1894.]

Ten Letters from Coleridge to Southey. 57

They shall be thine another day ! ”
Ah hush! the sea is kind!

She sang; she trembled like a lyre;
Her pure eyes burned with azure fire ;
About her lucent brow the hair
Played like light flames divine ones wear :

The maid was very fair.
But when she saw he gave no heed, —
Close-mantled up in ancient pain

As in some sad-wound weed,

Dumb as a shape of stone,

Being years past all moan, —

She tried no other strain,
But softly spake: “Most royal sir!”
He raised his head and looked at her,
So might a castaway, half dead,

Lift up his haggard head,
Waked by the swirl of sudden rain,

A cool, unhoped-for grace,

Against his tearless face:
And see, with happy-crazéd mind,
Upon his raft a Bright One stand, —
His love of youth, her grave long left behind

In some sweet-watered land.

Helen Gray Cone.

TEN LETTERS FROM COLERIDGE TO SOUTHEY.

Ix the autumn of 1798, shortly after
the publication of Lyrical Ballads, which
contained The Ancient Mariner, Words-
worth and Coleridge went to Germany.
‘Wordsworth made a short stay, but Cole-
ridge spent a year abroad, part of the
time at Ratzeburg, in the house of the
village pastor, and part at Gottingen.
Shortly after his return to England, at
the close of 1799, he settled in London,
and made a connection with the Morning
Post. Before the end of 1800 he had
left London, and established himself in
Keswick.

Saturday, January 25, 1800.
My peAR SourHEY, — No day passes
in which I do not, as it weve, yearn after

you, but in truth my occupations have
lately swoln above smothering point. T
am over mouth and nostrils. I have in-
closed a poem which Mrs. Robinson gave
me for your Anthology.? She is a woman
of undoubted genius. There was a poem
of hers in this morning’s paper which
both in metre and matter pleased me
much. She overloads everything ; but I
never knew a human being with so full
a mind, — bad, good, and indifferent, I
grant you, but full and overflowing. This
poem I asked for you, because I thought
the metre stimulating, and some of the
stanzas really good. The first line of the
twelfth would of itself redeem a worse
poem. I think you will agree with me;

! The Bristol Anthology, edited by Southey.
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but should you not, yet still put it in,
my dear fellow, for my sake and out of
respeet to a woman-poct’s feelings.

Miss Hays® I have seen. Charles
Lloyd’s conduct has been atrocious be-
yond what you stated. Tamb himself
confessed to me that, during the time in
which he kept up his ranting, sentimental
correspondence with Miss Hays, he fre-
quently read her letters in company, as a
subject for laughter, and then sate down
and answered them quite & la Rousseaw!
Poor Lloyd! Every hour new-creates
him; he is his own posterity in a per-
petually flowing series. and his body un-
fortunately retaining an external iden-
tity, their mutual contradictions and dis-
agreeings are united under one name,
and of course are called lies, treachery,
and rascality ! I would not give him up,
but that the same circumstances which
have wrenched his morals prevent in
him any salutary exercise of genius; and
therefore he is not worth to the world
that I should embroil and embrangle my-
self in his interests. Of Miss Hays's in-
tellect I do not think so highly as you;
or rather, to speak sincerely, I think not
contemptuously, but certainly despective-
Iy thereof. Yet I think you likely, in this
case, to have judged better than I; for
to hear a thing, ugly and petticoated, ex-
syllogize a God with cold-blooded preci-
sion, and attempt to run religion through
the body with an icicle, an icicle from a
Seotch hog-trough, — 7 do not endure it !
My eye beholds phantoms, and * nothing
is, but what is not.”

By your last I coull not find whether
or no you still are willing to execute the
History of the Levelling Principle. Let
me hear. Tom Wedgewood is going to
the Isle of St. Nevie. As to myself,
Lessing out of the question, T must stay
in England. . . . Dear Hartley is well

1 Mary Hayes, a friend of Mary Wollstone-
craft, whose opinions she advacated with great
zeal, and whose death she witnessed. She wrote
a novel, Memoirs of limima Courtney.
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and in high force. He sported of his
own accord a theologico-astronomical hy-
pothesis. Having so perpetually heard
of good boys being put up into the sky
when they are dead, and being now be-
yond measure enamoured of the lamps
in the street, he said, one night, coming
through the streets, *Stars are dead
lamps; they be n’t naughty ; they are put
up in the sky.” Two or three weeks ago
he was talking to himself while I was
writing, and T took down his soliloquy.
It would make a most original poem.

