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poems if Cohridgr, Lamb, and Lloyd, 267
Lov'd a~ a brother. as a fon r~ver'd thee!

o tis to me ~'tJ ever-new delight,
My eager t)C glifi'ning with mem'ry's tear,
To talk of 'h~c and thine; or wh~n !he blaft

or the'thrill winter~ ratding~ur rude falb,
~nde::trs the deanly hearth and focial buwl;
Or when, as now, on fome delicious eve,
We i~'our (w,cet [~quefier'd orchard ..plot

Sit on the tree crook.'d earth ward i whole old bought,
~pa.t hang above us in' an oIrborou~ roof,
Stirr"d by the rain' gale of departing May
Send their 100Ceblolfoms Oaoting o'er our heads" P. x.

Th •• Od. on the Deponing Y~ar,' (r196) was fir(t pub­hed fcparalely i and, wh.en we revicwe It, we condemned
• alf.tht~o'; and pom'poGty of the writ.r: hnt rh. piece,
ough it has 'linc. been alr••.•d, is fiillliabl., in fomc d.grce,
the fame imputation9~ .
Frorri the new fan net. we fd.a that which is addrelfcd tD
e river Ott.r, as it wHl gratify thof. who love to rcfertothe
cne~ of early enjoym.nt.

• Dear nati.e 'brook I wild IIreamlet of the wea!
JlQ""" 01aQY variou!O·fat~ year,!! have pafi,

What hlifsful an~ what anguia,'d bours, fioee laa
I Ikimrn'd the fmooth thin fione along thy breall,

~unibering its Ii&htleaps: Yet fodeep imprea
. Sink t6e fweer f«oes of childhOOd, tbat mine eyes

~ never {but amid the runny" blaze,

But firait w'ith aU their tints thy waters rife,

~hy croffing plank~ thy margin's willowy maze1
.And bedded rand that vem'd with various dies

Gleam'd thto' thy' bright ,i-:uifparene. ro the gaze!
ViGon, of childhood! oft ~ave 'ye beguil'd

!..one manhood's 'cares,' yet w<lkirig {oDden fighs,
Ab" thot onc. more 1 werea careIefs child!' p, ,8.

The • R.B.aions on having I.ft a Plac. of Retir.m.nt"

ince a feeling heart~ The comparifon between the weeping
• , of a humane friend and the uomoved face of anoth.r
ually llenevol.nt, arid the contra a' between the latter and
)f~who merely a/fetl fympathy, are well drawn.

I Sweet is the tear that from {orne How~rd's rye
Drops on the cheek of one, he lifts' from ~rth :
And he, tha.t works me good with uilmov'd {:lee,

, Does it but balf: be .ehills nie while he aids,
My bcncfaaor, not' my brot~cr maD:!

Y.t eVen this, this cold beneficence
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Seize. my praiCe,when I reBea Dn ,hofe
The Ol1ggard Pity's vilion-wcJ.ving tr:be 'f

Who figh for wr~tchcdnc{s, )"ct ihun. the \vretched,
Nurting in {omc dclicious folitudc

Their l10thful Io\'es and dainty t)'mpathies I' 1'. 103.

In the invitation to Mr, Llo)'d, many ,of the lin •• are /!iff
and a/fea.d; .nd a pafragc near the clore of the piece mav be
mif.onfirued. 'When the poet Cays, • Ihe, whom I lov., /'hall
love thee,' will not (orne readers be reminded of Caw's offer

of his wife to hi. friend, ev.n thouRh fuch a thought could
DOt enter ii"" the head nf the writer?

Th. lin.s • on the Chriaenin!: of a Friend'. CbiId' are
triBing; and fomc of the expreffions and rhymes arc ludi.
crous, though not intrnded to he fn.

lri Mr. Lloyd's pocms", occaliona1 alterations have b~cn
made for the pr.Cent edition i but th.y do not r.quire anr

other notice than a remark that they may in- general QC re­
garded as improvements; and, with regard to thofe picces·of
Mr, Lamb which form a part ohhe volume, we may op.
f.TVe that mofi of them ha v. conGd.rabl. merit;
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[Wordsworth and Coleridge]
Lyrical Ba//ads(1798); review
by Rob.rt southey, Critical

Review, 2nd Series, XXIV ,(Oct.
1798), 197-204, Southey gener.
ally disapproves of thi: first
significant volume of Words~

worth's poetry and of Cole­
ridge's greatest poem. It is not
surprising, then, that all three
poets ohjected to being Inmped
together as the "Lake Schoo!."

