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Poems of Coleridge, Lamb, and Llsyd, 26y

Lov'd as a brother, as a fon rever'd thee !

O tis to me an ever-new delight,

My eager eye glift'ning with mem'ry's tear,

To talk of thee and thine; or when the blaft

OF the fhrill winter, rattling our rude fafb,

Endears the cleanly hearth and focial bowl;

Or whes, as now, on fome delicious eve,

Wein our fweet fequefter'd orchard-plot

Sit on the tree crook'd earth ward ; whofe old boughs,
-T,hal haug above us in an arborous raof}

Stirr'd Ly the faint gale of departing May

Send thejr loofe bloffoms fanting o'er our heads I . x.

The ¢ Ode on the Departing Year’ (1796) was firlt pub-
hed fcpar.ale_ly; and, when \.\E: reviewe ?t,’wc cundergucd
e a_ff:éh:gun and pompofity of the writer: but the piece,
ough it has fince been altered, is ftill liable, in fome degree,
the fame imputations,

Fr_om the new fonnets we felect that which is addreffed to
€ river Oitter, as it will gratify thofe who love to refer to the
| zoes of early enjoyment.

¢ Dear native brook | wild fireamlet of the weft |
How many various-fated years have paft,
What blifsful and what anguifh'd bours, fince laft
I fkimm'd the finooth thin ftone along thy breaft,
Numbering its light leaps! Yet fo deep impreft
Sink the fweet fcencs of childhood, that mine eyes
I never fhut amid the funny blaze, .
But flrait with all their tints thy waters rife,
Thy croffing plank, thy margin's willowy maze,
.And bedded fand that vein'd with various dies
Gleam'd thro' thy bright tranfparence to the gaze !
Vifions of childhood ! oft have ye beguil'd
Lone manhood's cares, yet wiking fondelt fighs,
AhY that once more T were a carelefs child ' », y8.

The ¢ Reflections on having left a Place of Retirement®
ince a feeling beart. The comparifon berween the weeping
es of a humane friend and the unmoved face of another
ually benevolent, and the contralt between the lauer and
ofg who merely affedt fympathy, are well drawn.

¢ Sweet is the tear that from fome Howard's eye
Drops on the chieek of one, he lifts from earth s
And he, that works me good with unmov'd face,
Does it but half: he chills me whilé he aids,

My benefactor, not my brother man !

Vet even this, this cold beneficence
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Seizes my praife, when I reflect on thofe

The fluggard Pity's vifion-weaving tribe !

Wha figh for wretchednefs, yet thun the wretched,
Nurfing in fome delicious folitude

Their flothful loves and dainty fympathies I'  », 103,

In the invitation to Mr. Lloyd, many of the lines are ftiff
and affeéted; and a paffage near the clofe of the piece maf be

- mifeonftrued. When the poct fays, < {he, whom I lave, thall

love thee,” will not {ome readers be reminded of Cato’s offer
of his wife to his friend, even though fuch a thought could
not enter into the head of the writer%

The lines ¢ on the Chriftening of a Friend’s Child® are
trifling; and fome of the exprefiions and rhymes are ludi-
crous, though not intended to be fo.

In Mr. Lloyd’s poems*, occafional alterations have been
made for the prefent edition; but they do not Tequire any
other notice than a remark that they may in he re-

rded as improvements ; and, with regard to thofe pieces of

r. Lamb which form a part of ‘the volume, we may abe
{erve that moft of them have confiderable merit.
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[Wordsworth and Coleridge]
Lyrical Ballads (1798); review
by Robert Southey, Critical
Review, 2nd Series, XXIV (Oct.
1798), 197-204. Southey gener-
ally disapproves of the first
significant volume of Words-
worth’s poetry and of Cole-
ridge’s greatest poem. It is not
surprising, then, that all three
poets objected to being lumped
together as the “Lake School.”

-['J‘ﬂ'mf Ballads, with a few ather Poems, Small 8ve. 3§t
Boards. Arch. 1598,

THE majority of thefe poems, we are informed in the
advertifement, arc to be confidered as experiments.

¢ They were written- chiefly with a view to afcertain how far

298 Lyrical Ballads.

the languape of converfation in the middle and lower claffes of
fociety is adapted to the purpafes of poetic pleafure.’ r.i.