You say I illuminize. I think that
property will some time or other be
modified by the predominance of intel-
lect, even as rank and superstition are
now modified by and subordinated to
property. That much is to be hoped
of the future; but first those particular
modes of property which more particu-
larly stop the diffusion must be done
away as injurious to property itself:
these are priesthood and the too great
patronage of government. Therefore, if
to act on the belief that all things are
the process, and that inapplicable truths
are moral falsehoods, be to illuminize,
why, then I illuminize. I know that I
have been obliged to illwminize so late
at night, or rather mornings, that eyes
have smarted as if T had allum in eyes.
I believe I have misspelt the word, and
ought to have written Alum ; that aside,
bis a humourous pumn.

Tell Davy ® that I will soon write. God
love him! You and I, Southey, know a
good and great man or two in this world
of ours.

God love you, my dear Southey, and
your affectionate

S. T. COLERIDGE.

My kind love to Edith. Let me hear
from you, and do not be angry with me
that T don’t answer your letters regularly.

2 Afterward Sir Humphry Davy. He con-
tributed some verses to Southey’s Anthology.
If De Quincey is to be trusted, Coleridge cooled
toward Davy when the brilliant man of science
became a great figure in London society.
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[Early in 1800.]

My pEA®R SournEY, — I shall give up
this newspaper business; it is too, too
fatigning. I have attended the Debates
twice, and the first time I was twenty-
five hours in activity, and that of a very
unpleasant kind, and the second time
from ten in the morning till four o’clock
the next morning. T am sure that you
will excuse my silence, though indeed
after two such letters from you I eannot
searcely excuse it myself.

Fivst, of the book business. T find
a resistance which T did not expect to
the anonymousness of the publication.
Longman seems confident that a work
on such a subject without a name would
not do. Translations and perhaps satires
are, he says, the only works that book-
sellers now venture on without o name.
He is very solicitous to have your Tha-
laba, and wonders (most wonderful !)
that you do mnot write a novel. That
would be the thing! And truly, if, by
no more pains than a St. Leon requires,
you could get four hundred pounds, or
half the money, T say so too. If we were
together, we might easily Zoss up a novel,
to be published in the name of one of us,
or two, if that were all, and then chris-
ten ’em by lots. As sure as ink flows
in my pen, by help of an amanuensis,
I could write a volume a week. And
Godwin got four hundred pounds for it!
Think of that, Master Brook! T hope
that some time or other you will write a
novel on that subject of yours. I mean
The Rise and Progress of a Laugher.
Le Grice® in your eye,—the effect of
laughing on taste, manners, morals, and
happiness. But as to the Jacobin beok, I
must wait till T hear from you. Phillips
would be very glad to engage you to
write a school-book for him,— The His-
tory of Poetry in all Nations ; about four
hundred pages. But this, too, must have

! Valentine Le Grice, a Bluecoat boy, and
friend of Lamb and Coleridge. He was a wit
and scholar, who took orders, and acquired some
note by being inhibited from preaching because
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yotr name. He would give sixty pounds.
If poor dear Burnett were with you, he
might do it, under your eye and with your
instructions, aswell as you or I could do it,
but it is the name. Longman remarked,
acutely enough, “The booksellers scarce-
ly pretend to judge the merits of the
book, but we know the saleableness of the
name; and as they continue to buy most
books on the caleulation of a first edition
of athousand copies, they are seldom much
mistaken, for the name gives them the
excuse for sending it to all the Gemmen
in Great Britain and the colonies, from
whom they have standing orders for new
books of reputation.” This is the secret
why books published by eountry booksell-
ers, or by authors on their own account,
so seldom succeed.

As to my schemes of residence, I am
as unfixed as yourself, only that we are
under the absolute necessity of fixing
somewhere, and that somewhere will, T
suppose, be Stowey. There are all my
books and all our furniture. In May I
am under a kind of engagement to go
with Sara to Ottery. My family wish me
to fix there, but #hat I must decline in
the names of public liberty and individ-
ual free-agency. Elder brothers, not sen-
ior in intellect and not sympathizing in
main opinions, are subjects of occasional
visits, not temptations to a co-township.
But if you go to Burton, Sara and I will
waive the Ottery plan, if possible, and
spend May and June with you, and per-
haps July ; but she must be settled in a
house by the latter end of July or the
first week in August. Till we are with
you, Sara means to spend five weeks with
the Roskillies, and a week or two at Bris-
tol, where I shall join her. She will leave
London in three weeks, at least, perhaps
a fortnight, and I shall give up lodgings,
and billet myself, free of expense, at
my friend Purkis’s at Breniford. This is

of his free opinions, He is the C. V. le G. of
Elia’s Christ’s Hospital Five and Thirty Years
Ago.
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my present plan. O my dear Southey! I
would to God that your health did not
enforce you to migrate: we might most
assuredly continue to fix a residence some-
where which might possess a sort of cen-
trality. Alfoxden would make two houses
sufficiently divided for unimpinging inde-
pendence. . . .

