Later he 
moved to Grasmere with his sister and wife Mary Hutchinson 
with whom he had five children.  By 1808 he had written most 
of his major poetry, including the autobiographical poetic epic 
The Prelude  (though it was not published until after his death). 
Coleridge remained an important friend and influence during 
this period although the poets had an eventual falling out as 
Wordsworth's poetry declined and Coleridge's addiction to 
opium increased.  Wordsworth's “Preface” to the Second 
Edition of Lyrical Ballads is considered a manifesto for British 
Romanticism: 1) it seeks to use poetic language of the so-called 
“common man” in place of the ornate, and at times 
overwrought, poetry of the 17th and 18th centuries; and 2) it 
defines poetry not as a literary object determined by traditional 
poetic forms but as an subjective meditative act resulting from 
“powerful emotion recollected in tranquility.” 

LYRICAL BALLADS (1800)

PREFACE

The First Volume of these Poems has already been submitted to
general perusal. It was published, 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 rationally 
endeavour to impart.

* * * *

Several of my Friends are anxious for 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 multiplicity and in the quality of its 
moral relations: and on this account they have advised me to 
prefix a systematic defence of the theory, upon which the 
poems were written. But I was unwilling to undertake the task, 
because I knew that on this occasion the Reader would look 
coldly upon my arguments, since I might be suspected of 
having been principally 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 my opinions and fully to enforce 
my arguments would require a space wholly disproportionate to 
the nature of a preface. For to treat the subject with the 
clearness and coherence, of which I believe it 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 react 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 defence; yet I am sensible, that there would 
be some 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.

* * * *

The principal object then which I proposed to myself in these 
Poems was to make the incidents of common life 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. Low and rustic life 
was generally chosen because in that situation the essential 
passions 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; because in that situation our 
elementary feelings exist in a state of greater simplicity and 
consequently may be more accurately contemplated and more 
forcibly communicated; because the manners of rural life 
germinate from those elementary feelings; and from the
necessary character of rural occupations are more easily 
comprehended; and are more durable; and lastly, because in that 
situation the passions of men are incorporated with the beautiful 
and permanent forms of nature. The language too of these men 
is 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 action of social 
vanity they convey their feelings and notions in simple and 
unelaborated expressions. 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 
expression in order to furnish food for fickle tastes and fickle 
appetites of their own creation. [Wordsworth's note: It is worth 
while here to observe that the affecting parts of Chaucer are 
almost always expressed in language pure and universally 
intelligible even to this day.]

I cannot be insensible of the present outcry against the triviality
and meanness both of thought and language, which some of my
contemporaries have occasionally introduced into their metrical
compositions; and I acknowledge that this defect where it exists, 
is more dishonorable 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 of its 
consequences. From such verses the Poems in these volumes 
will be found distinguished at least by one mark of difference, 
that each of them has a worthy purpose. Not that I mean to say, 
that I always began to write with a distinct purpose formally 
conceived; but I believe that my habits of meditation have so 
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formed my feelings, as that my descriptions of such objects as 
strongly excite those feelings, will be found to carry along with 
them a purpose. If in this opinion I am mistaken I can have little 
right to the name of a Poet. For all good poetry is the 
spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings; but though this be 
true, Poems to which any value can be attached, were never 
produced on any variety of subjects but by a man who being 
possessed of more than usual organic sensibility had also 
thought long and deeply. For our continued influxes of feeling
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 feelings connected with important 
subjects will be nourished, till at length, if we be originally 
possessed of much organic sensibility, such habits of mind 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 connection with each 
other, that the understanding of the being to whom we address 
ourselves, if he be in a healthful state of association, must 
necessarily be in some degree enlightened, his taste exalted, and 
his affections ameliorated.

* * * *

Having dwelt thus long on the subjects and aim of these Poems, 
I shall request the Reader's permission to apprize him of a few
circumstances relating to their style, in order, among other
reasons, that I may not be censured for not having performed 
what I never attempted. Except in a very few instances the 
Reader will find no personifications of abstract ideas in these 
volumes, not that I mean to censure such personifications: they 
may be well fitted for certain sorts of composition, but in these 
Poems I propose to myself to imitate, and, as far as possible, to 
adopt the very language of men, and I do not find that such 
personifications make any regular or natural part of that 
language. I wish to keep my Reader in the company of flesh and 
blood, persuaded that by so doing I shall interest him. Not but 
that I believe that others who pursue a different track may 
interest him likewise: I do not interfere with their claim, I only 
wish to prefer a different claim of my own. There will also be 
found in these volumes little of what is usually called poetic 
diction; I have taken as much pains to avoid it as others 
ordinarily take to produce it; this I have 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. I 
do not know how without being culpably particular I can give 
my Reader a more exact notion of the style in which I wished 
these poems to be written than by informing him that I have at 
all times endeavoured to look steadily at my subject, 
consequently I hope it will be found that there is in these Poems 
little falsehood of description, and that my ideas are expressed 
in language fitted to their respective importance. Something I 
must have 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 
regarded 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, in 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 possible 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 almost
all the poetical writings, even of Milton himself. I have not 
space for much quotation; but, to illustrate the subject in a 
general manner, I will here adduce a short composition of Gray, 
who was at 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 shine,
  And reddening Phoebus lifts his golden fire:
  The birds in vain their amorous descant join,
  Or chearful 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 mine;
  And in my breast the imperfect joys expire;
  Yet Morning smiles the busy race to cheer,
  And new-born pleasure brings to happier men;
  The fields to all their wonted tribute bear;
  To warm their little loves the birds complain.
  I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear
  And weep the more because I weep in vain.

It 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 fruitlessly, which is so far a defect, the 
language of these lines does in no respect differ from that of 
prose.

Is there then, it will be asked, no essential difference between 
the language of prose and metrical composition?  I answer that 
there neither is nor can be any essential difference. We are fond 
of tracing the resemblance between Poetry and Painting, and, 
accordingly, we call them Sisters: but where shall we find bonds 
of connection sufficiently strict to typify the affinity betwixt 
metrical and prose composition? They both speak by and to the 
same organs; the bodies in which both of them are clothed may 
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be said to be of the same substance, their affections are kindred 
and almost identical, not necessarily differing even in degree; 
Poetry 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. 
[Wordsworth's Note: I here use the word "Poetry" (though 
against my own judgment) as opposed to the word Prose, and 
synonomous 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 Science. The only strict antithesis to Prose is Metre.]