Of thefe experimental poems, the moft important is the
Idiot Boy, the flory of which is fimply this. Betty Foy's
neighbour Sufan Gale is indifpofed ; and no one can’conve-
niently be fent for the doftor but Betty’s idiot boy. She
therefore puts him upon her poney, at eight o'clock in the
evening, gives him proper direftions, and returns to take care
of her fick neighbour. Johnny is expetted with the doctor by
eleven; but the clock ftrikes eleven, and twelve, and one,
without the appearance either of Johnny or the doftor.
Betty's reftlefs fears become influpportable ; and fhe now leaves
her friend to look for her idiot {l:m. She goes to the doftor’s
houfe, but hears nothing of Johnny. out five o'clock,
however, fhe finds him fitting quietly upon his feeding poney.
As they go home they meet 013 Sufan, whofe apprehenfions
have cured her, and brought her out to feck them ; and they
all return merrily together.

Upon this fui-jec& the author has written nearly five hun-
dred lines.  'With what fpirit the ftory is told, our extraét
will evince.

¢ Oh reader ! now that I might tell
What Johnny and his horfe are doing !
What theyve been doing all this time,
Oh could I put it into rhyme, -

A moft delightful tale purfuing !
Perhaps, and no unlikely thought !

He with his pony now doth rosm
The cliffs and peaks fo high' that are,
To lay his bands upon a flar,

And in his pocket bring it home,
Perhaps he's turned himfelf about,
His face unto his horfe's tail,

And ftill and mute, in wonder loft,
All like a filent horfeman-ghoft,

He travels on along the vai.

And now, perhaps, he's hunting fheep,
A fierce and dreadful hunter he !
Yon-valley, that's fo trim and green,
In five months' time, fhould he be feen,
A defart wildernefls will be.

Perhaps, with head and heels on fire,
And like the very foul of evil,

He's galloping away, away,

And fo he'll gallop on for aye,

The bane of all that dread the devil,
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I to the mufes have been bound,

Thefe fourteen years, by flrong indentures ;
Oh gentle mufes ! let me tell

But half of what to him befel,

For fure he met with ftrange adventures,

Oh gentle mufes ! is this kind ?
Why will ye thus my fuit repel ?
Why of your further aid bereave me?
And can ye thus unfriended leave me ¢
Ye mufes! whom I love fo well.
Who's yon, that, near the waterfall,
‘Which thunders down with headlong foree,
Beneath the moon, yet thining fair,
As carelefs as if nothing were,
Sits upright on a feeding horfe ?
Unto his horfe, thats feeding free,
He feems, I think, the rein to gives
OFf moor or Rars he takes ao heed ;
Of fuch we in romances read,
—'Tis Johoay ! Johnny ! as I live,
And that’s the very pony teo.
Where is fhe, .where is %erty Foy ?
She hardly can fuffain ber fears;
The roaring water fall fhe hears,
And caanot find her idiot boy.
Your pony's worth his weight in gold,
Then calm your terrors, Betty Foy !
She’s coming from among the trees,
And now, all full in view, fhe fees
Him whom fhe loves, her idiot boy.
And Betty fees'the poay too =
Why ftand you thul:o;uod Betty Foy ?
. It i no goblin, *is no ghoft,
*Tis he whom you fo long have loft,
He whom you lave, your idiot boy.
She looks again—her arms are up—
She fcreams—ihe cannot move for joy;
She darts as with a torrent’s force,
She almoft has o'erturned the horfe,
And faft fhe holds her idiot boy.
And Johnny burrs and laughs aloud,
Whether in’ cunning or in joy,
1 cannot tell; but while he Lughs,
Betty a drunken pleafure quaffs,
To hear again her idiot boy.
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And now fhe's at the pony’s tail,

And now fhe's at the pony’s bead,

On that fide now, and now on this,

And almoft ftifled with ber blifs,

A few fzd tears does Berty fhied.

She kiffes o'er and o'er again,

Him whom fhe loves, her idiot boy,
She's happy here, fhe's happy there,

She is uneafy every where s

Her limbs are all alive with joy." e, 170.

No tale lefs deferved the labour that appears to have beeg
beftowed upon this. It refembles a Flemith picture in the
worthleflnefs of jts defign and the excellence of its execution,
From Flemith artifts we are fatisficd with fuch pieces: who
would not have lamented, if Corregio or Rafaelle had wafted
their talents in painting Dutch bours or the humours of a
Flemith wake?