Tell Davy that I have not forgotten
him, because, without an epilepsy, I can-
not forget him; and if I wrote to him as
often as I think of him, Lord have merey
on his pocket !

God bless you again and again.

S. T. COLERIDGE.
I pass this evening with Charlotte Smith
at her house.

[Postmark, February 18, 1800.]

My pEAR SouTHEY, — What do you
mean by the words it is indeed by ex-
pectation,” speaking of your state of
health? I cannot bear to think of your
going to a strange country without any
one who loves and understands you.
But we will talk of all this. I have not
a moment’s time, and my head aches. I
was up till five o'clock this morning.
My brain is so overworked that T could
doze troublously and with cold limbs, so
affected was my circulation. T shall do
no more for Stuart. Read Pitt’s speech
in the Morning Post of to-day (February
18, Tuesday). I reported the whole
with notes so seanty that — Mr. Pitt is
much obliged to me. For, by Heaven,
he never talked half as eloquently in his
lifetime. He is a stupid, insipid chat-
latan, that Pitt. Indeed, except Fox,
T, you, or anybody might learn to speak
better than any man in the House. For
the next fortnight 1 expect to be so
busy that I shall go out of London a
mile or so to be wholly uninterrupted.
T do not understand the Beguin-nings of
Holland.? Phillips is a good-for-nothing
fellow, but what of that? He will give

1 Southey’s Letters contain aminute account

of the Beguines at Ghent, but his visit was
made in 1815.
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you sixty pounds, and advance half the
money now, for a book you can do in a
fortnight, or three weeks at farthest. T
would advise you not to give it up so
hastily. Phillips eats no flesh. I ob-
serve wittily enough, that whatever
might be thought of innate ideas, there
could be no doubt to a man who had
seen Phillips of the existence of innate
beef. Let my Mad Ox keep my name.
Fire and Famine do just what you like
with. T have ne wish either way. The
Fears in Solitude, I fear, is not my
property, and I have no encouragement
to think it will be given up, but if
I hear otherwise, I will let you know
speedily ; in the mean time, do not rely
on it. Your review-plan cannot answer
for this reason. It could exist only as
long as the ononymous anti-anonymists
remained in life, health, and the humour,
and no publisher would undertake a peri-
odical publication on so gossamery a tie.
Besides, it really would not be right for
any man to make so many people have
strange and uncomfortable feelings to-
wards him; which must be the case,
however kind the reviews might be —
and what but nonsense is published ?
The author of Gebir I cannot find out.
There are none of his books in town.
You have made a sect of Gebirites by
your review, but it was not a fair, though
a very kind review. I have sent a let-
ter to Mrs. Fricker, which Sara directed
to you. I hope it has come safe. Let
me see, are there any other questions ?

So, my dear Southey, God love you,
and never, never cease to believe that T
am

Affectionately yours,
S. T. COLERIDGE.
Love to Edith.

No. 21, BuckixeHAM STREET, Saturday.
[Early in 1800.]

My bpEAR SouTHEY, — I will see
Longman on Tuesday, at the farthest,
but I pray you send me up what you
have done, if you ean, as I will read it
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to him, unless he will take my word for
it. But we cannot expect that he will
treat finally without seeing a consider-
able specimen. Send it by the coach;
and be assured that it will be as safe as
in your own escritoire, and I will remit
it the very day Longman or any book-
seller has treated for it satisfactorily.
Less than two hundred pounds I would
not take.

Have you tried warm bathing in a
high temperature? As to your travel-
ling, your first business must of course
be to settle. The Greek Islands, and Tur-
key in general, are one continued Houns-
low Heath, only that the highwaymen
there have an awkward habit of mur-
dering people. As to Poland and Hun-
gary, the detestable roads and inns of
them both, and the severity of the cli-
mate in the former, render travelling
there little suited to your state of health.
Oh for peace and the south of France!
What a detestable villainy is not the new
Constitution! T have written all that
relates to it which has appeared in the
Morning Post; and not withont strength
or elegance. But the French are chil-
dren. ’Tis an infirmity to hope or fear
concerning them. I wish they had a
king again, if it were only that Sieyes
and Bonaparte might be hung. Guillo-
tining is too republican a death for such
reptiles !