If it be affirmed that rhyme and metrical arrangement of 
themselves constitute a distinction which overturns what I have 
been saying on the strict affinity of metrical language with that 
of prose, and paves the way for other distinctions which the 
mind voluntarily admits, I answer that the distinction of rhyme 
and metre is regular and uniform, and not, like that which is 
produced by what is usually called poetic diction, arbitrary and 
subject to infinite caprices upon which no calculation whatever 
can be made. In the one case the Reader is utterly at the mercy 
of the Poet respecting what imagery or diction he may choose to 
connect with the passion, whereas in the other the metre obeys 
certain laws, to which the Poet and Reader both willingly 
submit because they are certain, and because no interference is 
made by them with the passion but such as the concurring 
testimony of ages has shewn to heighten and improve the 
pleasure which co-exists with it. It will now be proper to answer 
an obvious question, namely, why, professing these opinions 
have I written in verse? To this in the first place I reply, 
because, however I may have restricted myself, there is
still left open to me what confessedly constitutes the most 
valuable object of all writing whether in prose or verse, the 
great and universal passions of men, the most general and 
interesting of their occupations, and the entire world of nature, 
from which I am at liberty to supply myself with endless 
combinations of forms and imagery. Now, granting for a 
moment that whatever is interesting in these objects may be as 
vividly described in prose, why am I to be condemned if to such 
description I have endeavoured to superadd the charm which by 
the consent of all nations is acknowledged to exist in metrical 
language? To this it will 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 accompanied 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 be thereby 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 thus 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 under-rate the power of metre in 
itself, it might perhaps be almost sufficient to observe that 
poems are extant, written upon more humble subjects, and in a 
more naked and simple style than what I have aimed at, which 
poems have continued to give pleasure from generation to 
generation. Now, if nakedness and simplicity be a defect, the 
fact here mentioned affords a strong presumption that poems 
somewhat less naked and simple are capable of affording 

pleasure at the present day; and all that I am now attempting is 
to justify myself for having written under the impression of this 
belief.

But I might point out various causes why, when the style is 
manly, and the subject of some importance, words metrically 
arranged will long continue to impart such a pleasure to 
mankind as he who is sensible of the extent of that pleasure will 
be desirous to impart. 

* * * *

If I had undertaken a systematic defence of the theory upon 
which these poems are written, 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; I mean 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 the direction of the sexual appetite, and all 
the passions connected with it take their origin: It is the life of 
our ordinary conversation; and upon the accuracy with which 
similitude in dissimilitude, and dissimilitude in similitude are 
perceived, depend our taste and our moral feelings. It would not 
have been a useless employment to have applied this principle 
to the consideration of metre, and to have shewn that metre is 
hence enabled to afford much pleasure, and to have pointed out 
in what manner that pleasure is produced. But my limits will not 
permit me to enter upon this subject, and I must content myself 
with a general summary.

I have said that Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful
feelings: it takes its origin from emotion recollected in
tranquillity: the emotion is contemplated till by a species of
reaction the tranquillity gradually disappears, and an emotion,
similar to that which was before the subject of contemplation, is
gradually produced, and does itself actually exist in the mind. In
this mood successful composition generally begins, and in a 
mood similar to this it is carried on; but the emotion, of 
whatever kind and in whatever degree, from various causes is 
qualified by various pleasures, so that in describing any 
passions whatsoever, which are voluntarily described, the mind 
will upon the whole be in a state of enjoyment. Now if Nature 
be thus cautious in preserving in a state of enjoyment a being 
thus employed, the Poet ought to profit by the lesson thus held 
forth to him, and ought especially to take care, that whatever 
passions he communicates to his Reader, those passions,
if his Reader's mind be sound and vigorous, should always be
accompanied with an overbalance of pleasure. Now the music 
of harmonious metrical language, the sense of difficulty 
overcome, and the blind association of pleasure which has been 
previously received from works of rhyme or metre of the same 
or similar construction, all these imperceptibly make up a 
complex feeling of delight, which is of the most important use 
in tempering the painful feeling which will always be found 
intermingled with powerful descriptions of the deeper passions. 
This effect is always produced in pathetic and impassioned 
poetry; while in lighter compositions the ease and gracefulness 
with which the Poet manages his numbers are themselves
confessedly a principal source of the gratification of the Reader. 
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I might perhaps include all which it is necessary to say upon 
this subject by affirming what few persons will deny, that of 
two descriptions either of passions, manners, or characters, each 
of them equally well executed, the one in prose and the other in 
verse, the verse will be read a hundred times where the prose is 
read once. We see that Pope by the power of verse alone, has 
contrived to render the plainest common sense interesting, and 
even frequently to invest it with the appearance of passion. In 
consequence of these convictions I related in metre the Tale of 
GOODY BLAKE and HARRY GILL, which is one of the 
rudest of this collection. I wished to draw attention to the truth 
that the power of the human imagination is sufficient to produce 
such changes even in our physical nature as might almost 
appear miraculous. The truth is an important one; the
fact (for it is a fact) is a valuable illustration of it. And I
have the satisfaction of knowing that it has been communicated 
to many hundreds of people who would never have heard of it, 
had it not been narrated as a Ballad, and in a more impressive 
metre than is usual in Ballads.

* * * *

Long as I have detained my Reader, I hope he will permit me to
caution him against a mode of false criticism which has been 
applied to Poetry in which the language closely resembles that 
of life and nature. Such verses have been triumphed over in 
parodies of which Dr. Johnson's Stanza is a fair specimen.

  "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."

Immediately under these lines I will place one of the most justly
admired stanzas of the "Babes in the Wood."

  "These pretty Babes with hand in hand
  Went wandering up and down;
  But never more they saw the Man
  Approaching from the Town."

In both of these stanzas the words, and the order of the words, 
in no respect differ from the most unimpassioned conversation. 
There are words in both, for example, "the Strand," and "the 
Town," connected with none but the most familiar ideas; yet the 
one stanza we admit as admirable, and the other as a fair 
example of the superlatively contemptible. Whence arises this 
difference? Not from the metre, not from the language, not from 
the order of the words; but the matter expressed in Dr. 
Johnson's stanza is contemptible. The proper method of treating 
trivial and simple verses to which Dr. Johnson's stanza would 
be a fair parallelism is not to say this is a bad kind of poetry, or 
this is not poetry, but this wants sense; it is neither interesting in 
itself, nor can lead to any thing interesting; the images neither 
originate in that sane state of feeling which arises out of 
thought, nor can excite thought or feeling in the Reader. This is 
the only sensible manner of dealing with such verses: Why 
trouble yourself about the species till you have previously 
decided upon the genus? Why take pains to prove that
an Ape is not a Newton when it is self-evident that he is not a 
man.

I have one request to 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 
judgment 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 criticism so destructive of all 
sound unadulterated judgment is almost universal: I have 
therefore to request that the Reader would abide independently 
by his own feelings, and that if he finds himself affected he 
would not suffer such conjectures to interfere with his pleasure.

* * * *

But would my limits have permitted me to point out how this 
pleasure is produced, I might have removed many obstacles, and 
assisted my Reader in perceiving that the powers of language 
are not so limited as he may suppose; and that it is possible that 
poetry may give other enjoyments, of a purer, more lasting, and 
more exquisite nature. But this part of my subject I have been 
obliged altogether to omit: as it has been less my present aim to 
prove that the interest excited by some other kinds of poetry is 
less vivid, and less worthy of the nobler powers of the mind, 
than to offer reasons for presuming, that, if the object which I 
have proposed to myself were adequately attained, a species of 
poetry would be produced, which is genuine poetry; in its nature 
well adapted to interest mankind permanently, and likewise 
important in the multiplicity and quality of its moral relations. 
From what has been said, and from a perusal of the Poems, the 
Reader will be able clearly to perceive the object which I have 
proposed to myself: he will determine how far I have attained 
this object; and, what is
a much more important question, whether it be worth attaining; 
and upon the decision of these two questions will rest my claim 
to the approbation of the public.

EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY.

  "Why, William, on that old grey stone,
  Thus for the length of half a day,
  Why, William, sit you thus alone,
  And dream your time away?"

  "Where are your books? that light bequeath'd
  To beings else forlorn and blind!
  Up! Up! and drink the spirit breath'd
  From dead men to their kind."

  "You look round on your mother earth,
  As if she for no purpose bore you;
  As if you were her first-born birth,
  And none had lived before you!"

  One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,
  When life was sweet, I knew not why,
  To me my good friend Matthew spake,
  And thus I made reply.

  "The eye it cannot chuse but see,
  We cannot bid the ear be still;
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  Our bodies feel, where'er they be,
  Against, or with our will."

  "Nor less I deem that there are powers
  Which of themselves our minds impress,
  That we can feed this mind of ours
  In a wise passiveness."
  "Think you, mid all this mighty sum
  Of things for ever speaking,
  That nothing of itself will come,
  But we must still be seeking?"

  "Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,
  Conversing as I may,
  I sit upon this old grey stone,
  And dream my time away."

THE TABLES TURNED;

  An Evening Scene, on the same Subject,

  Up! up! my friend, and clear your looks,
  Why all this toil and trouble?
  Up! up! my friend, and quit your books,
  Or surely you'll grow double.

  The sun, above the mountain's head,
  A freshening lustre mellow
  Through all the long green fields has spread,
  His first sweet evening yellow.

  Books! 'tis dull and endless strife,
  Come, here the woodland linnet,
  How sweet his music; on my life
  There's more of wisdom in it.

  And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!
  And he is no mean preacher;
  Come forth into the light of things,
  Let Nature be your teacher.

  She has a world of ready wealth,
  Our minds and hearts to bless--
  Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,
  Truth breathed by chearfulness.
  One impulse from a vernal wood
  May teach you more of man;
  Of moral evil and of good,
  Than all the sages can.

  Sweet is the lore which nature brings;
  Our meddling intellect
  Mishapes the beauteous forms of things;
  --We murder to dissect.

  Enough of science and of art;
  Close up these barren leaves;
  Come forth, and bring with you a heart
  That watches and receives.

  WE ARE SEVEN.

  A simple child, dear brother Jim,
  That lightly draws its breath,
  And feels its life in every limb,
  What should it know of death?

  I met a little cottage girl,
  She was eight years old, she said;
  Her hair was thick with many a curl
  That cluster'd round her head.

  She had a rustic, woodland air,
  And she was wildly clad;
  Her eyes were fair, and very fair,
  --Her beauty made me glad.

  "Sisters and brothers, little maid,
  How many may you be?"
  "How many? seven in all," she said,
  And wondering looked at me.

  "And where are they, I pray you tell?"
  She answered, "Seven are we,
  And two of us at Conway dwell,
  And two are gone to sea."

  "Two of us in the church-yard lie,
  My sister and my brother,
  And in the church-yard cottage, I
  Dwell near them with my mother."

  "You say that two at Conway dwell,
  And two are gone to sea,
  Yet you are seven; I pray you tell
  Sweet Maid, how this may be?"

  Then did the little Maid reply,
  "Seven boys and girls are we;
  Two of us in the church-yard lie,
  Beneath the church-yard tree."

  "You run about, my little maid,
  Your limbs they are alive;
  If two are in the church-yard laid,
  Then ye are only five."

  "Their graves are green, they may be seen,"
  The little Maid replied,
  "Twelve steps or more from my mother's door,
  And they are side by side."

  "My stockings there I often knit,
  My 'kerchief there I hem;
  And there upon the ground I sit--
  I sit and sing to them."

  "And often after sunset, Sir,
  When it is light and fair,
  I take my little porringer,
  And eat my supper there."
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  "The first that died was little Jane;
  In bed she moaning lay,
  Till God released her of her pain,
  And then she went away."

  "So in the church-yard she was laid,
  And all the summer dry,
  Together round her grave we played,
  My brother John and I."

  "And when the ground was white with snow,
  And I could run and slide,
  My brother John was forced to go,
  And he lies by her side."

  "How many are you then," said I,
  "If they two are in Heaven?"
  The little Maiden did reply,
  "O Master! we are seven."

  "But they are dead; those two are dead!
  Their spirits are in heaven!"
  'Twas throwing words away; for still
  The little Maid would have her will,
  And said, "Nay, we are seven!"

LINES
   Written in early Spring.

  I heard a thousand blended notes,
  While in a grove I sate reclined,
  In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts
  Bring sad thoughts to the mind.

  To her fair works did nature link
  The human soul that through me ran;
  And much it griev'd my heart to think
  What man has made of man.

  Through primrose tufts, in that sweet bower,
  The periwinkle trail'd its wreathes;
  And 'tis my faith that every flower
  Enjoys the air it breathes.

  The birds around me hopp'd and play'd:
  Their thoughts I cannot measure,
  But the least motion which they made,
  It seem'd a thrill of pleasure.

  The budding twigs spread out their fan,
  To catch the breezy air;
  And I must think, do all I can,
  That there was pleasure there.

  If I these thoughts may not prevent,
  If such be of my creed the plan,
  Have I not reason to lament
  What man has made of man?

LINES
  Written a few miles above TINTERN ABBEY, an revisiting
 the banks of the WYE during a Tour.
 
  Five years have passed; five summers, with the length
  Of five long winters! and again I hear
  These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs
  With a sweet inland murmur.--Once again
  Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,
  Which on a wild secluded scene impress
  Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect
  The landscape with the quiet of the sky.

  The day is come when I again repose
  Here, under this dark sycamore, and view
  These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,
  Which, at this season, with their unripe fruits,
  Among the woods and copses lose themselves,
  Nor, with their green and simple hue, disturb
  The wild green landscape. Once again I see
  These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines
  Of sportive wood run wild; these pastoral farms
  Green to the very door; and wreathes of smoke
  Sent up, in silence, from among the trees,
  With some uncertain notice, as might seem,
  Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,
  Or of some hermit's cave, where by his fire
  The hermit sits alone.

                         Though absent long.
  These forms of beauty have not been to me,
  As is a landscape to a blind man's eye:
  But oft, in lonely rooms, and mid the din
  Of towns and cities, I have owed to them,
  In hours of wariness, sensations sweet,
  Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart,
  And passing even into my purer mind,

  With tranquil restoration:--feelings too
  Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,
  As may have had no trivial influence
  On that best portion of a good man's life;
  His little, nameless, unremembered acts
  Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,
  To them I may have owed another gift,
  Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,
  In which the burthen of the mystery,
  In which the heavy and the weary weight
  Of all this unintelligible world
  Is lighten'd:--that serene and blessed mood;
  In which the affections gently lead us on,
  Until, the breath of this corporeal frame,
  And even the motion of our human blood
  Almost suspended, we are laid asleep
  In body, and become a living soul:
  While with an eye made quiet by the power
  Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
  We see into the life of things.