The ather ballads of this kind are as bald in flory, and are
not {o highly emhellithed in narration. With that which i
entitled the Thorn, we were altogether difpleafed. The ad-
vertifement {ays, it is not told in the perfon of the author,
but in that of fome loquacious narrator. - The author fhould
have recollected that he who perfonates tirefome loguacity,

becomes tirefome himfelf. The ftory of 2 man who futfers the |

perpetual pain of cold, becaufe an old woman prayed that he
pever might be warm, is perhaps a good fiory for a ballad,
becaufe it is a well-known tale: butis the author certain that
itis ¢ well authenticoted ?* and does not fuch an affertion pro-
mote the popular fuperftition of witchcraft ¥
In a very different ftyle of poctry, is the Rime of the Ans
cyent Mannere ; a ballad (fays the advertifement) ¢ profeffed-
ly written in imitation of the fiyle, as well as of the fpirit of
dyle clder poets.’”  We are tolerably converfant with the early
Englith poets; and can difcover no refemblance whatever,
except in antiquated fpelling and a few obfolete words. This
piece appears'to us perfe@ly original in ftyle -as well as in
ftory.  Many of the flanzas are laborioufly heautiful; but in-
conneltion they are abfurd or unintelligible. Our readers
may exercife their ingenuity in auempting to unriddle what
follows.
¢ The roaring wind ! it roar'd far offy
It did not come anear;
But with its found it thook the fails  *
That were fo thin and fere, '
The upper air burfls into life,
And 2 bundred fire-flags ficen

The Romantics Reviewed

CRITICAL REVIEW

L_yx_‘?mf Bm‘?nﬁ._ 201

To and fro they are hurried about ;
And to and fro, and in and eut
‘The ftars dance an between, 2
The coming wind doth rear more loud
' The fails do figh, like fedge :
The rain-pours down-from ene black cloud,
And the moon is at its edge.

Hark ! hark ! the thick black cloud is cleft,
And the moon is at its fide:
Like waters fhot from fome high crag,
The lightning falls with never a jag
Acriver fteep and wide.
The firang wind reach'd the fhip : it roar'd
And dropp’d down, like a ftone !
Beneatl the lightning and the moon
The dead men gave a groan.’ 727,

We do’ not {officiendy underftand the ftory to analyfe it.
It is a Dutch attempt at German fublimity. nius has here
been employed in producing a poem of little merit.

With pleafuré we tumn to the ferious picces, the better part
of the volume.” The Fofter-Mother’s Talé isin the beft ftyle
of dramatic narrative. The Dungeon, and the Lines upon
the Yew-tree Seat, are beautiful,” The Tale of the Female
Vagrant is written in the ftanza, not the fiyle, of Spenfer.
‘We extract a pirt of this poem.

*Twas a hard change, an evil time was come ;

We had no hope, and no relief could gain.

But foon, with proud parade, the noify dram

Beat round, to {weep the fireets of want and pain.

My hufband’s arms now only ferved to ftrain

Me and Mis children hungering in his view

1In fuch difmay my prayers and tears were vain:

To join thole miferable men he flew ;

And now to the fea-coaft, with numbers more, we drew,

There foul negle& for months and manths we bore,
Naor yet the crowded fleet its anchor ftirred.

Green’ felds before us and our native thore,

By fever, from polluted air incprred,

Ravage was made, for which no knell was heard,
Fondly we wiflied, and withed away, nor knew,

*Mid that lang ficknefs, and thofe hopes defere'd,
That happier.days, we never more muft view 3

"The parting fignal ftreamed, at laft the land withidrew,

Crir. Rev. Vo, XXIV, 04, 798, P
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But-from delaj the fummer.calms were paft,

On as we- drove; the equinodtial deep i

Ran ins-high before the howling blaft,

We gazed with terror on the gloomy fleep.

Of them that perifhed in the whirlwind's fweep, .
Untaught that foon fuch anguith muft enfue,

Our hopes fuch harvelt of affliction reap,

That we the m of the waves fhould rue.

We reached the weltern world, a poor, devoted crew.