Youll write another quarter for Mr.
Stuart? You will torture yourself for
twelve or thirteen guineas? I pray you
do not do so! You might get, without
the exertion and with but little more ex-
penditure of time, from fifty to an hun-
dred pounds. Thus, for instance, bring
together on your table, or skim over sue-
cessively, Briicker, Lardner’s History of
Heretics, Russell’s Modern Europe, and
Andrews’ History of England, and write
a history of levellers and the levelling
principle under some goodly title, nei-
ther praising nor abusing them. Lacedze-
mon, Crete, and the attempts at Agrarian
Laws in Rome, — all these you have by
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heart. . . . Plato and Zeno are, I believe,
nearly all that relates to the purpose in
Briicker. Lardner’s is a most amusing
book to read. Write only a sheet of let-
ter paper a day, which you can easily
do in an hour, and in twelve weeks you
will have produced (without any toil of
brains, observing none but chronological
arrangement, and giving you little more
than the trouble of transeription) twenty-
four sheets octavo. I will gladly write a
philosophieal introduction that shall en-
lighten without offending, and therein
state the rise of property, ete. For this
you might secure sixty or seventy guin-
eas, and receive half the money on pro-
ducing the first eight sheets, in a month
from your first commencement of the
work. Many other works occur to me,
but I mention this because it might be
doing great good, inasmuch as boys and
youths would read it with far different
impressions from their fathers and god-
fathers, and yet the latter find nothing
alarming in the nature of the work, it
being purely historical. If 1 am not
deceived by the recency of their date,
my Ode to the Duchess and my Xmas
Carol will do for your Anthology. I
have therefore transcribed them for you.
But I need not ask you, for God’s sake,
to use your own judgment without spare.

February 28, 1800.

It goes to my heart, my dear Southey,
to sit down and write to you, knowing
that T can scarcely fill half a side — the
postage lies on my conscience. I am
translating manuseript plays of Schiller.
They are poems, full of long speeches, in
very polish’d blank verse. The theatre !
the theatre! my dear Southey! it will
never, never, never do! If you go to
Portugal, your History thereof will do,
but, for present money, novels or trans-
lations. I do not see that a book said
by you in the Preface to have been writ-
ten merely as a book for young per-
sons eould injure your reputation more
than Milton’s Accidence injured his. I
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would do it because you can do it so
easily. It is not necessary that you
should say much about Irench or Ger-
man literature. Do 15 so. Poetry of
savage nations — Poetry of rudely-civ-
ilized — Homer and the Hebrew Poetry,
ete. — Poetry of civilized nations under
Republics and Polytheism — State of Po-
etry under the Roman and Greek Em-
pires — Revival of it in Italy, in Spain
and England — then go steadily on with
England to the end, except one chapter
about German Poetry to conclude with,
which I can write for you.

In the Morning Post was a poem of
fascinating metre by Mary Robinson;
’t was on Wednesday, February 26, and
entitled The Haunted Beach. T was so
struck with it that I sent to her to de-
sire that [it] might be preserved in the
Anthology. She was extremely flattered
by the idea of its being there, as she
idolizes you and your doings. So, if it
be not too late, I pray you let it be in.
If you should not have received that
day’s paper, write immediately, that I
may transcribe it. It falls off sadly to
the last, wants tale and interest ; but the
images are new and very distinet; —
that “silvery carpet” is so just that it is
unfortunate it should seem so bad, for
it is really good ; but the metre,— ay!
that woman has an ear. William Taylor,!
from whom I have received a couple of
letters full of thought and information,
says what astounded me, that double
rhymes in our language have always a
ludicrous association. DMercy on the
man! where are his ears and feelings?
His taste cannot be guite right, from
this observation ; but he is a famous fel-
low — that is not to be denied.

Sara is poorly still. Hartley rampant,
and emperorizes with your pictures.
Harry is a fine boy. Hartley told a
gentleman, ¢ Metinks you arve like
Southey,” — and he was not wholly un-

1 William Taylor, of Norwich, who did much

to introduce the knowledge of German litera-
ture into England.
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like you; but the chick calling you sim-
ple “ Southey,” so pompously !
God love you and your Edith.
S. T. COLERIDGE.
Love to Davy.

GrETa Harn, KESwICK.
[May 6, 1801.]