                                  If this
  Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft,
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  In darkness, and amid the many shapes
  Of joyless day-light; when the fretful stir
  Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
  Have hung upon the beatings of my heart,
  How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee
  O sylvan Wye! Thou wanderer through the woods,
  How often has my spirit turned to thee!

  And now, with gleams, of half-extinguish'd thought,
  With many recognitions dim and faint,
  And somewhat of a sad perplexity,
  The picture of the mind revives again:
  While here I stand, not only with the sense
  Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts
  That in this moment there is life and food
  For future years. And so I dare to hope
  Though changed, no doubt, from what I was, when first
  I came among these hills; when like a roe
  I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides
  Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,
  Wherever nature led: more like a man
  Flying from something that he dreads, than one
  Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then
  (The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,
  And their glad animal movements all gone by,)
  To me was all in all.--I cannot paint
  What then I was. The sounding cataract
  Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,
  The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
  Their colours and their forms, were then to me
  An appetite: a feeling and a love,
  That had no need of a remoter charm,
  By thought supplied, or any interest
  Unborrowed from the eye.--That time is past,
  And all its aching joys are now no more,
  And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this
  Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur: other gifts
  Have followed, for such loss, I would believe
  Abundant recompence. For I have learned
  To look on nature, not as in the hour
  Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes
  The still, sad music of humanity,
  Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
  To chasten and subdue. And I have felt
  A presence that disturbs me with the joy
  Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
  Of something far more deeply interfused,
  Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
  And the round ocean, and the living air,
  And the blue sky, and in the mind of man,
  A motion and a spirit, that impels
  All thinking things, all objects of all thought,
  And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still
  A lover of the meadows and the woods,
  And mountains; and of all that we behold
  From this green earth; of all the mighty world
  Of eye and ear; both what they half create, 
  And what perceive; well pleased to recognize
  In nature and the language of the sense,
  The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
  The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul

  Of all my moral being.

                         Nor, perchance,
  If I were not thus taught, should I the more
  Suffer my genial spirits to decay?
  For thou art with me, here, upon the banks
  Of this fair river; thou, my dearest Friend,
  My dear, dear Friend, and in thy voice I catch
  The language of my former heart, and read
  My former pleasures in the shooting lights
  Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while
  May I behold in thee what I was once,
  My dear, dear Sister! And this prayer I make,
  Knowing that Nature never did betray
  The heart that loved her; 'tis her privilege,
  Through all the years of this our life, to lead
  From joy to joy: for she can so inform
  The mind that is within us, so impress
  With quietness and beauty, and so feed
  With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
  Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,
  Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all
  The dreary intercourse of daily life,
  Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb
  Our chearful faith that all which we behold
  Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon
  Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;
  And let the misty mountain winds be free
  To blow against thee: and in after years,
  When these wild ecstasies shall be matured
  Into a sober pleasure, when thy mind
  Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,
  Thy memory be as a dwelling-place
  For all sweet sounds and harmonies; Oh! then,
  If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,
  Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts
  Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,
  And these my exhortations! Nor perchance,
  If I should be, where I no more can hear
  Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams
  Of past existence, wilt thou then forget
  That on the banks of this delightful stream
  We stood together; and that I, so long
  A worshipper of Nature, hither came,
  Unwearied in that service: rather say
  With warmer love, oh! with far deeper zeal
  Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,
  That after many wanderings, many years
  Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,
  And this green pastoral landscape, were to me
  More dear, both for themselves, and for thy sake.

NUTTING

--It seems a day
  (I speak of one from many singled out)
  One of those heavenly days that cannot die;
  When, in the eagerness of boyish hope, 
  I left our cottage-threshold, sallying forth 
  With a huge wallet o'er my shoulders slung, 
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  A nutting-crook in hand; and turned my steps
  Tow'rd some far-distant wood, a Figure quaint,
  Tricked out in proud disguise of cast-off weeds
  Which for that service had been husbanded,                         
  By exhortation of my frugal Dame--
  Motley accoutrement, of power to smile
  At thorns, and brakes, and brambles,--and, in truth,
  More ragged than need was! O'er pathless rocks,
  Through beds of matted fern, and tangled thickets,                 
  Forcing my way, I came to one dear nook 
  Unvisited, where not a broken bough
  Drooped with its withered leaves, ungracious sign
  Of devastation; but the hazels rose
  Tall and erect, with tempting clusters hung,                   
  A virgin scene!--A little while I stood,
  Breathing with such suppression of the heart
  As joy delights in; and, with wise restraint
  Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed
  The banquet;--or beneath the trees I sate                          
  Among the flowers, and with the flowers I played;
  A temper known to those, who, after long
  And weary expectation, have been blest
  With sudden happiness beyond all hope.
  Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves                       
  The violets of five seasons re-appear
  And fade, unseen by any human eye;
  Where fairy water-breaks do murmur on
  For ever; and I saw the sparkling foam,
  And--with my cheek on one of those green stones                   
  That, fleeced with moss, under the shady trees,
  Lay round me, scattered like a flock of sheep--
  I heard the murmur and the murmuring sound,
  In that sweet mood when pleasure loves to pay
  Tribute to ease; and, of its joy secure,                           
  The heart luxuriates with indifferent things,
  Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones,
  And on the vacant air. Then up I rose,
  And dragged to earth both branch and bough, with crash
  And merciless ravage: and the shady nook                           
  Of hazels, and the green and mossy bower,
  Deformed and sullied, patiently gave up
  Their quiet being: and, unless I now
  Confound my present feelings with the past;
  Ere from the mutilated bower I turned 
  Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of kings,
  I felt a sense of pain when I beheld
  The silent trees, and saw the intruding sky.--
  Then, dearest Maiden, move along these shades
  In gentleness of heart; with gentle hand                           
  Touch--for there is a spirit in the woods.

"STRANGE FITS OF PASSION HAVE I KNOWN"

  Strange fits of passion have I known: 
  And I will dare to tell,
  But in the Lover's ear alone,
  What once to me befel.

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

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

  Upon the moon I fixed my eye,
  All over the wide lea;                                  
  With quickening pace my horse drew nigh 
  Those paths so dear to me.

  And now we reached the orchard-plot;
  And, as we climbed the hill,
  The sinking moon to Lucy's cot                           
  Came near, and nearer still. 

  In one of those sweet dreams I slept,
  Kind Nature's gentlest boon!
  And all the while my eyes I kept
  On the descending moon.                                  

  My horse moved on; hoof after hoof
  He raised, and never stopped:
  When down behind the cottage roof,
  At once, the bright moon dropped. 

  What fond and wayward thoughts will slide                
  Into a Lover's head!
  "O mercy!" to myself I cried,
  "If Lucy should be dead!"

"SHE DWELT AMONG THE UNTRODDEN WAYS"

  She dwelt among the untrodden ways
  Beside the springs of Dove,
  A Maid whom there were none to praise
    And very few to love: 

  A violet by a mossy stone                         
    Half hidden from the eye!
--Fair as a star, when only one
    Is shining in the sky.