LJ';,al Ballads, with a few .,her Pormr. Small 8v•• 5S.
B,drds. Arch. 1;98.

THE majority ofthefe po.ms, we are informed in tlte,
adv.rtiCcment, arc to be conGdcred as t<perimeots.

'They were written' c:bjcfiy with a ,i~w to afceru,iD how {;ar
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the language of eonvmarion in the .middle and lower c!atres,ol
fodety is adapted to the purpofes of poetic plca{urc.· ro1.

Of thefe experimental poems, the molt impomnt ;s the

Idiot Boy, the fiory of which is fimply thi,. Betty Foy'.noighbour Sufan Gale is indifpofed; and no on. can conve~

'ni.ntly be fent for the doaor but Betty'. idiot boy. She,therefor. puts him upon her pon.y, at .ight o'clOCk in the

evening, gives him proper dire8ions, and returns to take careof her lick neighbour. Johnny is .xpea.d with the doaor by
dev.n; but the clock firik •• eleven" and twelv., and on.,
,vithout the appcaranc. either of Johooy or the doaor.

Betty's refilefs fears become infupportablc j and !he now leavesher fri.nd to look for her idiot fOil, She go.s to the do~or'.
houCe, but hears nothing of Johnny. About five o'clock,

howevcr, (he finds him fluing quietly upon his feeding pone-y.As th.y go horn. th.y meet old SuCan, whof. appr.henGons
have cured her, and brought her out to fe.k them; and th.y

all return merrily together.Upon this fohj.a the author, has written nearly five lI)]n­
dred lines. With what fpirit the fiory i. told, our extralt
'Viill evince ..

, Oh reader! nnw that I might tel!
What Johnny and hi. horfe are doing!
What they've been doing all this tim••
Oh could I put it into rhyme, '
A moa delightful tale punuing !
Perhaps, and no unlikely thought I
He with his pony now datb roam
The cliffs and pcaks fo high'that are,
To Jay·his hand~ upon a '!tar,

And in his pocket bring it horn••
Perhaps he's turued himfelf about,
His face unto his horte', tail,
And mil and mute, in wonder 10ft,
All like. filent honeman.ghoft,
He travels on along tbe Vile •

And nO\v, perhaps, be's hunting lh~ep,
A fiorce and dreadful hunter he!

Y on-vancy, that's fa trim and grttD,
In five .months' lilIH~, Ihould be be fecD,
A deCartwildernefs will b••

Perhap., wiih head 00.1 heels 01> fir.,
,Aod like rhe very foul of evil,
He's galloping away, away,
And fa he'll gollop on for aye,
The ba.e of aU that dread the de.iI.
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I to the. muf•• have been bound,
Thefe: fourteen years, by firong indentures;
Oh gentle:mutes! let me tdl
Bat half of what to him befd,
For {ure;he met with Urange adventures.

Oh gentle mufcs !-is this kind?
·Why will ye thu, my fait repel I
Why of your further aid bereave me f
And can v"c thus unmrndro leave me 1
Y c muf'C:S J! whom I love fa well.

.Who's yon, that, near the waterfal1,
Which thundt:rs down with headlong force,
Beneath the meon, }·.etfhining fair,
.As carelefs. as if n.othing were,
Sits uprigbt on a feeding her£: 1

Unto hi. horfe, that', fecdiag free,
He feems, I think, the rein to give;
Of mOOIl or {tars be tak.esno beed;
Of (aeh ·we m romancc:, r<ad,
-'Ti> Jobony! Johnny! •• I live.

Aod that', the very pooy too.
Wbece is file, .wb••e is Betty Fay I
Sbe hardly cao. fulbin ber fears i
Tlie roariog water faU file b<ar"
And cacnot find her idiot boy •

Your poo.y" .worth bis weigbt in goM,
Tbea. calm your terrors, Berty Foy!
She's coming from among the trees.,
And now, all full in view, lhe fees
Him wbom file love<, ber idiot boy.