My pEAR SourHEY, — I wrote you a
very, very gloomy letter; and I have
taken blame to myself for inflicting so
much pain on you without any adequate
motive. Not that I exaggerated any-
thing as far as the immediate present is
concerned ; but had I been in better
health and a more genial state of sensa-
tion, I should assuredly have looked out
upon a more cheerful future. Since I
wrote you, I have had another and more
severe fit of illness, which has left me
weak, very weak, but with so calm a
mind that I am determined to believe
that this fit was bond fide the last.
Whether I shall be able to pass the next
winter in this country is doubtful, nor
is it possible I should know till the fall
of the leaf. At all events, you will (I
hope and trust, and if need were entreat)
spend as much of the summer and au-
tumn with us as will be in your power;
and if our Zealt/is should permit it, T am
confident there will be no other solid ob-
jection to our living together in the same
house, divided. We have ample room,
room enough and more than enough, and
I am willing to believe that the blessed
dreams we dreamt some six years ago
may be auguries of something really no-
ble which we may yet perform together.

We wait impatiently, anxiously, for a
letter announcing your arrival ; indeed,
the article Falmouth has taken prece-
dence of the Leading Paragraph with
me for the last three weeks. Our best
love to Edith. Derwent is the boast of
the connty — the little River-God is as
beautiful as if he had been the child
of Venus Anaduomene previous to her
emersion. Dear Hartley! we are at
times alarmed by the state of his health,
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but at present he is well. If T were to
lose him, I am afraid it would exceed-
ingly deaden my affection for any other
children I may have.

A little child, a limber elf

Singing, daneing to itself ;

A faery thing with red round cheeks

That always finds, and never secks,

Doth make a Vision to the Sight,

Which fills a Father’s eyes with Light

And Pleasures flow in so thick and fast

Upon his Heart that he at last

Must needs express his Love's Excess

In words of Wrong and Bitterness.

Perhaps it is pretty to force together

Thoughts so all unlike each other;

To mutter and mock a broken charm ;

To dally with Wrong that does no Harm ;

Perhaps 't is tender, too, and pretty

At each wild word to feel within

A sweet Recoil of Love and Pity ;

And what if in a World of Sin

(O sorrow and shame, should this be true!)

Such Giddiness of Heart and Brain

Comes seldom, save from Rage and Pain,

So talks as it s most used to do!

A very metaphysical account of fa-
thers calling their childven rogues, ras-
cals, and little varlets, ete.

God bless you, my dear Southey! T
need not say, write.

S. T. CoLERIDGE.

P. S. We shall have peas, beans, tur-
nips (with boiled leg of mutton), cauli-
flowers, French beans, etc., ete., endless !
‘We have a noble garden.

Wednesday, July 22, 1801,

My bpreaAR SourHEY, — Yesterday
evening I met a boy on an ass, winding
down as picturish a glen as eye ever
looked at, he and his beast no mean
part of the picture. Ihad taken a liking
to the little blackguard at a distance,
and I could have downright hugged
him when he gave me a letter in your
handwriting. Well, God be praised !
I shall surely see you once more, some-
where or other. If it be really imprac-
ticable for you to come to me, I will
doubtless do anything rather than not
see you, though in simple truth travelling
in chaises or coaches even for one day is
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sure to lay me up for a week. But do,
do, for heaven’s sake, come, and go the
shortest way, however dreary it be, for
there is enough to be seen when you get
to our house. If you did but know what
a flutter the old moveable at my left
breast has been in, since I read your let-
ter. I have not had such a fillip for
a many months. My dear Edith! how
glad you were to see old Bristol again !

I am again climbing up that rock of
convalescence, from which I have been
so often washed off and hurried back;
but T have been so unusually well these
last two days that I should begin to
look the damsel Hope full in the face,
instead of sheep’s-eyeing her, were it not
that the weather has been so unusually
hot, —and that is my joy. Yes, sir!
we will go to Constantinople ; but as it
rains there, which my gout loves as the
devil does holy water, the Grand Turk
shall shew the exceeding attachment he
will no doubt form towards us by ap-
pointing us his Vieeroys in Egypt. I
will be Supreme Bey of that showerless
district, and you shall be my supervisor.
But for God’s sake, make haste and
come to me, and let us talk of the sands
of Arabia while we are floating in our
lazy-boat on Keswick Lake, with our
eyes on massy Skiddaw, so green and
high. Perhaps Davy might accompany
you. Davy will remain unvitiated — his
deepest and most recollectable delights
have been in solitude, and the next to
those — with one or two whom he loved.
He is placed, no doubt, in a perilous
desart of good things, but he is connect-
ed with the present race of men by a
very aweful tie, that of being able to
confer immediate benefit on them; and
the cold-blooded, venom-toothed snake
that winds around him shall be only his
coat of arms, as God of Healing.