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

"I TRAVELLED AMONG UNKNOWN MEN"

  I travelled among unknown men,
    In lands beyond the sea;
  Nor, England! did I know till then
    What love I bore to thee.
  'Tis past, that melancholy dream!                 
    Nor will I quit thy shore
  A second time; for still I seem
    To love thee more and more.

  Among thy mountains did I feel
    The joy of my desire;
  And she I cherished turned her wheel
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    Beside an English fire.

  Thy mornings showed, thy nights concealed
    The bowers where Lucy played;
  And thine too is the last green field           
    That Lucy's eyes surveyed. 

"A SLUMBER DID MY SPIRIT SEAL"

  A slumber did my spirit seal;
    I had no human fears:
  She seemed a thing that could not feel
    The touch of earthly years.

  No motion has she now, no force;                    
    She neither hears nor sees;
  Rolled round in earth's diurnal course,
    With rocks, and stones, and trees.

LUCY GRAY; OR, SOLITUDE

  Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray:
  And, when I crossed the wild,
  I chanced to see at break of day
  The solitary child.

  No mate, no comrade Lucy knew;                      
  She dwelt on a wide moor,
--The sweetest thing that ever grew
  Beside a human door!

  You yet may spy the fawn at play,
  The hare upon the green;                           
  But the sweet face of Lucy Gray
  Will never more be seen.

  "To-night will be a stormy night--
  You to the town must go;
  And take a lantern, Child, to light                
  Your mother through the snow."

  "That, Father! will I gladly do:
  'Tis scarcely afternoon--
  The minster-clock has just struck two,
  And yonder is the moon!"                            

  At this the Father raised his hook,
  And snapped a faggot-band;
  He plied his work;--and Lucy took
  The lantern in her hand.

  Not blither is the mountain roe:                   
  With many a wanton stroke
  Her feet disperse the powdery snow,
  That rises up like smoke.

  The storm came on before its time:
  She wandered up and down;                         
  And many a hill did Lucy climb

  But never reached the town.

  The wretched parents all that night
  Went shouting far and wide;
  But there was neither sound nor sight               
  To serve them for a guide.

  At day-break on a hill they stood
  That overlooked the moor;
  And thence they saw the bridge of wood,
  A furlong from their door.                          

  They wept--and, turning homeward, cried, 
  "In heaven we all shall meet;"
--When in the snow the mother spied 
  The print of Lucy's feet.

  Then downwards from the steep hill's edge       
  They tracked the footmarks small;
  And through the broken hawthorn hedge,
  And by the long stone-wall;

  And then an open field they crossed:
  The marks were still the same;                      
  They tracked them on, nor ever lost;
  And to the bridge they came.

  They followed from the snowy bank
  Those footmarks, one by one,
  Into the middle of the plank;                       
  And further there were none!

--Yet some maintain that to this day
  She is a living child;
  That you may see sweet Lucy Gray
  Upon the lonesome wild.                             

  O'er rough and smooth she trips along,
  And never looks behind;
  And sings a solitary song
  That whistles in the wind. 

RESOLUTION AND INDEPENDENCE

I
 There was a roaring in the wind all night;
 The rain came heavily and fell in floods;
 But now the sun is rising calm and bright;
 The birds are singing in the distant woods;
 Over his own sweet voice the Stock-dove broods;             
 The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters;
 And all the air is filled with pleasant noise of waters.

II
 All things that love the sun are out of doors;
 The sky rejoices in the morning's birth;
 The grass is bright with rain-drops;--on the moors         
 The hare is running races in her mirth;
 And with her feet she from the plashy earth
 Raises a mist; that, glittering in the sun,
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 Runs with her all the way, wherever she doth run.

III
 I was a Traveller then upon the moor;                      
 I saw the hare that raced about with joy;
 I heard the woods and distant waters roar;
 Or heard them not, as happy as a boy:
 The pleasant season did my heart employ:
 My old remembrances went from me wholly;                   
 And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy.

IV
 But, as it sometimes chanceth, from the might
 Of joy in minds that can no further go,
 As high as we have mounted in delight
 In our dejection do we sink as low;                       
 To me that morning did it happen so;
 And fears and fancies thick upon me came;
Dim sadness--and blind thoughts, I knew not, nor could name.

V
 I heard the sky-lark warbling in the sky;
 And I bethought me of the playful hare:                   
 Even such a happy Child of earth am I;
 Even as these blissful creatures do I fare;
 Far from the world I walk, and from all care;
 But there may come another day to me--
 Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty.           

VI
 My whole life I have lived in pleasant thought,
 As if life's business were a summer mood;
 As if all needful things would come unsought
 To genial faith, still rich in genial good;
 But how can He expect that others should                  
 Build for him, sow for him, and at his call
 Love him, who for himself will take no heed at all? 

VII
 I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy,
 The sleepless Soul that perished in his pride;
 Of Him who walked in glory and in joy        
 Following his plough, along the mountain-side: 
 By our own spirits are we deified:
 We Poets in our youth begin in gladness;
 But thereof come in the end despondency and madness.

VIII
 Now, whether it were by peculiar grace,               
 A leading from above, a something given,
 Yet it befel, that, in this lonely place,
 When I with these untoward thoughts had striven,
 Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven 
 I saw a Man before me unawares:                      
 The oldest man he seemed that ever wore grey hairs.
 

IX          
 As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie
 Couched on the bald top of an eminence;
 Wonder to all who do the same espy,
 By what means it could thither come, and whence;          

 So that it seems a thing endued with sense:
 Like a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a shelf
 Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself;

X
 Such seemed this Man, not all alive nor dead,
 Nor all asleep--in his extreme old age:         
 His body was bent double, feet and head
 Coming together in life's pilgrimage; 
 As if some dire constraint of pain, or rage
 Of sickness felt by him in times long past,
 A more than human weight upon his frame had cast.     

XI
 Himself he propped, limbs, body, and pale face, 
 Upon a long grey staff of shaven wood:
 And, still as I drew near with gentle pace,
 Upon the margin of that moorish flood 
 Motionless as a cloud the old Man stood,                  
 That heareth not the loud winds when they call;
 And moveth all together, if it move at all.        

XII
 At length, himself unsettling, he the pond
 Stirred with his staff, and fixedly did look
 Upon the muddy water, which he conned,                  
 As if he had been reading in a book:
 And now a stranger's privilege I took; 
 And, drawing to his side, to him did say,
 "This morning gives us promise of a glorious day."

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

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

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

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

XVII
 My former thoughts returned: the fear that kills;
 And hope that is unwilling to be fed;
 Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills;             
 And mighty Poets in their misery dead.
 --Perplexed, and longing to be comforted, 
 My question eagerly did I renew,
 "How is it that you live, and what is it you do?" 

XVIII
 He with a smile did then his words repeat;                
 And said, that, gathering leeches, far and wide
 He travelled; stirring thus about his feet
 The waters of the pools where they abide.
 "Once I could meet with them on every side;
 But they have dwindled long by slow decay;                
 Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may."