And Betty fees·tbe pooy too:
W:by fhod you thus good Betty Foy I

, It' is no goblin, 'tis no ghofi,
'Tis he whom you fo long ~ave loft.
H~ whom you love, j'our idiot boy.

She looks Clgain-ber anns ar~ up-:­
Sbe fcreams-lhc cannot move for joy j
She darts: as with a torrent's force,

Sbe almoft !U, o'erturned tbe borfe,
Aod faft file holds her idiot boy.
Aod Johnoy burrs .nd laughs aloud,
.Whether in' cunning or in joy,
I cano.ot tell; but wbile be li1.ugb"
Bcuy a drunkeo. pleaCurequaffs,
To bear agaio. her idiot bo)·.
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And noW !he's at tbe pony's tait,

And noW' fue'" at the pony's head_
00 tbat Gde now, and now on this,
And almoft roBed witb ber bliC••
A few fzd tear. does Betty /bed.

She kiffes o'~ aDd o'er Olga,in,

Him wbom Ibe 100'es,ber idiot boy,
Sbe', b,ppy bere, file', bappy ,bere,
Sh~ is uneafy every where;
Her limbs are an alive witbjoy.' P.I70.

No tale leC,deferved the labour that appears to have bee.,
Lefiowed upon this. It refemble, a Flemilh piaure .in· the
v;orthleff'nefs of its aefign and the excellence of its execution.
Fro.m Flemilh arti{ls we arf: fatisfied with fuch pieces: who
would not bave lamented, if Corregio or Rafaelle had wafied
their talents in painting Dutch boors or me humours of a
F1emilh wake?

Tbe olher ballads of tbis kind are as bald in flory, and are
not fo highly emhellilhed in narration. With tbat which i~
entitled the Thom, we were altogether difple~fcd. The ad­
vertire~ent fays, it is not told in the p~rfon.of the author •.
but in that of fome 1oquacious narrator., The 3udlor lpould
ha\'e recolleaed that he who perfouatcs tirefome loquacity,
become, tirefome bimfelf. The fiory ofa man ,.ho faffers the.

perperua.l pain of wId, .!>eeaufe.an aId woman prayed ',hat hene\'er mIght be warm, IS perh.aps a good.flory (or a ba,.llad,
becaufe it is a well·known tale: but is the author certain tbat

jt is 4 well authenticated ?' and does not (u~h an aff'ertion pro­
mote the popu~ar {uperf1irion of .witchcraft ?-

In a very difF<rent fly1c of poetry, is the Rime of the An­
event Marinere;· a ballad (fay' the advertifemem) • pr<,fdfed­
1y written in imitation-of theJiylc, as wen as of the fpirit of
d1e cider poet'.' J,'ie arc tolerably converfant with the early
Eng1i~ poers; and can difcO\,'er no refemblance wbatever,
except jn <!ntiquated fpc1ling and a (ew oLfolete words. This
piece app~ars' to us perfe8ly original in fl:ylc ·as wen as in
flory •. M,ny of the flan2as are lahoriounr. beautiful; but in·
co:meEtion they are abfurd or unintdligIblc. Our readers
may exercife their iug~nuity in am:rnpting to un~'iddlc whac.
follows.

4 The rO;lTing wind! it r03r~d far QtFf
It did not come aDtar' j

nut witb it, found it ibook Loefail>
Th:lt were fo thin and fere.

The ripper air !:>urfis into life,

And a hundred fire.d,,&, fuecD
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To'and'fro th~y.a;e hurried about i
And to and, fro, and in ':ind But

The fiars dance on between.

The coming wind 'cloth roar more loud;

Tbe fail. do figb, like fedge :
The rain-pou~ down'(r?m one bl:ick cloud,

And the ·inoon is at it, edge.

Hark! h;rk! the thick black clo~d is deft,
And the moon is at its fide:

Lik-e waters thot from fome high crag,
Tbe ligbtning f,lIs with never a jag

A-river fieep and wide,

Tbe {!rang wind rezch'd tbe ibip: it roar'd
And dropp'd down, like a fiolJ~!

Beneath the lightning aDd the moon

The- dead men g<\'vea groan.~ .P':. 27.

We do' not fnfficiently underfiand the flory to an,lyfe it.It i.a Dutch attempi at German fublimity. Genius has bere
b~en employed in producing a poem of little merit •.