Oh! dreadful price of being to refign

All that is dear in being! befter far

Tn want's moft lonely cave till death to pire,

Unfeen, unheard, unwatched by any ftar;

Or in the fireets and walks where proud men are,

Better our dying bodies to obtrude,

Than dog-like wading at the heels of war,

Frowra& a curdt exiftence, with the brood

That lap (their very nourifhment !). their brother's blood.

‘The pains and plagues that on our heads came down,
Difeale and famine, agony and fear,

In wood or wildernefs, in camp or town,

It would thy brain unfettle even to hear.

All perifhed—all, in one remorfelefs year,

Hufband and children ! one by one, by fword:

And ravenous plague, all pefifhed : every tear

Dried up, delpairing, defolate, on board

A Britith thip I waked, 2s from .2 trance reflored.

Peaceful a5 fome immeafurable plain

By the firft beams of dawning light imprefs’d,
In the calm funfhine flept the glittering main,
The very ocean has its hour of reft,

That comes not to the human mourner’s breaft.
Remote from man, and ftorms of mortal care,
A heavenly filence did the waves inveft 5

I looked and looked along the filent air,

Until it feemed to bring a joy to my défpair.
Ah! how unlike thofe late terrific fleeps !

And groans, that rage of racking famine fpoke,
Where looks inliuman dwelt on feftering heaps
The breathing pefiilence that rofe like fmoke !
The fhriek that from the diftant battle broke:]
‘The mine’s dire carthquake, and the pallid hoft
Driven by the bomb's inceffant thunder-flroke
Ta loathfome vaults, where heart-fick anguifh 10f3'd;
Hope died, . and fear itfclf, in agony was loft 1.
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Yet does that burlt of woe congeal my frathe,-
When the dark fireets' appeared to heave'and gape,
While like a fea the ftorming army came;
And fire from hell reared his gigantic fhape,
And 'murder, by the ghaftly gleam, and rape
Seized their joint prey, the mother and the child !
But from thefe crazing thoughts my brain, efcape !
—Fdr weeks the balmy air breathed foft and mild,
And on'the pliding veffel Heaven and ocean fmiled.
Some mighty gulph of feparation paft,
I feemed tranfported to another world :—
A thought refigned with pain, when from the maft
The impatient mariner the fail unfurl'd,
And whiflling, called the wind that hardly curled
The filent fea.  From the fiweet thoughits of home,
And from all hope I was forever hiurled,
For me=“farthieft from earthly port to roam
Was beft, could I but fhilt the fpat whire man migh

come.

And oft, robb'd of my. perfect mind, 1 thought

At laft my feet a refting-place had found :.

Here will I weep in peace, (fo fancy wrought,)
Roaming the illimitable waters round ;

Here watch, of every human friend difowned, -
All day, my ready tomb the ocean-fload—
To'break my dream the velll reached its bound ;
And homelefs near a thoufand homes I fidod,

“And near a thoufand tables pined, and wanted food.’
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Admirable as this poem i3, the author feems to difcover
il fuperiot powers in the Lines written near Tintern Abbey.,
Oa reading this production,  itis impoffible not to lament that
he fhould éver have condefcended to write fuch picces as the
Laft of the Flock, the Convi&, and moft of the ballads. In
the whole range of Englifh poetry, we fcarcely recollect any
thing fuperior o a part of the following paffage.

- ¢ So I dare to hope :
Though chahged, ho doubt, from what I was, when firft
I camie among ‘thefe hills ;' when likearoe
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the fidés
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely ftreams,

herever nature led : more like 2 man’
Flying from fomethingthat he dreads, than one
Who fought the thing he loved. For nature then
{The coarfer pleafirgs of my boyifh days,
Pa
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And-theit glad animal movements all gone by,
To me was all in all,—T cannot paiutgo i
What then I was. - The founding cataraft
Haunted mé like a paffion s the tall rock,

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite 1 a feeling and a love, '
That had no need of a remoter charm,

By thought fupplied, or any intereft
Unborrowed from the eyc.—That time is palt,
And all its aching joys aré now no maore,

And all its dizzy raptores.  Not for this

Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur: other gifts
Have followed, for fuch lofs, Iwould believe,
Abundant recomperice, | For I have learned +
‘To look on nature, not as in the hour

Of thoughtlefs youth, Lut hearing offentimes .
The ftill, fad mufic of humanity, :
Not harfh. nor grating, though of ample power
To chaften and fubdue. And I have felt

A prefence that difturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thoughts ; a fenfe fubli