I exceedingly long to see Thalaba,
and perhaps still more to read Madoc
over again. I never heard of any third
edition of my poems, I thirk; you must
have confused it with the L. B, Long-
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man could not surely be so uncouthly
ill-mannered as not to write to me to
know if I wished to make any correc-
tions or additions. I° I am well enough,
I mean to alter, with a devilish sweep of
revolution, my tragely, and publish it,
in a little volume by itself with a new
name, as a poem. But I have no heart
for poetry. Alas! alas! how should I,
who have passed nine months with gid-
dy head, sick stomach, and swoln knees?
My dear Southey, it is said that long sick-
ness makes us all grow selfish, by the ne-
cessity which it imposes of continuously
thinking about ourselves. But long and
sleepless nights are a fine antidote.

Oh, how I have dreamt about you!
Times that fhave been, and never can
return, have been with me on my bed
of pain, and how I yearned towards you
in those moments I myself can know
only by feeling it over again. But come
¢ strengthen the wealk hands, and con-
firm the feeble knees. Then shall the
lame man leap as a hart, and sorrow
and sighing shall flee away.”

I am here, in the vicinity of Dur-
ham, for the purpose of reading from the
Dean and Chapters Library an ancient
of whom you may have heard, Duns
Scotus! I mean to set the poor old
Gemman on his feet again; and in or-
der to wake him out of his present leth-
argy, I am burning Locke, Hume, and
Hobbes underhis nose. They stink worse
than feather or assafetida. Poor Joseph!?
he has seribbled away both head and
heart. What an affecting essay I could
write on that man’s character ! Had he
gone in his quiet way on a little poney,
looking about him with a sheep’s eye
cast now and then at a short poem, T do
verily think, from many parts of the
Malvern Hills, that he would at last have
become a poet better than many who
have had much fame; but he would be
an epic, and so

Victorious o’er the Danes, I Alfred preach,

Of my own Forces Chaplain-General !

1 Joseph Cortle ?
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. . . Write immediately, directing,
“ Mr. Coleridge, Mr. George Hutchin-
son’s, Bishop’s Middleham, Rushiford,
Durham,” and tell me when you set off,
and I will contrive and meet you at Liv-
erpool, where, if you are jaded with the
journey, we can stay a day or two at
Dr. Crompton’s, and chat a bit with
Roscoe and Curry, whom you will like
as men far, far better than as writers.

O Edith ! how happy Sara will be, and
little Hartley, who uses the air of the
breezes as skipping-ropes, and fat Der-
went, so beautiful, and so proud of his
three teeth that there’s no bearing of
him.

God Dbless you, dear Southey, and
S. T. Coleridge.

P. S. Remember me kindly to Dan-
vers and Mrs. Danvers.

Durnay, Saturday, July 25, 1801.

My prar Sourniey,—I do loathe
cities, that ’s certain. I’m in Durham, at
an inn — and that too I do not like — and
have dined with a large parcel of priests,
all belonging to the cathedral, thorough-
ly ignovant and hard-hearted. T have
had no small trouble in gaining permis-
sion to have a few books sent to me
eight miles from the place, which nobody
has ever read in the memory of man.
Now you will think what follows a lie.
and it is not. I asked a stupid, haughty
fool, who is the librarian of the Dean
and Chapters Library in this city, if he
had Leibnitz. He answered, “ We have
no museum in this library for natural
curiosities ; but there is a mathemati-
cal instrument setter in the town, who
shews such animalcula through a glass
of great magnifying powers.” Heaven
and earth ! he understood the word * live
nits.” Well, I return early to-morrow
to Middleham, to a quiet, good family
that love me dearly — a young farmer
and his sister; and he makes very droll
verses in the northern dialects and in the
metre of Burns, and is a great humorist,
and the woman is so very good a woman
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that I have seldom indeed seen the like
of her. Death! that everywhere there
should be one or two good and excellent
people like these, and that they should
not have the power given ’em to edit a
crepitus strong enough to whirl away the
rest to Hell !