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

XX
 And soon with this he other matter blended,
 Cheerfully uttered, with demeanour kind,                 
 But stately in the main; and when he ended,
 I could have laughed myself to scorn to find
 In that decrepit Man so firm a mind.
 "God," said I, "be my help and stay secure;
 I'll think of the Leech-gatherer on the lonely moor!"     

 
ODE (“Intimations of Immortality”)

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

          The Rainbow comes and goes,       
          And lovely is the Rose,
          The Moon doth with delight
      Look round her when the heavens are bare;
          Waters on a starry night
          Are beautiful and fair;

      The sunshine is a glorious birth;
      But yet I know, where'er I go,
  That there hath pass'd away a glory from the earth.

  Now, while the Birds thus sing a joyous song,
      And while the young Lambs bound        
          As to the tabor's sound,
  To me alone there came a thought of grief:
  A timely utterance gave that thought relief,
          And I again am strong.
  The Cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep,
  No more shall grief of mine the season wrong;
  I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng,
  The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep,

          And all the earth is gay,
              Land and sea                  
      Give themselves up to jollity,
          And with the heart of May
      Doth every Beast keep holiday,
          Thou Child of Joy
  Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy Shepherd 
Boy!

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

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

  Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;
  Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,
  And, even with something of a Mother's mind,
          And no unworthy aim,            
      The homely Nurse doth all she can
  To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
      Forget the glories he hath known,
  And that imperial palace whence he came.

  Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,
  A four year's Darling of a pigmy size!
  See, where mid work of his own hand he lies,
  Fretted by sallies of his Mother's kisses,
  With light upon him from his Father's eyes!
  See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,    
  Some fragment from his dream of human life,
  Shap'd by himself with newly-learned art;
          A wedding or a festival,
          A mourning or a funeral;
              And this hath now his heart,
          And unto this he frames his song:
              Then will he fit his tongue
  To dialogues of business, love, or strife;
          But it will not be long
          Ere this be thrown aside,           
          And with new joy and pride
  The little Actor cons another part,
  Filling from time to time his "humourous stage"
  With all the Persons, down to palsied Age,
  That Life brings with her in her Equipage;
          As if his whole vocation
          Were endless imitation.

  Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie
          Thy Soul's immensity;
  Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep    
  Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind,
  That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep,
  Haunted for ever by the eternal mind,--
          Mighty Prophet! Seer blest!
          On whom those truths do rest,
  Which we are toiling all our lives to find;
  Thou, over whom thy Immortality

  Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave,
  A Presence which is not to be put by;
              To whom the grave                   
  Is but a lonely bed without the sense or sight
          Of day or the warm light,
  A place of thought where we in waiting lie;
  Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might
  Of untam'd pleasures, on thy Being's height,
  Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke
  The Years to bring the inevitable yoke,
  Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife?

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

          O joy! that in our embers
          Is something that doth live,
          That nature yet remembers
          What was so fugitive!

  The thought of our past years in me doth breed
  Perpetual benedictions: not indeed
  For that which is most worthy to be blest;
  Delight and liberty, the simple creed
  Of Childhood, whether fluttering or at rest,       
  With new-born hope for ever in his breast:--
              Not for these I raise
          The song of thanks and praise;
      But for those obstinate questionings
      Of sense and outward things,
      Fallings from us, vanishings;
      Blank misgivings of a Creature
  Moving about in worlds not realiz'd,
  High instincts, before which our mortal Nature
  Did tremble like a guilty Thing surpriz'd:         
      But for those first affections,
      Those shadowy recollections,
          Which, be they what they may,
  Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
  Are yet a master light of all our seeing;
          Uphold us, cherish us, and make
  Our noisy years seem moments in the being
  Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake,
              To perish never;
  Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,     
              Nor Man nor Boy,
  Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
  Can utterly abolish or destroy!
      Hence, in a season of calm weather,
          Though inland far we be,
  Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea
              Which brought us hither,
          Can in a moment travel thither,
  And see the Children sport upon the shore,
  And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.       

  Then, sing ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song!
          And let the young Lambs bound
          As to the tabor's sound!
      We in thought will join your throng,
          Ye that pipe and ye that play,
          Ye that through your hearts to day
          Feel the gladness of the May!
  What though the radiance which was once so bright
  Be now for ever taken from my sight,
      Though nothing can bring back the hour         
  Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;
          We will grieve not, rather find
          Strength in what remains behind,
          In the primal sympathy
          Which having been must ever be,
          In the soothing thoughts that spring
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          Out of human suffering,
          In the faith that looks through death,
  In years that bring the philosophic mind.

  And oh ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,      
  Think not of any severing of our loves!
  Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;
  I only have relinquish'd one delight
  To live beneath your more habitual sway.
  I love the Brooks which down their channels fret,
  Even more than when I tripp'd lightly as they;
  The innocent brightness of a new-born Day
              Is lovely yet;
  The Clouds that gather round the setting sun
  Do take a sober colouring from an eye      
  That hath kept watch o'er man's mortality;
  Another race hath been, and other palms are won.
  Thanks to the human heart by which we live,
  Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,
  To me the meanest flower that blows can give
  Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.

TO A SKY-LARK

  Up with me! up with me into the clouds!
      For thy song, Lark, is strong;
  Up with me, up with me into the clouds!
        Singing, singing,
  With clouds and sky about thee ringing,                      
      Lift me, guide me till I find
  That spot which seems so to thy mind!

  I have walked through wildernesses dreary,
  And to-day my heart is weary;
  Had I now the wings of a Faery,                               
  Up to thee would I fly.
  There is madness about thee, and joy divine
  In that song of thine;
  Lift me, guide me high and high
  To thy banqueting-place in the sky.                               

          Joyous as morning, 
  Thou art laughing and scorning;
  Thou hast a nest for thy love and thy rest,
  And, though little troubled with sloth,
  Drunken Lark! thou would'st be loth                               
  To be such a traveller as I.
  Happy, happy Liver,
  With a soul as strong as a mountain river
  Pouring out praise to the almighty Giver,
      Joy and jollity be with us both!                              

  Alas! my journey, rugged and uneven,
  Through prickly moors or dusty ways must wind;
  But hearing thee, or others of thy kind,
  As full of gladness and as free of heaven,
  I, with my fate contented, will plod on,                         
  And hope for higher raptures, when life's day is done. 

SONNET
COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE, 
SEPTEMBER 3, 1802

  Earth has not any thing to show more fair:
  Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
  A sight so touching in its majesty:
  This City now 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 glittering 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 still!

"IT IS A BEAUTEOUS EVENING, CALM AND FREE"

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

TO TOUSSAINT L'OUVERTURE

  Toussaint, the most unhappy man of men! 
  Whether the whistling Rustic tend his plough
  Within thy hearing, or thy head be now
  Pillowed in some deep dungeon's earless den;--
  O miserable Chieftain! where and when                           
  Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not; do thou
  Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful brow:
  Though fallen thyself, never to rise again,
  Live, and take comfort. Thou hast left behind
  Powers that will work for thee; air, earth, and skies;          
  There's not a breathing of the common wind
  That will forget thee; thou hast great allies;
  Thy friends are exultations, agonies,
  And love, and man's unconquerable mind. 