Wi.rb pleafnri: we tum to the ferious pieces, the better part
. of the volume.- Tbe F,ofier-Mothet', Tale is in the boft fiyle
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 fiaoza, not tbe fiyle, of Spenfer.
\Ve extraCt a part of .this poem.

i "Twas a h,ud ch:mge, an evil time was come j
We had no hope, and no retief could gain,

But Coon, witb proud parade, the qQify drum
Bfat roundJ to fweep the fireets of want an~ p:1in~
My hufband'e arms now only feeved to !train
Me and his children hungering in his view :-
lri fueh difmay my prayers and tears were vain:'
To joiiI tliofe miCerable men bc flew j

And no~ to the fea.co~~, with numbers more, ~e drew.
There foul neglect for 'months and months we bore,
Nor yet the crowded fleet its anthor .(\:irreQ.

Green- fields 'beftJre ~s an4 our native thore.

B1 fever, from polluted air ine~rred,
Ra,,?ge was m<.td~, fo!, which no knell.was ,heard .••

Fondly we wi!bed, and wiOled ""way,, nor k~ew,
'Mi\! ,hat long ficknefs, and thore hope. dofm'd,
That happier.days, we neveI;' more:: muO: view:
Th~ parting figo.al fir<ame", at.lafi tbe land witfidre\V,
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But·from debt. tbofummer.calm. were pan.
00. as we· drove; the equinodial deep .
Ran mounta.iDs·high before th(; howling b1aft.
'Ve gazed.,.ithterroi on tbe gloomy aceI'.
Of them that periaied io. tbe whirlwind', fweep,
Untaught tbat foon fucb anguilb man enCue,
Our bopes fueb barveft of amiction reap,
That we the mercy of the waves,lhould.rue.
'Ve reached the wefiern world, a poor, devoted qew.

Oh! dr<adful prio< of being to re6gn
All that is dear in being! bctter far
In W2nt's moft: fandy cave till death to pice,
U n{e~n, unheard, un~atcbed by any fiar;.
Or in the fireers 2nd walks where proud men Me- •.

Better our dying bodieS to obtru:dt;
Than ,dog-like: w2.diDg at the b~eIsof war,
Protraa a curft exifience, witb the brood
Tbat lap (their very o.ouri!hment !) tbeir brotber's blood.

The pains and pbgues that on our heads came do\vn,
Difea(e and (arnlne-, agooy and fc:ar~

In, \-rood or wildernd's, in camp or town,
It would thy brain unfetde even to hear.
All peri!hed-aU, in one remonelefs year,
Harbao.d and ehiJdreo.! one by one,. by fword­
..:\nd ravcoous pbgue, an pctiJhed;- every tear:

Dried up, defpairing, defolate, on· board
A BritiIh !hip I ""ked; .s from ,a trance rellored.

P<accful as.fom~ imm<afurable plaio.
By tbe firft beams of dawning light imprefs'd,
In t~e calm funlhiDe fiept the glittering main.
The vel)' ocean has its bour of reft,
That comes not to the human mourner's "reaft.
_R.emote from man, and fiorms 'of mortal care,
,A hca\Oenly mence did the wavC5 invdl j
I looked and looked along the fiIelSt air,
Until it fumed to bring a joy to my dofpair.

Ah! bow unlike thofe late ter,i6e fleeps !
And groan>,· that l~ge of racking famine fpoke,
'Vb ere looks io.~umao.dwelt 00. feftering beapi
Tbe br<athing peftileoce tbat rofe like. fmoke.!
Tbe furiek thar from tbe difiant battle broke'!
Tbo mine's dire earthquake, and the pailid·holi
Driven by the bomb'5'incdlant thu'nder .•ftroke:

IoJoaib[ome vaul", wbere h<art-fickaoguitJnof,'d, ,
Hope died, and fear itfeIf: in agony, was loll I.
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i"et doe> tQ't burn or: woe congeal my Fram.,­
~bc:n the: darx fireeu·appt:arcd to heave'and gape)
Whire-like a rea the fiorming army came;
:And fire from h.1I re:lrcd ,hi, giganric /bape,
And'murder, by the ghafily gleam,' and rape
Seized rheirjoint. prey, the mother and tile chiJd!
But from thefe crazing thoughts m)" brain, c:fcape !
-FeSr weeks the balmy air breathed foft and mUd;

And on'~he gliding've~d Heaven and ocean fmilc:d.