I do not approve the Palermo and Con-
stantinople scheme, to be secretary to a
fellow that would poison you for being
a poet, while he is only a lame verse-
maker. But verily, dear Southey, if
will not suit you to be under any man’s
controll or biddances. What if you
were a consul ? *T' would fix you to one
place, as bad as if you were a parson.
It won’t do. Now mark my scheme !
St. Nevis is the most lovely as well as the
most healthy island in the West Indies.
Pinny’s estate is there, and he has a
country - house situated in a most hea-
venly way, a very large mansion. Now,
between you and me, I have reason to
believe that not only this house is at my
service, but many advantages in a family
way that would go one half to lessen the
expences of living there; and perhaps
Pinny would appoint us sine-eure negro-
drivers, at a hundred a year each, or
some other snug and reputable office ;
and perhaps, too, we might get some
office in which there is quite nothing to
do under the Governor. Now I and my
family, and you and Edith, and Words-
worth and his sister, might all go there,
and make the island more illustrious
than Cos or Lesbos! A heavenly cli-
mate, a heavenly country, and a good
house. The seashore so near us, dells
and rocks and streams. Do now think
of this. But say nothing about it on ac-
count of old Pinny. Wordsworth would
certainly go if I went. By the living
God, it is my opinion that we should
not leave three such men behind us.
N. B. T have every veason to believe
Keswick (and Cumberland and West-
moreland in general) full as dry a cli-
mate as Bristol. Our rains fall more
certainly in certain months; but we
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have fewer rainy days, taking the year
through. As to cold, I do not believe
the difference perceptible by the human
body. But I feel that there is no re-
lief for me in any part of England.
Very hot weather brings me about in
an instant, and I relapse as soon as it
coldens.

You say nothing of your voyage home-
ward, or the circumstances that preceded
it.  This, however, I [would] far rather
hear from your mouth than your letters.
Come! and come quickly. My love to
Edith, and remember me kindly to Mary
and Martha and Eliza and Mrs. Fricker.
My kind respects to Chavles and Mrs.
Danvers. Is Davy with you? If he is,
I am sure he speaks affectionately of me..
God bless you! Write.

S. T. CoLERIDGE.

Scareorovas, August 1, 1801,

My prar SourHEY,—On my re-
turn from Durham (I foolishly walked
back) I was taken ill, and my left knee
swelled “pregnant with agony,” as Mr.
Dodsley says in one of his poems. Dr.
Fenwick has earnestly persuaded me to
try horse-exercise and warm sea-bathing,
and I took the opportunity of riding with
Sara Hutchinson to her Brother Tom,.
who lives near this place, where T can
ride to and fro, and bathe with no other-
expence there than that of the bath.
The fit comes on me either at nine at
night or two in the morning: in the
former case it continues nine hours, in
the latter five. T am often literally sick
with pain. In the daytime, however, I
am well, surprisingly so, indeed, consider-
ing how very little sleep I am able to
snatel.

Your letter was sent after me, and
arrived here this morning; and but
that my letter ean reach you on the 5th
of this month, T would immediately set
off again, though I arrived here only last
night. But I am unwilling not to try
the baths for one week. If therefore
you have not made the immediate pre-
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parations, you may stay one week longer
at Bristol ; but if you have, you must
look at the lake, and play with my babies
three or four days. though this grieves
me. I do not like it. I want to be with
you, and to meet you — even to the very
verge of the lake covntry. I would far
rather that you would stay a week at
Grasmere (which is on the road, four-
teen miles from Keswick) with Words-
worth than go on to Keswick, and I not
there. Oh, how you will love Grasmere !

All T ever wish of you with regard to
wintering at Keswick is to stay with me
till you find the climate injurious. When
I read that cheerful sentence, * We will
climb Skiddaw this year, and scale Etna
the next,” with a right piteous and hu-
mourous smile did I ogle my poor knee,
which at this present moment is larger
than the thickest part of my thigh.

A little Quaker girl (the daughter of
the great Quaker mathematician Slee, a
friend of anti-negro-trade Clarkson, who
has a house at the foot of Ulleswater —
which Slee Wordsworth dined with, a
pretty parenthesis), this little girl, four
years old, happened after a very hearty
meal to eructate, while Wordsworth was
there. Her mother i{ooked at her, and
the little ereature immediately and for-
mally observed, © Yan belks when yan’s
fu’ and when yan'’s empty;” that is,
¢ One belches when one °s full and when
one s empty.” Since that time this is a
favourite piece of slang at Grasmere and
Greta Hall, whenever we talk of poor
Joey, George Dyer, and other persever-
ants in the noble trade of Scribbleism.

Wrangham, who lives near here, one
of your Anthology friends, has married
again, a Lady of a neat £700 a year.
His living by the Iaclosure will be
something better than £600, besides
what little fortune he had with his last
wife, who died in the first year. His
present wife's cousin observed, ¢ DMr.
W. is a lucky man ; his present lady is
very weakly and delicate.” I like the
idea of a man’s specalating in sickly
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wives. It would be no bad character
for a farce.