LONDON, 1802

  Milton! thou should'st be living at this hour:
  England hath need of thee: she is a fen
  Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen,
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  Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
  Have forfeited their ancient English dower                      
  Of inward happiness. We are selfish men;
  Oh! raise us up, return to us again;
  And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.
  Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart:
  Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea:             
  Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,
  So didst thou travel on life's common way,
  In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart
  The lowliest duties on herself did lay.

THE PRELUDE, OR, GROWTH OF A POET'S MIND;
AN AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL POEM
Composed 1799-1805.--Published 1850

BOOK FIRST: INTRODUCTION.--CHILDHOOD AND 
SCHOOL-TIME

  O there is blessing in this gentle breeze,
  A visitant that while it fans my cheek
  Doth seem half-conscious of the joy it brings
  From the green fields, and from yon azure sky.
  Whate'er its mission, the soft breeze can come                      
  To none more grateful than to me; escaped
  From the vast city, where I long had pined
  A discontented sojourner: now free,
  Free as a bird to settle where I will.
  What dwelling shall receive me? in what vale                        
  Shall be my harbour? underneath what grove
  Shall I take up my home? and what clear stream
  Shall with its murmur lull me into rest?
  The earth is all before me. With a heart
  Joyous, nor scared at its own liberty,                              
  I look about; and should the chosen guide
  Be nothing better than a wandering cloud,
  I cannot miss my way. I breathe again!
  Trances of thought and mountings of the mind
  Come fast upon me: it is shaken off,                                
  That burthen of my own unnatural self,
  The heavy weight of many a weary day 
  Not mine, and such as were not made for me.
  Long months of peace (if such bold word accord
  With any promises of human life),                                   
  Long months of ease and undisturbed delight
  Are mine in prospect; whither shall I turn,
  By road or pathway, or through trackless field,
  Up hill or down, or shall some floating thing
  Upon the river point me out my course?                             

    Dear Liberty! Yet what would it avail
  But for a gift that consecrates the joy?
  For I, methought, while the sweet breath of heaven
  Was blowing on my body, felt within
  A correspondent breeze, that gently moved                          
  With quickening virtue, but is now become
  A tempest, a redundant energy,
  Vexing its own creation. Thanks to both,
  And their congenial powers, that, while they join
  In breaking up a long-continued frost,                            

  Bring with them vernal promises, the hope
  Of active days urged on by flying hours,--
  Days of sweet leisure, taxed with patient thought
  Abstruse, nor wanting punctual service high,
  Matins and vespers of harmonious verse!                            

    Thus far, O Friend! did I, not used to make
  A present joy the matter of a song,
  Pour forth that day my soul in measured strains
  That would not be forgotten, and are here
  Recorded: to the open fields I told                                 
  A prophecy: poetic numbers came
  Spontaneously to clothe in priestly robe
  A renovated spirit singled out,
  Such hope was mine, for holy services.
  My own voice cheered me, and, far more, the mind's 
  Internal echo of the imperfect sound;
  To both I listened, drawing from them both
  A cheerful confidence in things to come.

   *  * * * *

 Was it for this
  That one, the fairest of all rivers, loved                    
  To blend his murmurs with my nurse's song,
  And, from his alder shades and rocky falls,
  And from his fords and shallows, sent a voice
  That flowed along my dreams? For this, didst thou,
  O Derwent! winding among grassy holms                              
  Where I was looking on, a babe in arms,
  Make ceaseless music that composed my thoughts
  To more than infant softness, giving me
  Amid the fretful dwellings of mankind
  A foretaste, a dim earnest, of the calm                           
  That Nature breathes among the hills and groves?
  When he had left the mountains and received
  On his smooth breast the shadow of those towers 
  That yet survive, a shattered monument
  Of feudal sway, the bright blue river passed                       
  Along the margin of our terrace walk; 
  A tempting playmate whom we dearly loved.
  Oh, many a time have I, a five years' child,
  In a small mill-race severed from his stream,
  Made one long bathing of a summer's day;                           
  Basked in the sun, and plunged and basked again
  Alternate, all a summer's day, or scoured
  The sandy fields, leaping through flowery groves
  Of yellow ragwort; or when rock and hill,
  The woods, and distant Skiddaw's lofty height,                     
  Were bronzed with deepest radiance, stood alone
  Beneath the sky, as if I had been born
  On Indian plains, and from my mother's hut
  Had run abroad in wantonness, to sport
  A naked savage, in the thunder shower.                           

    Fair seed-time had my soul, and I grew up
  Fostered alike by beauty and by fear:
  Much favoured in my birth-place, and no less
  In that beloved Vale to which erelong
  We were transplanted --there were we let loose                
  For sports of wider range. Ere I had told
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  Ten birth-days, when among the mountain slopes
  Frost, and the breath of frosty wind, had snapped
  The last autumnal crocus, 'twas my joy
  With store of springes o'er my shoulder hung                       
  To range the open heights where woodcocks run
  Along the smooth green turf.  Through half the night,
  Scudding away from snare to snare, I plied
  That anxious visitation;--moon and stars
  Were shining o'er my head. I was alone,                            
  And seemed to be a trouble to the peace
  That dwelt among them. Sometimes it befel
  In these night wanderings, that a strong desire
  O'erpowered my better reason, and the bird
  Became my prey; and when the deed was done
  I heard among the solitary hills
  Low breathings coming after me, and sounds
  Of undistinguishable motion, steps
  Almost as silent as the turf they trod.                         

   *  * * * *

    Dust as we are, the immortal spirit grows                    
  Like harmony in music; there is a dark
  Inscrutable workmanship that reconciles
  Discordant elements, makes them cling together
  In one society. How strange that all
  The terrors, pains, and early miseries,                            
  Regrets, vexations, lassitudes interfused
  Within my mind, should e'er have borne a part,
  And that a needful part, in making up
  The calm existence that is mine when I
  Am worthy of myself! Praise to the end!                            
  Thanks to the means which Nature deigned to employ;
  Whether her fearless visitings, or those
  That came with soft alarm, like hurtless light
  Opening the peaceful clouds; or she may use
  Severer interventions, ministry                                     
  More palpable, as best might suit her aim.
    One summer evening (led by her) I found
  A little boat tied to a willow tree
  Within a rocky cave, its usual home.
  Straight I unloosed her chain, and stepping in                     
  Pushed from the shore. It was an act of stealth
  And troubled pleasure, nor without the voice
  Of mountain-echoes did my boat move on;
  Leaving behind her still, on either side,
  Small circles glittering idly in the moon,                          
  Until they melted all into one track
  Of sparkling light. But now, like one who rows,
  Proud of his skill, to reach a chosen point
  With an unswerving line, I fixed my view
  Upon the summit of a craggy ridge,                                  
  The horizon's utmost boundary; far above
  Was nothing but the stars and the grey sky.
  She was an elfin pinnace; lustily
  I dipped my oars into the silent lake,
  And, as I rose upon the stroke, my boat                            
  Went heaving through the water like a swan;
  When, from behind that craggy steep till then
  The horizon's bound, a huge peak, black and huge,
  As if with voluntary power instinct