Some mighty gulph of feparation part,
I {ec:mcd tranfportcd to another world :_

A thought rttignc:d with pain, when ffom the mafi:
The i'm~~j'cnt milrincr the {ail unfurl'd,'

And \vhifiling, callod the wind that har'dly cu,l.d
The lilent fea. From the fweet thought; of home,
!\nd from all hope I was rorev.r hurIed.,
For ni•..:.t.furth'ertfrom eartbly port to !barn

, Was ,b.II,.~ould i but IIniil the fp~t "here man miJ:h!
come.

And oft, robb'd of my. p.rfea mind, I thought
At Jail my feet a reiling_place had found: '
Here: will I wcep in peace, (fo fancy wrought,)
Roaming thc illimitable walers round;
Here watch, of.eyery human.fricnd difowned,

AJh:~an my ready tomb the, ocea~-t1ood...:...­
To'break my dream the veffd rcacbed its bound:
And home/d. he:lr a thouran~ hom•• I IIdod,
·And near a thuuCandtables pined, and wanted food.'

P. 74·

Admit:'ble as tbi. poem is, tbe author f.em. to direover
hill fuperidf powers in tbe Lin.' wriuen nearTintern Ahbey.
00 reading this production; itis impofliblc nol to lament that
I>e./llouid tY.r have condefcended to wril' fucb pieces as tbe
Lan of tbe Flock, the: ConviC\, and mon of the ballads. In

the wbole ",hge of Englilh pOelry, We fcarcely recollect any
thing luperitlt CO a part of tbe following patrage.

, i So I dare to hope ,
Tho~gft changed, no doubt, !tom what,! was, when firllI Cameamong'thefe hill.;, when like a toe '
I bo~ndcd OOtto the mountains, by the (idis
O~ the dl:ep.~iYcrs, and the lonely fircamli.
Wherever nature led t morc like a man"

Flyitig fro~ {omcthing.thit hC"dreads, than onc
Who fo~ght the thing he loved. For nature tbcD.

(The 'toorf.r !,Ieafu~s of my boyifu day.,l'a
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And ,their glad animal movements all gone 'by,';
To me was all in all.-:-I cannot pajnt '

What then I WAS. , ' The f.unding catarafl
Haunted me like a paffion: thetall roc~,
The mountain," and the deep and gloomy woodf
Their colours and their forms, were then to me

An OIppetit-e:" ~ feeling aDd a "lovc, "

That had no" need of a (emoter charm,
By thought fupplied, or any interefi:

Unborrowed from the eyc.- That time is p3lt,
And all it~ 3"~hin& joys ilre now n"o mOrt,
And aU its diz'zy r.::aptures. 'Not for this,
"Faint I~' nor mourn n9r murmur: other gifts
Have follulvcd, for fucb lofs, I ",o'uld bdieve,
,Abunda"nt"~ecom1>elice~', For I h.we tearned.
To look on nature, not as in tbe hour

Of ,thoughtJefs youth, but hearing ofientime.s

The,lIi11, fad muGc of hU!Il:lnity, , .
Not harfh, nor grating; though of ample power
To challen 3nd fubdue. Aod I bave felt

A prefence that dillurbs me witb the joy,
Of elevate~ tboughts; a, fenfe fublime
Of fomething far more deeply interfufed,.
Whofe dwelling i. the light of ferriog tun.;
ADd the'round ocean, and the living aif,
And the bluc Iky, and in the mind of man,

A motion and a fpirit; that imp'e1s ,

All thinking things, all objeas of all th<>ugbt,
'And roUs through aUthiogs. Therefore am I mll.
A lover of the m~do\\'s and the woods,
And mountains; and of alIthat we behold

From thi, gieeo e:lrth; Df all the mighly world
Of eye and car, both ~hat they half-create,
And wl,1at perceive i well p1eaCcd to recognize'
In n:ltureand the langu'age of the fent!:',

The anchor.of my'purefi thoughts, the nurfe,
TIle guide, the 'guardian of my heart, and Coul

Of all my moral being.', P.2.05"

The 'cx.p~rimen4' we think. has failed, not. be~aure t1]C'
language of convetfaUcf. is liu1e adapted to ' the, purrofes of
poetic pleaf ure/ but becau{e it' bas been tried upon unmteJ'efi­

'ing -fubjeCts. ' Yet .,;cr, pieCe difcover' genius; and, ill as t!Je
,~~!bor.has freque~tly ~t;'ployed )Jis talenis, the,' certainly rank"!ill w,th the heft of JtvJtJ~'poets •. ' , .." ,

1 '

'~'
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Coleridge, Fears in Solitude
(1798); Critical Review, 211';

Series, XXVI (Aug. 1799), 473­
475. ,By this date Coleridge',
poGtical views were beginning to

move to the right, away from the
francophile editorial position of
the Critical Review.