Of fomething far mare deeply interfufed,
‘Whofe dwelling is the light of fetting funs,

And the'round ocean, and the living air,

And the blue fky, and in the mind of man,

A imotion and a fpirit, that impels

All thinking things, all objeéts of all thought,
‘And rolls through all things, ‘Therefore am I flilL
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 pleafed to recognize -
In nature and the langwage of the fenfe,

The anchor of my pureft thoughts, the nurfe,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and foul
Of all my mora?bcing.’ e 205,

The ¢ experiment,” we think, has failed, not becaufe the
language of converfaticr. is little adapted to ¢ the purpofes of
poetic pleafure,’ but becaufe it has been tried upon unintereft-
ing fubjects. ' Yet every picce difcovers genius; and, ill as the

~author has frequently employed his talents, thev certainly rank
Eg& .OIY] _.'_“:.3' L

i)‘insrpogtj.
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Coleridge, Fears in Solitude
(1798); Critical Review, 2nd
Series, XXVI (Aug. 1799), 473-
475. By this date Coleridge’s

political views were beginning to

move to the right, away from the '

francophile editorial position of
the Critical Review,

Fears in Solitude, written in 1798, during the Alarm of an Tnvafion.
To whick are added, France, an Ode; and Frof at Midnighty
By 8, T. Coleridge. 4to. 15 6d.- Johnfon, 1798.

A poem by Mr. Coleridge muft attrack the attention of all who'
ate capable of underftanding the beauties of poetry. The prefent
publication has all the charaéteriftic excellencies of his former ones.
“The opinions exprefled are not indeed the fame : without being a
minifterialift, Mr. Coleridge has become an alarmift. He piftures'

the horrors of invafion, and joins the war-whoop againft what he,.

calls
€ an impious foe,
Impious and falfe, a light yet cruel race,
That laugh away all virtue, mingling mirth
‘With deeds of murder.’ », 7.

The ode entitled France is in the fame ftrain; and it has even
been copied into a mifcellaneous velume under the title of The
Recantation,

But thofe who conceive that Mr, Coleridge has, in thefe poems,

MoxtHry CATALOGUE. 473

tecanted his former principles, thould confider the general tenar of
them, The following paffge furely is not written in conformity
with the fathionable opinions of the day.

¢ From eaft to weft
A groan of accufation pierces heaven!
The wretched plead againft us, muliitudes
Countlels and vehement, the fons of God,
Our brethren ! like a cloud that travels on,
Bteam'd up from Cairo's fwamps of peftilence,
Ev'n fo, my countrymen ! have we gone forth
And borng to diftant tribes {lavery and pangs,
And, deadlier far, our vices, whofe deep taint
With flow perdition niurders the whole man,
His bady and his foul ! Meanwhile, at home,
We have been drinking with 2 riotous thirlt
Pollutions from the brimming cup of wealth,
A felfith, lewd, effeminated race,
Contemptuous of all honourable rule,
Yet bartering freedom, and the poor man's life,
For gold, as at a market! The fweet words
OF Chriftian promife, words that even yet
Might ftem deftruétion, were they wifely preach'd,
Are mutter'd o’er by men, whofe tones procliim,
How flat and wearifome they feel their trade.
Rank feoffers fome, but meit too indolent,
To deem them falfehoods, or to know their truth.
O blafphemous! the book of life is made
A, fuperftitious inftrument, on which
We gabble o’er the oaths we mean to break,
For all muft fwear—all, and in every place,
College and wharf, council and jultice-court,
All, all muft fwear, the briber and the brib'd,
Merchant and lawyer, {enator and prieft
‘The rich, the poor, the old man, and rthe young,
All, all make up one fcheme of perjury,
“That faith doth reel : the very name of God
Sounds like a juggler's charm ; and bold with joy,
Forth from his dark and lonely hiding-place
(Portentous fight) the owlet, Atheifm,
Sailing an obfeene wings thwart the noon,
Drops tiis blue-fringed lids, and holds them clofe,
And, hoating at the glorious fun in heaven,
Cries out, * where is it#"

¢ Thanklefs ico for peace,
(Peace long preferv’d by fieets and perilots fear)
Secure from aftual warfare, we have lov'd
To fwell the war-whoop, paffinate for war !
Crir, Rev, Vou, XXVIL Awg. 1799, 2 K
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