  Upreared its head.  I struck and struck again,               
  And growing still in stature the grim shape
  Towered up between me and the stars, and still,
  For so it seemed, with purpose of its own
  And measured motion like a living thing,
  Strode after me. With trembling oars I turned,                     
  And through the silent water stole my way
  Back to the covert of the willow tree;
  There in her mooring-place I left my bark,--
  And through the meadows homeward went, in grave
  And serious mood; but after I had seen                             
  That spectacle, for many days, my brain
  Worked with a dim and undetermined sense
  Of unknown modes of being; o'er my thoughts
  There hung a darkness, call it solitude
  Or blank desertion. No familiar shapes                             
  Remained, no pleasant images of trees,
  Of sea or sky, no colours of green fields;
  But huge and mighty forms, that do not live
  Like living men, moved slowly through the mind
  By day, and were a trouble to my dreams.                        

*  * * * *

    Ye Presences of Nature in the sky
  And on the earth! Ye Visions of the hills!                          
  And Souls of lonely places! can I think
  A vulgar hope was yours when ye employed
  Such ministry, when ye through many a year
  Haunting me thus among my boyish sports,
  On caves and trees, upon the woods and hills,                       
  Impressed upon all forms the characters
  Of danger or desire; and thus did make
  The surface of the universal earth
  With triumph and delight, with hope and fear,
  Work like a sea?

    Not uselessly employed, 
  Might I pursue this theme through every change
  Of exercise and play, to which the year
  Did summon us in his delightful round.

*  * * * *

    Nor, sedulous as I have been to trace
  How Nature by extrinsic passion first                               
  Peopled the mind with forms sublime or fair,
  And made me love them, may I here omit
  How other pleasures have been mine, and joys
  Of subtler origin; how I have felt,
  Not seldom even in that tempestuous time,                           
  Those hallowed and pure motions of the sense
  Which seem, in their simplicity, to own
  An intellectual charm; that calm delight
  Which, if I err not, surely must belong
  To those first-born affinities that fit                            
  Our new existence to existing things,
  And, in our dawn of being, constitute
  The bond of union between life and joy.

    Yes, I remember when the changeful earth,
  And twice five summers on my mind had stamped 
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  The faces of the moving year, even then
  I held unconscious intercourse with beauty
  Old as creation, drinking in a pure
  Organic pleasure from the silver wreaths
  Of curling mist, or from the level plain                            
  Of waters coloured by impending clouds. 

    The sands of Westmoreland, the creeks and bays
  Of Cumbria's rocky limits, they can tell
  How, when the Sea threw off his evening shade,
  And to the shepherd's hut on distant hills                         
  Sent welcome notice of the rising moon,
  How I have stood, to fancies such as these
  A stranger, linking with the spectacle
  No conscious memory of a kindred sight,
  And bringing with me no peculiar sense                              
  Of quietness or peace; yet have I stood,
  Even while mine eye hath moved o'er many a league
  Of shining water, gathering as it seemed
  Through every hair-breadth in that field of light
  New pleasure like a bee among the flowers.                          

    Thus oft amid those fits of vulgar joy
  Which, through all seasons, on a child's pursuits
  Are prompt attendants, 'mid that giddy bliss
  Which, like a tempest, works along the blood
  And is forgotten; even then I felt                                  
  Gleams like the flashing of a shield;--the earth
  And common face of Nature spake to me
  Rememberable things; sometimes, 'tis true,
  By chance collisions and quaint accidents
  (Like those ill-sorted unions, work supposed                        
  Of evil-minded fairies), yet not vain
  Nor profitless, if haply they impressed
  Collateral objects and appearances,
  Albeit lifeless then, and doomed to sleep
  Until maturer seasons called them forth                             
  To impregnate and to elevate the mind.
  And if the vulgar joy by its own weight
  Wearied itself out of the memory,
  The scenes which were a witness of that joy
  Remained in their substantial lineaments                           
  Depicted on the brain, and to the eye
  Were visible, a daily sight; and thus
  By the impressive discipline of fear,
  By pleasure and repeated happiness,
  So frequently repeated, and by force                                
  Of obscure feelings representative
  Of things forgotten, these same scenes so bright,
  So beautiful, so majestic in themselves,
  Though yet the day was distant, did become
  Habitually dear, and all their forms                                
  And changeful colours by invisible links
  Were fastened to the affections.

                                   I began
  My story early--not misled, I trust,
  By an infirmity of love for days
  Disowned by memory--ere the breath of spring                        
  Planting my snowdrops among winter snows: 
  Nor will it seem to thee, O Friend! so prompt

  In sympathy, that I have lengthened out
  With fond and feeble tongue a tedious tale.
  Meanwhile, my hope has been, that I might fetch                     
  Invigorating thoughts from former years;
  Might fix the wavering balance of my mind,
  And haply meet reproaches too, whose power
  May spur me on, in manhood now mature
  To honourable toil. Yet should these hopes                          
  Prove vain, and thus should neither I be taught
  To understand myself, nor thou to know
  With better knowledge how the heart was framed
  Of him thou lovest; need I dread from thee
  Harsh judgments, if the song be loth to quit                        
  Those recollected hours that have the charm
  Of visionary things, those lovely forms
  And sweet sensations that throw back our life,
  And almost make remotest infancy
  A visible scene, on which the sun is shining?                   

    One end at least hath been attained; my mind
  Hath been revived, and if this genial mood
  Desert me not, forthwith shall be brought down
  Through later years the story of my life.
  The road lies plain before me;--'tis a theme                        
  Single and of determined bounds; and hence
  I choose it rather at this time, than work
  Of ampler or more varied argument,
  Where I might be discomfited and lost:
  And certain hopes are with me, that to thee                         
  This labour will be welcome, honoured Friend!

BOOK SECOND: SCHOOL-TIME--continued ...

*  * * * *

  Blest the infant Babe,
  (For with my best conjecture I would trace
  Our Being's earthly progress,) blest the Babe,
  Nursed in his Mother's arms, who sinks to sleep                    
  Rocked on his Mother's breast; who with his soul
  Drinks in the feelings of his Mother's eye!
  For him, in one dear Presence, there exists
  A virtue which irradiates and exalts
  Objects through widest intercourse of sense.                     
  No outcast he, bewildered and depressed:
  Along his infant veins are interfused
  The gravitation and the filial bond
  Of nature that connect him with the world.
  Is there a flower, to which he points with hand                    
  Too weak to gather it, already love
  Drawn from love's purest earthly fount for him
  Hath beautified that flower; already shades
  Of pity cast from inward tenderness
  Do fall around him upon aught that bears                           
  Unsightly marks of violence or harm.
  Emphatically such a Being lives,
  Frail creature as he is, helpless as frail,
  An inmate of this active universe.
  For feeling has to him imparted power                              
  That through the growing faculties of sense
  Doth like an agent of the one great Mind
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