F~arf in SoliluJe, writ/en in 1798, Juring lite AI;'r", if an InWlJio1ti
Ta wAicls are added, FranCe, an Ode j and fro/! at 1r.liJnig!Jt;

By S. T. C,leridge. 41'; IS. 6d~.-Johnron. "98•

A poem by Mr. Coleridge murt att,aa tbe attention of aU who'
ate capable of underllanding the beauties of poetry. The prefent
publication has all the charaaerifi~c excellencies of his former ones~
The opinions exprdfed are not inde~ the fame: without being a
minificrialifi, IV1r. Coleridge: has become an atarmifi. He pitlurc9'
the horrors of invafion, and joins the war .•.whoop ag<1inft what he"
calls

, an impious foe,
Impious and falfe, a light y.t cruel race,
That laugh away all virtu., mingling mirth
With deods of murder.' P. ,.

The ode entitled France is in the fame ftl3.in; an"d it has cven

been copied into a mifcdlane:uus volume under the tide of The
Recantation.

Dut thofc'who conceive th:Lt :1\1r. Coleridge has, in thefe poems,
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tcclntcd his.former principle~, thonhl confider the gent7altenr>r of
th~m. The folJo)wing pJ.{fdge furcl)" is not written in conformity

with the faihionable opinions of tbe d~r.
, "Fr",m can to weft

A groan of accufation pierces he:wen !
The wretcqed picad 3g.:1in!l us, multitudes
CountieCs and vehement, the fans of God,
OlJr brdhren! like a cloud th:l.t travds on,

Ste~m'd up from Cairo's fwamps of pdHlc:ncc,
Ev'u fOi my countrymen! bave we gone forth
And borne to di1hnt tribes Gavery :md p:mgs,

And, deadlier far, our vices, whore deep taint

With Oow perdition n;urden the whole man,
His body and his foul! Meanwhile, at home,
We h:l.vc been drinkicg with a riotous thirft
Pollutions from the brimming cup of we<1lth,
A Cel6lb, lewd, dfeminated race,

Contemptuou ••ofall honourablo rul.,
Yet bartering freedom, and the poor maD'S life,

F~1t "gold, as at a market! The (weet words
Of Chri£lian promife, words that even yet

Might lIem d.flruaiol1, were tbey ",irely preach'd,
Arc mutter'd o'er by men, whore tones proclaim,
How flat and wearifome they feel their tr.1de.
R.as1k fcofFers {orne, but mofi .too indoJ~nt,
To deem the'm falfehoods, or to know their truth.

o blafphemous! the book of lir" is mad.
A fupc:rfiiriou! inRrumcnt, on which

We gabble o'er the oaths we ,mean to break,
For .U mufi {wear-all, and in every place,

College and wharf, council and jufiice-court,
All, aU, mull f\V~.:J.r,the hriber and the brib'd,
Mtrchant and lawyer, fen:1tor .md prieR,

,The rich, the poor, thc old man, and rhe young,
All, all inake up one fchem. of perjury,
That faith doth red: the very nllme of Gf)d

Sounds like' a juggler's charm" j and bold with joy,
~'orlh !Tom hi. dark and lonely hiding-place
(Porten'cous fight) the owlet, Athdfm,
Sailing on obfcene wings thwart the noon,
Drops [lis bluc.fringed lids, and holds them clofe,
Ami, hooting at the glorious fl1n in he:l..ven,

Cries out, U where is it 1"

, Th::mklefs :"0 for peace,

(Peace long preferv'd by fleet!; and perilous fea,)
" Secore from altual warfare, we ha\'e (ov'd

To fwd I the war-whoop, paffion:He for \Var !
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