That letter %= was a kind - hearted,
honest, well-spoken citizen. The three
strokes, which did for him, were, as I
take it, (1) the Ictus Cardiacus, which de-
vitalized his moral heart; (2) the Stroke
of the Apoplexy in his head ; and (3) a
stroke of the palsy in his right hand,
which produces a terrible shaking and
impotence in the very attempt to reach
his breeches pocket. O dear Southey.
what inealeulable blessings, worthy of
thanksgiving in heaven, do we not owe
to our being and having been poor! No
man’s heart ean wholly stand up against
property.

My love to Edith.

S. T. CoLERIDGE.

NereER STOWEY, BRIDGEWATER,
December 31, 1801.

DeAr SourHEY, — On Xmas day
I breakfasted with Davy, with the in-
tention of dining with you; but I re-
turned very unwell, and in very truth
in so utter a dejection of spirits as both
made it improper for me to go any-
whither, and a most unfit man to be
with you. I left London on Saturday
morning four o’clock, and for three hours
was in such a storm as I was never be-
fore out in, for I was atop of the coach ;
rain, and hail, and violent wind with
vivid flashes of lightning that seemed
almost to alternate with the flash-like
re-emersions of the waning moon from
the ever-shattered, ever-closing clouds.
However, I was armed cap-a-pie in a
complete panoply, namely, in a huge,
most huge Roquelaire, which had cost
the Government seven guineas, and was *
provided for the emigrants in the Quibe-
row expedition, one of whom, falling
sick, stayed behind, and parted with his
cloak to Mr. Howel, who lent it me. I
dipped my head down, shoved it up,
and it proved a complete tent to me.
I was as dry as if I had been sitting by
the fire. I arrived at Bath at eleven



1894.]

o'clock at night, and spent the next day
with Warren, who has gotten a very
sweet woman to wife, and a most beauti-
ful house and situation at Whitcomb on
the Hill over the bridge. On Monday
afternoon I arrived at Stowey. I am a
good deal better ; but my bowels are by
no means de-revolutionized. So much
for me.

I do not know what I am to say to
you of your dear mother. Life passes
away from us in all modes and ways,
in our friends, in ourselves. We all
“die daily.” Heaven knows that many
and many a time I have regarded my
talents and acquirements as a porter’s
burthen, imposing on me the capital
duty of going on to the end of the jour-
ney, when I would gladly lie down by
the side of the road, and become the
Country for a mighty nation of Maggots.
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For what is life, gangrened, as it is with
me, in its very vitals, domestic tranquil-
lity ? These things being so, I confess
that I feel for you, but not for the event,
as for the event only by an act of thought,
and not by any immediate shock from the
like feeling within myself.

When I return to town I can scarce-

“ly tell. T have not yet made up my

mind whether or no I shall move Devon-
ward. My relations wish to see me, and
I wish to avoid the uneasy feeling I shall
have if T remain so near them without
gratifying the wish. No very brotherly
mood of mind, I must confess, but it is,
nine-tenths of it at least, a work of their
own doing.

Poole desires to be remembered to
yvou. Remember me to your wife and
Mus. Lovell. God bless you, and

S. T. COLERIDGE.

FROM WINTER SOLSTICE TO VERNAL EQUINOX.

My first glimpse of the morning was
through a loophole of the frosted win-
dow pane. I saw the morning star and
a light at a meighbor’s, both of which
struck out a thousand sparkles on the
frosted glass. I was reminded of saline
flakes and spars in a white cavern sud-
denly illuminated by a torch.

How the air burns one’s eyes on such
a morning! The snow was everywhere
bluish in its tint, or as though colored by
the intervening air. Minute snowballs
hung upon the sprays of privet, and
looked like some sort of cool May bloom.
An evergreen hedge rounded up with
snow, without hollow or wrinkle any-
where, furnished a long, narrow pallet or
couch where an anchorite might sleep,
if it were not something too luxurious.
The space between the banks of the
creek, now at its lowest winter ebb, was
smoothly spread with snow, yielding a

white, clean highway, or lowway, for in-
visible and unimagined travelers, — spir-
its of the keen and tenuous air. One
tree, as I passed under, whispered with
its dozen dry leaves, “Pity, oh, pity
me!” For “pity,” indeed, I would have
plucked and thrown away its leaves, had
they been within reach. But all its fel-
lows slept, or dreamed, in seasonable qui-
escence.

To-day, the noise of the woods was
twofold : the great wave or surge sound
in the treetops as the wind swept through
them; then, the fitful, cautionary, light
whisper, the “sh” and  hist,” that ran
everywhere among the dry leaves. And
what is the tragedy of the cast-off hon-
ors of the tree, that, as the feet stir the
leafy drift, there go forth the syllables,
“hor-ror, hor-ror ’?

I was, indeed, admonished to leave



